Twi | i ght Eyes [011 5.0]

By Dean R Koontz

Synopsi s:

There really are goblins in the world, hideous, |oathsone creatures
bent on the slow, painful destruction of mankind.

THEY' RE QUT THERE Waiting. Watching. Unseen by normal eyes, but al
too visible to Slim MacKenzie, a young man bl essed-or cursed- by

Twi | i ght Eyes. .

THEY' RE QUT THERE Lurking in the darkest shadows of an eerie, noonlit
carnival. Feeding their twi sted needs with human suffering. And
fiendishly plotting the downfall of the human race..

THEY' RE QUT THERE But don't scream

They' || hear you..
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| had thought sone of nature's journeynen had nade nen and not nade
themwell, for they imtated humanity so abomni nably.

- Shakespeare Hope is the pillar that holds up the world.

Hope is the dream of a waking man.

-Pliny the Elder I amon the side of the unregenerate to affirmthe
worth of Iife as an end in itself.

-Aiver Wendell Hol nes, Jr.

PART ONE TWLIGHT EYES . . . the still sad nusic of humanity ...
-WIliam Wrdsworth

Humanity ain't always what's pretty. Sone of the worst killers are
pretty. Humanity ain't always what sounds nice and falls smooth on the
ear, 'cause any pitchman can charm a snake, but sonme pitchmen ain't too
humane. A person shows hunmanity when he's there you need him when be
takes you in, when he has a genuine kind word, when he nmakes you fee
not al one, when he nmkes your fight his fight. That's what hunmanity
is, if you want to know. And-if we had a little nore of it in this
wor |l d, maybe we coul d get ourselves out of the handbasket we're in ..

or at least stop carrying that handbasket straight to Hell, the way we
have been for so |ong.

-an anonynous carnival pitchnman



1

The Carniva

That was the year they nurdered our president in Dallas. It was the
end of innocence, the end of a certain way of thinking and being, and
sone were despondent and said it was the death of hope, as well. But

t hough falling autumm | eaves may reveal skeletal branches, spring
recl ot hes the wood; a bel oved grandnot her dies, but as conpensation for
the | oss, her grandchild enters the world strong and curious; when one
day ends, the next begins, for in this infinite universe there is no
final conclusion to anything, definitely not to hope. Fromthe ashes
of the old age, another age is born, and birth is hope. The year that
foll owed the assassination would bring us the Beatles, new directions
in nmodern art that would alter the way we viewed our environnent, and

t he begi nning of a refreshing distrust of governnent. |If it also
contai ned the germ nating seeds of war, this should only serve to teach
us that-1ike hope-terror and pain and despair are constant compani ons
inthis life, a lesson that is never wthout val ue.

| canme to the carnival in the sixth month of ny seventeenth year, in

t he darkest hours of the night, on a Thursday in August, nore than
three nonths before that death in Dallas

During the foll owi ng week, what happened to ne woul d change ny life as
profoundly as assassination could transformthe future of a nation,

t hough upon nmy anval the shuttered
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and deserted m dway seened an unlikely place for destiny to be waiting.
At four o'clock in the norning, the county fairgrounds had been cl osed
for alnobst four hours. The carnies had shut down the Ferris wheel

Di ve Bonber, Tilt-a-Wirl, and other rides.

"They had cl osed up their hanky-panks, grab-joints, pitch-anddunks,
pokerino parlors, had turned off the lights and killed the rmusic and
fol ded up the gaudy glanmour. Wth the departure of the narks, the
carnies had gone to their travel trailers, which were parked in a | arge
nmeadow sout h of the m dway.

Now t he tattooed man, the nidgets, dwarves, hustlers, the wonen from
the girly shows, the pitchmen, the bottle-pitch and ring-toss
operators, the man who made cotton candy for a living, the wonan who

di pped apples in caranel sauce, the bearded | ady, the three-eyed man
and all the others were asleep or fighting insomia or neking | ove as
if they were ordinary citizens-which, in this world, they were.

A three-quarter noon, sliding down one side of the sky, was still high
enough to shed a pale wintry glow that seened anachronistic in the hot,
hum d, graveyard hours of an August night in Pennsylvania. As |
strolled through the lot, getting a feel for the place, | noticed how
strangely white ny own hands | ooked in that frosty |unm nescence, like

t he hands of a dead man or ghost. That was when | first perceived the
I urking presence of Death anong the rides and hanky-panks, and sensed
dimMy that the carnival would be the site of nmurder and nuch bl ood.

Overhead, lines of plastic pennants hung linp in the nmuggy air; they
were bright triangles when touched by sunshine or splashed in the
dazzling gl ow of ten thousand carnival |ights but were bled of color

now, so they seenmed |ike scores of sleeping bats suspended above the
sawdust - car pet ed concour se.
As | passed by the silent carousel a frozen stanpede was halted in



m d- gal | op-bl ack stallions, white mares, pintos, pal om nos,

nust angs- chargi ng forward w thout proceeding, as if the river of tine
had parted around them Like a thin spray of metallic paint, traces of
nmoonl i ght adhered to the brass poles that transfixed the horses, but in
that eerie radiance the brass was silver and col d.

| had junped the high fence that ringed the county fairgrounds, for the
gates had been closed when | arrived. Now | felt vaguely guilty, a
thief in search of booty, which was odd, for I was no thief and
harbored no crimnal intentions toward anyone in the carnival.

I was a nurderer, wanted by the police in Oregon, but |I felt no guilt
about the blood | had spilled out there at the other end of the
continent. | killed my Uncle Denton with an ax because | wasn't strong
enough to finish himwith my bare hands. Neither renorse nor guilt
pursued nme, for Uncle Denton had been one of them

The police, however, did pursue ne, and | couldn't be sure that even
three thousand mles of flight had won nme any safety. | no |onger used
ny real nane, Carl Stanfeuss. At first | had called nyself Dan Jones,
then Joe Dann, then Harry Miurphy. Now | was Slim MacKenzie, and
figured | would stay Slimfor a while; | liked the sound of it. Slim
MacKenzie. It was the kind of name a guy m ght have if he were John
Wayne's best buddy in one of the Duke's Westerns. | had let nmy hair
grow | onger, though it was still brown.

There was not nuch else | could do to alter mnmy appearance, other than
stay free long enough for time to make a different nan of nme.

VWhat | hoped to get fromthe carnival was sanctuary, anonymty, a place
to sleep, three square neals a day, and pocket noney, all of which
intended to earn. |In spite of being a nurderer, | was the | east

danger ous desperado ever to ride out of the West.

Nevertheless, | felt like a thief that first night, and | expected
soneone to raise an alarm to cone running at nme through the naze of

ri des, hamburger stands, and cotton candy ki osks. A couple of security
guards nust have been cruising the fairgrounds, but when | nade ny
entrance they were nowhere in sight. Listening for the sound of their
car, | continued ny nocturnal tour of the fampbus nidway of the Sonbra
Brothers Carnival, the second |argest road show in the country.

At last | stopped by the giant Ferris wheel, to which darkness brought
a chilling transformation: In the glow of the nobon, at this dead hour
it did not resenble a machine, especially not a machi ne designed for
amusenent, but gave the inpression of being the skeleton of a huge
prehistoric beast. The girders and beans and cross-supports m ght not
have been wood and netal but bony accretions of cal cium and other

m nerals, the last remains of a deconposed |eviathan washed up on the

| onel y beach of an ancient sea.

Standing in the conplex pattern of noon-shadows cast by that inmagined

pal eolithic fossil, | peered up at the black two-seat baskets al
hangi ng notionless, and | knew this wheel would play a role in a
pivotal event in nmy life. | did not know how or why or when, but |

knew wi t hout doubt that sonething nonentous and terrible would happen
here. | knew.

Rel i abl e premonitions are part of ny gift. Not the nbst inportant
part. Not the nobst useful, startling, or frightening part, either. |
possess other special talents that | use but do not understand. They
are talents that have shaped my life but which |I cannot control or
enploy at will. | have Twilight Eyes.

Looking up at the Ferris wheel, | did not actually see details of the
dreadful event that lay in the future, but I was drenched in a wave of
nor bi d sensations, flooding innpressions of terror, pain, and death. |



swayed and nearly fell to my knees. | could not breathe, and nmy heart
hamrered wildly, and nmy testicles drewtight, and for an instant | felt
as if lightning had struck nme.

Then the squall passed, and the |ast of the psychic energies sluiced

t hrough me, and there renai ned nothing but the |ow, barely detectable
vi brations that could have been sensed only by sonmeone |ike ne, om nous
vi brations emanating fromthe wheel, as if it were radiating scattered
particles of the death-energy stored within it, rmuch the way a storm
sky charges the day with uneasy expectation even before the first bolt
of lightning or clap of thunder

| could breathe again. M heart slowed. The hot, thick August night
had rai sed a greasy filmof perspiration on ny face |ong before | had
entered the m dway, but now sweat poured fromne. | pulled up the
T-shirt | was wearing and blotted ny face.

Partly in the hope that | could sonmehow clarify those foggy,

cl airvoyant perceptions of danger and see exactly what violence |ay
ahead, and partly because | was determned not to be intimdated by the
aura of evil that clung to the big machine, | shrugged of f the backpack
| had been carrying, unrolled my sleeping bag, and nmade ready to pass
the Iast hours of the night right there in the faint patchwork of

pur pl e- bl ack shadows and ash-gray noonlight, with the wheel |oom ng
over me. The air was so heavy and warmthat | used the sl eeping bag

only as a mattress. | lay on ny back, staring up at the towering
amusenment ride, then at the stars visible beyond the curve of it and
between its beans. Although | tried, | sensed nothing nore of the

future, but | did see a hunmbling plenitude of stars and thought about
the i mensity of space and felt |onelier than ever.
Less than a quarter of an hour passed before | grew drowsy, and just as

ny eyes were about to flutter shut, | heard novenment on the abandoned
m dway, not far fromne. It was a crisp, crackling sound, as of
soneone stepping on discarded candy wappers. | raised up and

listened. The crackling stopped, but it was followed by the thump of
heavy footsteps on hard-packed earth.

A moment | ater a gl oomshrouded figure noved out from beside a tent

t hat housed one of the kootch shows, hurried across the concourse,
slipped into the darkness on the far side of the Ferris wheel, no nore
than twenty feet away fromne, reappeared in the noonlight by the

Caterpillar. It was a man, quite big-unless the shadows, like
vol um nous cl oaks, gave him a deceptively | arge appearance. He hurried
away, unaware of ne. | had only a glinpse of him saw nothing of his

face, but | shot to nmy feet, shaking, suddenly cold in spite of the
August heat, for what little | had seen of himwas enough to generate a
current of fear that sizzled the length of ny spine.

It was one of them

| withdrew the knife hidden in nmy boot. As | turned the blade in ny
hand, | anbent noonbeans |icked al ong the cutting edge.

| hesitated. | told nyself to pack up and | eave, get out, seek shelter
el sewhere

Oh, but | was weary of running and needed a place to call home. Wary
and di soriented by too many hi ghways, too nmany towns, too many
strangers, too-nmany changes. During the past few nonths | had worked
in half a dozen gillys and ragbags, the bottom of the carniva

busi ness, and | had heard how much better the |life was when you were
hooked up with an organization |ike E. Janes Strates, the Vivona

Brot hers, Royal American, or the Sonbra Brothers Shows. And now that |
had wal ked this mdway in the dark, soaking up both physical and
psychic inmpressions, | wanted to stay. |n spite of the bad aura around



the Ferris wheel, in spite of the prenopnition that nmurder woul d be done
and bl ood spilled in the days to cone, the Sonbra outfit gave off

ot her, better emanations, and | sensed | could find happi ness here too.
| wanted to stay nmore than | had ever wanted anything el se.

I needed a hone and friends.

I was only seventeen.

But if | were to stay, he nust die. | didn't think I could live in the
carni val knowi ng that one of themnested in it too.

| held the knife at ny side.

| went after him past the Caterpillar, around the back of the
Tilt-a-Wiirl, stepping over thick power cables, trying tot avoid
putting a foot down on any litter that would reveal ny presence to him
as it had revealed himto me. W noved toward the dark, quiet center
of the carnival.

2
The Goblin

He was up to no good, but his kind always are. He scurried through the
archi pel ago of night, rushing across the islands of noonlight, much
preferring the deep pools of darkness and hesitating there only when he
needed to reconnoiter, dodging fromone bit of cover to the next,
repeat edl y gl anci ng behind but never glinpsing or sensing mne.

| followed noiselessly through the center of the mdway, not on either
of the parallel concourses but through the rides and past the backs of
gane stands and refreshnment shacks, past the Whip, between the Tip Top
and the Wirlw nd, observing himfrom conceal ment provided by now

dor mant gasol i ne- powered generators, trucks, and other equi pnent
scattered the length of the grounds. Hi's destination proved to be the
open-air Dodgem Car pavilion, where he paused for one | ast | ook around,
then clinmbed the two steps, unhitched the gate, and stepped under the
electrical-grid ceiling, noving anobng the small cars that were parked
wherever their last paying drivers had left them fromone end of the
wooden floor to the other.

Perhaps | could have hidden in the nearby shadows, there to observe him
for a while, until | had sone idea of his intentions. Perhaps that
woul d have been the w sest course, for |I knew |l ess of the eneny in

t hose days than |I know now and m ght have benefited by even the npst
trivial addition to my neager store of know edge. However, ny hatred
of the goblins-which was the only nane that | could think to give

t hem was exceeded only by nmy fear, and | worried that del aying the
confrontati on woul d erode my courage. Wth perfect stealth, which was
not one of my special gifts but, rather, a consequence of being

seventeen and lithe and in excellent physical condition, | approached
t he Dodgem Car pavilion and followed the goblin inside.
The two-seat cars were snmall, only slightly higher than ny knees. A

pole rose fromthe rear of each car to the ceiling grid, fromwhich
power was drawn down to allow the driver to collide violently with the
ot her mani acally piloted vehicles.

When the marks crowded the m dway, the area around the Dodgem Cars was
usual |y one of the noisiest places in the carnival, the air rent with
screans and cries of attack, but nowit was as preternaturally silent
as the petrified stanpede of the carousel horses. Because the cars
were | ow and offered virtually no conceal ment, and because the raised
floor was wood with a craw space underneath that encouraged every
footstep to echo in the still night air, an undetected advance was not



easy.
My enenmy unwittingly assisted me by concentrating intently upon

what ever task had brought himout into the nmoon-rul ed carnival, nost of
hi s caution having been expended on the journey here. He was on his
knees at the rear of a car halfway across the |ong rectangul ar

pavilion, his head bowed over the focus of a flashlight beam

As | edged closer, the anber back splash of the Iight confirned that he
was i ndeed a | arge specinen, with a thick neck and broad shoul ders.

Hi s wi de back was visibly well nuscled under the tightly stretched
material of his yell ow and brown-checkered shirt.

In addition to the flashlight, he had brought a cloth tool pouch, which
he had unrolled and placed on the floor beside him The tools nestled
in an array of pockets and glinted as errant rays fromthe flashlight
found them and bounced off their smoothly machi ned surfaces. He worked
quickly, with only a little noise, but the soft scrape and tick and
squeak of netal against netal was sufficient to nask ny steady advance.
I intended to steal within six feet of him then launch nyself on him
and rammmy bl ade into his neck, seek and sever the jugular, before he
realized that he was not al one.

However, in spite of the noises he nade and in spite of nmy cat-soft
approach, when | was still twelve or fifteen feet fromhim he suddenly
became aware that he was bei ng watched, and he half turned fromhis
nmysterious task, |ooking back and up at me, astoni shed, ow -eyed.
From t he Eveready pocket flash, which he had propped on the fat rubber
bunper of the car, light streamed across his face, dimnishing in
intensity fromchin to hairline, distorting his features, creating
gueer shadows above his prom nent cheekbones, and making his bright
eyes seem fantastically sunken. Wthout the grotesque effect of the
light, he still would have had a hard, cruel |ook, thanks to a bony
forehead, eyebrows grown together over a wi de nose, a prognathous jaw,
and a thin slash of a nouth that, because of the overly generous
features that surrounded it, seened even nore a slit than it really
was.

Because | held the knife at ny side, shielded fromhimby the position
of my body, he still did not realize the degree of his danger. Wth a
bol dness born of the snmug superiority that is characteristic of all the
goblins | have ever encountered, he tried to bluff ne.

"Here, what's this?" he asked gruffly. "Wat're you doing here? Are
you with the show? Never seen you around. What're you up to?"

Looki ng down at him heart pounding, sick with terror, | could see what
others could not. | saw the goblin within, beyond his masquerade.

And this is the nost difficult thing of all to explain, this ability to
perceive the beast within, for it is not as if my psychic sight peels
back the human count enance and reveal s the |urking horror underneath,

nor is it that |I can discard the illusion of hunanity and obtain an
unobstructed view of the malignant illusionist who thinks he deceives
nme. Instead | see both at once, the human and the nonstrous, the

former superinmposed upon the latter. Maybe | can best explain by way
of an anal ogy drawn fromthe art of pottery. At a gallery in Carnel,
California, | once saw a vase with a gloriously transparent red gl aze,

| um nescent as air at the open door of sonme mghty furnace; it gave the
i mpression of fantastic depth, nagical three-di nensional real ns and
vast realities, within the flat surface of the clay. | see sonething
much i ke that when I look at a goblin. The human formis solid and
real in its own way, but through the glaze | see the other reality

wi t hin.

There in the Dodgem Car pavilion | saw through the nidnight mechanic's



human gl aze to the denpni ¢ masquerader within

"Well, speak up," the goblin said inpatiently, not even bothering to
rise fromhis knees. He had no fear of ordinary human beings, for in
hi s experience they could not harm him

He did not know that | was not ordinary. "Are you part of the show?
Do the Sonbra Brothers enmploy you? O are you just a stupid, nosy kid
poki ng into ot her people's business?"

The creature within the human hul k was both porcine and canine, wth
thick, dark, nmottled skin the shade and character of aged brass. |Its
skul | was shaped |ike that of a Gernan shepherd, the nouth filled with
wi ckedly pointed teeth and hooked fangs that seenmed neither canine nor
porcine but reptilian. The snout nore closely resenbled that of pig
than dog, with quivering, fleshy nostrils. It had the beady, red,

mal evol ent eyes of a nean hog, around which the pebbled anber skin
shaded darker until it was the green of beetie's wings. Wen it spoke,
| saw a coiled tongue unfold part way inside its nmouth. |Its
five-fingered hands were hunanlike, although with an extra joint in
each, and the knuckles were larger, bonier. Wrse, it had claws, black
and gnarl ed, pointed and well honed. The body was |ike that of a dog
that had evolved to such an extent that nature nmeant for it to stand
upright in imtation of a nan, and for the nobst part there was an
appearance of grace in its form except in its shoulders and knotted
arms, which seened to contain too rmuch mal formed bone to allow fluid
novenent .

A second or two passed in silence, a silence occasioned by nmy fear and
by a distaste for the bloody task confronting ne.

My hesitancy probably seenmed |ike guilty confusion, for he started to
bluster at me some nore and was surprised when, instead of running away

or making a flinmsy excuse, | flung nyself upon him

"Monster. Denon. | know what you are," | said through clenched teeth
as | ranmmed the knife deep.

| struck at his neck, at the throbbing artery, mssed. Instead the

bl ade plunged into the top of his shoul der, slipping through rmuscle and
cartil age, between bones.

He grunted with pain but did not how or scream M declaration
stunned him He wanted interruption no nore than | did.

| tore the knife out of himas he fell back against the Dodgem Car, and
t aki ng advant age of his nomentary shock, | stabbed again.

I f he had been an ordinary man, he woul d have been | ost, defeated as
much by the tenporary paralysis of terror and surprise as by the
ferocity of my attack. However, he was a goblin, and although he was
encunbered by his disguise of human flesh and bone, he was not limted
to human reaction.

Wth inhumanly quick refl exes he brought up one beefy armto shield

hi msel f and hunched his shoulders and drew his head in as if he were a
turtle, the net effect of which was to deflect nmy second blow. The

bl ade sliced lightly across his arm and ski pped over the top of his
skul I, gouging his scal p but doing no serious danage.

Even as nmy knife ripped up a small patch of skin and hair, he was
shifting froma defensive to an offensive posture, and | knew | was in
trouble. | was atop him shoving himagainst the car, and | tried
driving a knee into his crotch to give nyself tine to wield the knife
agai n, but he bl ocked the knee and grabbed a handful of ny T-shirt. |
knew t hat his other hand was conming for ny eyes, so | threw nyself
backward, pushing off himw th one foot on his chest. M T-shirt tore
fromcollar to hem but | was free, tunbling across the floor, between
two cars.



In the great genetic lottery that is God' s idea of efficient

managenent, | had won not only ny psychic gifts but also a natura
athletic ability, and I had al ways been qui ck and agile.
If | had not been thus blessed, | would never have survived nmy first

fight with a goblin (my Uncle Denton), let alone that nightnmare battle
anong t he Dodgem Cars.

Qur struggl es had di sl odged the Eveready propped on the rubber bunper,
which fell to the floor and went out, leaving us to war in shadows,
able to see each other only by the indirect, mlky radiance of the
wani ng noon. Even as | tunbled away and canme to nmy feet in a crouch
he was | aunching up fromthe car, rushing toward ne, his face a bl ack
bl ank except for a pale disc of cataractic light shinmrering in one eye.
As he descended on ne, | swung the knife up fromthe floor in a skyward
arc, but he jerked back. As the blade swept by a quarter of an inch
fromthe tip of his nose, he seized the wist of nmy knife hand. Wth
his greater size cane superior strength, and he was able to hold ny
right armrigidly above ny head.

He pulled back his right armand drove his fist into my throat, a
terrible blowthat would have crushed ny windpipe if it had | anded

squarely. But | lowered nmy head and twi sted away fromhim taking the
i mpact half in the throat and half in the neck. Nevertheless, the
punch was devastating. | gagged, couldn't draw breath. Behind ny

watering eyes | saw a rising darkness much deeper than the night around
us.

Desperate, with an adrenaline-stoked strength born of panic, | saw his
fist drawi ng back to take another whack at ne, and | abruptly stopped
struggling. Instead | enbraced him clung to him so he would not be

able to put power behind his punches, and in frustrating his
counterattack | found both nmy breath and hope.

We stunbl ed several steps across the floor, turning, dipping, breathing
hard, his left hand still |ocked around nmy right wist, our two arns
rai sed. W nust have | ooked |ike a bizarre pair of clunsy apache
dancers perform ng without benefit of nusic.

VWhen we drew cl ose to the scall oped wooden railing that ringed the

pavi lion, where the ash-silver noonlight was brightest, | saw through
ny adversary's human glaze with unusual and startling clarity, not
because of the noon but because nmy psychic power seened to surge for a
monent. His counterfeit features faded until they were like the barely
visible lines and planes of a crystal mask. Beyond the now perfectly
transparent costune, the hellish details and nauseating textures of the
dog-pig thing were nore vivid and real than | had ever perceived

bef ore-or wi shed to perceive. |Its long tongue, as forked as that of a
serpent, pebbled and wart-covered, oily and dark, flickered out of its
ragged-t oot hed nouth. Between its upper lip and its snout there was a
band of what at first appeared to be crusted nucus but was evidently an
aggl oneration of scaly nmoles, small cysts, and bristling warts. The
thick-rimed nostrils were dilated, quivering. The nottled flesh of
the face | ooked unheal t hy-worse, putrescent.

And t he eyes.

The eyes.

Red, with fractured black irises |like broken glass, they fixed on mne
and for a nonent, as we struggled there by the pavilion railing,

seened to fall away within those eyes, as if they were bottom ess wells
filled with fire. | was aware of hatred so intense that it al npost
scared nme, but the eyes gave a view of nore than nere | oathing and
rage. They also revealed an evil far nmore ancient than the human race
and as pure as a gas flanme, so malignant that it could have withered a



man the way the gaze of the Medusa turned the npbst courageous warriors
to stone. Yet, worse than the evil was the pal pabl e sense of nmdness,
an insanity beyond human conprehensi on or description, though not
beyond human apprehension. For those eyes somehow conveyed to nme the
know edge that the creature's hatred of humanki nd was not just one
facet of its sickness but was at the very core of its madness, and that
all the perverse invention and fevered plotting of its insane m nd was
directed solely toward the suffering and destruction of as nmany nen,
worren, and children as it was able to touch

I was sickened and repelled by what | saw in those eyes and by this
intimte physical contact with the creature, but | dared not break ny
enbrace of it, for that would have been the death of me. Therefore
clung even tighter, closer, and we bunped against the railing, then
staggered a few steps away fromit.

He had made a vise of his left hand and was determ nedly grinding the
bones in my right wist, trying to reduce themto splinters and cal ci um
dust-or at least force nme to release the knife. The pain was
excruciating, but I held on to the weapon, and with nore than a snall
measure of revulsion | bit his face, his cheek, then found his ear and
bit it off.

He gasped but did not shriek, indicating a desire for privacy even
greater than mne and a stoic resolve that | could never hope to match.
However, though he stifled a cry as | spat out his ruined ear, he was
not so inured to pain and fear that he could continue the battle

wi thout flinching. He faltered, reeled backward, smashed into a roof
post, brought one hand to his bleeding cheek, then to his head in a
frantic search for the ear that was no |onger attached. He was stil
hol di ng nmy right arm above ny head, but he was not as powerful as he
had been, and | twisted free of him

That m ght have been the nmonent to thrust the knife into his guts, but
restricted circul ati on numbed nmy hand, and | could barely maintain a
grip on the weapon. An attack woul d have been fool hardy; mnmy sensel ess
fingers mght have dropped the knife at the crucial noment.

Gagging on the taste of blood, resisting the urge to vonmit, | backed
rapidly away fromhim transferring the weapon to nmy |left hand, working
ny right hand vigorously, opening and closing it, with the hope of
exerci sing the nunbness out of those fingers. That hand began to
tingle, and I knew it would be back to normal in a few m nutes.

O course, he didn't willingly give ne the mnutes | required. Wth a
fury so bright that it should have Iit the night, he charged toward ne,
forcing me to dodge between two of the miniature cars and vault over
another. W circled the pavilion for a while, our rol es sonewhat
reversed from what they had been when I'd first crept in through the
gate. Now he was the cat-one-eared but undeterred, and |I the mpuse
with one nunb paw. And although | scurried about with a qui ckness and
I i mherness and cunni ng born of a renewed and acute sense of nortality,
he did what cats always do with mice: He inevitably closed the gap in
spite of all my maneuvers and stratagens.

The sl ow pursuit was eerily quiet, marked only by the thump of
footfalls on the hollow floor, the bone-dry scrape of shoes on wood,
the creak-rattle of the Dodgem Cars as we occasionally put a hand out
to steady ourselves in the process of slipping over or around them and
heavy breathing. No words of anger, no threats, no pleas for nercy or
reason, no cries for help. Neither of us would give the other the

sati sfaction of a whinmper of pain.

Gradual ly circulation returned to nmy right hand, and although ny
tortured wist was swollen and throbbing, | thought | had recovered



sufficiently to enploy a skill that I had |learned froma nman naned
Nerves MacPhearson in another, |ess fancy carnival where | had passed a
few weeks in Mchigan, earlier in the sunmer, after fleeing the police
in Oegon.

Nerves MacPhearson, sage and nmentor and nuch-nmni ssed, was a

kni fe-thrower extraordinaire.

W shing Nerves was with ne now, | slipped the knife-which had a

wei ght ed handl e and overall bal ance designed for throwi ng-fromleft
hand to right. | hadn't thrown it at the goblin when he'd been
kneeling at the Dodgem Car, for his position had not allowed a clear
and nortal hit.

And | hadn't thrown it the first time that | had broken free of him
because, in truth, | didn't trust my skill

Nerves had taught ne a | ot about the theory and practice of
knife-throwi ng. And even after saying good-bye to himand nmoving on
fromthe show in which we had travel ed together for a while, |
continued to study the weapon, expendi ng hundreds of additional hours
refining my skill. However, | was nost definitely not good enough to
throw the knife at the goblin as a first resort. Considering mny
eneny' s advantages of size and strength, if | only slightly wounded hi m

or mssed altogether, | would be virtually defensel ess.

Now, however, having tangled with himin hand-to-hand conbat, | knew
that | was no match for himand that a well-cal cul ated toss of the
knife was ny only chance of survival. He didn't seemto notice that in

transferring the knife to nmy left hand, | had gripped it by the bl ade

i nstead of the handle, and when | turned and ran into a |long stretch of
pavilion where there were no obstructing cars, he assuned that fear had
gotten the better of me and that | was running fromthe fight. He cane
after me, heedl ess of his own safety now, triunphant. Wen | heard his
heavy footfalls on the boards behind nme, | stopped, whirled, judged
position-angle-velocity in a wink, and | et the blade fly.

I vanhoe hinsel f, letting | oose with his best-placed arrow, could have
done no better than | did with my tunbling knife.

It tunbled exactly the right number of times and struck at precisely
the right whirling noment, taking himin the throat and burying itself
to the hilt. The point nust have been sticking out the back of his
neck, for the blade was six inches long. He came to an abrupt, swaying
halt, and his nmouth popped open. The |light where he stood was neager
but sufficient to show the surprise in both the human eyes and in the
firey demon eyes beyond. A single jet of blood, |like a gush of ebony
oil in the gloom spouted fromhis nouth, and he nade croaki ng noi ses.
He drew breath with a futile hiss and rattle.

He | ooked astoni shed.

He put his hands to the knife.

He fell to his knees.

But he did not die.

Wth what appeared to be nonunental effort, the goblin began to shuck

out of its human shell. Mre accurately, nothing was sloughed off;
rather, the human form began to | ose definition. Facial features
nelted together, and the body began to change as well. The

transformation fromone state to the other seemed agoni zi ng,

exhausting. As the creature dropped forward on its hands and knees,

t he human masquer ade kept reasserting itself, and that horrid pig-snout
appear ed, receded, and reappeared several tinmes. Likew se, the skul
flowed into a canine shape, held for a nonent, began to revert to human
proportions, then reasserted itself with new vigor, sprouting nurderous
t eet h.



| backed away, reached the railing, and paused there, prepared to vault
across and onto the mdway if the goblin should magically acquire new
strength and inmunity fromthe knife wound nerely by virtue of its

hi deous net anmor phosi s.

Perhaps, in its goblin form it was capable of healing itself in a way
it could not while trapped in the human condition. That seened

unli kely, fantastic-though no nmore fantastic than the very fact of its
exi st ence.

At last, having devol ved al nost conpletely, working its huge jaws and
gnashing its teeth, clothes hanging absurdly on its altered frane,

cl aws havi ng punched out through the leather of its shoes, it dragged
itself across the pavilion floor in ny direction. |Its malfornmed

shoul ders, arms, and hips, all burdened with strange excrescences of
usel ess bone, worked I aboriously, although | had the feeling that they
woul d have driven the beast forward with inexplicable grace and speed
if it had not been wounded and weakened. Unfiltered by the costune of
humanity, its eyes were now not sinply red but |um nous as well; they
did not shine with refracted light like the eyes of a cat but poured
forth a bloody radiance that shinmrered in the air before themand laid
a red swath on the otherw se dark floor

For a noment | was certain that the netanorphosis did, in fact, renew
the eneny, and | amsure that is why it changed.

Inits human formit was trapped and rapidly dying, but inits goblin
identity it could call upon an alien strength that m ght not save it
but mght, at least, give it enough additional resources to pursue and
kill me as a |last defiant act. Because we were al one here, because
there was no one else to see what it becane, it risked this revelation
| had witnessed such a thing once before in simlar circunmstances, with
anot her goblin, in a small town south of MI|waukee. It was no |ess
terrifying the second tine. The creature swelled with a new vitality.
It seized the handle of the knife in one clawed hand, tore the bl ade
out of its throat, and threw it aside. Slavering, drooling blood, but
grinning like a fiend risen fromthe Pit, it scuttled toward me on al
fours.

| leapt up onto the railing and was about to go over when | heard a car
approachi ng al ong the wi de concourse that passed beside the pavilion

| figured it nust be the |long-anticipated security guards naking their
rounds.

Hi ssing, thunmping its short, thick tail against the floorboards, the
beast had nearly reached the railing. It glared up at ne, eyes lit
with nmurderous intention

The engi ne of the approaching car grew |l ouder, but | did not rush to
the security men for help. | knew the goblin would not obligingly
maintain its true formfor their inspection; instead it would recl ot he
itself inits disguise, and | would be | eading the guards to what woul d
appear to be a dead or dying man, ny victim Therefore, as the
headl i ghts becane visible but before the car pulled into view, | |eapt
off the railing, back into the pavilion, junping over the beast, which
reared up and tried to grab ne but nmissed.

| landed on both feet, skidded to ny hands and knees, rolled, cane onto
hands and knees again, and crawl ed nost of the way across the pavilion
before turning and | ooki ng back. The twin ruby gleans of the goblin's
hot gaze were fixed on ne. The shattered throat, broken w ndpipe, and
spurting arteries had weakened it, and it was reduced to slithering on
its belly. It came slowy like a tropical lizard suffering from

col d-t hi ckened bl ood, closing the gap between us with evident agony but
equal determination. It was twenty feet away.



Beyond the goblin, beyond the pavilion, the headlights of the oncom ng
car grew brighter still; then the Ford sedan itself appeared, cruising
slowy, engine purring, tires nmaking an oddly soft sound in the sawdust
and litter. The lights fell on the concourse, not on the Dodgem Car
structure, but one of the security nen in the sedan was operating a
spotlight, which he now swept along the side of the pavilion

| pressed flat to the floor

The goblin was fifteen feet away from ne and inchi ng nearer

The wai st-high railing that encircled the Dodgem Car field of battle
was so heavy and solid that the spaces between the thick and closely
set balusters were narrower than the balusters thensel ves. That design
was fortunate; although the spotlight flickered through the gaps, there
was no place where the guards could get a good |ook into the pavilion
certainly not as long as they continued to nove.

The dying goblin flopped forward with another spasnmodic flexing of its
powerful |egs, heaving into a patch of noonglow, where | could see

bl ood oozing fromits piggish snout and dripping fromits nouth.

Twel ve feet away. It snapped its jaws and shuddered and heaved agai n,
its head noving out of the light, into shadow. Ten feet.

| slid backward, staying flat on nmy belly, eager to get farther from
this living gargoyle-but | froze after noving only a couple of feet,
for the cruising security car had cone to a full stop on the concourse,
directly beside the Dodgem Car attraction. | told nyself that it rnust
be part of the guards' routine to stop every so often along their
patrol route, that they had not halted in response to anything they had
seen in the pavilion, and | prayed fervently that such would prove to
be the case. Nevertheless, on a night as warm and sticky as this one,
they would be riding with their wi ndows open, and once stopped, they
were nore likely to hear any sound that | or the goblin made. Wth
that in mind | ceased retreating frommy eneny, skinned nyself to the
floor, and silently cursed this nasty bit of |uck

Wth a grunt and a lurch and a hard-drawn breath, the wounded beast
dragged itself closer to ne, reclosing the gap | had begun to w den,
once nmore only ten feet away. Its vernilion eyes were not as clear or
bright as they had been, muddy now, their strange depths clouded, as
nysterious and foreboding as the lanterns of a distant ghost ship seen
at night on a dark and fogbound sea.

Fromthe car the guards played the spotlight over the shuttered

hanky- panks on the far side of the concourse, then slowy nmoved it
around until it was stabbing brightly at the flank of the pavilion
spearing between the wi de supports of the balustrade. Though it was
unlikely they would spot either ne or the goblin past the screen of

bal usters and anong the score of mniature cars, it was not unlikely

t hat, above the noise of the Ford's idling engine, they night hear the
nonster's wheezing i nhalations or the thunp of its tail upon the holl ow
floor.

| nearly shrieked out |oud: Die, damm you!

It heaved itself forward nore energetically than before, covering a
full five feet, and thudded down on its belly with little nore than one
yard separating us.

The spotlight stopped noving.

The security men had heard sonet hi ng.

A dazzling lance of light cut between two balusters, its point
enbedding in the pavilion floor eight or ten feet to ny left. |In the
beam s narrow revel atory width the wood pl anks-the grain, nicks,
scrapes, gouges, and stains-were, at |east from ny deck-Ievel point of
view, preternaturally revealed in the nost amazing and intricate



detail.

A tiny up-thrusting splinter seened like a towering tree-as if the
spotlight not only illum nated but al so nagnified what it touched.
Wth a soft sputter, the goblin's breath passed out of its ruined

t hroat-and no new breath was drawn in. To ny great relief the gl ow
faded fromits hateful eyes: blazing fire subsiding to flickering
flame, flanme to hot coals, hot coals to dull enbers.

The beam of the spotlight noved in this direction, paused again, no
nore than six feet fromthe dying goblin.

And now t he creature underwent another remarkable transformation, |ike
a novie werewol f's final reaction to a silver bullet, relinquishing its
phantasm ¢ formand once nore dressing itself in the conparatively
mundane face and linmbs and skin of a human being. |Its last energies
were commtted to maintaining the secrecy of its race's presence in the
m dst of ordinary nen. The gargoyle was gone. A dead man lay in the
gl oom before ne. A dead nan whom | had kill ed.

I could no |onger see the goblin wthin.

The transparent human gl aze was not a gl aze any nore but a convincing
pai nt job, beyond which there seened no nysteries what soever.

On the concourse the Ford eased forward a bit, stopped again, and the
guards' spotlight slid across a few nore balusters, then found anot her
gap through which to pry. It probed the floor of the pavilion and
touched the heel of one of the dead man's shoes.

| held nmy breath.

| could see the dust on that portion of his shoe, the pattern of wear
al ong the rubber edge, and a tiny bit of paper stuck to the place where
the heel joined the sole. O course, | was considerably closer than
the guard in the Ford, who was probably squinting along the track of
his light, but if |I could see so much, so clearly, surely he could see
alittle, enough to dam n®e.

Two or three seconds ticked bhy.

Two or three nore.

The light glided to another gap. This time it was to nmy right, severa
itches beyond the other foot of the corpse.

A shiver of relief passed through ne, and | took a breath-but held it
unr el eased when the |ight noved back a few balusters, seeking its

previ ous point of interest.

Pani cked, | slid forward as silently as possible, seized the corpse by
the arns, and jerked it toward me, though only a couple of inches, not
far enough to cause a | ot of noise.

Agai n the beam bored through the railing toward the heel of the dead
man's shoe. | had acted qui ckly enough, however. The heel was now
just one safe inch beyond the spotlight's inquisitive reach

My heart ticked far faster than a clock, two beats to every second, for
the events of the past quarter of an hour had wound nme far too tight.
After eight beats, four seconds, the |ight noved away, and the Ford
drove off slowy along the concourse, toward the back end of the |ot,
and | was safe.

No, not safe. Safer

| still had to dispose of the corpse and clean up the blood before
dayl i ght made things nore difficult for me and before norning brought
the carnies back onto their mdway. Wen | stood up, a pi nwheel of
pain whirled in each knee, for when | had junped off the bal ustrade and
over the crawling goblin, | had stunbled and fallen to nmy hands and
knees with little of that grace about which | was boasting earlier

The pal ns of nmy hands were nildly abraded as well, but neither that

di sconfort nor the other-nor the pain in ny right wist where the



goblin had squeezed so hard, nor the ache in nmy neck and throat where
had been punched-coul d be allowed to hinder ne.

Staring down at the night-clad remains of my eneny, trying to arrive at
t he easiest plan for nmoving his heavy corpse, | suddenly renmenbered ny
backpack and sl eeping bag, which | had left by the Ferris wheel. They
were smal |l objects, half in shadow and hal f in vague pearly noonli ght,
not likely to be noticed by the patrol. On the other hand, the
carnival's security nen had nade their circuit of this mdway so many
times that they knew exactly what they should see at any given pl ace
along the route, and it was easy to inmagine their eyes floating past

t he backpack, past the sleeping bag-only to return abruptly, the way

t he spotlight beam had returned unexpectedly to probe toward the corpse
again. |If they saw ny gear, if they found proof that sonme drifter had
cone over the fence during the night and had bedded down on the m dway,
they would swiftly return to the Dodgem Cars pavilion to doubl e-check
it. And find the blood. And the body.

Jesus.

| had to get to the Ferris wheel before they did.

| hurried to the railing, vaulted over it, and ran back through the
dark heart of the m dway, |egs punping and arns cutting the thick noist
air anay fromnme and hair flying wildly, as if there were a denobn
behi nd ne, which there was, though it was dead.

3

The Wanderi ng Dead

Sonetimes | feel that all things in this Iife are subjective, that
nothing in the universe can be objectively quantified-qualifieddefined,
t hat physicists and carpenters alike are made fools by the assunption
that they can wei gh and neasure the tools and materials w th which they
work and can arrive at real figures that mean sonething. G anted, when
t hat phil osophy possesses me, |I'musually in a bleak npod that

precl udes rational thought, fit for nothing but getting drunk or going
to bed.

Still, as shaky proof of the concept, | offer ny perceptions of the
carnival that night as | ran fromthe Dodgem Car pavilion, through the
equi pment - strewn and cabl e-tangl ed center of the nmidway, trying to beat
the Sonbra Brothers' security nmen to the Ferris wheel

Bef ore that race began, the night had seened only dimy illuni nated by
the noon. Now the lunar |ight was not soft but harsh, not ash-pear

but white, intense. Mnutes ago the deserted m dway was shadow swat hed
and nostly undi vul ged, but nowit was |ike a prison yard bathed in the
nmercil ess glare of a dozen giant arc |lanps that nelted all the shadows
and evaporated every sheltering pocket of darkness. Wth each panicked
stride | was sure | would be spotted, and | cursed the nmoon. Likew se,
al t hough the wi de center of the mdway had been crammed with trucks and
equi prent that had provided hundreds of points of cover when |I'd
followed the goblin to the Dodgem Car pavilion, it was now as open and

i nhospi table as the aforementioned prison yard. | felt unmasked,
uncl oaked, conspi cuous, naked. Between the trucks and generators and
anmusenent rides and hanky-panks, | caught glinpses of the patrol car as

it moved slowy toward the back end of the lot, and | was sure the
guards nust be getting glinpses of ne, too, even though ny position was
not reveal ed by a | aboring engi ne and bl azi ng headl i ghts.

Amazingly | reached the Ferris wheel ahead of the security nmen. "They
had driven the length of the first |Iong concourse and had turned right,
into the shorter curved pronenade al ong the rear of the mdway, where



all the kootch shows were set up. They were rolling toward the next
turn, where they would swing right again and enter the second of the
two | ong concourses. The Ferris wheel was only ten yards fromthat
second turn, and | would be spotted the nonent they rounded the bend.

I clanbered over the pipe fence that encircled the giant wheel, tripped
on a cable, went down in the dust hard enough to knock the wi nd out of
nme, and craw ed frantically toward the backpack and sl eeping bag with
all the grace of a crippled crab

| scooped up ny gear in two seconds flat and took three steps toward
the I ow fence, but a couple of items fell out of the open backpack, and
| had to return for them | saw the Ford beginning its turn into the
second concourse, and as it swung around the bend its headlights swept
toward me, dispelling any thought of retreating into the center of the
m dway. They would spot me as | went over the pipe fence, and the
chase would be on. Indecisive, | stood there |ike the biggest dope
ever born, immobilized by chains of guilt.

Then | scranbl ed-leapt-dived for the Ferris wheel's ticket booth. It
was cl oser than the fence, much closer than the dubi ous cover that |ay
beyond the fence, but, sweet Jesus, it was tiny. Just a one-person
cubicle, hardly nore than four feet on a side, with a pagoda-style
roof. | crouched against one wall of that ticket booth, ny backpack
and bunched-up sl eeping bag clutched agai nst me, pinned by the
searchl i ght nmoon, convinced that a foot or knee or hip was exposed.

As the Ford cruised past the Ferris wheel, | nobved around the boot h,
al ways keeping it between nme and the guards.

Their spotlight probed around me, past me . . . then they departed

wi thout raising an alarm | hunkered in the npbon shadow cast by one

edge of the pagoda-style roof, and | watched themdrive all the way
down the concourse. They continued at a sedate pace and stopped three
times to shine the spotlight over one thing or another, taking five
mnutes to reach the end of the pronenade. | was afraid they would
turn right at the front end of the nmidway, which would nean they were
headi ng back toward the first concourse and were going to make anot her
circuit. But they went left instead, off toward the grandstand and the
mle-long racetrack, ultimately to the barns and stables where the
livestock shows and conpetitions were held.

In spite of the August heat, ny teeth were chattering. M heart
hamrered so hard and loud that | was surprised they hadn't heard it
above the runble of their sedan's engine. M breathing was as noisy as
a bellows. | was a regular one-man band, specializing in rhythm
unsul I i ed by nel ody.

| slunped back agai nst the booth, until the shakes passed, until |
trusted nyself to deal with the corpse | had left in the Dodgem Car
pavilion. Disposing of the body would require steady nerves, calm and
the caution of a nouse at a cat show.

Eventual Iy, when in control of nyself once nore, | rolled up ny
sl eeping bag, cinched it into a tight bundle, and carried both it and
t he backpack into the deep shadows by the Tilt-awiirl. | left

everything where I could find it again but where it could not be seen
fromthe concourse.

| returned to the Dodgem Cars.

Al was still.

The gate creaked slightly when | pushed it open.

Each step | took echoed under the wooden fl oor

| didn't care. This tinme | was not sneaking up on anyone.

Moonl i ght shi nmered beyond the open sides of the pavilion

The gl ossy paint on the bal ustrade seened to gl ow.



Here under the roof, thick shadows cl ustered.

Shadows and noi st heat.

The miniature cars huddled |ike sheep in a dark pasture.

The body was gone.

My first thought was that | had forgotten exactly where | had |left the
corpse: Perhaps it was beyond that other pair of Dodgem Cars, or over
there in that other sable pool beyond the nmoonlight's reach. Then it
occurred to ne that the goblin mght not have been dead when | left it.
Dying, yes, it had definitely been nortally injured, but perhaps not
actual ly dead, and maybe it had managed to drag itself to another
corner of the building before expiring. | began searching back and
forth, through and between the cars, gingerly poking into every | ake
and puddl e of blackness, with no success but with increasing agitation.

| stopped. | I|istened.

Si | ence.

| made nyself receptive to psychic vibrations.

Not hi ng.

| thought | renunbered under which car the flashlight had rolled when
it had been knocked off the bumper. | |ooked and found it-and was

reassured that | had not dreamed the entire battle with the goblin

When | clicked the switch, the Eveready cane on. Hooding the beamwth
one hand, | swept the floor with Iight and saw other proof that the

vi ol ent encounter | remenbered had not been the events of a nightnare.
Bl ood.

Plenty of blood. 1t was thickening and soaking into the wood,
deepening to a shade between crimson and naroon, with a | ook O rust
around t he edges, drying up, but it was undeniably bl ood, and fromthe
sprays and streaks and pools of gore, | could recreate the fight as I
recalled it.

I found ny knife, too, and it was spotted with dried bl ood.

| started to return it to the sheath inside ny boot, then | ooked warily
at the night around ne and decided to keep the weapon ready.

The bl ood, the knife . . . But the body was gone

And the tool Pouch was mssing as well.

| wanted to run, get the hell out of there, without even del aying | ong
enough to return to the Tilt-a-whirl for ny gear, just bolt down the
concourse, kicking up clouds of sawdust, to the front gate of the
county fairgrounds, clinb over that, and run some nore, Jesus, run

wi t hout stopping for hours and hours, on into the norning, on through

t he Pennsyl vania nountains, into the wilderness, until | found a stream
where | could wash off the blood and the stink of ny eneny, where

could find a nossy bed and |lie down in the conceal nent of ferns, where
| could sleep in peace without fear of being seen by anyone-any thing.

I was only a seventeen-year-old boy.

But during the past few nonths ny fantastic and terrifying experiences
had hardened ne and forced nme to grow up fast.

Survival demanded that this boy conduct hinself |ike a man, and not
just any man but one with nerves of steel and a will of iron

Instead of running, | went outside and wal ked around the buil di ng,
studying the dusty earth in the flashlight beam | could find no trai
of bl ood, which there would surely have been if the goblin had retained
enough strength to crawl away. | knew from experience that these
creatures were no nmore imMmune to death than | was; they could not

m racul ously heal thenselves, rise up, and come back fromthe grave.
Uncl e Denton had not been invincible; once dead, he stayed dead. This
one too: He had been dead on the pavilion floor, indisputably dead; he
still was dead; sonewhere, dead.



Wiich left only one other explanation for his disappearance: Soneone
had found his body and had carried it away.

VWhy? Why not call the police? Woever found the corpse could not know
that it had once been animated by a denmpnic creature with a face
suitable for the galleries of Hell. M unknown conspirator would have
seen a dead man, nothing nore. Wiy would he help a stranger conceal a
mur der ?

| suspected that | was bei ng watched.

The shakes came back. Wth an effort | got rid of them

| had work to do.

Inside the pavilion again, | returned to the Dodgem Car on which the
goblin had been working when | surprised him At the rear of it, the
lid was ' raised, exposing the notor and the power connection between
the teminus of the grid-tapping pole and the alternator. | peered at
t hose nechanical guts for a minute or so, but | could not see what he
had been doi ng, could not even tell whether he had tinkered with
anything before | had interrupted him

The ticket booth for the Dodgem Cars was not | ocked, and in one corner
of that tiny enclosure | found a broom a dustpan, and a bucket
containing a few soiled rags. Wth the rags | w ped up what bl ood had
not already dried on the wooden floor. | brought handfuls of powdery,
sunmer - bl eached dirt into the building, sifted it over the noist,
reddi sh splotches wherever | found them ground it in with nmy boots,
then swept up. The bl oodstains remai ned, but the character of them was
changed, so they | ooked no nore recent than-or different fromthe
countl ess grease and oil spots that overlaid one another along the
entire length of the platform | replaced the broom and dustpan in the
booth but threw the bloody rags into a trash barrel along the
concourse, burying them under enpty popcorn boxes and crunpl ed

snow cone papers and ot her garbage, where | al so deposited the dead
man's flashlight.

| still sensed that | was being watched. 1t gave ne the creeps.
Standing in the center of the concourse, | slowy turned in a circle,
surveying the carnival around, ne, where the pennants still hung |ike

sl eeping bats, where the shuttered hankypanks and grab-joints were
tonb- bl ack, tonb-silent, and |I perceived no sign of life. The setting
noon, now bal anced on the nountai nous skyline, silhouetted the far-off
Ferris wheel and the Dive Bonber and the Tip Top, which somehow brought
to mind the colossal futuristic Martian fighting machines in H G
Wells's The War of the Worl ds.

| was not alone. No doubt of it now. | sensed someone out there, but
| could not perceive his identity, understand his intentions, or

pi npoi nt his | ocation.

Unknown eyes wat ched.

Unknown ears |i stened.

And abruptly the nmidway was once nore different fromwhat it had been
no |l onger |like a barren prison yard where | stood hel pl essly and

hopel essly exposed in the accusatory glare O arc lanps. |In fact, the
ni ght was suddenly not bright enough to suit me, not by half, rapidly
growi ng darker, bringing gloomof a depth and nenace never before seen
or imagined. | cursed the betrayal represented by the setting noon.
The feeling of exposure did not recede with the nobon, and now it was
aggravated by a grow ng cl austrophobi a.

The mi dway became a place of unlit and alien forns, as Profoundly

di sturbing as a collection of weirdly shaped gravestones carved and
erected by an inscrutable race on another world. Al famliarity fled;
every structure, every machine, every article was strange. | felt



crowded, closed in, trapped, and for a nonent | was afraid to nove,

certain that, no matter where |I turned, | would be wal king into open
jaws, into the grip of something hostile.

"Who's there?" | asked.

No answer.

"Where have you taken the body?"

The dark carnival was a perfect acoustic sponge; it abSOrbed ny voice,
and the silence was undisturbed, as if | had never spoken.

"What do you want from nme?" | denmanded of the unknown watcher. "Are
you friend or eneny?"

Per haps he did not know which he was, for he did not answer, though I
sensed that a tinme would come when he would reveal hinself and make his
i ntentions clear.

That was the nmoment when | knew, with clairvoyant certainty, that |
couldn't have run away fromthe Sonbra Brothers' nidway even if | had
tried. It was neither whimnor a fugitive's desperation that had
brought me there. Sonething inmportant was nmeant to happen to ne in
that carnival. Destiny had been my guide, and when | had enacted the
role required of me, then and only then would destiny release ne to a
future of my own choosi ng.

4
Coblin Dreans

Most county fairs have horse races in addition to |ivestock shows,
carnival s and kootch dancers, so nobst fairgrounds have | ocker roons and
showers under their grandstands, for the conveni ence of jockeys and

sul ky drivers. this place was no exception. The door was | ocked, but
that could not stop me. | was no longer just an Oregon farm boy, no
Matter how devoutly | might have wished to regain that |ost innocence;

| was, instead, a young nan with know edge of the road. | carried a
thin, stiff strip of plastic in ny wallet, and | used it now to open
the flimsy lock in less than a minute. | went inside, switched on the
lights, and rel ocked the door behind ne.

Green netal toilet stalls were Iined up on the Ieft, chipped sinks and
age-yellowed mirrors on the 'right, showers at the far end. A double
row of scratched and dented | ockers, back to back, ran through the
center of the big room with scarred benches in front of them

Bare cenent floor. Concrete block walls. Exposed fluorescent ceiling
lights. Vaguely foul odors sweat, urine, stale lininent, fungus-and a
pungent, overriding scent of pine disinfectant gave the air an unsavory
ri chness that nmade me grimace but was not quite-though al npst

di sgusting enough to trigger the gag reflex. Not a swell place.

Not a place you were likely to neet any of the Kennedys, for instance,
or Cary Grant. But there were no wi ndows here, which neant | could
safely |l eave the lights on, and it was nuch cool er-though no | ess

hum d-than the dusty fair grounds outside.

First thing, | rinsed the netallic taste of blood out of ny nouth and
brushed ny teeth. |In the cloudy mrror above the sink, nmy eyes were so
wild and haunted that | quickly | ooked away fromthem

My T-shirt was torn. Both my shirt and jeans were bl oody After

shower ed, washing the stink of the goblin out of my hair, and dried off
with a bunch of paper towels, | dressed in another T-shirt and a pair
of ' jeans that | took out of ny backpack. At one of the sinks, |
washed sonme of the blood out of the ruined T-shirt, soaked the jeans as
wel |, wung them then buried themin a nearly full trash barrel by the



door, unwilling to risk being caught with incrimnating, bloodstained
clothing in ny pack. M remaining wardrobe consisted entirely of the
new jeans | had put on, the T-shirt | wore, one other T-shirt, three
pair of briefs, socks, and a thin corduroy ' jacket.

You travel |ight when you're wanted for nurder. The only heavy things
you carry are nmenories, fear, and |oneliness.

| decided the safest place to spend the [ ast hour of the night was
there in the | ocker room beneath the grandstand. | unrolled ny

sl eeping bag on the floor, in front of the door, and stretched out on
it. No one could get inside without alerting me the nonent he began to
work the | ock, and ny body woul d serve as a doorstop to keep intruders
out .

| left the Iights on.

I was not afraid of the dark. | sinmply preferred not to subject nyself
toit.

Closing ny eyes, | thought of Oregon. . . .

I was honesick for the farm for the verdant neadows where | had pl ayed
as a child, in the shadow of the m ghty Siskiyou Muntains, which made

the nountains of the East seem ancient, worn, and tarnished. In
nenories that now unfolded like incredibly el aborate origam
scul ptures, | saw the rising ranparts of the Siskiyous, forested with

her on her of enornbus Sitka spruce, with scattered Brewer's spruce
(the nost beautiful of all the conifers), Lawson cypress, Douglas fir
tangerine-scented white fir that was rivaled in aromatic influence only
by the tufted i ncense cedar, dogwood with no scent but with brilliant

| eaves, big-leaf maple, pendul ous western mapl e, neat ranks of
dar k- green Sadl er oak, and even in the faded |light of nenory that scene
took my breath away.

My cousin Kerry Harkenfield, Uncle Denton's stepson, nmet a particularly
ugly death midst all that beauty. He was murdered. He had been Wy
favorite cousin and best friend.

Even nonths after his death, even by the time |I found nyself in the

Sonmbra Brothers carnival, | still felt the loss of him

Acut el y.

Qpening nmy eyes, staring up at the water-stained and dustfil nmed
acoustic tiles of the locker-roomceiling, | forced nyself to bl ock out
the chilling recollection of Kerry's shattered body. There were better

menories of Oregon. . . .

In the Yard in front of our house, there had been a |l arge Brewer's
spruce, usually called a weeping spruce, arching branches draped with
el egant shawl s of green-black lace. |In sumer, the shiny foliage was a
display field for sunlight in nuch the sane way that a jeweler's velvet
pad shows gems to their best advantage; the boughs were often draped

wi th insubstantial but dazzling chains and |inked beads and fl ashing
neckl aces and shimering jewel ed arcs conposed purely of sunshine. In
Wi nter, snow encrusted the weeping spruce, conforming to its peculiar
shape; if the day was bright, the tree seened |like a Christnmas
celebrant-but if the day was gray, the tree was a nmourner in a
graveyard, the very enbodi ment of misery and gl oom

That spruce had been in its nmourning clothes the day | killed my Uncle

Denton. | had an ax. He had only his bare hands. Neverthel ess,

di sposi ng of hi mwas not easy.

Anot her bad nmenmory. | shifted, closed ny eyes again. |If there was any
hope of getting to sleep, | would have to think only of the good tinmes,

of Mom and Dad and ny sisters.
I was born in the white farmhouse that stood behind the Brewer's
spruce, a nmuch-wanted boy and nmuch-loved child, first and only son of



Cynthia and Kurt Stanfeuss. M two sisters had just enough tonboy in
themto make good playnates for an only brother, just enough fem nine
grace and sensibility to instill in nme sone manners, sophistication

and refinenment that | mght not otherw se have acquired in the rustic
worl d of the rural Siskiyou valleys.

Sarah Loui se, blond and fair like our father, was two years ol der than
I. Froma young age she could draw and paint with such skill that you
woul d have thought She had been a famous artist in a prior life, and it
was her dreamto earn her living with brushes and palette. She had a
special enpathy with animals. She could handl e any horse well and
effortlessly, charma pouting cat, calma chicken yard full of nervous
hens just by wal ki ng anong them and quickly coax a sheepish grin and a
wag of the tail fromeven the meanest dog.

Jenni fer Ruth, brunette and al nond-skinned |ike our nother, was three
years older than |I. She was a voraci ous reader of fantasies and
adventure stories, as was Sarah, but Jenny had no artistic talent to
speak of, although she nade an art formof her way with figures. Her
affinity for nunbers, for all fornms and disciplines of mathematics, was
a constant astoni shment to everyone else in the Stanfeuss househol d,
for the rest of us, given a choice between adding a |ong colum of suns
and putting a collar on a porcupine, would have opted for the porcupine
every tinme. Jenny also had a photographic nenory.

She coul d quote word-for-word from books she had read years ago, and
both Sarah and | were deeply envious of the ease with which Jenny
conpil ed report card after report card of straight-a grades.

Bi ol ogi cal magic and the rarest serendipity were evident in the

bl endi ng of nmy nother and father's genes, for none of their children
escaped the burden of extraordinary talent. Not that it was difficult
to understand how they coul d have produced us. They were gifted, too,
in their own ways.

My father was a mnusical genius, and | use the word genius inits
original neaning, not as an indication of 1Q but to express the fact
that he had an exceptional natural capacity, in this case a capacity
for music. There was no instrument that he could not play well within
a day of picking it up, and within a week he could performthe nost
conpl ex and demandi ng nunmbers with a facility that others |abored years
to acquire. A piano stood in our parlor, and Dad woul d often play,
frommenory, tunes he had heard only that norning, on the radio, while
driving the pickup into town.

For a few nonths after he was killed, all the nusic went out of our
house, both literally and figuratively.

I was fifteen when ny father died, and at the tinme | believed his death
was an acci dent, which was what everyone el se thought too. Mst of
themstill think so. Now | know that Uncle Denton killed him

But | had killed Denton, so why couldn't | sleep? Revenge had been
taken, rough justice done, so why couldn't |I find at |east an hour or
two of peace? Wiy was each night an ordeal ?

| could sleep only when insomia led to a state of exhaustion so
conplete that the choice was reduced to sleep or nadness.

| tossed. | turned.

| thought of ny nother, who was as special as nmy father had been. Mm
had a way with green, growi ng things; plants thrived for her as aninmals
obeyed her younger daughter, the way mathematical problens resol ved

t hensel ves for her el der daughter. One quick | ook at any plant, a
brief touch of |eaf or stem and Mom knew preci sely what nutrients or
special care her green friend required. Her vegetable garden al ways
produced the bi ggest and best-tasting tonatoes anyone had ever eaten



the juiciest corn, the sweetest onions. Mmwas a healer too. GCh, not
a faith healer, mnd you, not a quack of any kind; she nade no cl ai m of
psychi c power, and she did not heal by a |aying-on of hands. She was
an herbalist, mxing her own poultices, salves, and ointments, blending
delicious nmedicinal teas. No one in the Stanfeuss famly ever
contracted a bad cold, never anything worse than one-day sniffles. W
suffered neither cold sores, influenza, bronchitis, pinkeye, nor the
other ills that children bring hone from school and pass on to their
parents. Neighbors and relatives often came by for ny nmother's herba
concoctions, and though she was frequently offered noney, she never
accepted a penny in return; she felt that it would be bl asphenobus to
recei ve any conpensation for her gift other than the joy of enploying
it for the benefit of her famly and ot hers.

And, of course, | amalso gifted, though nmy special abilities are far
different fromthe nore rational talents of my siblings and parents.

In nme the genetic serendipity of Cynthia and Kurt Stanfeuss was not
nere nagi ¢ but al nost sorcery.

According to ny Grandnot her Stanfeuss, who possesses a treasure of
arcane folk wi sdom | have Twilight Eyes. They are the very col or of
twilight, an odd shade that is nore purple than blue, with a particul ar
clarity and a trick of refracting light in such a way that they appear
slightly [um nous and strange and (I amtold) unusually beautiful
Grandma says that not even one in half a nillion people have such eyes,
and | rmust admit | have never seen others |like mne

Upon first seeing ne, blanket-wapped in ny nother's arns, Grandma told
ny folks that Twilight Eyes in a newborn baby were a harbinger of
psychic ability; if they did not change color by the child' s second
birthday (as nine did not), then according to Grandma-fol k tal es have
it that the psychic ability will be unusually strong and manifested in
a variety of ways.

Grandma was right.

And as | thought of Grandma's softly seamed and gentle face, as

pi ctured her own warm and | oving eyes (sea-green), | found not peace
but at least a state of truce. Sleep stole to ne in the armistice like
an army nurse bringing anesthetics across a tenporarily silenced

battl eground.

My dreans were of goblins. They frequently are.

in the |last dream of several, my Uncle Denton screaned at ne as |

wi el ded the ax: No! I'mnot a goblin! I'mjust like you, Carl. What
are you tal king about? Are you mad? There aren't goblins. No such
thing. You're crazy, Carl. ©Ch, nmy God! ©Ch, ny God! Insane! You're

insane! Insane! In real life he had not screaned, had not denied ny
accusations. In real life our battle had been grimand bitterly waged.
But three hours after sleep clainmed ne, | woke with Denton's voice
still echoing at ne fromout of the dream "Insane! You're insane,
Carl!

Ch, ny God, you're insane! | was shaking, sweat-drenched, disoriented,

and feverish with doubt.

Gasping, whinpering, | stunmbled to the nearest sink, turned on the cold
wat er, and splashed nmy face. The lingering i mages of the dream
receded, faded, vanished.

Reluctantly | raised nmy head and | ooked in the mrror

Sonetimes | have difficulty confronting the reflection of nmy own
strange eyes because | amafraid | will see madness in them This was
one of those tines.

I could not rule out the possibility, however renpte, that the goblins
were nothing nore than phantons of my tortured i magi nation. God knows,



| wanted to rule it out, to be unshaken in my convictions, but the
possibility of delusion and insanity renai ned, periodically draining ne
of will and purpose as surely as a | eech steals vital blood.

Now | stared into ny own angui shed eyes, and they were so unusual that
the reflection of themwas not flat and twodi nensional, as it would
have been with any other man's eyes; the mrror inage seened to have as
much depth and reality and power as the real eyes. | probed nmy own
gaze honestly and relentlessly, but | could see no trace of |unacy.

| told nyself that ny ability to see through the goblins' disguises was
as unquestionable as nmy other psychic talents. | knew nmy other powers
were real and reliable, for nunerous people had benefited from ny

cl airvoyance and had been astonished by it. M G andnother Stanfeuss
called ne "the little seer,"” because | could sometines see the future
and sonetimes see nmonents in other people's pasts. And, damm it, |
could see goblins, too, and the fact that | was the only one who saw
them was no reason to distrust my vision

But doubt renained.

"Someday," | said to my sonmber reflection in the yellowed mirror, "that
doubt will surface at the wong noment.
It'I'l overwhel myou when you're fighting for your life with a goblin

Then it will be the death of you."
5

Freti ks Three hours of sleep, a few mnutes to wash, a few mnutes nore
to roll up ny sleeping bag and harness nyself to the backpack, made it
nine-thirty by the tinme | opened the | ockerroom door and went outsi de.
The day was hot and cl oudl ess.

The air was not as noist as it had been last night. A refreshing
breeze made ne feel rested and clean, and it blew the doubts into
deeper reaches of my mind, much the sane way it gathered up litter and
ol d | eaves, packing theminto corners forned by the fairground
bui | di ngs and shrubbery, not disposing of the trash altogether but at

| east keeping it out fromunderfoot. | was glad to be alive.

| returned to the mdway and was surprised by what | found. M | ast

i npression of the carnival, before | deserted it |ast night, was one of
| oom ng danger, bl eakness, and oppression, but in daylight the place
seened harm ess, even cheerful. The hundreds of pennants, al

colorless in the noonbl eached hours of the night, were now crinson |ike
Christmas bows, yellow as marigolds, eneral d-green, white,

el ectrichlue, and orange-orange; they rippled-fluttered-snapped in the
wi nd. The anusenent rides gl eaned and sparkled so brightly in the
sharp August sun that even froma short distance they appeared not
nmerely newer and fancier than they were but seened to be plated with
silver and finest gold, like elf-nmade machines in a fairy tale.

At nine-thirty the fairground gates had not yet opened to the public.
Only a few carnies had ventured back to the m dway.

On the concourse two men were picking up litter with spike-tipped pol es
and stuffing it into large bags slung fromtheir shoul ders. W said:
"H"and " 'l 0" to one another

A burly man with dark hair and a handl ebar nustache was standing on the
barker's platformat the fun house, five feet above the ground, his
hands on his hips, staring back and up at the giant clown's face that
formed the entire front of the attraction. He nmust have seen nme from
the corner of his eye, for he turned and | ooked down and asked ny

opi nion as to whether the clown's nose needed painting. | said, "Well
it looks fine to me. Looks like it was painted just |ast week. A nice



bright red."

And he said, "Was painted just |ast week. Used to be yellow, been

yel l ow fourteen years, and then a nonth ago | got nyself married for
the first time, and my wife, Gselle, says a clown's nose should be
red, and since |I'mdammed sweet on G selle, | decided to paint it, see,
which | did, but nowI'll WGCod-croaked if | don't think it was a

m st ake, because when it was yellow, it was a nose with character, you
know, and now it's just |like every clown's nose you' ve ever seen in
your whol e God-blasted life, and what's the good of that?" He did not
seemto want an answer, for he junped off the platformand, grunbling,
stal ked around the side of the fun house, out of sight.

| anbl ed al ong the concourse until | canme to the Whip, where a wiry
little man was repairing the generator. His hair was that shade of
orange that isn't auburn and isn't red but which everyone calls red,
anyway, and his freckles were so nunerous and bright that they appeared
unreal, as if they had been carefully painted on his cheeks and nose.

| told himl was Slim MacKenzie, and he didn't tell nme who he was. |
sensed that clannish, secretive mnd-set of a lifelong carny, so
talked for a bit about the gillies and ragbags |'d worked in the

M dwest, all the way through Chio, while he continued to tinker with
the generator and remmined nute. At last | nust have convinced him
that | was on the level, for he wiped his greasy hands on a rag, told
me his name was Rudy Morton but everyone called himRed, nodded at ne,
and said, "You lookin' for work?" | said that | was, and he said,
"Jelly Jordan does all the hiring. He's our patch, and he's Arturo
Sonbra's right-hand nman. You'll probably find himat the headquarters
conpound.” He told ne where that was, out near the front of the

m dway, and | thanked him and | know he watched for some tine as |

wal ked away, although | didn't once glance back at him

| cut across the sunny mdway rather than wal k around the entire
concourse, and the next carny | met was a big nan comng toward ne with
his head down, hands in his pockets, shoul ders slunped, altogether too
def eat ed-1 ooki ng for a day as golden as this one. He nust have been
six-four, with massive shoul ders and huge arns, two hundred and seventy
pounds of nuscle, a striking figure even when he sl ouched.

H s head was held so | ow between those Hercul ean shoul ders that | could
see nothing of his face, and | knew he did not see ne. He wal ked

bet ween t he hul ki ng equi pent, stepping on cabl es, plow ng through
accunul ations of litter, self-absorbed.

| was afraid that | would startle him so before | was atop him |
called out, "Lovely norning, isn't it?" He took two nore steps, as if
he required that long to register that ny greeting was ained at him

We were only eight feet apart when he | ooked up at nme, revealing a face
that froze ny marrow.

Goblin! | thought.

| al nost reached for the knife within my boot.

Oh, Jesus, God, no, another Goblin!

"You sai d sonething?" he asked.

VWhen the wave of shock had passed through ne, | saw that he was not a
goblin, after all-or at least not a goblin like the others. He had a
ni ght mare face, but there was nothing of pig or dog init. No fleshy
snout, no fangs, no flickering, serpentine tongue. He was hunan but a
freak, his skull so malformed that it proved God had strange, macabre
nmonents. In fact .

| magi ne yourself a divine scul ptor, working in the nedi um of

fl esh- bl ood-bone, with a bad hangover and a despi cabl e sense of hunor.
Now start scul pting with a huge brutal jaw that does not recede as it



approaches your creation's ears (the way the jaw i ne does in nornal
faces) but term nates abruptly in ugly knotted | unps of bone
rem ni scent of the neck bolts featured in the novie version of the
Frankenst ei n nonster.

Now, just above those unsightly |unps, give your hapless creation a
pair of ears |ike wads of crunpled cabbage | eaves.

A mouth inspired by the scoop of a steamshovel. Throw in sone big
square teeth, too many of them crowdi ng one another and overl appi ng at
several points, and all a permanent shade of yellow so gross that your
creation will be ashaned to open his nmouth in polite conpany. Sound

i ke enough cruelty to vent any godly anger that you nmay have been
feeling?

Wong. You are apparently in a truly cosmc rage, a deific |ather
sufficient to nake the universe quiver fromone end to the other, for
you al so scul pt a forehead thick enough to act as arnor plating, build
it up until it overhangs the eyes and transforns the underlying sockets
into caves. Now, in a fever of nmalignant creation, you carve a hole in
t hat forehead, above the right eye but closer to the tenple than the
socket below, and plug in a third eye that is without iris or pupil

just an oval of undifferentiated burnt-orange tissue. That done, you
add two final touches that are unquestionably the mark of mal evol ent
geni us: You pop a noble and perfectly nade nose into the center of that
grisly nug, to taunt your creation with ideas of what night have been
within the two | ower sockets you inbed a pair of clear, brown, warm
intelligent, beautiful, nornmal eyes, exquisitely expressive, so that
anyone who sees them nust quickly | ook away or weep uncontrollably with
pity for the sensitive soul trapped within this hulk. Are you stil
with ne? You probably don't want to play God any nore. \What gets into
Hi m sometines? Don't you wonder? |If a creation like this can result
nerely fromH s noodi ness or pique, just inmagi ne what state of m nd He
nust have been in when He was seriously upset, when He nade Hell and
cast the rebel angels into it.

This prank of God spoke again, and his voice was soft and kind: "I'm
sorry. Did you say sonething? | was wool gat hering.

"Un. . . uh. . . I said. . . lovely norning

"Yes. | guess it is. You're new, aren't you?"

“Uh . . . I'mCarl . . . Slim

“Carl Slin®"

"No . . . uh ... SlimMacKenzie," | said, head tilted back to stare up
at him

"Joel Tuck," he said.
| could not adjust to the rich tinbre and soft tone of his voice. From

the I ook of him | expected a broken-glass, shattered-rock voice ful
of cold hostility.
He offered a hand. | shook it. It was |ike anybody el se's hand,

t hough bi gger.

“I own the ten-in-one," he said.

"Ah," | said, trying not to | ook at the blank orange eye but staring,
anyway.

A ten-in-one was a sideshow, usually a freak show, with at |east ten
attractions-or freaks-under the sanme tent.

"Not just the owner," Joel Tuck said. "I'mthe star attraction too."
"No doubt," | said.

He burst out [aughing, and | flushed with enbarrassment, but he woul d
not permt nme to sputter through an apology. He shook his deforned
head and put one massive hand on ny shoul der and, grinning, assured ne
that no of fense had been taken



"In fact," he said, surprisingly garrulous, "it's refreshing to neet a
carny for the Just tine and have hi mshow his shock. You know, nost of
the marks who pay to get in the ten-in-one, they point and gasp and
talk about ne right in front of ny face. Very few of them have the wit
or grace to |eave the sideshow a better person, with gratitude for

their own good fortune. A bunch of crass, small-mnded . . . well,
you know what marks are like. But carnies . . . sonetinmes, in their
own way, they can be just as bad."

| nodded, as if | knew what he was tal king about. | had managed to

| ook away fromhis third eye, but now | couldn't seemto take ny eyes
of f his steamshovel nouth. It clapped open and shut, and his knotted

jaws creaked and bul ged, and | thought of Disneyland. The year before
nmy father died, he took us down to California, to D sneyland, which was
new t hen, but even in those days they had what they called the

audi o-ani matronic robots, with lifelike faces and novenents, convincing
in every detail except for their mouths, which clapped open and shut
with none of the intricate and subtle novenents of real nmouths. Joe
Tuck seermed |ike a nacabre audi o-animatronic robot that the Di sneyl and
guys had built as a joke, intending to put a good scare into Uncle
Wi t .

CGod pity ne for having been so insensitive, but | expected that
grotesque man to be equally grotesque in thought and word.

Instead he said, "Carnies are all so painfully aware of their tradition
of tol erance and brot herhood. Sonetinmes their diplomacy is irritating.
But you! Ah, now, you have struck just the right note. Not norbidly
curious or snugly superior or full of effusive declarations of false
pity like the marks. Not unstintingly diplonmatic, not given to studied
i ndifference |ike nost carnies. Understandably shocked, not ashaned of
your instinctive reactions, a boy who knows his manners but still has a
whol esonme curiosity and a wel cone frankness-that's you, Slim MacKenzie,
and |I'm pl eased to make your acquai ntance.

"Li kewi se.

Hi s generosity in analyzing ny reactions and notivations nmade nme bl ush
even brighter, but he pretended not to notice.

He said, "Well, | nust be going. There's an eleven o' clock show call
and |'ve got to get the ten-in-one ready to open
Besi des, when there are marks on the midway, | don't go outside the

tent with nmy face uncovered. Wuldn't be right if soneone who didn't
want to see this nmug got exposed to it.

Besides, | don't believe in giving the bastards a free show"

"See you later, then," | said, my gaze drifting back to his third eye,
whi ch blinked once, alnpst as if w nking at ne.

He took two steps, his size fourteen shoes raising small clouds of
white dust fromthe August-parched earth. Then he turned to nme again,
hesitated, and at |ast said, "Wiat do you want fromthe carnival, Slim
MacKenzi e?"

"What ... you nean ... fromthis carnival in particular?"
"Fromthe life in general."
"Well . . . a place to sleep.”

Hi s jaws bunched and shifted. "You'll got that."
"Three square neals a day."

“that too."

"Pocket noney."

"You'll do better than that. You're young, bright, quick. | can see
all that. You'll do well. \What else?"

“You nean . . . what else do | want?"

"Yes. What el se?"



| sighed. "Anonymty."

"Ah." His expression mght have been a conspiratorial smle or a
grimace; it was not always easy to tell what that tw sted face nmeant to
convey. His mouth was open slightly, his teeth |like the stained and
weat hered pickets of an ancient fence, as he contenplated me and what
I'd said, as if he mght inquire further or offer advice, but he was
too good a carny to pry. He nerely said "Ah" again

"Sanctuary," | said, alnpst w shing he would pry, suddenly struck by
the crazy urge to take himinto ny confidence and tell him about the
goblins, Uncle Denton. For nonths, since the first tinme | had killed a
goblin, I had required unfaltering strength of purpose and character in
order to survive, and in that time and through all ny travels | had not
encount ered anyone who seenmed to have been tenpered by a fire as hot as
that which had tenpered ne. Now, in Joel Tuck, | sensed that | had
found a man whose suffering, anguish, and |oneliness had been far
greater than mne, endured far |onger; he was a man who had accepted

t he unacceptable with uncommon strength and grace. Here was someone
who mi ght understand what it was like to live always in a nightnare,

wi thout a monment's respite. In spite of his nonstrous face, there was
sonet hing fatherly about him and | had the extraordinary urge to | ean
on himand let the tears flow at last, at long |last, and tell hi m about
the denonic creatures that stal ked the earth unseen

But self-control was ny npbst preci ous possession, and suspicion was the
asset that had proven nobst valuable for survival, and | could not

easily put aside either attitude. | nerely repeated: "Sanctuary."
"Sanctuary," he said. "I believe you'll find that too. | surely hope
you do because . . . | think you need it, Slim MacKenzie. | think you

need it desperately.”

That comrent was so out of character with the rest of our brief
conversation that it jolted ne.

We stared at each other for a npnment.

This time | | ooked not at the blind, orange orb in his forehead but at
his other eyes. In themI| thought | saw conpassion

Psychically | sensed in hima reaching-out, a warnth.

However, | al so perceived a secretiveness that was not apparent in his

manner, a disconfiting indication that he was nore than he seened to
be-that he was, in sone vague way, perhaps even danger ous.

A shudder of dread passed through ne, but | didn't know if | should be
afraid of himor of something that woul d happen to him

The nonent broke like a fragile thread-abruptly but with no great

dr ana.

"See you around," he said.

"Yeah," | said, my mouth so dry and nmy throat so constricted that |
couldn't have said nore.

He turned and wal ked away.

| watched himuntil he was out of sight-the same way that the nmechanic,
Red Morton, had watched nme when | wal ked away fromthe Wi p.

Again | thought of Ieaving the carnival and finding a place where the
omens and portents were less disturbing. But | was down to my |ast few
pennies, and | was tired of being on the road alone, and | needed to
bel ong somewhere-and | was enough of a seer to know that you can't wal k
away from Destiny no nmatter how ardently you mght wish to do so

Besi des, the Sonbra Brothers Carnival was obviously a good and

conpani onabl e place for a freak to settle down. Joel Tuck and ne.

Fr eaks.

6



Daught er of the Sun The carnival headquarters was | odged in three
brightly painted trailers-each white with a brilliant rainbow design
sweeping across it. "They were arranged in an inconplete square, the
front side mssing. A portable picket fence surrounded the encl osure.
M. Tinothy "Jelly" Jordan had an office in the long trailer on the

| eft, which also housed the accountant and the wonan who di spensed
rolls of tickets every norning.

| waited for half an hour in the plain, Iinoleumfloored roomwhere the
bal d accountant, M. Dool ey, was poring through piles of papers. As

he worked, he nibbled steadily froma dish of radishes and
pepperonci nis and bl ack olives, and his spicy breath perneated the
room though none of the people who canme in seened bothered by it-or
even aware of it.

I hal f expected one of the visitors to rush in with word that a carny
was m ssing or even that one had been found dead in the vicinity of the
Dodgem Car pavilion, and then they would all |ook at nme because | was
an outsider, the newconer, a likely suspect, and they would see guilt
inmy face, and . . .

But no al arm was rai sed.

At last | was told that M. Jordan was ready to see ne, and when |
entered his office at the back of the trailer, | saw at once why he had
been given his nicknane. He was a good two or @inches shy of six
feet, six or seven inches shorter than Joel Tuck, but he wei ghed about
as much as Tuck, at |east two hundred and seventy pounds. He had a
face like a pudding, a round nose that m ght have been a pale plum and
a chin as shapel ess as a dunpling.

VWen | wal ked through his door, a toy car was running in circles on the
top of his desk. It was a little convertible with four tiny clowns
sitting init, and as it noved, the clowns took turns popping up and
then sitting down again

Pi cki ng up another toy, he said, "Look at this one. Just got it
yest er day.

It's absolutely great. Absolutely."

He put it down, and | sawthat it was a netal dog with jointed | egs
that propelled it across the desk in a series of slow sonersaults. He
wat ched it, eyes shining with delight.

d ancing around the room | saw toys everywhere. One wall was fitted
wi t h bookshel ves that held no books, just a colorful collection of

m niature wi ndup cars, trucks, figurines, and a tiny windm || that
probably boasted nmoving blades. In one corner two marionettes hung
froma peg to prevent the control strings fromtangling, and in another
corner a ventriloquist's dumy was perched attentively on a stool

| 1 ooked back at the desk in time to see the dog conpl ete one |ast,
even slower sonersault. Then, with the power provided by the fina

unwi ndi ng | ength of spring, it sat up on its haunches and raised its
forepaws, as if begging for approval of its stunts.

Jelly Jordan | ooked at me, grinning broadly. "Ain't that just

absol utely the absol ute?"

I liked himinmrediately.

"Terrific," | said.

"So you want to join up with Sonbra Brothers, do you?"

he asked, |eaning back in his chair as soon as | had settled in

anot her .

"Yes, sir.

"I don't suppose you're a concessionaire with your own shop, |looking to
pay a privilege for a spot on the m dway.



"No, sir. |I'monly seventeen."

"Ch, don't plead youth with nel 1've known concessionaires that young.
Knew a kid who started at fifteen as a wei ght-guesser, had a rea
attractive spiel, charned the marks and did real well, added a couple

of other small ganes to her little enpire, then managed to buy herself
a duck shoot by the tine she was your age, and duck shoots don't cone
cheap.

Thirty-five thousand bucks, in fact."

"Well, | guess by conparison to her I'"'malready a loser in life.
Jelly Jordan grinned. He had a nice grin. "Then you'll be wanting to
be an enpl oyee of the Sonmbra Brothers."

"Yes, sir. O if one of the concessionaires is |ooking for a hel per of
any kind . " "l suppose you ain't nothing but a roughie

di me- a-dozen muscle, can't do nore than put up the Dive Bomber and the
Ferris wheel and load trucks and hunp equi prrent around on your back

Is that right? Nothing nore to offer than your sweat?"

| leaned forward in my chair. "I can operate any hankypank there ever
was, any W nner-every-tine gane. | can run a nouse-in-the-hole as
slick as anyone. | can barker a little, hell, better than two-thirds

of the guys |I've heard chatting up the tip in the gillies and ragbags
where 1've worked, though I don't claimto be as good as the born

pi tchnen who probably wind up in the best outfits, like yours. I'ma
real good Bozo for a pitch-and-dunk because | don't mind getting wet,
and because the insults | throw at the marks aren't nasty but funny,
and they always react to funny better. | can do lots of stuff "
"Well, well,"” Jelly Jordan said, "seens |like the gods are snmiling on
the Sonbra Brothers today, damed if they ain't, sending us such a

spl endid young jack-of-all-trades. Absolutely splendid. Absolute."
"Kid me all you want, M. Jordan, but please find something for ne. |
swear | won't disappoint you."

He stood up and stretched, and his belly jiggled. "Well, Slim | think
"Il tell Rya Raines about you. She's a concessionaire. She needs
someone to run the high-striker for her

Ever done that?"

' Sure.

"Ckay. |If she likes you, and if you can get along with her, you're al
set. If you can't get along with her, conme back and see ne, and |']|
set you up with someone el se or put you on the Sonmbra Brothers
payrol | ."

| got up, too. "This Ms. Raines-" "Mss.""Since you brought it up .
is she difficult to get along with or sonething?"

He smiled. "You'll see. Now, as for sleeping arrangenents, | figure
you ain't come rolling in here with your own trailer any nore than your
own concession, so you'll want to bunk down in one of the show s
dormitory trailers. 1'Il find out who needs another roommate, and you
can pay the first week's rent to Cash Dool ey, the accountant you net in
the other room" | fidgeted. "Uh, well, | left a backpack and

sl eeping bag out there, and | really prefer bunking down under the
stars.

Heal t hi er

“Don't allow that here," he said. "If we did, we'd have a bunch of
roughi es sl eeping on the ground, drinking out in the open, copulating
with everything fromwonen to stray cats, which would make us | ook like
some absolute ragbag outfit, which we sure ain't. W're a class act

all the way."

"Ch." He cocked his head and squinted at nme. "Broke?"

"Wl .ot



"Can't pay rent?"

| shrugged.

"We'll carry you for two weeks,'
everybody el se.™

"Cee, thanks, M. Jordan."
"Call me Jelly now that you're one of us."

he said. "After that you pay like

"Thanks, Jelly, but 1'lIl let you carry ne for just one week
After that 1'll be on my feet. Now, should | go straight on up to the
hi gh-stri ker fromhere? | know where it is, and | know you have an

el even o' cl ock show call today, which neans about ten mnutes until the
gates open."

He was still squinting at ne. The fat bunched around his eyes, and his
pl um nose winkled up as if it mght turn into a prune. He said, "You
have breakfast yet?"

"No, sir. Wsn't hungry."

“It's al most |unchtinme."

"Still not hungry.

“I'"'m al ways hungry," he said. "You have dinner |ast night?"

" VB 2"

"You. "

"Sure."

He frowned skeptically, dug in his pocket, pulled out a pair of

one-dol lar bills, and came around the desk with his hand held toward
ne.

"Ch, no, M. Jordan-" "Jelly-" "-Jelly. | couldn't accept it."
"Just a loan," he said, taking my hand and stuffing the noney in it.
"You'll pay ne back. That's an absolute fact."

"But I'm not that broke. | have sone nobney."

"How much?"

"Well . . . ten bucks.

He grinned again. "Show ne."

Huh?"

"Liar. How nuch, really?"
| 1 ooked down at mny feet.
"Really, now? Tell the truth," he said warningly.

“Well . . . umm. . . twelve cents."

"Ch, yes, | see. You're an absolute Rockefeller. Good heavens, | am
definitely nortified to think I tried to | oan you noney. A wealthy man
at seventeen, clearly an heir to the Vanderbilt fortune!™ He gave ne
two nore bucks. "Now you listen to ne, M. Filthy R ch Playboy, you

go to Sam Trizer's grab-joint by the merry-go-round. 1It's one of the
best on the lot, and he opens early to serve carnies. Get yourself a
good lunch and then go see Rya Raines at her high-striker." | nodded,

enbarrassed by ny poverty because a Stanfeuss never relied on anyone
but anot her Stanfeuss. Neverthel ess, hunbled and sel f-reproachful, |
was al so grateful for the fat nman's good-hunored charity.

When | reached the door and opened it, he said, "Wait a mnute." |

| ooked back and saw that he was staring at me in a different way than
before. He had been sizing ne up to deternine ny character, ny
abilities, and ny sense of responsibility, but now he was | ooking at ne
the way a handi capper ni ght exanmine a horse on which he intended to
place a bet. "You're a strong youngster," he said. "Good biceps.

Good shoul ders. You nove well too. You look |ike you could take care
of yourself in a tight situation.”

As sone answer seened required, | said, "Wll . . . | have, yeah." |
wonder ed what he would say if | told himthat | had killed four goblins
so far-four pig-faced, dog-fanged, serpent-tongued things with



nmur derous red eyes and claws |ike rapiers.

He regarded nme in silence for a nonent, then at last said, "Listen, if
you can get along with Rya, that's who you'll work for. But tonorrow
I'd like you to do a special job for ne. There probably won't be any
tough stuff, but the potential's there. W rse conmes to worst, you

m ght have to duke it out with someone. But | suspect you'll just have
to stand around and | ook intimdating."
"What ever you want," | said.

"You ain't going to ask what the job,is?"
"You can explain it tonorrow"
“You don't want a chance to turn it down?"

"Nope. "

"There're sone risks involved."

| held up the four dollars he had given ne. "You' ve bought yourself a
risk taker."

"You cone cheap."

"I't wasn't the four bucks that bought ne, Jelly. It was the kindness.
" He was unconfortable with the complinent. "Get the hell out of here,

grab your lunch, and start earning your keep. W don't |ike deadbeats
on the lot."

Feeling better than | had felt in nonths, | went out to the front

of fice, and Cash Dooley said | could |leave ny gear with himuntil they
found trailer space for ne, and then | went to Sam Trizer's grab-joint
for a bite of lunch. They call these places "grab-joints" or
"grab-stands" because there's no place to sit, so you just have to grab
your food and eat on the fly. | had two perfect chili dogs, French
fries, a vanilla shake, and then headed up the m dway.

As county fairs go, this was better than average, alnost |arge, but not
nearly as big as the inportant fairs in places |ike MIwaukee, St

Paul , Topeka, Pittsburgh, and Little Rock, where paid admi ssions could
top a quarter of a mllion on a good day. Nonethel ess, Thursday was
getting close to the weekend. And it was sunmmer when -the kids were
out of school, and a |l ot of people were on vacation. Besides, in rura
Pennsyl vania the fair was as much excitement as there ever was-people
cane fromfifty or sixty mles around-so even though the gates had just
opened, a thousand marks had conme onto the mdway already. Al the
hart ky- panks and ot her ganes were ready for business, their operators
beginning to pitch the passing tip, and many of the rides were running.
The scent of popcorn was in the air, and diesel fuel, and cookhouse
grease. The gaudy fantasy was just cranking up its engine, but in a
few hours it would be running at full-tilt-a thousand exotic sounds, an
al | -enconpassi ng bl aze of color and notion that would eventually seem
to expand until it had becone the universe, until it was inpossible to
bel i eve that anything existed beyond the carnival grounds.

| passed the Dodgem Cars, half expecting to see police and a crowd of
horrified onl ookers, but the ticket booth was open, and the cars were
in operation, and the marks were scream ng but only at one anot her as

t hey crashed their rubber-bunpered vehicles together. |[|f anyone had
noticed the fresh stains on the pavilion floor, he hadn't realized they
wer e bl ood.

| wondered where nmy unknown hel per had taken the corpse, wondered when
he would finally cone forward and nake hinself known to ne. And when
he did reveal hinmself, what would he want fromnme for his continued

sil ence?

The high-striker was two-thirds of the way along the first concourse,
on the outside edge of the mdway, tucked between a ball oon gane and a
fortune-teller's small, striped tent. It was a sinple device that



consi sted of an eighteen-inch square striking pad nounted on springs
and designed to neasure inpact, a backdrop shaped like a
twenty-foot-high thermonmeter, and a bell at the top of the thernoneter.
Guys who wanted to inpress their dates had only to pay fifty cents,

t ake the sl edgehanmer provided by the operator, swing it hard, and | and
a blowon the striking pad. This would drive a small wooden bl ock up
the thernmoneter, which was divided into five sections: GRANDVA,

GRANDPA, GOOD BOY, TOUGH GUJY, and HE-MAN. If you were enough of a
he-man to drive the block all the way to the top and ring the bell, you
not only inpressed your girl and had a better chance of getting in her
pants before the night was over, but you al so won a cheap stuffed

ani mal .

Beside this high-striker stood a rack of furry teddy bears that didn't

| ook hal f as cheap as the usual prizes in a ganme of this sort, and on a
stool beside the teddy bears sat the nobst beautiful girl | had ever
seen. She was wearing brown corduroy jeans and a

br own- and-r ed- checkered bl ouse, and | vaguely noticed that her body was
| ean and excitingly proportioned, but truthfully I did not pay much
attention to the way she was built-not then, later-for initially mny
attention was entirely captured by her hair and face. Thick, soft,
silky, shimering hair, too blond to be called auburn, too auburn to be
bl ond, was conbed across one side of her face, half obscuring one eye,
rem ndi ng ne of Veronica Lake, that novie star of an earlier era. |If
there was any fault at all in her exquisite face, it was that the very
perfection of her features al so gave her a slightly cool, distant, and
unattai nabl e | ook. Her eyes were large, blue, and linpid. The hot
August sun streaned over her as if she were on a stage instead of
perched on a battered wooden stool, and it didn't illum nate her the
same way it did everyone else on the mdway; the sun seened to favor
her, beam ng upon her the way a father m ght | ook upon a favorite
daughter, accenting the natural luster of her hair, proudly revealing

t he porcel ain snoot hness of her conplexion, lovingly nolding itself to
her scul pted cheekbones and artfully chisel ed nose, suggesting but not

fully illumnating great depth and many nysteries in her entrancing
eyes.

| stood, dunbstruck, and watched her for a minute or two while she went
t hrough her spiel. She teased a mark out of the onl ookers, took his

fifty cents, synmpathized with his inability to drive the wooden bl ock
above GOOD BOY, and snoothly enticed himinto shelling out a buck for
three nore whacks at it. She broke all the rules for ballying an
attraction: She never taunted the marks, not even a little; she hardly
ever raised her voice to a shout, yet sonmehow her nessage carried above
the nmusic fromthe gypsy fortune-teller's tent, the conpeting spiel of
t he bal |l oon gane pitchman next door, and the ever-grow ng roar of the
waki ng m dway. Mst unusual of all, she never got off the stool, did
not attenpt to draw the marks to her with an energetic display of

pi tchnmanshi p, did not enploy dramatic gestures, conic dance steps, |oud
j okes, sexual innuendo, double entendres, or any of the standard

techni ques. Her patter was slyly anusing, and she was gorgeous; that
was enough, and she was smart enough to know it was enough.

She took ny breath away.

Wth a self-conscious shuffle that | sonetines had around pretty girls,
| finally approached her, and she thought | was a mark who wanted to
swi ng the hamrer, but | said, "No, |I'mlooking for Mss Raines."

"Way?" | "Jelly Jordan sent ne."

"You're Slin? |'mRya Raines."

"Ch," | said, startled, because she seened |like just a girl, hardly



ol der than nme, not the kind of canny and aggressi ve concessionaire for
whom | expected to be working.
A faint frown reshaped her face slightly, but it did not detract from

her beauty. "How old are you?"

" Sevent een.

"You | ook younger."

"Going on eighteen," | said defensively.

"That's the usual progression.”

"What ?"

"After that it'll be nineteen, then twenty, and then there'll be no

stopping you," she said, a distinct note of sarcasmin her voice.
Sensing that she was the type nost likely to respond better to spunk
than to subservience, | smled and said, "I guess it wasn't like that
with you. Looks to me like you junped straight fromtwelve to ninety."
She didn't smle back at ne, and the cool ness didn't go out of her, but
she gave up the frown. "You can tal k?"

"Aren't | tal king?"

"You know what | nean."

By way of an answer, | picked up the sl edgehamer, swung it at the
striking pad hard enough to ring the bell and attract the attention of
the nearest marks, turned toward the concourse, and | aunched into a
spiel. In afewmnutes | brought in three bucks.

"You'll do," Rya Raines said. Wen she talked to nme, she stared
straight into ny eyes, and her gaze made me hotter than the August sun
"Al'l you have to know is that the gane isn't gaffed, which you' ve

al ready proved, and | don't want you being an alibi agent. Gaffed
ganes and alibi agents aren't allowed on the Sonbra Brothers' |ot, and
| wouldn't have themeven if they were allowed. It's not easy to ring
that bell; pretty dammed hard, in fact; but the mark gets a fair shot
at wi nning, and when he does win, he gets the prize, no alibis."

"I got you." Taking off her coin apron and change-nmaker and passi ng
themto nme, she spoke as firmy and briskly as any no-nonsense juni or
executive at General Mdtors: "I'lIl send someone around at five o' clock
and you'll be off fromfive till eight, for supper, for a nap if you
need it, then you'll cone back on and stay on until the mdway cl oses
down. You'll bring the receipts to ne, at ny trailer, tonight, down in
the meadow. | have an Airstream the largest they nake. You'l

recogni ze it because it's the only one hitched to a brand-new, red,
one-ton Chevy pickup. |If you play straight, if you don't do anything
stupid like trying to skimthe take, you'll do all right working for

ne. | own a few other concessions, and |'m always on the | ookout for a
right type who can handl e responsibility. You get paid the end of
every day, and if you're a good enough pitchman to inprove on the

average take, then you'll get a slice of the higher profits. If you're
straight with ne, you'll get a better deal from nobody. But-listen up
now and be warned-if you jack nme around, - buster, I'll see to it that

you wind up with your balls in a sling. W understand each other?"
"Yes. "Good."

Renenmbering Jelly Jordan's reference to the girl who had started out as
a wei ght -guesser and had worked her way up to a maj or concession by the
age of seventeen, | said, "Uh, one of these other ganes you own-is it a
duck shoot ?"

"Duck shoot, one guess-your-weight stand, one bottle-pitch, one
grab-stand that specializes in pizza, a kiddy ride called the Happy
Toonerville Trolley, and seventy percent interest in a sideshow called
Animal Oddities," she said crisply. "And |I'm neither twelve nor

ninety; I'mtwenty-one, and |I've conme a hell of a |Iong way from nothing



in a hell of a short tine. | didn't put it all together by being naive
or soft or dunb.

There's nothing of the mark in me, and as |long as you renenber that,
Slim we'll get along just fine." ' Wthout asking if | had any nore
guestions, she wal ked off along the concourse. Wth each brisk stride
she took, her small, firm high ass worked prettily in her tight jeans.
| watched her until she was out of sight in the growing crowd. Then
with a sudden realization of ny condition, | put down the change- maker
and the apron, turned to the high striker, picked up the sledgehamrer,
swung it seven tines, one after the other, ringing the bell with six of

the bl ows, not pausing until | could face the passing marks without the
enbarrassnent of a very visible erection.
As the afternoon wore on, | ballyed the high-striker wth genui ne

pl easure. The trickle of marks grewto a streamand then to a river,
flowi ng endl essly along the concourse in the warm sumer glare, and
pulled in their shiny half-dollars al nost as successfully as if | had
been reaching into their pockets.

Even when | saw the first goblin of the day, at a few m nutes past two
o' cl ock, ny good nopod and hi gh ent husiasm stayed with ne. | was
accustoned to seeing seven or eight goblins a week, considerably nore
if I was working in an outfit that drew decent crowds or was traveling
through a big city where there were I ots of people. | had I ong ago
figured that one out of every four or five hundred people is a goblin

i n di sgui se, which nmeans perhaps half a mllion in the U S. alone, so
if I had not adjusted to seeing themeverywhere | went, | would have
gone mad before ever arriving at the Sonbra Brothers Carnival. | knew
by now that they were not aware of the special threat | posed to them
they did not realize that | could see through their masquerade, so they
took no special interest in me. | had the itch to kill every one of
them!| saw, for | knew by experience that they were hostile to al
manki nd and had no purpose but to cause pain and msery on the earth.

However, | seldom encountered themin lonely circunstances that
permtted attack, and unless | wanted to |learn what the inside of a
prison was like, | did not dare slaughter one of the hateful creatures

in full view of witnesses who could not perceive the devil under the
hurman cost une.

The goblin that strolled by the high-striker shortly after two o' cl ock
was confortably ensconced in the body of a mark: a big, towheaded,
open-faced, good-natured farm boy, eighteen or nineteen, dressed in a
tank top, cutoff jeans, and sandals.

He was with two other guys his age, neither of whomwas a goblin, and
he was just about the nobst innocent-looking citizen you ever saw,
joking and cutting up a little, enjoying himself. But beneath the
human gl aze a goblin peered out with eyes of fire.

The farm boy did not stop at the high-striker, and | kept ny spie
unspooling as | watched himpass by, and not ten mnutes later | saw a
second beast. This one had assuned the appearance of a stocky,
gray-haired nman of about fifty-five, but his alien shape was grossly
apparent to ne.

I know that what | see is not actually the physical goblin itself
encased in sonme sort of plastic flesh. The hunman body is real enough

What | perceive is, | suppose, either the spirit of the goblin or the
bi ol ogi cal potential of its shape-shifting flesh.

And, at a quarter of three, | saw two nmore of them

Qutwardly they were just a pair of attractive teenage girls, snall-town
gawkers dazzled by the carnival. Wthin [urked nmonstrous entities with

qui vering pink snouts.



By four o'clock, forty goblins had passed by the high striker, and a
coupl e of them had even stopped to test their strength, and by that
time my good nmood had finally vani shed. The crowd on the m dway coul d
not have numnbered nore than six or eight thousand, so the nmonsters
anmong them far exceeded the usual ratio.

Sonet hi ng was goi ng on; sonething was neant to happen on the Sonbra
Brothers' midway this afternoon; this extraordi nary convocation of
goblins had one purpose-to witness human nisery and suffering. As a
speci es, they seened not nmerely to enjoy our pain but to thrive on it,
feed on it, as if our agony was their only-or prinary-sustenance.

had seen themtogether in large groups only at scenes of tragedy: the
funeral of four high school football players who had been killed in a
bus acci dent back in ny honetown a few years ago; a terrible autonobile
pile-up in Colorado; a fire in Chicago. Now, the nore goblins | saw
among the ordinary marks, the colder | becane there in the August heat.
By the time the explanation came to ne, | was so on edge that | was
seriously considering using the knife in my boot, slashing at |east one
or two of them and running for ny life.

Then | realized what must have happened. They had cone to see an
accident at the Dodgem Car pavilion, expecting a rider to be mained or
killed. Yes. O course. That was what the bastard had been up to

| ast night, before | had confronted and killed him he had been setting

up an "accident." Now that | thought about it, | was sure | knew what
had been intended, for he had been tinkering with the power feed to the
notor of one of the small cars. By killing him | had unknow ngly

saved some poor mark from el ectrocution

Word had gone out on the goblin network: Death, pain, horrible
mutilation, and mass hysteria at the carnival tomorrow Don't miss
this stupendous show Bring the wife and kids! Blood and burning
flesh! A show for the whole famly!

Respondi ng to that nessage, they had cone, but the prom sed feast of
human ni sery had not been laid out for them so they were wandering the
concourses, trying to figure out what had happened, maybe even | ooking
for the goblin | had murdered.

From four o'clock until five, when the relief pitchman showed up, ny
spirits rose steadily, for | saw no nore of ny eneny. Of duty, |
spent hal f an hour searching through the crowd, but the goblins al
seened to have gone away in di sappoi ntent.

| returned to Sam Trizer's grab-stand for a bite of supper

After | had eaten, | felt nuch better, and | was even whistling when,
on my way to the carnival headquarters to see about ny trailer
assignment, | encountered Jelly Jordan by the -carousel

"How goes it?" he asked, raising his voice above the calliope nusic.
"Terrific." W noved beside the ticket booth, out of the swarmn ng
mar ks.

He was eating a chocol ate doughnut. He licked his |lips and said, "Rya
doesn't seemto've bitten off any of your ears or fingers."

"She's nice," | said.

He raised his eyebrows.

"Well, she is," | said defensively. "Alittle gruff, naybe, and
certainly plainspoken. But underneath all that, there's a decent |ady,
sensitive, worth know ng."

"Ch, you're right. Absolutely. | ain't surprised by what you say-j ust
that you saw t hrough her hard-bitten act so quickly. Most people don't
take tinme to see the niceness in her, and sone peopl e never see."

My spirits rose further when | heard his confirnmation of ny vague
psychic inmpressions. | wanted her to be nice. | wanted her to be a



good person under the Ice Maiden act. | wanted her to be a person
worth knowing. Hell, what it canme down to-1 just wanted her, and
didn't want to be wanting soneone who was genuinely a bitch

"Cash Dool ey found trailer accomodations for you," Jelly said.
"Better settle in while you' re on your break."

“I'I'l do that," | said.

| was feeling great as | started to turn away fromhim but then |I saw
somet hing out of the corner of ny eye that brought ne crashing down. |
swung back on him praying that | had i mgi ned what | thought | had
seen, but it was not inmgination; it was still there. Blood. There
was bl ood all over Jelly Jordan's face. Not real blood, you
understand. He was finishing his chocol ate doughnut, unhurt, feeling
no pain.

VWhat | saw was a cl airvoyant vision, an omen of violence to come. Not
nerely violence, either. Superinposed on Jelly's living face was an

i mage of his face in death, his eyes open and sightless, his chubby
cheeks sneared with blood. He was not just swi nmm ng down the
time-streamtoward injury but . . . toward imr nent death

He blinked at me. "What?"

" . "

The precognitive flash faded.

"Sonet hi ng wong, SlinP"

The visi on was gone.

There was no way | could tell himand make hi m beli eve.

And even if | could nmake himbelieve, there was no way | coul d change
the future.

“Sli "

"No," | said. "Nothing wong. | just

"Wl | ?"

"Wanted to thank you again."

"You're too damed grateful, boy. | can't stand sl obbering puppies."”
He scow ed. "Now get the hell out of ny sight."

| hesitated. Then to cover ny confusion and fear, | said, "Is that
your Rya Raines imitation?"

He blinked again and grinned at ne. "Yeah. How was it?"

"Not nearly nean enough."
| left himlaughing, and as | noved away | tried to persuade nyself
that my prenonitions did not always come to pass (although they did)

-and that, even if he was going to die, it wouldn't be soon (although
sensed it would be very soon, indeed) -and that even if it would be
soon, there was surely something | could do to prevent it.

Sonet hi ng.

Sur el y sonet hi ng.

7

Ni ght Visitor The crowd began to thin out and the mi dway began to shut
down at midnight, but | kept the high-striker open until twelve-thirty,
snaring a last few hal f-dollars, because | wanted to report a HE- MAN
(rather than a GOOD BOY) take for ny first day on the job. By the tine
| closed the concession and headed for the nmeadow at the back of the
county fairgrounds, where the carnies had established their nobile
conmunity, it was a few minutes after one o' clock

Behind ne, the last lights on the m dway wi nked off when | |eft, alnost
as if the whol e show had been for nmy benefit al one.

Ahead and below, in a large field ringed by woods, al nost three hundred



trailers were lined up in neat rows. Mst were owned by the
concessionaires and their famlies, but a score or two were the
property of the Sonbra Brothers and were rented out to those carnies,
like nme, who did not hold title to their own acconmpdati ons. Sone
called this caravan "G bt own-on-wheels."” During the winter, when there
were no show dates, nobst of these people traveled south to G bsonton
Florida-"G btown" to the natives who had built the place-which was
entirely popul ated by carnies. G btown was their haven, their reliable
retreat, the one place in the world that was truly home. From

m d- Cct ober to | ate Novenber they headed toward G btown, streaming in
fromall the shows in the country, fromthe big outfits Iike E. Janes
Strates and fromthe littlest gillies and ragbags. There in the

Fl orida sunshine they either had prettily | andscaped lots waiting for
their trailers or they had bigger trailers nounted on permanent
concrete foundations, and in that sanctuary they remained until a new
tour started in the spring. Even in the off-season they preferred to
be together, separate fromthe straight world, which they tended to
find too dull, unfriendly, and smallnminded, filled with too many
unnecessary rules. \While on the road, regardl ess of where their

busi ness took themduring their peripatetic season, they held fast to
the ideal of G bsonton, and they returned every night to a famliar

pl ace, to this G bt own-on-wheels.

The rest of nodern America seens bent upon fragmentation: Year by year
there is | ess coherence in every ethnic group; churches and ot her
institutions, once the glue of society, are frequently said to be
wort hl ess and even oppressive, as if our countrynen see a perversely
appeal i ng chaos in the mechani smof the universe and wish to emul ate
it, even if enulation leads to obliteration. Anpbng carnies, however,
there is a strong and treasured sense of conmunity that, year by year
never di m ni shes.

As | came down the hillside path, into the sunmer-warm neadow, with al
the sounds of the midway stilled, with crickets singing in the dark
the anmber lights at all those trailer windows had a ghostly quality.
They appeared to shimrer in the humid air, not rmuch like electric
illum nation but rather like the camp fires and oil lanps in a
primtive settlement of an earlier era. In fact, with its nodern
details draped in darkness and distorted by strange patterns of curtain
and blind-filtered light, G bsonton-on-wheels had the | ook and feel of
an assenbl age of gypsy wagons drawn up agai nst the di sapproval of the
surroundi ng natives in a rural nineteenth-century European | andscape.
As | approached and then wal ked in anong the first trailers, lights
wer e extingui shed here and there as weary carni es went to bed.

The neadow was marked by a qui etude born of the carnies' universa
respect for their neighbors: There were no |loud radios or TVs, no
crying babies |eft unattended, no noisy argunents, no barking dogs, al
of which you m ght expect to find in a so-called respectable

nei ghbor hood out in the straight world. Also, daylight would have
shown that the avenues between the trailers were free of litter
Earlier, during my break, | had brought my gear down to the renta
trailer that three other guys were sharing with Me, and while | had
been in the neadow | had wandered around until | had found the
Airstream that bel onged to Rya Rai nes.

Now, | aden with coins and with a thick sheaf of dollar bills in one
pouch of my change apron, | went directly to her place.

The door was open, and | saw Rya sitting in an arncthair, in a fall of
buttery light froma reading |anp. She was talking to a dwarf.

| rapped on the open door, and she said, "Cone onin, SIim" | went up



the three netal steps and in, and the dwarf, a woman, turned to | ook at
ne. She was of indeterm nate age-twenty or fifty, hard to tell-about
forty inches tall, with a normal trunk, shortened extremties, and a

| ar ge head.

We were introduced; the little woman's nane was Irma Lorus, and she ran
the bottle-pitch for Rya. She wore a pair of children's tennis shoes,
bl ack pants, and a | oose peach-col ored bl ouse with short sleeves. Her
bl ack hair was thick and glossy and, like raven's wings, it had deep

bl ue highlights; it was |ovely, and she was evidently proud of it, for
nmuch t hought had gone into the way it was cut and shaped around her
oversi ze face.

"Ah, yes," Irma said, offering her small hand, shaking.

"I"ve heard about you, Slim MacKenzie. Ms. Frazelli, who owns the

Bi ngo Pal ace wi th her husband Tony, says you're too young to be on your
own, says you're in desperate need of a honme-cooked neal and a nmother's
attention. Harv Seveen, who has one of the kootch shows, says you | ook
like you're either dodging the draftboard or nmaybe running fromthe
cops because they caught you at some snall diddle

i ke maybe joyriding in sonebody else's car; either way, he figures
you're a right type. The pitchnen say you know how to draw t he marKks,
and with a few nore years under your belt, you might even becone the

best talker on the lot. Now, Bob Wyl and, who has the carousel, is a
mte worried 'cause his daughter thinks you' re a dreanmboat and says
she'll just die if you don't notice her; she's sixteen, and her nane's

Tina, and she's worth noticing too. And Madane Zena, otherw se known
as Ms. Pearl Yarnell fromthe Bronx, our gypsy fortune-teller, says
you're a Taurus, five years older than you | ook, and that you're
running froma tragic love affair."

I was not surprised that a nunber of carnies had drifted by the

hi gh-striker to have a look at ne. It was a tight community, and | was
a newconer, and their curiosity was to be expected. | was, however,
enbarrassed by the report of Tina Weyland's infatuati on and anused to
hear Madame Zena's 11 psychic" inpressions of ne. "Well, lrm, " |

said, " I , in actually a Taurus, seventeen years old, never had a girl
even give nme the chance to have nmy heart broken-and if Ms. Frazell

is any good in the kitchen, you can tell her that | cry nyself to sleep
each and every night, just thinking about hone-cooked neals."

"You're wel come at ny place too," Irma said, smling.

"Come meet Paulie, nmy husband. Fact is, why don't you stop over about
ei ght o' clock Sunday night, once we've set up at the next stop on the
tour. 1'Il fix you chicken chili and ny fanbus Bl ack Forest cake for
dessert."

“I"l1l be there," | prom sed.

In ny experience, of all carnies, dwarves were the quickest to accept a
stranger, to open up, the first to trust and snile and | augh

Initially | had attributed their apparently universal friendliness to

t he conbative di sadvantage of their size, figuring that when you were

that small, you had to be friendly in order to avoid becom ng an easy
target for bullies, drunks, and nuggers. However, as | had becone
better acquainted with a couple of the little people, | had gradually

realized that nmy sinplistic analysis of their extroverted personalities
was ungenerous. As a group-and al nost to an individual -dwarves were
strong-wi |l ed, self-assured, and self-reliant. They are no nore afraid
of life than are people of ordinary stature.

Their extroversion springs fromother causes, not |east of all froma
conpassion born of suffering. BU that night, in Rya Raines's
Airstreamtrailer, still young and | earning, | had not yet attained an



under st andi ng of their psychol ogy.

That night | didn't understand Rya, either, but | was struck by the
radically different tenperaments of these two womren.

Irma was warm and out goi ng, but Rya Rai nes renmained cool and
introverted. Irma had a lovely smle and made full use of it, but Rya
studied me with those crystalline blue eyes that took in everything and
gave back not hing, and she renmi ned expressionl ess.

Sitting in the arnchair, barefoot, one leg straight out in front of her
and the other bent, Rya was the essence of a young nman's dreans. She
wore white shorts and a pale yellow T-shirt. Her bare | egs were wel
tanned, with slender ankles, |ovely calves, snpboth brown knees, and
taut thighs. | wanted to slide ny hands up those | egs and feel the
firmmuscul ature of those thighs. Instead | put my hands in the change
apron, so she wouldn't see them shaking. Her T-shirt, slightly danmp in
t he August heat, clung alluringly to her full breasts, and | could see
her nipples through the thin cotton

Rya and Irna nade quite a contrast, genetic glory and genetic chaos,
opposite end-rungs on the | adder of biological fantasy. Rya Raines was
the epitone of human femal e physicality, perfection of line and form
the dream nade real, nature's prom se and intention fulfilled. But

Irma was a reminder that, for all its intricate nechanisns and
m |l ennia of practice, nature sel dom succeeded in the task that God had
given it: Bring themforth in ny image. |If nature was a divine

i nvention, a God-inspired nechanism as my Grandma used to say it was,
then why didn't He come back and repair the dammed thing? Obviously it
was a machine with real potential, as w tness Rya Raines.

"You | ook seventeen," the dwarf wonman said, "but dammed if you act or
feel like it."

Not knowi ng what to say, | said only, "Wel

"You may be seventeen, but you're a nan, all right. | think I'Il tell
Bob Wyl and you're too nuch a man for Tina, for sure. There's a

t oughness in you."

"Something . . . dark," Rya said.

"Yes," In-na said. "Something dark. That too."

They were curious, but they were also carnies, and while they didn't
mnd telling ne what | was |ike, they could never bring thenselves to
ask about me without nmy invitation

Irma left, and at the kitchen table | counted out the receipts for Rya.
She said the take was twenty percent higher than average, paid nme a
day's wages in cash, and gave ne thirty percent of the twenty percent

i ncrease, which seened nore than fair to ne, since | had not expected

to share in the inproved profits until | had been around a couple
weeks.
By the time we finished the accounting, | took off the change apron

wi t hout enbarrassnent, for the erection it had been conceal i ng was now
gone. She was standing right beside ne at the table, and | could stil
see the inadequately draped contours of her beautiful breasts, and her
face still took ny breath away, but the racing engine of my libido had
decel erated to a sluggish idle in response to her businesslike attitude
and her intransigent cool ness.

| told her that Jelly Jordan had asked nme to do a job for himtonorrow,
that | didn't know when I'd be available to run the high-striker, but
she al ready knew that.

She said, "When you' ve done whatever Jelly needs You for, go to the

hi gh-striker and relieve Marco, the fella who handled it during your
break today. He'll be running it while you' re away.

| thanked her for ny pay, for the opportunity to prove nyself, and she



made no response whatsoever, so | turned and went awkwardly to the
door.

Then: "SlinP"

| stopped, turned to her again. "Yeah?"

She stood with her hands on her hips, a scowl on her face, eyes
narrowed, forbiddingly defiant, and I thought she was going to chew ne
out about sonething, but she said, ' Wlcone aboard.” | don't think
that she even knew how defiant she | ooked-or that she knew how to | ook
any other way.

"Thanks," | said. "Feels good to have a ship under ne."

Clairvoyantly, | sensed an appealing tenderness in her, a specia

vul nerability beneath the arnmor that she had evol ved as protection from
the world. What | had told Jelly was true; | did indeed feel there was

a sensitive woman beyond the hard-bitten Amazon inmage in which she hid.
But as | stood in the doorway and | ooked back at her, where she posed
defiantly beside the dining table that was piled with noney, | sensed
sonething el se as well, a sadness that | had not been aware of before.
It was a profound, well-conceal ed, and abi di ng nel ancholy. Even as
vague and undefi ned as those psychic emanati ons were, they noved ne
deeply, and | wanted to return to her and put ny arns around her, not
with the slightest sexual intent but to confort her and perhaps to draw
of f some of her mysterious angui sh.

| did not go to her, did not take her in my arnms, for | knew nmy notives
woul d be m sunderstood. Hell, | figured she would knee me in the
crotch, give nme the bum s rush out the door, push nme down the netal
steps, send nme sprawling on the ground, and fire ne.

"You keep doing this well at the high-striker," she said, you won't be

stuck there long. I'll nove you up to sonething better."

“I'"l1l do ny best."

Movi ng toward the arnchair, where she'd been when | first entered, she
said, "I'll be buying another concession or two during the next year
Big concessions. |'ll need reliable people to help ne run them!|

realized she did not want ne to go. Not that she was attracted to ne;
not that | was irresistible or anything like that. Rya Raines sinply
did not want to be alone right now.

Usual ly, yes. But not right now She would have tried to hold on to
her guest no natter who it had been. | did not act upon ny perception
of her loneliness, for | also sensed that she was not aware of how
obvious it was; if she realized that her carefully drawn mask of tough
self-reliance was tenmporarily transparent, she would be enbarrassed.
And angry. And, of course, she would take her anger out on ne.

So all | said was, "Well, | hope I'll never disappoint."

And | smiled, nodded, and said, "See you tomorrow." And | went out the
door.

She did not call to ne. In ny postadol escent, always horny, inmature,
unabashedly romantic heart of hearts, | hoped that she woul d speak

that when | turned | would find her there in the trailer doorway,
breat ht aki ngly backlit, that she would say-softly, softly-sonething

uni magi nably seductive, and that | would take her to bed for a night of

unrestrained passion. In real |ife nothing ever works out that way.
At the bottomof the steps, | did turn and | ook back, and | did see
her, and she was | ooking after ne, but she was still inside, where she

had settled again into the arnchair. She presented such a stunningly
erotic picture that for a monent | could not have noved even if | had
known a goblin was bearing down on me with murder in its eyes. Her
bare | egs were stretched out in front of her and slightly spread, and
the Iight fromthe reading | anp gave her supple skin an oiled sheen



The downfall of light [eft shadows beneath her breasts, which

enphasi zed the enticing shape of them Her slender arns, her delicate
throat, her faultless face, her auburn-blond hair-all glowed, glorious
and gol den. She was not nerely revealed and lovingly caressed by the
light; rather she seened to be the source of the light, as if
she-instead of the |anmp -were the radi ant object. N ght had cone, but
the sun had not left her

| turned away fromthe open door and, heart poundi ng, took three steps
into the night, along the avenue between the trailers, but stopped in
shock as | saw Rya Rai nes appear in the darkness before ne. This Rya
was dressed in jeans and a soil ed bl ouse. She was at first a wavery,
watery inmage, colorless, like a filmprojected on a rippling black
sheet .

Wthin a second or two, however, she acquired a solidity

i ndi stinguishable fromreality, though she was nost definitely not
real. This Rya was not erotic, either; her face was ghastly pale, and
bl ood trickled fromone corner of her voluptuous nouth. | saw that her
bl ouse was not dirty but bl oodstai ned, Her neck, shoul ders, chest, and
belly were dark with bl ood.

In a noth-wing voice, each word fluttering softly from her bl ood-danp
lips, she said, "Dying, dying don't let nme die "No," | said, speaking
even nore quietly than the apparition, and | stupidly stepped forward
to enbrace and confort the vision of Rya with a grace and swift
responsi veness that had el uded ne when it had been the real wonan
seeking confort. "No. | won't let you die."

Wth the inconstancy of a figure in a dream she was suddenly no | onger
there. The night was enpty.

| stunbled through the rmuggy air where she had been

| fell to my knees and hung ny head.

| stayed that way for a while.

| did not want to accept the nessage of the vision. But | could not
escape it.

Had | conme three thousand niles, had | obligingly allowed Destiny to
choose a new hone for ne, had | begun to nake new friends only to see
themall destroyed in sone unguessabl e catacl ysn?

If only I could foresee the danger, then | could warn Rya and Jelly and
anyone el se who might be a potential victimand if | could convince
them of nmy powers, they could take steps to avoid death. But though
made nyself as receptive as possible, | could not obtain even a hint of
the nature of the oncom ng disaster

| just knew it involved the goblins.

I was nauseous with anticipation of |osses to cone.

After kneeling in the dust and dry grass for uncounted m nutes,
struggled to nmy feet. No one had seen or heard ne. Rya had not cone

to the door of her trailer, had not |ooked out. | was alone in
noonl i ght and cricket-song. | could not stand up straight; ny stomach
roll ed and cranped.

More |ights had gone off while | had been inside, and still others

wi nked out as | watched. Someone was making a |l ate meal of eggs and
oni ons, and the night was redolent with a sublinme fragrance that woul d
ordinarily have made ne hungry but which, in my current condition, only
i ncreased ny queasi ness. Shaky, | set out for the trailer where |I had
been assi gned a bed.

The norni ng had dawned with hope, and when | had returned to the
carnival fromthe | ocker roomunder the grandstand, the place had
seened bright and filled with prom se. But just as darkness had cone
to the mdway a short tine ago, so it cane to nme now, poured over ne,



through me, and filled nme up.

When | had al nost reached ny trailer, | becane aware of eyes upon ne,

al t hough no one was in sight. From behind, under, or within one of the
many trailers, someone was watching, and | was nore than half certain
it was he who had carried off the goblin's corpse fromthe Dodgem Car
pavilion and had | ater spied on nme froman unknown corner of the

ni ght - mant | ed mi dway.

| was too stunned and despairing to care. | went to ny trailer and to
bed.

The trailer had a snmall kitchen, living room one bath, and two
bedroons. | n each bedroomwere two beds. M roommate was a guy nhaned

Bar ney Quadl ow, a roughie, very big and sloww tted, perfectly content
to drift through life, giving not a thought to what woul d happen to him
when he was too old to heave and tote equi pment, confident that the

carnival would take care of himwhich it would. | had net himearlier
and we had tal ked, though not long. | did not know himwell, but he
seened am abl e enough, and when | had probed at himw th nmy sixth
sense, | had discovered a personality nore placid than any | had ever

bef ore encount er ed.

| suspected that the goblin | had killed at the Dodgem Car pavilion was
a roughie |like Barney, which would explain why no great fuss had been
rai sed when he had turned up m ssing. Roughies were not the nost
dependabl e enpl oyees; many of them had wanderl ust, and sonetinmes not
even the carnival mnoved around enough for them so they just split.
Barney was asl eep, breathing deeply, and | was careful not to wake him
| stripped to nmy underwear, folded nmy clothes, put themon a chair, and
stretched out on ny bed, on top of the sheets. The wi ndow was open

and a mild breeze found its way into the room but the night was very
war m

| did not expect to sleep. Sonetines, however, despair can be |ike
weari ness, a weight dragging on the mnd, and in a surprisingly short
time, no nore than a mnute, that weight pulled ne down into a wel cone
obl i vi on.

In the cemetery-still, graveyard-dark middle of the night, | cane half
awake and thought | saw a hul king figure standing in the bedroom
doorway. No lights were on. The trailer was filled with nmultilayered
shadows, all different shades of black, so | could not see who stood

there. Reluctant to wake up, | told nyself that it was Barney Quadl ow,
conm ng fromor going to-the bathroom but the | oonming figure neither
departed nor entered, nerely stood there, watching. Besides, | could

hear Barney's deep and rhythm c breathing fromthe adjacent bed- So
told nmyself that it was one of the other two nen who shared the trailer

. . . but I had net them as well, and neither was this |arge.
Then, besotted and befuddl ed by sleep, | decided that it nust be Death,
the GimReaper hinself, cone to collect my life. Instead of bolting

up in panic, | closed nmy eyes and drifted off again. Mere death did
not frighten ne; in the bleak nmood that had acconpanied nme into sleep
and had informed ny dimdreans, | was not particularly averse to a
visit fromDeath-if, indeed, that was who he was.

| returned to Oregon. That was the only means by which | dared go hone
again. |n dreans.

After four and a half hours of sleep, which was a long rest for ne, |
was w de-awake at six-fifteen, Friday norning.

Barney still slept, as did the others in the next room Gay light,
like dust, sifted in through the window. The figure in the doorway was
gone-if it had ever been there.

| got up and quietly retrieved a clean T-shirt, briefs, and a pair of



socks fromthe backpack, which | had stowed in the cl oset yesterday.
Sticky, grimy, pleasurably anticipating a shower, | put those itens of
clothes in one of my boots, picked up the boots, turned to the chair to
pick up nmy jeans, and saw two slips of white paper lying on the denim

| could not remenber putting themthere, and | could not read them
easily in the gray light, so | tucked themin one hand, picked up ny
jeans as well, and went silently down the hall to the bathroom In
there I closed the door, switched on the light, and put down the boots
and j eans.

| peered at one slip of paper. Then the other

The omi nous figure in the doorway had not been an illusion or a figment
of my inagination, after all. He had left two itens he thought m ght
be of interest to ne.

They were free passes of the kind that Sombra Brothers issued by the
bucketful to swill-seeking |local authorities and VIPs in every town
where the carnival played.

The first was for a ride on the Dodgem Cars.

The second was for the Ferris wheel

8
Dar kness at Noon

Est abl i shed on coal fields that were now depl eted, sustained by a
single steel mll and a regional railroad yard, steadily decayi ng but
not yet quite aware of the inevitability of its decline, the snmall city
of Yontsdown (popul ati on 22,450, according to the wel cone sign at the
edge of the, city limts), in nostly nountai nous Yont sdown County,
Pennsyl vani a, was the next stop on the Sonbra Brothers tour. \Wen the
current engagenent was concl uded, Saturday night, the nm dway woul d be
torn down, packed up, and carted a hundred mles across the state, to
t he Yont sdown County Fairgrounds.

The miners, mll workers, and rail-yard enpl oyees were accustoned to
eveni ngs and weekends structured around either the TV set, |ocal bars,
or one of the three Catholic churches that were always hol ding socials
and covered-di sh suppers, and they would receive the carnival just as
eagerly as the farmers had done at the previous stop

Friday norning | went to Yontsdown with Jelly Jordan and a man naned
Luke Bendi ngo, who drove the car. | sat up front with Luke, and our
portly boss sat alone in back, neatly dressed in black slacks, a naroon
sunmer -wei ght shirt, and a herringbone jacket, |looking less like a
carny than like a well-fed country squire. Fromthe luxury of Jelly's
airconditioned yell ow Cadillac, we could enjoy the green beauty of the
hum d August | andscape as we drove through farmcountry, then into the
hills.

W were going to Yontsdown to grease the rails ahead of the show train,
which would be rolling in during the early norning hours on Sunday.
The rails we were greasing were not actually those on which the train
woul d run; they were, instead, the rails that led straight into the
pockets of Yontsdown's elected officials and civil servants.

Jelly was the general nanager of the Sombra Brothers Carnival, which
was a denmandi ng and inportant job. But he was also the "patch," and
his duties in that capacity could sonetimes be nore inportant than
anything he did while wearing the mantle of GM Every carniva

enpl oyed a man whose job it was to bribe public officials, and they
called hi mthe patch because he went ahead of the show and patched
things up with cops, city and county councilnmen, and certain other key



government enpl oyees, "gifting" themw th fol ding noney and books of
free tickets for their famlies and friends. |If a carnival tried to
operate wi thout a patch, wi thout the additional overhead of bribery,
the police would raid the mdway in a vengeful mbod. They would cl ose
down the ganes, even if it was an honest outfit that did not bilk the
mar ks out of their dough. Spiteful, exercising their authority with a
gl eeful disregard for fairness and propriety, the cops would board up
even the cleanest girlie shows, msapply the Health Department codes to
shutter all the grab-stands, legally declare the thrill rides hazardous
when they were patently safe, quickly and effectively choking the
carnival into submssion. Jelly intended to prevent just such a

cat astrophe in Yont sdown.

He was a good man for the job. A patch needed to be charm ng, anusing,
and |ikable, and Jelly was all those things.

A patch had to be a snooth tal ker, thoroughly ingratiating, able to pay
a bribe without making it seemlike a bribe. 1In order to maintain the
illusion that the payoff was nothing nore than a gift froma friend-and
thereby allow the corrupt officials to keep their self-respect and
dignity-a patch had to renenber details about the police chiefs and
sheriffs and mayors and other officials with whom he dealt year after
year, so he could ask them specific questions about their w ves and
could refer to their children by name. He had to be interested in them
and appear glad to see themagain. Yet he dared not act too friendly;
after all, he was only a carny, al nmobst a subhunan species in the eyes
of many straight types, and excessive famliarity was sure to be net
with cold rejection. Sonetinmes he had to be tough, as well

di plomatically refusing to neet demands for nore sugar than the
carnival was willing to pay. Being a patch was akin to perfornming a
high-wire act, without net, over a pit occupied by hungry bears and
lions.

As we drove through the Pennsyl vania countryside on our mni ssion of
genteel corruption, Jelly entertained Luke Bendingo and ne with an

endl ess stream of jokes, |imericks, puns, and hilarious anecdotes from
his years on the road. He told each joke with evident relish and
recited every limerick with sly style and gusto. | realized that, to

him wordplay and cl ever rhynes and surprising punch |ines were just
nore toys, convenient playthings to occupy himwhen the other toys on
his office shelves were not within easy reach. Although he was an

ef fecti ve general manager, overseeing a multimllion-dollar operation
and a tough patch who could handle hinmself well in tricky situations,
he still determinedly indulged a part of hinself that had never grown
up, a happy child still facing the world with wondernent from beneath
forty-five years of rude experience and untold pounds of fat.

| relaxed and tried to enjoy nyself, and | did somewhat, but | could
not forget the vision of Jelly's blood-covered face, eyes open in a
sightl ess gaze, which | had seen yesterday. | had once saved ny nother
fromserious injury and perhaps death by convincing her of the
reliability of ny psychic foresight and persuadi ng her to change from
one airliner to another; now, if only I could foresee the exact nature
of the danger that Jelly faced, the day and hour when it would come, |
nm ght be able to persuade himand save him as well

| told nmyself that nore detailed visions would come to ne in tine, that
| would be able to protect any newfound friends.

Al though | did not entirely believe what | told nyself, | held fast to
enough hope to forestall a steep descent into total despair. | even
responded to Jelly's good hunor with a few carny stories | had heard,
and he gave them nore | aughter than they deserved.



Fromthe nmonment we set out on our journey, Luke, a rangy nman of forty
wi th hawkli ke features, spoke in one-word sentences; yeah and no and oh
and Jesus seemed to conprise his entire vocabulary. At first | thought
he was noody or downright unfriendly. But he |laughed as nuch as | did,
and his manner was ot herwi se not cold or distant, and when he finally
tried to chime in with nore than a one-word response, | discovered he
was a stutterer and that his reticence was a result of that affliction
Cccasional ly, between jokes and linmericks, Jelly told us sonething
about Lisle Kelsko, the chief of police in Yontsdown, w th whom we
woul d conduct nost of our business. He casually parceled out the
information as if it were not particularly inportant or interesting,
but gradually he painted a very nasty picture. According to Jelly,

Kel sko was an ignorant bastard. But he was not stupid. Kelsko was a
toad. But he was proud. Kelsko was a pathological liar, but he was
not a sucker for the lies of others, the way nost liars were, for he
had not lost the ability to perceive the difference between truth and
fal sehood. He sinply had no respect for that difference. Kelsko was
vi ci ous, sadistic, arrogant, stubborn, and by far the nmost difficult
man with whom Jelly had to deal in this or any of the other ten states
in which the Sonbra Brothers outfit played.

"You expecting trouble?" | asked.

"Kel sko takes the sugar, never presses for too nmuch,"” Jelly said, "but
sometines he likes to give us a warning."

"What kind of warning?" | asked.
"Likes to have a few of his nen pound on us a little."
"Are you . . . talking about a beating?" | asked uneasily.

"You absolutely got it, kid."

"How regul ar does this happen?”

"W been coming here nine years since Kel sko was nmade chi ef of police,
and it's happened six out of the nine."

Luke Bendi ngo took one bi g-knuckl ed hand fromthe steering wheel and
pointed to an inch-l1ong white scar that curved down fromthe corner of
his right eye.

| said, "You got that in a fight with Kel sko's nen?"

"Yeah," Luke said. "The rotten b-b-b-bastards."

"You say they're warning us?" | asked. "Warning us?

What kind of crap is that?"

Jelly said, "Kelsko wants us to understand that he takes our bribes but
that he can't be pushed around."

"So why doesn't he just tell us?"

Jelly scowl ed and shook his head. "Kid, this here is coal mning
country, even though they don't take much out of the ground any nore,
and it always will be coal -mning country because the people who worked
the mnes are still here, and those peopl e never change. Never.

Dammed if they do. Mning is a hard and dangerous life, and it breeds
hard and dangerous nen, sullen and stubborn types. To go down in the
nm nes, you have to be either desperate, stupid, or so damed macho that
you got to prove you' re neaner than the nines thensel ves. Even those

who never set foot in a nmne shaft . . . well, they got their
tough-guy attitudes fromtheir old nen. People up in these hills
purely love a fight, just for the absolute fun of it. |If Kelsko just

chewed us out, just gave us a verbal warning, then he'd mss out on his
fun."

It was probably ny imagination, fed by fears of billy clubs and

wei ght ed saps and rubber hoses, but as we rose into nore nountai nous
country, the day seened to becone | ess bright, |ess warm |ess

prom sing than it had been when we started out. The trees seened



considerably | ess beautiful than the pines and firs and spruces that |
so well renmenbered from Oregon, and the ranparts of these Eastern
nmount ai ns, geol ogically nore ancient than the Siskiyous, gave an

i mpression of dark and gracel ess age, decadence, nal evol ence born of

weariness. | was aware that | was letting nmy enotions col or what |
saw. This part of the world had a beauty unique unto it, as did
Oegon. | knew it was irrational to attribute hunan feelings and

intentions to a | andscape, yet | could not shake the feeling that the
encroachi ng nountai ns were wat chi ng our passage and nmeant to swall ow us
forever.

"But if Kelsko's nen junmp us," | said, "we can't fight back. Not
against cops. Not in a police station, for God' s sake. We'Ill w nd up
in jail on charges of assault and battery."

Fromt he backseat, Jelly said, "Ch, it ain't going to happen in the
station house. Not anywhere around the courthouse, either, where we
got to go to fill the pockets of the county councilnmen. Not even
within the city Iimts. Absolutely not. Absolutely guarantee it.

And. though it's always Kel sko's so-called | awnen, they won't be
wearing unifornmns.

He sends them off duty, in street clothes. They wait for us as we're
com ng out of town, block our way on a quiet stretch of road. Three
tinmes they even run us off the pavenent to nmake us stop."”

"And fight?" | said.

" Yeah.

"And you fight back?"

"Dam right," Jelly said.

Luke said, "One year J-J-Jelly b-broke a g-g-guy's arm"™

"I shouldn't've done it," Jelly said. "That was going too far, see.
Asking for trouble."

Turning in ny seat and regarding the fat man froma new and nore
respectful point of view, | said, "But if you're pernmitted to fight
back, if it's not just a police beating, then why don't you bring al ong
some of the really big carnies and crush the bastards? Wy guys like
me and Luke?"

"Ch," Jelly said "they wouldn't like that. They want to beat on us a
little, and they want to take a few licks of their own because that
proves it was a real fight, see. They want to prove to thenselves that
t hey' re hardheaded, iron-assed, coal-country boys, just like their
daddi es, but they don't actually want to risk getting the shit beat out
of them If | cone in here with sonebody |ike Barney Quadl ow or Deke
Feeny, the strongman in Tom Catshank's sideshow . . . why, Kelsko's
boys woul d back off fast, wouldn't fight at all."

"What's wong with that? You don't |ike these fights?"

"Hell, no!" Jelly said, and Luke echoed that sentinent.

And Jelly said, "But, see, if they don't get their fight, if they don't
get to deliver Kelsko's warning, then they'll nake trouble for us once
we get the midway set up."

"Once you endure the fight," | said, "then they let you go about your
busi ness unhanpered. "

“You got it now. "

"It's like. . . the fight is tribute you got to pay to get in."
"Sorta, yeah."

"It's crazy," | said.

"Absol utely."

“Juvenile."

"Like I told you, this here's coal country."
We rode in silence for a minute or two.



| wondered if this was the danger that was bearing down on Jelly.

Maybe the fight woul d get out of hand this year. Maybe one of Kelsko's
men woul d be a cl oset psychopath who woul d not be able to contro

hi nsel f once he started beating on Jelly, and maybe he woul d be so
strong that none of us could pull himoff until it was too |ate.

| was scared

| breathed deeply and attenpted to reach into the stream of psychic
energi es that always flowed over and through me, seeking confirmation
of my worst fears, seeking some indication, no matter how slight, that

Jelly Jordan's rendezvous with Death would be in Yontsdown. | could
sense not hi ng useful; naybe that was good. |If this was where Jelly's
crisis would arise, then surely | would pick up at least a hint of it.
Surely.

Sighing, | said, "I guess |I'mjust the kind of bodyguard you need. Big
enough to keep nyself frombeing hurt too bad . . . but not so big
that | cone out of it unbloodied. "

"They got to see sonme blood," Jelly agreed. "That's what satisfies
them"

"Jesus.

"I warned you yesterday," Jelly said.

"1 know. "

"I told you that you ought to hear what the job was."

"I know.

"But you were so grateful for work that you | eaped before you | ooked.
Hel |, you | eaped before you even knew what you was | eapi ng over, and

now hal fway through the junp you | ook down and see a Tiger that wants
to reach up and bite off your balls!"
Luke Bendi ngo | aughed.

"I guess |I've |learned a valuable [ esson here," | said.
"Absolutely," Jelly said. "In fact, it's such a damed val uabl e
| esson, |I'mhalf persuaded that giving you cash pay for this job is

just too deplorably generous of ne."

The sky had begun to cloud over.

On both sides of the highway, pine-studded sl opes shoul dered cl oser

M xed anong the pines were twi sted oaks with gnarled black trunks, sone
burdened with large, |unpy, cancerous nmounds of |igneous fungus.

We passed a | ong abandoned m ne head, set back a hundred yards fromthe
road, and a hal f-denpolished tipple beside a weed-choked railroad spur
both crusted with black grime, and then several houses, gray and
peeling, in need of paint.

Rusting hul ks of autonopbiles, set up on concrete bl ocks, were so
preval ent that you might have thought they were a preferred | awn

decoration, |ike birdbaths and plaster flamingos in certain other
nei ghbor hoods.
"What you ought to do next year," | said, "is bring Joel Tuck with you

and march himright in to Kelsko's office."

"Wwuldn't that b-b-be s-sonething!" Luke said, and sl apped the
dashboard with one hand.

| said, "You just have Joel stand there beside you, never saying
anything, mnd you, never nmmking any threats or unfriendly gestures,
even smling, snmling real friendly, just fixing Kelsko with that third

eye, that blank orange eye, and I'I|l bet nobody would be waiting for
you when you |eft town.

"Well, of course, they wouldn't!" Jelly said. "They'd all be back at
the station house, cleaning the poop out of their pants." W |aughed,

and sonme of the tension went out of us, but our spirits did not soar
all the way back to where they had been because, a few minutes |ater



we crossed the city limts of Yontsdown.

In spite of its twentieth-century industry-the steel nill from which
gray snmoke and white steam pluned up in the distance, the busy rai
yards- Yont sdown | ooked and felt nedieval. Under a sumrer sky that was
swiftly plating over with iron-col ored clouds, we drove on narrow
streets, a couple of which were actually cobbl estoned. Even with the
enpty mountains all around and much | and avail abl e, the houses were
crowded toget her, each | oom ng over the other, nmost half nmunmified with
-a funereal skin of grayish-yellow dust, at least a third of themin
need of paint or new roofs or new fl oorboards for their sagging front
porches. The shops, grocery stores, and offices all had an air of

bl eakness, and there were few, if any, signs of prosperity. A black
Depression-era iron bridge |linked the shores of the nuddy river that
split the town in twd, and the Cadillac's tires sang a somnber,

nournful , one-note tune as we drove across that netal -fl oored span

The few tall buildings were no higher than six or eight stories, brick
and granite structures that contributed to the nmedi eval atnosphere
because, to me at least, they resenbled snall-scale castles: blank

wi ndows that seened as defensively narrow as arrow | oops; recessed
doorways with massive granite lintels of unnecessary size for the
nodest wei ght they had to carry, doorways so guarded and unwel coming in
appearance that | would not have been surprised to see the pointed tips
of a raised portcullis above one of them here and there the flat roofs
had crenel ated brows quite like a castle's battlenents.

I did not like the place.

We passed a ranbling, two-story brick building, one wing of which had
been gutted by fire. Portions of the slate roof had caved in, and nost
of the wi ndows had been bl own out by the heat, and the brick-1ong ago
di scol ored by years of accumul ated pollutants fromthe mll, mnes, and
rail yards was nmarked by anthracite fans of soot above each of the
gapi ng wi ndows. Restoration had begun, and construction workers were
on the site when we drove hy.

"That there's the only elementary school in town," Jelly said fromthe
back seat. "Was a big explosion in the heating oil tank |ast April
even though it was a warmday and the furnace was turned off. Don't
know if they ever did figure out what went wong. Terrible thing. r

read about it in the papers. It was national news. Seven little kids
burned to death, horrible thing, but it would ve been a whole | ot worse
if there hadn't been a couple of heroes anong the teachers. It's an

absolute mracle they didn't lose forty or fifty kids, even a hundred."
"J-J-J-Jesus, th-that's awful," Luke Bendingo said. "Little k-k-kids."

He shook his head. "S-sonetinmes it's a hard w w wworld.
"Ain't that the truth,” Jelly said.
| turned to | ook back at the school after we had passed it. | was

getting very bad vibrations fromthat burned-out structure, and | had
t he unshakabl e feeling that nore tragedy lay in its future.

We stopped at a red traffic light, beside a coffee shop, in front of
whi ch stood a newspaper vendi ng machine. Fromthe car | could read the
headl i ne on the Yontsdown Register: BOTULI SM KILLS FOUR AT CHURCH

PI CNI C.

Jelly nmust have seen the headline, too, for he said, "This sorry,
damed town needs a carnival even nore than usual

We drove two nore bl ocks, parked in the | ot behind the nunicipa
bui | di ng, near several black-and-white patrol cars, and got out of the
Cadillac. That four-story pile of sandstone and granite, which housed
both the city governnent and police headquarters, was the nost nedi eva
building of themall. |Iron bars shielded its narrow, deeply recessed



wi ndows.

Its flat roof was encircled by a low wall that |ooked even nore like a
castle's battlenents than anything | had seen thus far, conplete with
regul arly spaced enbrasures and squared-off nerlons; the nerions-which
were the high segnents of the stone crenelations that alternated with

t he open enbrasures-boasted arrow | oops and putlog holes, and they were
even topped with pointed stone finials.

The Yont sdown Muni ci pal Building was not merely architecturally
forbidding; there was, as well, a feeling of malevolent life in the
structure. | had the disquieting notion that this aggl oneration of
stone and nortar and steel had sonmehow acquired consciousness, that it
was wat ching us as we got out of the car, and that going inside would
be like blithely wal king between the teeth and into the gapi ng nouth of
a dragon.

| did not know if this sonber inpression was psychic in nature or

whet her ny inmagi nati on was gall oping away with ne; sometines it is not
easy to be sure which is the case.

Perhaps | was experiencing a seizure of paranoia. Perhaps | was seeing
danger, pain, and death where they did not really exist. | am subject
to spells of parancia. | admt it. You would be paranoid, too, if you
could see the things that | see, the unhunan creatures that walk

di sgui sed anong us. .o

"SlinP" Jelly said. "Wuat's wong?"

"Uh . nothing."

"You | ook kinda pasty."

"I m okay."

"They won't junmp us here."

“I"'mnot worried about that," | said.

"I told you . . . there ain't never any trouble in town."

"I know. |'mnot afraid of the fight. Don't worry about me. | never

ran froma fight in ny whole Iife, and | sure won't run fromthis one."
Frowning, Jelly said, "Didn't think you would."

"Let's go see Kelsko," | said.

We entered the building through the rear because, on a m ssion of
bribery, you do not walk in the front door, announce yourself to the
receptionist, and state your business.

Jelly went in first, and Luke was right behind him and | went |ast,
hol di ng the door and pausing a nonent to | ook back at the yell ow
Cadill ac, which was by far the brightest object in that dreary
cityscape. In fact, it was too bright to suit nme. | thought of
brilliantly colored butterflies that, because of their dazzling finery,
attract predatory birds and are devoured in a final flutter of

mul titude wi ngs; the Caddy suddenly seened |ike a synbol of our
nayvet d, hapl essness, and vulnerability.

The rear door opened on a service corridor, and to the right were
stairs leading up. Jelly started clinbing, and we foll owed.

It was two nminutes past noon, and we had an appoi ntnment wth Chief

Li sl e Kel sko for the Iunch hour, though not for lunch itself, because
we were carnies, and nost straight folks preferred not to break bread
with the |ikes of us. Especially straight fol ks whose pockets we were
surreptitiously lining with payoffs.

The jail and the police station itself were on the ground floor in this
wi ng, but Kelsko's office was a place apart. W went up six flights of
concrete steps, through a fire door, into the third-floor hall, al

wi t hout seeing anyone. The corridor was floored with dark green vinyl
tiles, buffed to a high polish, and the air snelled of a mildly

unpl easant disinfectant. Three doors down the hall fromthe rear



stairwell, we cane to the private office of the chief of police. The
top half of the door was opaque glass with his nanme and title stenciled
in black letters, and it was standing open. W went inside.

My pal ms were danp.

My heart was drumm ng.

| did not know why.

Regardl ess of what Jelly said, | was wary of an anbush, but that was
not what frightened ne now.
Sonet hing else. Something . . . elusive

No | anp burned in the outer office, and there was only one barred

wi ndow by a watercooler. Since the once blue sunrer sky outside had

al nost entirely surrendered to the advanci ng arnmada of dark cl ouds, and
since the slats of the venetian blinds were tipped hal fway between the
vertical and the horizontal, the nmealy light was barely sufficient to
reveal the netal filing cabinets, worktable bearing hot plate and

cof feepot, enpty coatrack, enornmous wall nap of the county, and three
wooden chairs with their backs against one wall. The secretary's desk
was a shadowy hul k, neatly kept, currently untenanted.

Li sl e Kel sko had probably sent his secretary off for an early lunch to
elimnate the possibility that she woul d overhear sonething.

The door to the inner office was- ajar. Beyond it were |ight and,
presunably, life. Unhesitantly Jelly noved across the unlighted room
toward the inner door, and we foll owed.

Pressure was building in nmy chest.

My mouth was so dry that | felt as if | had been eating dust.

Jelly rapped lightly on the inner door

A voi ce issued through the narrow opening: "Cone in, cone in." It was
a baritone voice, and even in those four short words it conveyed calm
authority and snug superiority.

Jelly went in, and Luke was right behind him and | heard Jelly saying,
"Hel |l o, hello, Chief Kelsko, what a pleasure to see you again," and
when | entered, last of all, | saw a surprisingly sinple roomgray

wal I's, white venetian blinds utilitarian furniture, no photographs or
pai ntings on the walls: alnpst as drab as a cell-and then | saw Kel sko
behi nd a big netal desk, regarding us with undi sgui sed contenpt, and ny
breath caught in my throat, for the identity of Kelsko was a sham and
within that human form beyond the hunan gl aze, was the npst

vi ci ous-1 ooking goblin I had ever seen

Perhaps | should have suspected that in a place like Yontsdown the
authorities mght be goblins. But the thought of people |iving under
the mal evol ent rule of such creatures was so terrible that | had

bl ocked it.

I will never know how | nmanaged to conceal my shock, my disgust, and ny
awar eness of Kelsko's evil secret. As | stood there stupidly beside
Luke, hands fisted at my sides, imobilized but al so nade spring-tense
by fear, | felt as obvious as a cat with its back arched and its ears
flattened, and | was certain that Kelsko would see ny repul sion and

i medi ately perceive the reason for it. But he did not. He hardly

gl anced at either me or Luke, his attention fixed on Jelly.

Kel sko was in his early fifties, about five-nine, stocky, forty pounds
overwei ght. He wore a khaki uniformbut carried no revolver. Under
brush-cut hair the shade of gunnetal, he had a square, hard,

rough-1 ooking face. H s bushy eyebrows nmet over eyes bracketed by

t hi ck bone, and his mouth was a nean sl ash.

The goblin within Kel sko was no visual treat, either. | have never
seen one of the beasts that was | ess than hideous, although some are
slightly | ess hideous than others. Some have eyes not quite so fierce.



Sone have teeth |less sharp than others. Sone have faces a degree |ess
predatory than their m screant brethren. (To ne this slight variety in
t he appearances of the goblins seemed to prove they were real and not
just phantoms of a diseased mind; for if |I had been imagining them if
they were only fignents of a madnman's prinmal fear, they would all | ook
alike. Wuld they not?) The denmpnic creature in Kel sko had red eyes
that not only burned with hatred but were the very nolten essence of
hatred, nore penetrating than those of any goblin | had encountered
prior to this. The beetle-green skin around its eyes was webbed with
cracks and thickened with what m ght have been scar tissue. The
obscene fl eshiness of its quivering pig-snout was nade even nore
repel l ent by the addition of wattled skin around its nostrils, pale
wrinkl ed | obes that fluttered (and glistened wetly) when it drew or
expel l ed breath and that nmi ght have been the result of extreme age.

I ndeed the psychic emanations pouring forth fromthis nonster gave an

i npression of incredibly ancient evil, an evil of such antiquity that
by conparison it made the pyram ds seem nodern; it was a poi sonous stew
of mal evol ent enotions and wi cked intentions, cooked at high heat for
ages, until any possibility of a charitable or innocent thought had
been boil ed away | ong ago.

Jelly played the role of the ingratiating patch with enthusi asm and
enornous skill, and Lisle Kelsko pretended to be nothing nore than a
hopel essly hard-nosed, hard-assed, narrowr nded, anoral, authoritarian
coal -country cop. Jelly was convincing, but the thing that

i nper sonat ed Kel sko deserved an Oscar. At tinmes its performance was so
perfect that even to ny eyes its human gl aze becane opaque, the goblin
fading until it was just an anorphous shadow within the human flesh,
forcing me to strain to bring it back into focus.

From ny point of view our situation became even nore intol erabl e when,
a mnute after we entered Kel sko's office, a uniforned officer canme in
behi nd us and closed the door. He, too, was a goblin. This man-shel
was about thirty, tall, lean, with thick brown hair conbed straight
back from a good-1ooking, Italian face. The goblin at the core was
frightening but noticeably | ess repul sive than the beast in Kel sko.
When the door closed behind us with a thunmp, | junped.

From his chair, out of which he had not deigned to rise upon our entry
and from which he dispensed only steely-eyed glares and flat unfriendly
responses to Jelly's friendly patter, Chief Lisle Kelsko flicked a

gl ance at me. M expression nmust have been odd, for Luke Bendi ngo gave
nme an odd one of his own, then wi nked to indicate everything was

copaceti c.
When the young cop went to a corner and stood with his arns crossed on
his chest, where | could see him | relaxed a bit, though not nuch.

| had never before been in a roomwith two goblins at the sane tine,

| et al one two goblins posing as cops and one carrying a | oaded side
arm | wanted to lunge at them | wanted to pound their hateful faces;
| wanted to run; | wanted to pull the knife fromny boot and plant it
in Kelsko's throat; | wanted to scream | wanted to puke; | wanted to
grab the young cop's revolver and bl ow his head off, punp a few shots
into Kel sko's chest as well. But all | could do was stand there beside
Luke, keep the fear out of ny eyes and off ny face, and strive to
appear intimdating.

The neeting | asted | ess than ten mnutes and was not a fraction as bad
as Jelly had led ne to believe it would be.

Kel sko did not taunt or humiliate or challenge us as much as | had been
told he would. He was not as denandi ng, sarcastic, rude, foul nouthed,
quarrel sone, or threatening as the Kelsko in Jelly's colorful stories.



He was icy, yes, arrogant, yes, and filled wi th unconceal ed | oat hi ng
for us. No doubt about that.

He was supercharged with violence, like a high-tension power |ine, and
if we cut through his insulation, either by insulting himor talking
back or giving the slightest indication that we thought ourselves
superior to him he would deliver a negavolt assault that we would
never forget. But we renmined docile and subservient and eager to

pl ease, and he restrained hinself. Jelly put the envel ope of nmoney on
t he desk and passed al ong booklets of free tickets, all the while
telling jokes and inquiring after the chief's famly, and in short
order we did what we had cone to do, and we were di sm ssed.

We returned to the third-floor corridor, went to the rear stairs again
clinmbed to the fourth floor, which was deserted now that the |unch hour
was well begun, and went from one dreary hall to another to another
until we had reached the wing where the mayor had his office. As we
wal ked, our footsteps clicking on the dark vinyl tiles, Jelly | ooked

i ncreasingly worried.

At one point, relieved to be out of the goblins' company and
renmenmbering what Jelly had told me in the car, | said, "Wll, that
wasn't so bad."

"Yeah. That's what worries ne," Jelly said.

"Me t-t-too," Luke said.

| said, "Wat do you nean?"

"It was too damed easy," Jelly said. "Ain't never been a tine since
knew hi mthat Kel sko was that cooperative.

Sonet hing's wong."

"Li ke what?" | asked.

"I wish | knew " Jelly said.

"S-s-sonething's up."”

"Sonet hing," Jelly agreed.

The mayor's office was not as plain as that of the chief of police.
The el egant desk was mahogany, and the other pieces of tasteful and
expensive furniture-in the English style of a first-rate men's club
uphol stered in hunter's-green | eather-stood on plush gold carpeting.
The walls were festooned with civic awards and phot ographs of H s Honor
involved in all manner of charitable activities.

Al bert Spectorsky, elected occupant of the office, was a tall, florid
man, conservatively dressed in a blue suit and white shirt and bl ue
tie, with features forned by indul gence.

A fondness for rich food was visible in the noon-round shape of his
face and in the plentitude of chins below his ripe mouth. A taste for
fine whi skey was evident in the broken blood vessels that gave his
cheeks and bul bous nose a ruddy glow. And there was, in everything
about him an undefinabl e but unm stakable air of prom scuity, sexua
perversion, and whore-chasing lust. Wat nade himelectable was a
marvel ously warm | augh, an appealing manner, and an ability to
concentrate so intently and synpathetically on what you were saying
that he could nake you feel as if you were the nost inportant person in
the world, at least as far as he was concerned. He was a joke-teller
a backsl apper, a hail-fellowwell-nmet. And it was a sham Because
what he really was, beneath it all, was a goblin

Mayor Spectorsky did not ignore Luke and ne, the way Kel sko had done.
He even offered us his hand.

| shook it.

| touched him and sonehow | naintai ned control of nyself, which was
not easy, because touching himwas worse than touching any of the four
goblins that | had killed over the past four nonths. Touching hi mwas



the way | would inmagine it would be if you cane face-to-face with Satan
and were required to shake his hand; l|ike an outpouring of bile, evi
surged fromhim gushing into ne at the point of contact nmade by our

cl asped hands, contam nating me, sickening me; a |lightning bolt of
unrelenting hatred and a fierce rage exploded fromhimas well, blasted
t hrough me, and kicked nmy pulse rate to at | east a hundred and fifty.
"dad to see ya," he said, sniling broadly. "G ad to see ya. W

al ways | ook forward to the coming of the carnival!"

This goblin's performance was every bit the equal of Chief Lisle

Kel sko's superb portrayal of hunankind, and |i ke Kel sko, this one was
an especially repellent exanple of its species, snaggl et oot hed and

wi t hered and wart-covered and pocknmarked and nearly |eft postul ant by
t he passage of uncountable years. Its radiant crinson eyes seened to
have taken their color from oceans of human bl ood that it al one had
caused to be spilled, and fromuncharted depths of red-hot human agony
that it alone had inflicted upon our abused race.

Jelly and Luke felt a little better after our nmeeting with Mayor
Spect or sky because he was, they said, the sane as al ways.

But | felt worse.

Jelly had been right when he had said that they were up to sonething.
A deep, thawl ess chill had reached into every part of ne.

I ce hardened in ny bones.

Sonet hi ng was w ong.

Very w ong.

God hel p us.
The Yont sdown County Courthouse was across the street fromthe city
nmuni ci pal building. 1In the offices adjacent to the courtroom various

county officials conducted their business.

In one of these suites of roons, the president of the county council
Mary Vanal etto, was waiting for us.

She was a goblin too.

Jelly treated her differently fromthe way he had treated Kel sko and
Spect or sky, not because he sensed that she was a goblin or anything
nore-or | ess-than human, but because she was a wonan, and attractive as
wel |. She appeared to be about forty, a slimbrunette with big eyes
and a sensuous nouth, and when Jelly poured on the charm she reacted
so wel |l -blushing, flirting, giggling, eating up the conplinents he paid
her-that he began to get sincere about it. He clearly thought he was
maki ng one hell of an inpression on her, but | could see that she was
putting on a performance far superior to his. Wthin the clever human
di sgui se the goblin-not nearly as ancient and decadent as Kel sko and

Spectorsky desired nothing nmore intensely than to kill Jelly, kill al
of us.
As far as | could tell, that was what every goblin wanted-the pl easure

of sl aughtering human beings, one after the other, though not in an
unrelieved frenzy, not in one |long blowbath; they wanted to parcel out
the slaughter, kill us one at a time so they could savor the bl ood and
m sery. Mary Vanaletto had that sanme sadi stic need, and as | watched
Jelly hold her hand and pat her shoul der and generally -nake nice with
her, | required all ny self-restraint to keep fromtearing himaway
fromher and yelling, "Run!" There was sonething el se about Mary
Vanal etto, a factor other than her true goblin nature, that nmade ny
skin break out in gooseflesh. It was sonething | had never encountered
bef ore and, even in ny bl eakest ni ghtmares, had not imagi ned. Through
the transparent human gl aze | saw not one goblin but four: a full-size
creature of the sort to which | was accustoned and three snall beasts
with closed eyes and half forned features. The three seened to exi st



within the large goblin that was pretending to be Mary

Vanal etto-specifically, within its abdonen-and they were curl ed

notionl essly in recognizably fetal positions. This frightful

gruesomne, abom nabl e nmonstrosity was pregnant.

It had never occurred to ne that the goblins could breed.

The very fact of their existence was enough to deal with. The prospect
of generations of goblins yet unborn, destined to ride herd on us human
cattle, was unthinkable. Instead | thought of themas risen from Hel

or descended from another world, their nunbers on earth limted to

what ever they had begun with; in my mnd they were all nbst nysterious
and i mmacul ate (though sinister) conceptions.

Not any nore.

As Jelly teased and entertained Mary Vanal etto, as Luke grinningly
followed their witticisms fromhis perch on the chair beside m ne,
rebel l ed at the sickening nental inage of a dog-nouthed goblin ramm ng
its vilely deformed penis into the cold and nutant vagina of a red-eyed
and pi g-snouted bitch, both of them panting and sl obbering and
grunting, wart-covered tongues lolling, their grotesque bodies

convul sed in ecstasy. But as soon as | managed to push that unbearable
i mage out of ny mnd, a worse picture cane to ne: newborn goblins,
smal |, the color of grubs, snmoboth and shiny and noist, mad red eyes
glimering, with sharp little claws and pointed teeth not yet grown
into wi cked fangs, three of them slithering and pushing and squirmn ng
out of their mother's stinking wonb.

No.
Ch, Jesus, please, no, if | did not put such a thought out of ny mnd
at once, | would reach for the knife in ny boot and destroy this

Yont sdown County councilwoman in full view of Jelly and Luke, -and then
none of us would |leave this town alive.

Sonmehow | endur ed.

Sonehow | got away fromthat office with ny sanity intact and ny knife
still in ny boot.

On our way out of the county building, we passed through the
echo-filled foyer, with its marble floor and huge mullioned wi ndows and
arched ceiling, off which the main courtroom opened. On inmpul se
stepped to the nmmssive, brass-handl ed oak doors, opened one of thema
crack, and peered inside.

The current case had reached the stage of concluding argunments, so they
had not yet recessed for lunch. The judge was a goblin. The
prosecuting attorney was a goblin. The two unifornmed guards and the
court stenographer were fully human, but three nenbers of the jury were
goblins.

Jelly said, "What're you doing, Slin®"

Further shaken by what | had seen in the courtroom | let the door ease
shut, and | rejoined Jelly and Luke. "Not hing.

Just curious."

Qutside, at the corner, we recrossed the street, and | studied the

ot her pedestrians and the drivers of the vehicles halted by the traffic
l[ight. Qut of about forty people- on that dingy thoroughfare, | saw
two goblins, which was twenty tines the usual ratio.

We were finished naki ng payoffs, so we headed past the nunicipa
building to the parking | ot behind it. Wen we were twenty feet from

the yellow Cadillac, | said, ' "Just a minute. | got to take a |ook at
sonmething." | turned and strode back the way we had cone.

Jelly called after ne. "Were you goi ng?"

"Just a minute," | said, breaking into a run

Heart hammering, |ungs expanding and contracting with all the



flexibility of cast iron, | went past the side of the municipa

buil ding, around to the front, up a set of granite steps, through gl ass
doors, into a |l obby less grand than the one at the courthouse. Various
agencies of the city government had their public offices on the first
floor, and police headquarters was to the left. | pushed through a set
of wal nut-framed, frosted-glass doors, into an antechanber encircled by
a wooden railing.

The on-duty desk sergeant worked on a platformtwo feet higher than the
rest of the floor. He was a goblin.

A bal |l point pen in one hand, he raised his eyes froma file on which he
had been working, |ooked dowmn at nme, and said, "Can | help you?"

Beyond himwas a | arge open area that held a dozen desks, a score of
tall filing cabinets, a photocopier, and other office equipment. A

tel etype chattered in one corner. O the eight clerical workers, three
were goblins. O the four nmen who worked apart fromthe clerks and
appeared to be plainclothes detectives, two were goblins. Three

uni formed officers were present at the nonent, and all were goblins.

In Yont sdown the goblins not only wal ked anong the ordinary citizens,
preyi ng upon them at random Here, the war between our species was
wel | organi zed-at | east on the goblins' side. Here, the subversive
masquer aders nade the | aws and enforced them and pity the poor bastard
who was guilty of even the slightest infraction

"What was it you wanted?" the desk sergeant asked.

"Uh . . . I'mlooking for the City Department of Health."

"Across the hall," he said inpatiently.

"Yeah," | said, pretending befuddl ement. "This rmust be the police
station."

"I't's sure no ballet school," he said.

| left, conscious of his crimson eyes burning into nmy back, and
returned to the yell ow Cadillac, where Jelly Jordan and Luke Bendi ngo
were waiting, curious-and unaware.

"What're you up to?" Jelly asked.

"Wanted to have a closer look at the front entrance to this building
here. "

n V\hy?"

“I'ma nut about architecture."

"I's that so?"

" Yeah.

"Si nce when?"

"Since | was a kid."

"You're still a kid."

"And you're not, but you're a nut about toys, which is a whole |ot
stranger than being a nut about architecture.”

He stared at ne a nonment, then smiled and shrugged.

"Quess you're right But toys are nore fun."

As we got in the car | said, "Oh, | don't know. Architecture can be
fascinating. And this town's full of terrific exanples of Gothic and
nmedi eval style."

"Medi eval ?* Jelly said as Luke started the engine. "You nmean like the
Dark Ages?"
"Yeah."' "Well, you're right about that. This burg is straight from

t he Dark Ages, sure enough.”

On our way out of town, we approached the burned-out elenentary schoo
agai n, where seven children had died the past April. The first time we
had passed the building, | had received precognitive vibrations of nore
tragedy to cone.

Now, as | stared at the blasted wi ndows and soot-sneared walls, and as



we drew relentl essly nearer, a wave of clairvoyant inpressions flowed
of f those fire-scorched bricks and swept toward ne. To ny sixth sense
it was a wave every bit as real as an onrushing wall of water, with a
wei ght and force to be reckoned with, a churning mass of possibilities
and probabilities and unthinkabl e tragedies. Such an extraordinary
amount of hunman suffering and angui sh was associated with this
structure that it was not nmerely wapped in an oni nous aura but was
afloat in a sea of death-energy. The wave was conming with
freight-train speed and power, like one of those giant conmbers rushing
toward the beach in every filmyou have ever seen of Hawaii, but black
and om nous, unlike anything | had encountered before, and | was
suddenly terrified of it. There was a fine spray of psychic energy
flung out in advance of the wave itself, and as these invisible
droplets spattered across my receptive nmind | "heard" children
screamng in pain and terror . . . fire roaring and hissing and naki ng
a sni ck-snap-gabbl e-crackl e sound |i ke sadistic |aughter

alarmbells clanging a wall collapsing with a thunderous crash . .
shouting . . . distant sirens. . . . | "saw' unspeakable horrors: an
apocal yptic conflagration . . . a teacher with her hair aflane.....
children stunbling blindly through snothering snoke..... ot her children
desperately and futilely taking refuge beneath school room desks as
snol dering sl abs of the ceiling slamed down on them . . . Sone of
what | was hearing and seeing was fromthe fire that had al ready been,
the April pyre, but sone images were froma fire not yet lit, sights
and sounds of a nightnmare that lay in the future, and in both cases |
perceived that the school's abrupt conmbustion was neither accidenta
nor caused by human error nor attributable to machine failure, but was
the work of goblins. | was beginning to feel the children's pain, the
searing heat, and beginning to experience their terror. The psychic
wave bore down on ne, towering higher . . . higher, grow ng darker, a
bl ack tsunam so powerful that it surely would crush nme, so cold that
it would leech all the warnth of life fromnmy flesh. | closed ny eyes
and refused to | ook at the half-ruined school as we drew nearer it, and
| tried desperately to build the nmental equivalent of a |l ead shield
around ny sixth sense, to shut out the unwanted cl airvoyant radiations
that, instead of water, conposed the oncom ng destructive wave. To
turn my mind away fromthe school, | thought of ny nother and sisters,
t hought of Oregon, the Siskiyous . . . thought of Rya Raines's

exqui sitely scul pted face and sun-spangled hair. Menories and
fantasies of Rya were what effectively arnored nme agai nst the onsl aught
of the psychic tsunanm, which now hit ne, battered ne, and washed

t hrough me wi thout breaking nme to pieces or carrying ne away.

| waited half a minute, until | felt nothing paranorml whatsoever,

t hen opened ny eyes. The school was behind us.

We were approaching the old iron bridge, which |ooked as if it were
constructed fromfossilized bl ack bones.

Because Jelly was in the backseat again, and because Luke was payi ng
strict attention to his driving (possibly fearing the slightest
infraction of the Yontsdown traffic |aws would bring one of Kelsko's
nmen down on us with particular fury), neither of themnnoticed the
pecul i ar seizure that, for a mnute, had rendered ne as speechl ess and
hel plessly rigid as any afflicted, unnedicated epileptic. | was
grateful that there was no need to make up an explanation, for | did
not trust nyself to speak wi thout betraying ny turmoil.

| was overwhelmed with pity for the human inhabitants of this
godf or saken place. Wth one school fire already seared into the city's
history, with a much worse blaze to conme, | was quite sure of what |



woul d discover if | went to the nearest firehouse: goblins. | thought
of the headline we had seen in the |ocal paper-BOTULI SM KILLS FOUR AT
CHURCH PICNi c-and | knew what | would find if | paid a visit to the
priest at the rectory: a denonic beast in a backwards collar

di spensi ng bl essings and synpathy-just as it nmust have di spensed the
deadly bacterial toxins in the potato sal ad and baked-bean
casserole-while leering gleefully within its remarkabl e disguise. Wat
a crowd of goblins must have gathered in front of the elementary schoo
t hat day, the nonent the alarmwent off, to watch the erupting
catastrophe with counterfeit horror, ostentatiously grieving while
surreptitiously feeding on the human agony the way we would go to
McDonal d's for lunch, each child's screamlike a bite of a juicy Big
Mac, each radiant flash of pain like a crisp French fry.

Dressed as city officials, professing shock and a shattering sense of

| oss, they would have lurked at the city norgue, hungrily observing the
fathers who reluctantly came to identify the grisly, charred remains of
t heir bel oved of fspring.

Posing as grief-stricken friends and nei ghbors, they woul d have gone to
t he hones of bereaved parents, offering noral support and confort, but
secretly sucking up the sweet psychic puddi ng of angui sh and m sery,
just as, nmonths |ater, they were now hovering about the fanmilies of

t hose who had been poi soned at the church picnic. Regardless of the
respect and admiration-or lack of it-in which the deceased was held, no
funeral in Yontsdown would ever be lightly attended. There was a snake
pit full of goblins here, and they would slither off to feed wherever a
banquet of suffering was laid out for them And if fate did not
produce enough victins to suit their taste, they would do a little
cooking of their own-torch a school, orchestrate a major traffic
accident, carefully plan a deadly industrial mshap at the steel nill

or down at the rail yards . .

The nost frightening aspect of what | had discovered in Yontsdown was
not merely the startling concentration of goblins, but their heretofore
unseen desire and ability to organi ze thensel ves and take control of
human institutions.

Until this nmonent | had seen the goblins as roving predators,

i nsi nuating thensel ves throughout society, and nore or |ess choosing
their victins at random and on the spur of the nmonent. But they had

pl ucked up the reins of power in Yontsdown and, with terrifying

pur posef ul ness, had transforned the entire town and surroundi ng county
into a private game preserve

And they were breeding here in the Pennsylvania nountains, in this

coal -country backwater where the rest of the world sel domcast a

gl ance.

Br eedi ng.

Jesus.

I wondered how many ot her nests of these vanpires existed in other dark
corners of the world. And vanpires they were, in their own way, for
sensed that they - drew their primary nourishnent not fromthe bl ood
itself but fromthe radi ant auras of pain, anguish, and fear that were
produced by human beings in desperate trouble. A neaningl ess
distinction. To cattle destined for the butcher's block, it does not
matter which portions of their anatony are nost esteened at the dinner
t abl e.

We drove out of town with considerably | ess conversation than had
marked our trip in. Jelly and Luke were dreadi ng the anbush by

Kel sko's nmen, and | was still rendered speechless by all that | had
seen and by the bleak future of the children at Yontsdown El enentary



School

We crossed the city limts.

We passed the stand of black, gnarled oaks burdened with strange
fungus.

No one stopped us.

No one tried to run us off the road.

"Soon, " Jelly said.

One mle out of the city.

We passed the outlying houses that were in need of paint and new roofs,
where the rusting hul ks of autonpbiles stood on concrete blocks in the
front yards.

Not hi ng.

Jelly and Luke grew nore tense.

"He let us off too easy," Jelly said, neaning Kel sko.

"Sonmewhere in the next half mle . . -" Amle and a half out of the
city.

"He wanted to give us a fal se sense of security,” Jelly said, "then hit
us like a ton of bricks. That's what he was up to. And now they'|
smash us. These coal -country boys got to have their fun."

Two miles.

"Wwuldn't be like themto mss out on their fun. Any second they'l
come at us.........

Two and a half mles.

Now Jelly said that the trouble would come at the abandoned m ne, where
the ruins of the railroad tipple and other structures poked jagged,
toothlike tinmbers and netal fragnents at the |owering gray sky.

But those nonunents to vani shed i ndustry appeared, and we passed them
by wi t hout incident.

Three m | es.

Four .

Ten mles beyond the city limts Jelly finally sighed and rel axed.
"They're going to let us off this tine."

"Why?" Luke asked suspi ciously.

"it ain't exactly unprecedented. There've been a couple other years
they didn't pick a fight," Jelly said. "Never gave us a reason. This
year . . . well . . . naybe it's because of the school fire and the
tragedy at that church picnic yesterday.

Maybe even Lisle Kel sko's seen enough nastiness this year and doesn't
want to risk scaring us off. Like | said, seens |like these poor damed
peopl e need a carnival this year nore than ever."

As we headed back across Pennsyl vania, planning to stop al ong the way
for a late lunch, aimng to arrive at the Sonbra Brothers Carnival by
early evening, Jelly and Luke's spirits began to rise, but nmine did

not. | knew why Kel sko had spared us the usual braw. It was because
he had sonmething worse in nind for next week, when we were all set up
on the Yontsdown County Fairgrounds. The Ferris wheel. | did not know

exactly when it would happen, and | did not know exactly what they had
in mnd, but I knew that the goblins would sabotage the Ferris whee
and that ny disquieting visions of blood on the mdway would, |ike evi
buds, soon blossominto dark reality.

Contrasts

After a late lunch, after we got back on the highway for the I ast hour
and a half of the return trip, nmenories of Yontsdown were stil

wei ghing heavily on ne, and | could no |longer tolerate the strain of
having to participate in the conversation and |augh at Jelly's jokes,



even though sone of themwere quite funny. To escape, | pretended to
nap, slunped in nmy seat, head lolling to one side.

Fevered t houghts buzzed through my mnd. . . .

VWhat are the goblins? Where do they cone fronf?

I's each goblin a puppet naster, a parasite, seeding itself deep in
human fl esh, then taking control of its host's mnd, operating the
stolen body as if the corpus were its own? O are the bodies nerely
imtati on humans, vat-grown costumes that they don as easily as we slip
into a new suit?

Countl ess tines over the years | had considered these questions and a
t housand others. The problemwas that there were too danmed nany
answers, any of which m ght have been true, but none of which I could
scientifically verify-or with which | could even feel confortable.

| had seen ny share of flying-saucer novies, so | was not wthout a
pool of fanciful ideas in which to dip ny bucket.

And after seeing nmy first goblin, | had becone an avid science-fiction
reader, hoping that some novelist had al ready conceived of this
situation and had come up with an expl anation that woul d serve as well
for me as it did for his fictional characters. Fromthose often

fl anboyant tales, | acquired many theories for consideration: The
goblins mght be aliens froma distant world who crashed here by
accident, or landed with the intention of conquering us, or came to
test our suitability for full partnership in the gal actic government,
or wanted only to steal all of our uraniumfor use in their hyperdrive
spaceshi p engines, or sinply wanted to package us in plastic tubes to
provi de tasty snacks during extended and boring journeys along the
spiral arns of the galaxy. | considered those possibilities and nore,
did not reject anything, no matter how crazy-or silly-it seemed, but
remai ned dubi ous of every explanation those science-fiction novels had
for me.

For one thing, | had difficulty believing that a race capable of
cruising across the light-years would -conme that nonentous di stance
nmerely to crash their ship while trying to put it down; their nachines
woul d be flaw ess; their conmputers would make no mstakes. And if such
an advanced race wanted to conquer us, the war would be over in a
single afternoon. so, while those books provided hundreds of hours of
wonder ful entertai nnent, they gave me no raft to which I could cling
during the bad tines, no understanding of the goblins, and certainly no
hint as to what | should do about them and how | m ght defeat them
The ot her obvious theory was that they were denons that had clinbed
straight up fromHell with a Satan-given ability to cloud nen's m nds,
so we saw only other nmen when we | ooked at them | believed in God (or
told nyself that | did), and ny relationship with Hmwas at tines so
strongly adversarial (on nmy part, anyway) that | had no difficulty
believing He woul d permit the existence of a place as foul as Hell. M
fol ks were Lutherans. They had taken nme and Sarah and Jenny to church
nearly every Sunday, and sonetines | had wanted to stand up on ny pew
and rail at the minister: "If God is good, then why does He | et people
die? Wiy did he give cancer to that nice Ms. Hurley down the road
fromus? |If He's so good, then why did He | et the Thonpsons' boy die
over there in Korea?" Although the faith rubbed off on ne a little
bit, it did not interfere with ny ability to reason, and | was never
able to come to terms with the contradiction between the doctrine of
CGod's infinite nercy and the cruelty of the cosnmpbs that He had created
for us. Therefore Hell and eternal dammation and denmons were not
nerely conceivabl e; they seened al nbost an essential bit of design in a
universe built by a divine architect as seem ngly perverse as He who



had drawn up the plans for ours.

Yet believing in Hell and denons, | still could not believe that the
goblins could be explained by the application of that nythology. |If
they had risen fromHell, there would have been sonething . . . well,

sonet hing cosm ¢ about them an awesone sense of deific forces at work
of ultinate know edge and purpose in their manner and activity, but |
felt none of that in the nmeager psychic static that radiated fromthem
Furthernmore Lucifer's lieutenants woul d possess unlinited power, but
these goblins were actually in many ways | ess powerful than I, with
none of my extraordinary gifts or insights. For denmons they were too
easily dispatched. No ax or knife or gun would bring down one of

Sat an' s henchmen.

If they had | ooked nore |ike dogs and less like pigs, | would have been
hal f convinced that they were werewol ves, in spite of the fact that
they prowed all the tinme rather than only when the noon was full

Li ke the fabled werewol f, they seened to be shape-changers, inmtating

human formw th uncanny skill but capable of reverting to their true
hi deous appearance if that was required, as in the Dodgem Car pavilion
And if they had fed on blood in a literal sense, | would have settled

for the vanpire | egend, would have changed ny nane to Dr. van Hel sing,
and woul d have (long ago and happily) begun to sharpen a virtual forest
of wooden st akes.

But neither of those explanations seemed to fit, although |I was sure

t hat ot her psychics had seen these goblins hundreds of years ago and
that fromthose sightings had sprung the first tales of hunman

net anmor phosis into bat-formand |upine horror. |I|ndeed Viad the

I mpal er, the real-life Transyl vani an nonarch whose bl oodthirsty
interest in imaginative mass executions had inspired the fictiona
character of Dracula, had very likely been a goblin; after all, Viad
was a man who seened to revel in human suffering, which is the basic
trait of all goblins that it has been my misfortune to observe.

So, that afternoon in the yellow Cadillac, on the way back from

Yont sdown, | asked nyself the fam liar questions and stretched ny m nd
to find and enconpass sone understanding, but | remained utterly
unenl i ghtened. | could have saved nyself all that effort if | could
have | ooked into the future only several days ahead, for | was that
close to learning the truth about the goblins. | was not aware that
revel ati ons i npended, but | would learn the truth on the next to the

| ast night of the carnival's engagenent in Yontsdown. And when, at
last, | discovered the origins and notivations of the hateful goblins,
it woul d make perfect sense-inmrediate and terrible sense-and | woul d
wi sh, with a fervor equal to Adami s when the garden gate cl osed behind
him that | had never acquired such know edge. But now | feigned

sl eep, mouth open, letting ny body nove |oosely with the surge and sway
of the Cadillac, and | strained toward understandi ng, |onged for

expl anati ons.

We returned to the Sonbra Brothers Carnival at five-thirty Friday

afternoon. The midway, still bathed in sumer sun but with all its
lights ablaze as well, was crowded with marks. | went directly to the
hi gh-stri ker, took over from Marco, who had been filling in for nme, and

set to work relieving the passersby of the coins and fol di ng noney that
burdened their pockets.

Thr oughout the | ong evening not a single goblin appeared on the
concourse, but that did not cheer me. There would be plenty of goblins
on the nmidway in Yontsdown, next week; the |lot would be crawling with
them especially around the Ferris wheel, where their faces would be
greasy-bright with sadistic anticipation



Marco returned to take ny place at eight o' clock, giving ne an hour for
dinner. Not particularly hungry, | wandered around the concourse

i nstead of heading for a grab-stand, and in a few mnutes | was
standing in front of Shockville, the ten-in-one owned by Joel Tuck
Aluridly illustrated banner stretched all the way across the front of
the attracti on: HUMAN ODDI TI ES FROM EVERY CORNER OF THE WORLD. The
bol d and col orful depictions of Jack-FourHands (an Indian with an extra
pair of arns), Lila the Tattooed Lady, 750-pound G oria Neanmes ("the
fattest woman in the world"), and other genuine and sel f-made freaks
were unm stakably the work of David C. "Snap" Watt, the last of the
great circus and carnival artists, whose banners decorated the tents of
every sideshow operator who could afford them Judging fromthe hunan
oddities promsed within this ten-in-one, Joel Tuck could not only
afford Watt but had assenbled a |ineup to which only Watt's bizarre
tal ents could have done justi ce.

As twi |light approached, a large tip had gathered in front of
Shockvill e, gawking up at M. Watt's inmaginatively nonstrous inmages,
listening to the pitchman's ballyhoo. Although they showed sone
reluctance and occasionally spoke of the indignity of putting poor
cripples on display, nost of the guys clearly wanted to go into the
tent. Sone of the wonmen were squeani sh and wanted to be teased and
prodded into such a daring expedition, but nost of them nen and wonen,
were gradually nmoving toward the ticket booth.

Sonet hi ng pull ed ne too.

Not the nmorbid curiosity that gripped the marks.

Sonething . . . darker. Sonething within the tent wanted ne to cone
see it . . . sonething that, | sensed, | nust know about if | were to
survive the next week and make the Sonmbra Brothers Carnival my homne.

Li ke a bat sucking blood, a chilly prermonition [ay on the back of mny
neck, drawing all the warnth out of ne.

Al t hough | coul d have been adnmitted free, | bought a ticket for two
bucks, a steep price in those days, and | went inside.

The tent was partitioned into four |ong chanbers, with a roped-off

wal kway that serpentined through all the rooms. |In each chanber were
three stalls, in each stall a platform on each platforma chair, and
on each chair a human oddity. Joel Tuck's ten-in-one was a rare argain
for the marks-two extra attractions to gawk at, two additional reasons
to doubt the benign intentions of God. Behind each freak, extending
the length of the stall, a large and colorfully illustrated sign
outlined the history and expl ained the nmedi cal nature of the deformty
that made each living exhibit worthy of a featured spot in Shockville.
The contrast between the nmarks' behavior outside and in here was
startling. On the concourse they had seemed norally opposed to the
concept of a freak show, or at least mldly repul sed, even while being
irresistibly drawn by curiosity.

But in the tent those civilized attitudes were not in evidence.

Per haps they had not been convictions but nmerely holl ow platitudes,

di sgui ses beneath which true, savage human nature hid itself. Now they
poi nted and | aughed and gasped at the tw sted people they had paid to
see, as if those upon the platforns were not only defornmed but deaf, or
too sinple-mnded to understand the abuse directed at them Sonme narks
nmade tastel ess jokes; even the best of themwere only decent enough to
remain silent, none decent enough to tell their crude companions to
shut up. To me the "exhibits" in the ten-in-one demanded the sane
reverence as one mght bring to the paintings of old nmasters in a
nmuseum for they surely illumnate the neaning of life as well as the
wor k of Renbrandt or Matisse or van Gogh. Like great art, these freaks



can touch the heart, rem nd us of our prinal fears, induce in us a
hunbl e appreciation for our own condition and exi stence, and enbody the
rage we usually feel when we are forced to consider the cold

i ndi fference of this inmperfect universe. | saw none of those
perceptions in the marks, though I mght have been too hard on them
Neverthel ess, before | had been in the tent nore than two minutes, it
seened as if the real freaks were those who had paid to take this
macabr e tour

Anyway, they got their nmoney's worth. In the first stal

Jack- Four-Hands was sitting, shirtless, revealing an extra pair of
arns-stunted and withered but functional -growing out of his sides, just
a couple of inches below and slightly behind a pair of ordinary,
healthy arns. The | ower appendages were somewhat deforned and

obvi ously weak, but he was clasping a newspaper with them while he
used his regular hands to hold a cold drink and eat peanuts. In the
next stall was Lila the Tattooed Lady, a self-nmade freak. After Lila
cane Flippo the Seal Boy, M. Six (six toes on each foot, six fingers
on each hand), the Alligator Man, Roberta the Rubber Wman, an al bi no
simply called Ghost, and others presented for the "educati on and
amazenent of those who possess an inquiring mnd and a healthy
curiosity about the nysteries of life," as the pitchman outside had put
it.

I moved slowly fromstall to stall, one of the silent ones.

At each exhibit | paused just |ong enough to deternine whether or not
this was the source of the psychic nagnetismthat | had felt pulling at
me when | had been out on the concourse.

| still felt it tugging. . . .

| went deeper into Shockville.

The next human oddity was nore well received by the marks than any
other: Mss doria Neanes, the 750-pound wonan, who was supposed to be
the fattest fat |ady on earth.

It was a claim| would not have considered disputing, neither the part
about her size nor the part about her being a |ady, for as gargantuan
as she was, | neverthel ess sensed in her a demure manner and
sensitivity that were very appealing. She was seated on a specially
built, sturdy chair. Getting up nust have been difficult for her, and
wal ki ng nmust have been nearly inpossible w thout assistance; even
breat hi ng was an ordeal, judging by the sound of her

She was a mountain of a woman in a red muurmuu, with an enornous belly
rolling up to an overhangi ng shelf of bosons so i nmense that they
ceased to have any recogni zabl e anatomi cal purpose. Her arns | ooked
unreal, like half-com c and hal f-heroic scul ptures of arnms rendered
from mounds of mottled lard, and her nultiple chins drooped so far down
her neck that they al nbst touched her breastbone. Her noon-round face
was startling, serene |like the face of a Buddha, but al so unexpectedly
beautiful; within that bl oated countenance, |ike an inmage superi nposed
on anot her phot ograph, was the arresting and noving pronise of the thin
and gorgeous G oria Neanmes that m ght have been

Sone of the marks liked G oria because she gave them an opportunity to
tease their girlfriends and w ves-"You ever get that fat, baby, you
better |ook for a freak-show job of your own, 'cause you sure aren't
staying with nme!"-pretending to be joking but getting across an earnest
nmessage. And the wives and girlfriends, especially those at whomthe

nmessage was ai med, those who were a little overweight thenselves, |iked
A oria because in her presence they felt positively svelte and stylish
by conparison. Hell, beside her, Jelly would have | ooked |i ke one of

those starving Asian children in a nagazine ad for CARE. And nearly



everyone |liked the fact that Goria talked to them which many of the
freaks did not. She answered their questions and gracefully turned
aside inpertinent and too personal inquiries wthout enbarrassing
either herself or the jackasses who asked.

Standing at the fat lady's stall, | had the psychic inmpression that she
woul d play an important role in ny life, but I knewit was not doria
who had drawn me into Shockville. That om nous and irresistible
magneti sm continued to tug at me, and | drifted toward the source,
deeper into the sideshow tent.

The last stall, the twelfth, was occupied by Joel Tuck, he of the
cabbage ears, he of the steamshovel nouth and bile-yell ow teeth, he of
t he Frankensteinian brow, he of the third eye, giant and freak and

busi nessman and phil osopher. He was reading a book, oblivious of his
surroundi ngs-and of me-but positioned so the nmarks could |l ook up into
his face and see every grimdetail

This was what had drawn ne. At first | thought the adducent power that
| felt was originating in Joel Tuck hinself, and perhaps a neasure of
it was, but not all of it; part of the nagneti smcame fromthe place,
fromthe earthen floor of the stall. Beyond the rope and stanchi ons
that delineated the linits of the public area, there was an open space,
about six feet wi de, between that |ine of demarcation and the edge of

t he wooden pl atform on which Joel Tuck sat. M eyes were drawn to that
dusty, sawdust-covered patch of ground, and as | stared at it a dark
heat rose fromthe earth, a disturbing warnth totally separate fromthe
cl oyi ng August heat that stuck to every square foot of the nidway; this
was a heat that only |I could have felt. It had no snell, yet it was
like the odorous steamrising off a bed of manure on the farm |t made
me think of death, of the heat that is the product of deconposition and
rises froma rotting body. | could not grasp what it signified, though
| wondered if what | sensed was that this spot would becone a secret
grave, perhaps even ny own. And, indeed, as | dwelt on that shuddery
possibility, | becanme increasingly certain that | stood at the brink of
a grave that would be opened in the near future and that sone bl oody
corpse woul d be stashed there in the deepest hours of the night, and
that "Wuy, if it isn't Carl Slim" Joel said, finally noticing ne.

"Ch, no, wait, sorry. Just Slim wasn't it? SlimMcKenzie." He was
poking fun at ne, and | smiled, and the occult enanations rising from

t he ground faded quickly: dim dimrer, gone.

The river of marks had ceased to flow for a noment, and | was
tenporarily alone with Joel. | said, "How s business?"

"Good. It's alnpbst always good," he said in that nmellow rich tinbre,

i ke the announcer on an FM station that played only classical nusic.
"And what of you? Are you getting what you wanted from the carnival ?"
"A place to sleep, three square meals a day, better than just pocket

noney-yeah, |'mdoing all right."

"Anonym ty?" he asked.

"That, too, | guess."

"Sanct uary?"

"So far."

As before, | sensed in this strange man a fatherliness, an ability and
Wil lingness to provide confort, friendship, guidance. But | also

sensed, as | had before, danger in him an indefinable threat, and
coul d not understand how he coul d enconpass both potentials in regard
to ne. He mght be mentor or enemy, one or the other but surely not
both, yet |I felt those conflicting possibilities in him so | did not
open nyself to himas | mght otherw se have done.

"What do you think of the girl?" he asked fromhis seat upon the



pl at f orm

"What girl ?"
"I's there any other?"
"You mean . . . Rya Raines?"

"Do you like her?"

"Sure. She's all right.

“I's that all?"

"What el se?"

"Ask nearly any other man on this mdway what he thinks of Mss Rya

Rai nes, and he'll rhapsodize for half an hour about her face and
body-and gri pe for another half hour about her personality, and then
he' |l rhapsodi ze sone nore, but he'll never just say, 'She's all right

and be done with it."

"She's nice."

"You're infatuated," he said, his bony jaws working | aboriously, his
yel l ow teeth cl acki ng together when he stressed the harder consonants.

"Gh. . . no. No. Not nme," | said
"Bul | shit."
| shrugged.

Hi s orange eye fixing me with a blind yet penetrating stare, his other
two eyes rolling with nock inpatience, he said, "Ch, come, cone, of

course you-are. Infatuated. Maybe worse. Maybe falling in |ove.
"Well, really, she's older than me," | said unconfortably.

"Only a few years."

"But still older."

"And in ternms of experience and wit and intelligence, you' re older than
your years, at least as old as she is. Stop fencing with ne, Slim
MacKenzie. You're infatuated. Admt it."

"Well, she's very beautiful."
"And beneat h?"
" Huh?"

"Beneat h?" he repeated.
"Are you asking if her beauty is nore than skin deep?"
"I's it?" he asked.

Surprised at how successfully he was drawing nme out, | said, "Well, she
likes you to think she's hard-bitten . . . but inside . . . well, |
see sone qualities every bit as attractive as her face."

He nodded. "I would agree."

Farther back in the tent, a group of |aughing marks approached.

Tal king faster, leaning forward in his chair to take advantage of our

| ast nonents of privacy, Joel said, "But you know. . . there's
sadness in her too." | thought of the bleak nood in which | had |eft
her last night, the clutching |oneliness and despair that seemed to be
draggi ng her down into sone dark, private pit. "Yes, |I'maware of it.
| don't know where it cones from that sadness, or what it means, but |
am aware of it."

"Here's sonmething to think about," he said, then hesitated.

"What ?"

He peered at nme with such intensity that |I could al nost believe he was
readi ng nmy soul with sone psychic power of his own. Then he sighed and
said, "Such a stunningly beautiful surface she has, and beauty
underneath, as well, we're agreed on that . . . but is it possible
that there is another underneath' below the 'underneath' that you can
see?"

| shook ny head. "I don't think she's a deceiving person.”

"Ch, we all are, ny young friend! W all deceive. Sone of us deceive
the whole world, every single fellow creature we neet. Sone of us



decei ve only selected people, wives and |overs, or nothers and fathers.
And sonme of us deceive only ourselves. But none of us is totally

honest with everyone all the tine, in all matters. Hell, the need to
deceive is just one nore curse that our sorry species has to bear."
"What are you trying to tell ne about her?" | asked.

"Not hi ng," he said, his tension suddenly flow ng away.

He | eaned back in his chair. "Nothing."

"Why are you being so cryptic?"

, The?" | "Cryptic.

"I wouldn't know how," he said, his nutant face bearing the nost

eni gmati c expression | had ever seen on anyone.

The marks reached the twelfth stall, two couples in their early
twenties, the girls with heavily | acquered bouffant hair and too rmuch
makeup, the guys in checkered slacks and clashing shirts, a quartet of
country sophisticates. One of the girls, the porky one, squealed in
fright when she saw Joel Tuck. The other girl squeal ed because her
friend had done it, and the nen put protective arns around their wonen,
as if there were a real danger that Joel Tuck woul d bound off his small
stage with either rape or cannibalismin mnd.

Wil e the marks nmade their conments, Joel Tuck lifted his book and
returned to his reading, ignoring themwhen they asked questions of
him retreating into a dignity so solid that it was al nost tangible.

In fact, it was a dignity that even the marks could sense and that, in
time, intimdated theminto respectful silence.

More narks arrived, and | stood there for a nonent |onger, watching
Joel, breathing in the odors of sun-heated canvas and sawdust and dust.
Then | let ny gaze slide to that patch of sawdust-covered earth between
the rope and the platform and again | received i mages of decomnposition
and death, but no matter how hard | tried, | could not figure out
exactly what these dark vibrations neant. Except . . . | still had
the disquieting feeling this dirt would be turned with a spade to nake
a grave for ne.

| knew | would come back. Wen the mdway was cl osed down. Wen the
freaks were gone. When the tent was deserted. | would sneak back to
stare at this portentous plot of dirt, to place ny hands agai nst the
ground, to attenpt to wench a nore explicit warning fromthe psychic
energy that was concentrated here. | had to arnor nyself against the
oncom ng danger, and | could not do that until | knew precisely what

t he danger was.

Wen | left the ten-in-one and returned to the concourse, the twlight
sky was the sane color as ny eyes.

Because it was the next to the last night of the engagenent, and a
Friday, the marks |lingered |onger, and the midway closed up |ater than
the night before. It was alnost one-thirty by the tine I had | ocked
away the teddy bears at the high-striker and, |aden with coins that
jingled with every step | took, went down to the neadow, to Rya's
trailer.

Thin, wi spy clouds were backlit by the nmoon, which painted their |acy
edges purest silver. They filigreed the night sky.

Havi ng dealt with her other cashiers already, she was waiting for ne,
dressed nuch as she had been the night before: pale green shorts, white
T-shirt, no jewelry, no need of jewelry, nore radiant in her unadorned
beauty than she coul d have been in any nunber of di anond neckl aces.

She was in an uncomruni cati ve nood, speaking only when spoken to, then
respondi ng i n nonosyl | abl es. She took the noney, put it away in a
closet, and gave ne half a day's wages, which |I tucked into a pocket of
ny jeans.



As she perforned these chores | watched her intently, not nerely
because she was | ovely but because | had not forgotten last night's
vision, just outside the trailer, when an apparitional Rya, sneared

wi th bl ood and bl eeding fromone corner of her nouth, had shinmered
into exi stence before my eyes and had softly pleaded with ne not to |et
her die. | hoped that, in the presence of the real Rya once nore, |'d
find my clairvoyance stinulated, that new and nore detail ed

premoni tions would cone to me, so | could warn her about a specific
danger. But all that | got from being close to her again was a renewed
sense of the deep sadness in her-and sexual |y aroused.

Once paid, | had no excuse to hang around. | said good night and went
to the door.

"Tormorrow wi || be a busy day," she said before | took that first step
out .

| |l ooked back at her. "Saturdays al ways are."

"And tonorrow night is slough night-we tear it all down.

And Sunday we woul d set up in Yontsdown, but | did not want to think
about that.

She said, "There's always so rmuch to do on Saturdays that | have
troubl e sl eeping Friday nights."

| suspected that, |like me, she had troubl e sl eeping nost nights and
that, when she did sl eep, she often awoke unrested.

Anwkwardly, | said, "I know what you mean."

"Wal ki ng hel ps," she said. "Sonetinmes, on Friday nights, | go out on
the dark midway and wal k around and around the pronenade, working off
excess energy, letting the stillness sort of . . . flowinto me. |It's
peaceful when it's shuttered, when the narks are gone and the lights
are out. Even better . . . when we're playing at a place like this,
where the fairgrounds are in open country, | walk the nearby fields or

even the woods if there's a road through themor a good trail-and if
there's a noon."

Except for her stern |ecture about operating the high-striker, this was
t he | ongest speech |I had heard her nake, and it was the cl osest she had
cone to trying to establish rapport with ne, but her voice remai ned as
i npersonal and businesslike as it was during working hours. |n fact,

it was even cool er than before because it was without the effervescent
excitement of the entrepreneur engaged in hustling a buck. h was a
flat voice now, indifferent, as if all purpose and neani ng and interest
fled her with the closing of the mdway and did not return until the
next day's show call. |Indeed it was such a flat voice, so drab and
weary, that w thout the special insight of my sixth sense | mght have
been unaware that she was actually reaching out to ne, in need of human

contact. | knew that she was trying to be casual, even friendly, but
that did not come easy to her

"There's a noon tonight," | said.

"Yes."

"And fields nearby."

"Yes."

"And woods."

She | ooked down at her bare feet.

"I was planning on taking a walk nyself," | said.

Wthout neeting ny eyes she went to the arncthair, in front of which she
had left a pair of tennis shoes. She slipped into themand cane to ne.
We wal ked. We wound through the tenmporary streets of the trailer town,
then into open neadow where the wild grass was black and silver in the
ni ght - shadows and noonbeans. |t was al so knee-hi gh and nust have
tickled her bare legs, but she did not conplain. W walked in silence



for a while, at first because we were too awkward with each other to
settle into confortabl e conversation, then because conversati on began
to seem uni nportant.

At the edge of the neadow, we turned northwest, follow ng the line of
trees, and a wel cone breeze rose at our backs. The towering ranparts
of the post-mdnight forest rose with castellated forrnidability, as if
they were not serried ranks of pines and nmapl es and birches but,

i nstead, solid black barriers that couldn't be breached, only scal ed.
Eventually, half a mile behind the mdway, we came to a place where a
single-l1ane dirt road split the woods, |eading upward i nto night and
strangeness.

Wthout a word to each other we turned onto the road and kept wal ki ng,
and we went perhaps another two hundred yards before she finally spoke.
"Do you drean®"

"Sonetines," | said.

" About what ?"

"Goblins," | said truthfully, although I would begin to lie if she
pressed nme for elucidation.

"N ght mares," she said.

"Yes."

"Are your dreans usually ni ghtnares?"

"Yes." Although those Pennsyl vania nountai ns | acked the vastness and

the sense of a prinordial age that nade the Siskiyous so inpressive,

t here was nonet hel ess a hunmbling silence of the sort to be found only
in the wilderness, a hush nore reverent than that in a cathedral, which
encouraged us to speak softly, alnbst in whispers, though there was no
one to overhear.

"Mne too," she said. "N ghtmares. Not just usually.
Al ways. "
"Goblins?" | asked.

"No. "

She said no nore, and | knew she would tell me nore only when she chose
to.

We wal ked. The forest crowded cl ose on both sides. |In the noonlight
the dirt road had a gray phosphorescence that nmade it | ook |ike a bed
of ash, as if God's chariot had raced through the woods, wheels burning
with divine fire, leaving a trail of total conbustion

In a while she said, "Gaveyards."

"“I'n your dreans?"

She spoke as softly as the breeze. "Yes. Not always the sane
graveyard. Sonetimes it's on a flat field, stretching to every

hori zon, one headstone after the other, all of themexactly alike."

Her voice becane softer still. "And sonetimes it's a snowy cenetery on
a hill, with |eafless trees that have |lots of black and spi ky branches,
and with tonmbstones terraci ng down and down, all different kinds of
them narble obelisks and |low granite slabs, statues that've been

tilted and worn by too many winters . . . and | keep wal ki ng toward
the bottom of the cemetery, the bottomof the hill . . . toward the
road that leads out . . . and I'msure there's a road down there
somewhere . . . but | just can't find it." Her tone was not only soft
now but so bleak that | felt a cold |ine drawn along ny spine, as if
her voice were an icy bl ade i npressed upon nmy skin. "At first | nove
slowy between monunents, afraid of slipping and falling in the snow,
but when | go down several levels and still don't see the road bel ow

| start noving faster . . . and faster . . . and pretty soon I'm

runni ng, stunbling, falling, getting up, running on, dodging between
t he stones, plunging down the hillside . " A pause



A breath. Shallow. Expelled with a faint sigh of dread and with a few
nore words: "Then you know what | find?"
| thought | did. As we reached the crest of a low hill and kept

wal ki ng, | said, "You see a name on one of the tonbstones, and it's
yours."

She shuddered. "One of themis mne. | sense it in every dream But

I never find it, no. | almpst wish | would. | think . . . if | found
it. . . found my own grave . . . then | would stop dream ng about
these things.........

Because you woul d not wake up, | thought. You would be dead for real

That was what they said happened if you did not wake up before you died
in adream De in a dreamand never wake up again
She said, "What | find when | go down the hillside far enough is .
the road I1"mlooking for . . . except it isn't a road any nore.
They' ve buried people and erected headstones right in the asphalt, as
if they had so nany to plant that they ran out of roomin the graveyard
and had to put them wherever there was space. Hundreds of stones, four
across, row after row, all the way along the road. So . . . you see
the road isn't a way out any nmore. |It's just another part of the
cenetery now. And below it the dead trees and nore nonunents just keep
shel ving down and down, as far as | can see.

And the worst thing is . . . sonmehow, | know that all these people are
dead . . . because .

"Because what' ?"

"Because of ne," she said miserably. "Because | killed them"

"You sound as if you actually feel guilty,"” | said.

"l do."

"But it's only a dream™

"When | wake up . . . it lingers . . . too real for a dream

It has nore neaning than just a dream It's . . . an onmen, maybe.
"But you're not a killer."

"No. "

"Then what could it nean?"
"l don't know," she said.

"Just dreanstuff, nonsense,"” | insisted.

"No. "

"Then tell me how it makes sense. Tell ne what it neans.

"l can't," she said.

But as she spoke, | had the disturbing inpression that she knew

preci sely what the dream neant and that she had now begun to lie to ne
just as | would have lied if she had pressed for too nmany details about
t he goblins of my own ni ghtnares.

We had followed the dirt road up and then down a gentle hill, along a
quarter-of-a-mle curve, through a burst of oaks where there was | ess
noonl i ght, perhaps a distance of one mle altogether. Finally we cane
to the road's end on the shore of a small |ake surrounded by forest.
The gently sl oping bank that led into the water was covered with | ush,
soft grass. The | ake | ooked |ike an enornmous pool of oil and would
have | ooked |i ke nothing whatsoever if the nmoon and scattered
frost-white stars had not been reflected in its surface, thereby
vaguely illumnating a few eddi es and ripples. The breeze-ruffled
grass, like that in the meadow behind the trailer town, was black with
a thin silver edge to each tender bl ade.

She sat down on the grass, and | beside her

She seened to want silence again

| obliged.

Sitting beneath the vault of night, listening to far crickets and the



qui et splash of fish taking insects off the surface of the water
conversation was again quite unnecessary. It was enough for ne to be
at her side, separated fromher by less than the I ength of an arm

I was struck by the contrast between this place and those in which

had spent the rest of this day. First Yontsdown, with its snokestacks
and nedi eval buil dings and ommi present sense of inpending doom then
the mdway with its gaudy pleasures and swarns of nmarks. It was a
relief, now, to pass a little time in a place where there was no proof
of man's existence other than the dirt road | eading in, which we kept

at our backs and which | tried to put out of mnd. G egarious by
nature, there neverthel ess were occasi ons when | becane as weary of the
conpany of other human beings as | was repelled and di sgusted by the
goblins. And sonetines, when | saw nen and wonen being as cruel to one
anot her as the marks had been in Joel Tuck's sideshow tent that very
day, it seenmed to nme that we deserved the goblins, that we were a
tragically flawed race i ncapabl e of adequately appreciating the mracle
of our existence and that we had earned the vicious attentions of the
goblins by our own despi cabl e actions agai nst one another. After all,
many of the gods we worshi ped were, to one degree or another

j udgrmental and demandi ng and capabl e of heart-stopping cruelty. Wo
could say that they mght not visit a plague of goblins on us and cal

it just punishnment for sins indulged? Here, in the tranquillity of the
forest, however, a cleansing energy washed t hrough nme, and gradually I
began to feel better, in spite of all the talk of graveyards and

ni ght mares with which we had occupi ed oursel ves.

Then, after a while, | becane aware that Rya was weepi ng.

She made no sound, and her body was not racked with silent sobs. | was
alerted to her condition only when | began to receive a psychic

i mpression of that terrible sadness, welling up anew in her. Looking

sidewise, | saw a glistening tear tracking down her snooth cheek
anot her spot of silver in the noonlight.
"What's wrong?" | asked.

She shook her head.

"Don't want to tal k?"

She shook her head again

Acutely aware that she needed conforting, that she had cone to ne
expressly for conforting, but not knowi ng how to provide it, | turned
nmy eyes from her and | ooked out at the oily bl ackness of the |Iake. She
shorted out my logic circuits, damm it. She was different from anyone
| had ever known, with puzzling depths and dark secrets, and it seened
to ne that | dared not respond to her as casually and forthrightly as |
woul d have responded to anyone else. | felt as if | were an astronaut
maki ng first contact with an alien from another world, overwhel med by
an appreciation for the gulf between us, afraid to proceed lest the
initial conmmunication be msunderstood. Therefore |I found nyself
unable to respond at all, unable to act. | told nyself that | had been
foolish to dream of heating the cool ness between us, that | had been an
idiot for imagining that a close relationship with her was possible,
that | had gotten in over nmy head with this one, that these waters were
too dark and strange, that | would never understand her and -and then
she ki ssed me.

She pressed her pliant lips to mne, and her mouth opened to ne, and
returned her kiss with a passion | had never experienced before, our
tongues seeking and melting together until | could not tell hers from
mne. | put both hands in her glorious hair-an auburn-blond mix in
dayl i ght but now Argentine-and let it run through nmy fingers. It felt
the way spun moonlight mght feel if it could be fashioned into a coo



and silken thread. | touched her face, and the texture of her skin
sent a shiver through ne. | slid nmy hands | ower, along her neck
hol di ng her by the shoul ders as our kisses deepened, then at |ast
cuppi ng her full breasts.

Fromt he nmonent she had | eaned agai nst ne and had given that first

ki ss, she had been shaking. | sensed that these were not trenors of
erotic anticipation, but were evidence of an uncertainty, awkwardness,
shyness, and fear of rejection not dissimlar to my own state of mnd
Now, suddenly, a stronger shiver passed through her. She pulled away
fromnme and said, "Oh, hell.’

"What ?" | asked, breathless.

"Why can't

"What ?"

two people .

"What ?"

Tears streaned down her face now. Her voice quavered: just reach out
to each other " "You reached, | reached."

" and push aside that barrier

"There's no barrier. Not now "

| sensed that sadness in her, a well of |oneliness too deep to be

pl unbed, a grayness, an apartness, and | was afraid that it was going
to overwhel m her at the worst possible monent, force upon us the very
estrangement that she professed to fear

She said, "It's there..... al ways there . . . always so hard to nake
any real contact..... any real "It's easy," | said.

"No. , "We're nore than hal fway."

apit, agulf

"Shut up,"” | said as gently and lovingly as | had ever said two words,

and | took hold of her again, kissed her again.

We ki ssed and caressed with rapidly increasing fervor but with a
determ nation to savor this first exploration. Al though we nust have
sat there on the grass for no nore than five or ten mnutes, it seened
t hat whol e days passed unheeded.

VWhen she again pulled away fromnme, | started to protest.

But she said, "Hush," in such a way that | knew | should be quiet. She
rose to her feet, and with none of the frustrating funbling with

butt ons-cl asps-zi ppers that could sonetines bring a chill to ardor, her
cl othes slipped away from her, and she stood thrillingly reveal ed.

Even at night in this dark woods, she seened to be the daughter of the
sun, for noongl ow was nothing nore than a reflection of solar |ight,
and now every beam of that secondhand sunshine appeared to find its way
to her. The rays of the nobon nade her skin translucent and accentuated
t he exquisitely sensuous curves and pl anes, convexities and
concavities, of her faultless body. Eros in a fluid interfolding of

bl ack and silver: the frost-silver sphere of firmbuttocks, perfectly
cleft by darkness; a frostlike filmnolded to the enticing nuscul ature
of one thigh; a few crisp, shiny pubic hairs touched by a glint of
silver; the concavity of her belly, curving fromthe pearly touch of
moonl i ght into a snooth little pocket of shadow, then swelling back
into the pearliness again before reaching the darkness beneath the
heavy breasts; and-oh, yes-her breasts, uptilted, heart-rendingly
contoured, the turgid nipples painted half silver and hal f bl ack

Ml ky light, snowy light, platinumlight shone upon-and seemngly from
wi t hi n-her el egant, snooth shoul ders, traced the delicate |ine of her
throat, and licked along the fragile ridges and fol ds of one shell-like
ear.

She descended |i ke sone celestial entity, as froma great height, with



sl ow grace, and lay upon the thick, soft grass.

| undressed.
| made love to her with hands, with lips, with tongue, and before
even consi dered entering her, | had brought her twice to climax. | was

not a great lover-far fromit; ny sexual experience was limted to two
worren at ot her carnivals before this one. But through ny sixth sense
al ways seened to know what was want ed, what woul d pl ease.

Then, as she lay sprawl ed on that bed of black grass, | parted her

sl eek thighs and noved between them The initial noment of penetration
was the usual and unrenar kabl e anat om cal nechanics, but as we joined,

t he experience ceased to be usual, ceased to be unrenarkabl e, was

el evated from nmechanics to nysticism and we becane not nerely |overs
but a sinple organism instinctively and m ndl essly pursuing sone

hal f-gli npsed, nysterious, but desperately desired apotheosis of both
spirit and body. Her responsiveness to ne seened as psychic as mne to
her. As she clung to nme, she never noved in disruptive opposition, or
nmur mured the wong word, or in any way disturbed the deeply satisfying
and astoni shingly conplex rhythms of our passion, but natched each flex
and counterflex, each thrust and counterthrust, each shudderi ng pause,
each throb and stroke, until we had achi eved and t hen surpassed

fl awl ess harnmony. The world receded. We were one; we were all; we
were the only.

In that subline and al nost holy condition, ejaculation seened |like a
gross affront, not a natural conclusion to our coupling but a crude

i ntrusi on of base biology. But it was inevitable.

Indeed it was not only inescapable, but also not long in arriving. |
had been within her perhaps four or five mnutes when | felt the
eruption building and realized, with some enbarrassnent, that it was
uncont ai nable. | began to withdraw from her, but she clasped ne
closer, entwining me with her slender |egs and arns, her sex tightening
heatedly around m ne, and | managed to gasp out the inpendi ng danger of
i npregnation, but she said, "lIt's all right, Slim it's all right, |
can't have babi es, anyway, no babies, it's all right, just conme in ne,
honey, please, come in ne, fill me," and with the | ast few words she
was shaken by another orgasm and she arched her body agai nst ne,
pressed her breasts against ny chest, trenors racki ng her, and suddenly
| was unknotted and untied, and long, fluid ribbons of sperm spool ed
out of ne, unraveled wthin her

W were a long time regaining a sense of the world around us and even

| onger parting. But at |ast we |lay side by side, on our backs in the
grass, staring up at the night sky, holding hands. W were silent
because, for now, all that needed to be said had al ready been said

wi t hout resorting to words.

Perhaps five [ ong, warm m nutes passed before she said, "Wo are you,

Sl i m MacKenzi e?"

"Just ne."

"Sonebody special."

"Are you kidding? Special? | couldn't control nyself.

Went off like fireworks. Jeer. | promise nore control next tine. |1'm
no great |lover, no Casanova, that's for sure, but | usually have nore
endurance than-" "Don't," she said softly. "Don't bring it down |ike

t hat .

Don't pretend it wasn't the nost natural, the nost exciting . . . the
nost nost you ever knew. Because it was. It was."

"But I-" "It lasted |ong enough. Just |ong enough. Now shush."

| shushed.

The filigree of clouds had bl own away. The sky was Crystalline. The



noon was a Lalique gl obe.

This extraordi nary day of contrasts had enconpassed the nost appalling
ugli ness and horror, but it had also been filled with beauty that was
al nost excruciating in its intensity. The leering goblins in

Yont sdown. To conpensate for them Rya Raines. The grimgrayness of
that mserable city. To balance: this splendid canvas of noon and
stars under which | now lay, satiated. The visions of fire and death
at the elementary school. On the other hand: the menmory of her
nmoonl i ght - ki ssed body descending to the grass with a prom se of joy.
Wthout Rya it would have been a day of uninmagi nably stark and
unrelieved despair. There on the shore of that dark | ake, she seened,
at least in that noment, to be the enbodi nent of all that had gone
right in the divine architect's plans for the universe, and if | could
have | ocated God right then, I would have yanked insistently on the
hem of his robe and kicked at his shins and woul d have made a genera
nui sance of nyself until He agreed that He woul d reconstruct those vast
portions of His creation that He had screwed up the first tine, and
that during the reconstruction He woul d use Rya Raines as the suprene
exanpl e of what was possible if only He would put all his mnd and

tal ent behind the project.

Joel Tuck was wwong. | was not infatuated with her

I was in love with her.

God help ne, | was in love with her. And although |I did not know it
then, the tinme was rapidly approaching when, because of ny | ove for
her, | would desperately need God's help nerely to survive.

After a while she let go of nmy hand and sat up, drew her knees up,

cl asped her arms around her bent |egs, and stared out at the lightless
| ake, in which a fish splashed once and then swamon in silence. | sat
up beside her, and still we felt no need to be any nore tal kati ve than
the swi mm ng fishes.

Anot her di stant spl ash.

A rustle of wind-stirred reeds at water's edge.

Cri cket song.

Mour nful mating calls of lonely frogs.

Intinme | realized that she was weepi ng again

| put a hand to her face, noistened a fingertip in a tear

"What ?" | asked.

She sai d not hi ng.

"Tell me," | said.

"Don't," she said.

"Don't what ?"

"Tal k.

I was silent.

She was silent.

Eventually the frogs were silent.

When she finally spoke, she said, "The water |ooks inviting."

"Looks wet is all."

" Appeal ing."
"Probably covered with algae, and the bottom s mnud."
"Sonetines," she said, "in Gbtown, Florida, during the off-season, |

go out to the beach and take | ong wal ks, and sonetines | think how nice
it would be to swmout into the sea, out and out, just keep on and
never cone back."

There was a shocking spiritual and enptional weariness in her, a

di stressing nelancholy. | wondered if it had sonething to do with her
inability to have children. But nere barrenness seened insufficient
cause for this black despondency. At this nonment her voice was that of



a wonan whose heart had been corroded by a bitter sadness of such
purity and acidic strength that the source of it defied inagination

| could not understand how she could plumret from ecstasy to
despondency so quickly. Only mnutes ago she had told me that our

| overraki ng had been the nbst npbst. Now she was al nost gl adly sinking
back into despair, into an utterly hopel ess, sapping, sunless, private
desol ation that scared the hell out of ne.

She said, "Wuldn't it be nice to swimout as far as you could go and
t hen, exhausted, swi meven farther, until your arms becone |ike |ead

and your legs like a diver's weights and-" "No!" | said sharply,
grabbi ng her face in both hands, turning her head, forcing her to | ook
at nme. "No, it wouldn't be nice. It wouldn't be nice at all. What

are you sayi ng?

VWat's wong with you? Wy are you like this?"

There was neither an answer on her |lips nor in her eyes, just a

bl eakness in the latter that was i npenetrable even to ny sixth sense, a
| onel i ness that seened ultinmately inpervious to any assaults | could
hope to make on it. Seeing this, ny gut clenched with fear, and ny
heart felt hollow and dead, and tears filled my own eyes.

In desperation | pulled her down onto the grass, kissed her, caressed
her, and began to nake |ove to her again. At first she was rel uctant,
but then she began to respond, and soon we were as one, and this tineg,
in spite of the talk of suicide and in spite of the fact that she would
not allow ne to understand the cause of her despair, we were better
toget her than we had been before. |If passion was the only rope that |
could find to throwto her, if it was the only thing that could pul

her back fromthe spiritual quicksand that was sucking her under, then
it was at |east reassuring to know that my passion for her was a
lifeline of infinite Iength.

Spent, we lay for a while in each other's arns, and the quality of our
nmut ual silence did not degenerate into funereal gloom as it had done
before. In tinme we dressed and started back al ong the forest road,
toward the fairgrounds.

| was buoyed by the beginning that we had nade tonight, and | was
filled with a hope for the future that | had not known since the day |

had first seen a goblin. | wanted to shout, throw nmy head back, | augh
at the noon, but | did nothing of the sort, for with each step of our
return fromthe wlderness, | was also afraid, deeply frightened that

she woul d once again oscillate from happiness to despair, that this
time she woul d not ever swing back to the light again. And | was

afraid, as well, of the not-forgotten vision of her bloody face and
what that vision might portend. This was a mad brew. of conflicting
enotions and not easily kept bel ow boil, especially not for a

sevent een-year-ol d boy far fromhome, cut off fromhis famly, and in
dire need of sone affection, purpose, and stability. Fortunately Rya
remai ned in a good nood all the way back to the door of her Airstream
trailer, sparing me the dispiriting sight of a new descent into those
nmel ancholy realns and leaving me with some snmall neasure of confidence
that eventually | could persuade her to turn away forever from
consideration of that suicidal swiminto the uncaring enbrace of the
surging Florida seas.

As for the vision . . . well, | would have to find a way to hel p her
avoi d the danger ahead. Unlike the past, the future could be changed.
At her door we kissed.

She said, "I can still feel you within nme, your seed, still so hot
inside ne, burning. 1'll take it to bed with nme, curl nyself around
the heat of your seed, and it'll be like a watch fire through the



ni ght, keeping the bad dreans away. No graveyards tonight, Slim No,

not tonight."

Then she went in and cl osed the door behind her

Thanks to the goblins, who fill ne with a paranoid tension when |I'm
awake and who disturb ny sleep with nightnares, | am accustoned to

insomia. For years | have lived with little sleep, a few hours nost
ni ghts, none at all on some nights, and gradually my netabolism has
adjusted to the fact that my ravel ed sl eeve of care will never be
entirely nended. Tonight, again, | was w de-awake, though it was now
four o'clock in the norning, but at least this tinme the cause of ny
insomia was irrepressible joy rather than cold terror

| wal ked up to the m dway.

I followed the concourse, preoccupied with thoughts of Rya. Such a
torrent of vivid images of Rya filled ny mind that | would not have
bel i eved there was room for thoughts of a different kind. But in a
while | realized that | had stopped wal king, that ny fists were

clenched at ny sides, that a chill had taken possession of ne, that |
was standing in front of Joel Tuck's Shockville, and that | was there
with a purpose. | was staring at the Snap Watt banners strung across

the front of the tent. Those portraits of the freaks were nore

di sturbing now, in the fadi ng noonbeans that barely |inmmed them than
they were in the uncomprom sing light of day, for it was within the
power of the human inmagination to conjure up worse atrocities than even
God could conmit. While ny conscious mnd had been fixated on Rya, mny
subconsci ous had dragged nme here for the purpose of investigating that
patch of earth in the twelfth stall, fromwhich | had received strong
psychi c i npressions of death.

Per haps nmy own deat h.

| did not want to go in there.

I wanted to wal k away.

As | stared at-the snugged-down flaps of the tent's entrance, the
desire to wal k away became an urge to run

But a key to ny future lay within. | had to know exactly what psychic
magnet had drawn me there yesterday afternoon. To maximn ze nmy chances
for survival, | had to know why death energies had radiated fromthe
dirt floor in front of Joel Tuck's platformand why | had sensed that
very plot of ground m ght beconme nmy own grave. | told nyself that
there was nothing to fear in the tent. The freaks were, not here but
intheir trailers, fast asleep. Even if they had still been in the
tent, none of them would have harned ne. And the tent itself was not

i nherently dangerous or evil, just a |arge canvas structure, haunted
(if at all) by nothing worse than the stupidity and thoughtl essness of
ten t housand marKks.

Neverthel ess, | was afraid.

Afraid, | went to the securely belayed canvas flaps that closed off the
entrance.

At the flaps | untied one line, trenbling.

Trenbling, | went inside.

10

The Grave

Hum d dar kness.

The snell of weathered canvas.

Sawdust .

| stood just inside Shockville, very still, alert, listening



The | arge, chanbered tent was perfectly quiet but had a peculiar

resonance, |like a giant conch shell, so | heard the inmtation oceanic
susurration of my own bl ood flow ng through the vessels in ny ears.
In spite of the silence, regardless of the late hour, | had the

hair-raising feeling that I was not al one.

Squinting into the inpenetrable gloom | stooped and withdrew the knife
fromnmy boot.

Havi ng the blade in ny hand did not nake ne feel nore secure. It was
of little use to ne if | could not see fromwhich direction the attack
was com ng

The sideshow was on the perineter of the m dway and within easy access
of the fairgrounds' public power |ines; therefore, it was not tied to
the carnival's generators, and | did not need to start a diesel engine
to turn on a light. | felt through the darkness to the left and then
to the right of the entrance, searching for either a light switch
nounted on a stanchion or a pull chain dangling fromthe ceiling.

My psychi c sense of danger grew stronger

Attack seemed ' nore inmmnent by the second.

VWere the hell was that switch?

| funbled, found a thick wooden pol e al ong which snaked a fl exibl e,
segnent ed power cabl e.

| heard rough, ragged breathing.

| froze.

Li st ened.

Not hi ng.

Then | realized the breathing had been my own. An inconvenient feeling
of foolishness briefly incapacitated ne. | stood in |unpish stupidity,

awash in that chagrin famliar to anyone who, as a child, had lain
awake for hours in fear of the nmonster under the bed, only to discover
upon courageous inspection that the nonster did not exist or was, at
worst, only a pair of old, worn tennis shoes.

However, the clairvoyant inpression of inpending violence did not

l essen. Quite the opposite. Danger seenmed to coagulate in the humd
musty air

| blindly traced the segnented cable with trenbling fingers, found a

junction box, a switch. | flicked it. Overhead, along the roped-off
wal kway and in the stalls behind the ropes, bare bul bs brightened.
Knife in hand, | proceeded cautiously past the enpty stall where
Jack- Four - Hands had di spl ayed hi nsel f yesterday afternoon and where his
pathetic history was still recorded on a canvas backdrop, fromthe
first roomto the second, fromsecond to third, and finally to the
fourth chanber, to the last stall, where Joel Tuck usually took up his

station, where now the threat of death was oppressive, a menacing
current in the air that electrified ne.

| stepped up to the rope at Joel Tuck's stall

The patch of sawdust-sprinkled earth in front of the platformwas, to
ne, as radiant as a mass of plutonium although it was not deadly gamma
particles that streaned fromit.

Instead | was exposed to uncountabl e roentgens of death images-and
snel s and sounds and tactile sensations-which were beyond the
apprehension of the five senses | share with ot her human bei ngs but

whi ch regi stered and were read upon the Geiger counter of ny sixth
sense, my clairvoyance. | sensed: open graves in which darkness pool ed
i ke stagnant bl ood; tine-bleached bones in piles with spiderweb
nonocles in the empty skull sockets; the scent of npist, newy turned
earth; the heavy grating of a stone lid being slid |aboriously off a
sar cophagus; bodi es on slabs in roons that stank of fornal dehyde; the



sweet stench of cut roses and carnations that had begun to deconpose;

t he dankness of a subterranean tonb; the thunk of a wooden coffin lid
droppi ng shut; a cold hand pressing dead fingers to ny face

"Jesus," | said, ny voice shaky.

The precognitive flashes-which were, for the nost part, synbolic of
death rather than representative of real scenes to come in ny life-were
much stronger and nuch worse now than they had been yesterday

af t ernoon.

| rai sed one hand and wi ped ny face.

| was sheathed in cold sweat.

Trying to marshal the junble of psychic inpressions into sone

nmeani ngf ul order, yet struggling not to be overwhel med by them | swing
one |l eg over the restraining rope, then the other leg, and stepped into
the stall. | was afraid of |osing consciousness in the clairvoyant
storm That was unlikely, but it had happened on a couple of other
occasi ons, when | had encountered particularly powerful charges of
occult energy, and each tinme | had awakened hours later with a severe

headache. | dared not pass out in this place, filled as it was with so
much mal i gnant pronmise. |If | |lost consciousness in Shockville, | would
be killed where |I fell. | was sure of that.

I knelt on the earthen floor in front of the platform

CGo, |eave, get out! an inner voice warned.

Gipping the knife so hard that nmy right hand ached and ny knuckl es
popped up in bl oodl ess white points, | used ny left hand to brush away
the I ayer of sawdust froma yard square area. Underneath, the dirt was
st anped down but not hard-packed. | was able to dig into it easily
with just ny bare hands. The first inch canme up in chunks, but farther
down the soil was | ooser, precisely the opposite of what ought to have
been. Someone had dug a hole here within the |ast couple of days.

No. Not a hole. Not nmerely a hole. A grave.

But whose? What body |ay bel ow ne?

| did not really want to know.

| had to know.

| continued scraping the soil aside.

The death inages intensified.

Li kewi se, the feeling that this excavation had the potential to becone
ny grave grew stronger as | clawed at the earth.

Yet that did not seem possi bl e because, clearly, another corpse was
already. in tenancy. Perhaps | was misinterpreting the psychic
emanations, a distinct possibility, for I was not always capabl e of
maki ng sense of the vibrations to which ny sixth sense was attuned.

| put ny knife aside so | could scoop the earth away wi th both hands,
and in a couple of minutes | had nade a hole about a yard long and two

feet wide, six or eight i Inches deep.
| knew | should go find a shovel, but the soil was quite | oose, and
did not know where to | ook for a shovel, and besides, | could not stop

I was conpelled to keep digging without even the briefest pause, driven
by a norbid and crazy but undi sm ssable certainty that the occupant of
this grave would prove to be nme, that | would pull the dirt off nmy own
face and see nyself looking up at me. |In a rapture of terror caused by
t he unrel enting outpouring of frightening psychic images, | tore at the
yielding earth in a frenzy now, dripping a cold brine from brow and
nose and chin, grunting |ike an aninmal, panting.

lungs afire. | burrowed deeper, snorting in disgust at the ripe
psychic scent of death as if it were a real odor-deeper-but there was
actually no reek of decay in the sideshowtent, only in ny

nm nd- deeper - because the corpse was too fresh to have undergone nore



than the earliest, mldest stages of deconposition. Deeper. M hands
were filthy, ny fingernails caked with dirt, and bits of soil flewinto
nmy hair and stuck to ny face as my burrow ng becane wilder still. A
part of me drifted back and up, |ooking down on the frantic animal that
| had becone, and that detached part of me wondered if | was mad, just
as it had wondered about the stark and tortured face in the | ocker-room
mrror the night before |ast.

A hand.

Pal e.

Slightly bluish.

It appeared there in the ground before ne, in a position of fina
relaxation, as if the dirt around it were a nortuary bl anket on which
it had been placed with tender care. Dried blood was crusted on the
fingernails and in the creases of the knuckl es.

The psychic death inages began to fade as | now nade contact with the
real object of death from which they had fl owed

| had dug down perhaps a foot and a half, and now | carefully scooped
nmore soil out until | had found a second hand, half overlaying the
first . . . and the wists . . . and part of the arns . . . until it
becane evi dent that the deceased had been laid to rest in the
traditional position, with the arns fol ded across the chest Then
alternately unable to breathe and hyperventilating, racked by spasns of
fear that made my teeth chatter, | began to excavate nore extensively
above the hands.

A nose.

A broad forehead.

A harp-string glissando, not of sound but of cold vibration, passed

t hr ough ne.

| did not find it necessary to brush all the earth away fromthe face,
for I knew when it was half uncovered that it was the man-the goblin-|I
had killed in the Dodgem Car pavilion the night before last. His
eyelids were shut, both with a glaucous tint that made it look as if
someone of perverse hunor had applied eye shadow to hi m before
conmitting himto the ground. H's upper lip was curled back at one
corner, in arigor-nortis sneer, and dirt was packed between his teeth.
Qut of the corner of nmy eye, | saw novenent in another part of the
tent.

| gasped, snapped ny head around, toward the promenade beyond the rope,
but no one was there. | was convinced | had seen sonething nove, and
then, before | could even get up fromthe grave to investigate, | saw
it agai n-Dervish shadows that |eapt off the sawdust-carpeted floor

onto the far wall of the tent, then back to the floor again. They were
acconpani ed by a | ow noan, as if sonme spawn of nightmares had entered
the I ast chamber of the tent and was shuffling toward me, not yet in
sight of the fourth stall but only a few |l unbering steps away.

Joel Tuck?

Clearly it was he who had spirited the dead goblin out of the Dodgem
Car pavilion and buried it here. | had no idea why he had done it;
whet her to help ne, confuse me, frighten me-1 had no basis for
judgrment. He might be friend or eneny.

Wt hout |ooking away fromthe open side of the stall, expecting trouble
to appear there in one formor another at any nonent, | groped blindly
behind ne for the knife that | had put aside.

Once nmore the shadows | eapt, and once nore they were acconpani ed by a
soft groan, but abruptly | realized that the groan was only the

t hrenody of the wind, which had picked up outside. The cavorting
shadows were the harm ess work of the wind as well. Each strong gust



found a way inside the tent, and as it blew through the canvas
corridor, it stirred the bare, dangling lights overhead. Those swayi ng
bul bs briefly gave life to inert shadows.
Rel i eved, | stopped groping for the knife and turned my attention to
the corpse once again
Its eyes were open.
I recoiled, then saw that they remai ned dead and si ghtl ess eyes,
covered with a transparent, nmilky filmthat refracted the light from
above and | ooked al nmost like frost. The dead nan's flesh was stil
slack, his nouth still set in arigid sneer, dirt still wadded between
his parted |ips and caked between his teeth. His throat bore the
rui nous knife wound-though it did not |ook as bad as | renenbered
it-and no breath entered or escaped him He was nobst certainly not
alive.
Evidently the startling retraction of the eyelids was nothing nore than
one of those postnortem nuscle spasns that often scared the be-jesus
out of young nedical students and novice norticians. Yes. Surely.
But

on the other hand . .
could these nerve reactions and nmuscl e spasns be expected al nost two
days after his death? O were such bizarre reactions Iimted to the
few hours i mredi ately subsequent to death? Well, all right, then naybe
the eyelids had been held shut by the weight of the earth that had been
packed on top of the carcass; now that the dirt had been renmoved, the
Iids had sprung open
The dead did not come back to life.
Only crazy people sincerely clainmed to have seen wal ki ng cor pses.
I was not crazy.
| was not.
| stared down at the dead man, and gradually ny wild breathing
subsi ded. The rabbit-fast beat of ny heart decel erated too.
There. That was better.
| began to wonder, again, why Joel Tuck had buried the body for me and
why, once having done that favor, he had not cone forward to take
credit for it. And why would he have done it in the first place? Wy
make hinself an acconplice to murder? Unless, of course, Joel Tuck
knew | had not nurdered another human being. Was it possible, perhaps
through his third eye, that he saw the goblins, too, and symnpathized
wi th nmy hom ci dal urges?
What ever the case, this was not the time to think about it.
At any nonent the security patrol mght sw ng past Shockville and see
that the lights were on. Although | was a carny now, and not the
i ntruder I had been two nights ago, they would neverthel ess want to
know what | was doing in a concession | did not own and in which I did
not work. |f they found the grave or, worse, the body, ny status as a
carny would not protect me against arrest, prosecution, and |lifelong
i mprisonment.
Usi ng both hands, | began to push the nmounded earth back into the
partially reopened grave. As the danp soil spilled across the dead
man' s hands, one hand noved, flinging a few clods of dirt back at ne,
flicking it in my face, and the other hand tw tched as spasnodically as
a wounded crab, and the cataracted eyes blinked, and as | fell and then
scranbl ed backward, the corpse raised its head and began to pull itself
out of its less-than-final resting place.
This was no vision, either
This was real
| screamed. No sound escaped ne.



I shook ny head violently fromside to side in adanant denial of this

i npossible sight. It seenmed to ne that the corpse had risen only
because, moments ago, | had imagi ned this very sane nmacabre

devel opnent, and the insane thought sonehow had the terrible power to
nmake the horror a reality, as if ny imagi nation were a genie that had
nm staken my worst fears for wishes and had granted them And if that
were the case, then | could stuff the genie of inmmgination right back
into its lanmp, unwish this nonstrous apparition, and be saved.

But no matter how hard | shook ny head, no matter how desperately |
deni ed what | saw before ne, the corpse did not |lie down and play dead
again. Wth grub-pale hands it groped for the edges of the grave and
pulled itself into a sitting position, |ooking straight at ne, |oose
soil. dribbling out of the folds inits shirt, filthy hair frizzed and
tangl ed and spi ked.

| had scooted along the floor until my back was agai nst the canvas
partition that separated this stall fromthe next. | wanted to stand
up, vault across the rope in front of the stall, and get the hell out
of there, but | could no nore easily run than scream

The corpse grinned, and chunks of moist earth fell fromits open nouth,
though dirt renmained clotted between its teeth.

The calcinne grins of fleshless skulls, the poison-wet grins of
serpents, the leer of Lugosi in Dracula's cape-all paled by conparison
with this grotesque configuration of bloodless |lips and nmuddy teeth.

| managed to get up onto my knees.

The corpse worked its tongue obscenely, pushing nore damp soil fromits
nouth, and a weak groan, nore weary than threatening, escaped it, a
gaseous sound hal fway between a croak and a bubbling rift.

| gasped in a breath and found nyself rising sonmewhat dreanmily, as if
inflated by a foul gas expelled fromthe corpse before ne.

W ping away the salt-sting of cold sweat fromthe corner of one eye,
next found myself in a crouch, back bent, shoul ders hunched, head held
| ow, apelike.

But | did not know what to do next, except that | knew | could not run.
Sonehow | must deal with the hateful thing, kill it again, do the job
right this tine, Jesus, because if | did not deal with it, then it

m ght drag itself out of here and find the nearest other goblins and
tell themwhat | had done to it, and then they would know that | could
see through their disguises, and they would tell other goblins, and
pretty soon all of their kind would know about ne, and they woul d
organi ze and cone after me, hunt ne down, because | posed a threat to
them that no ot her human being did.

I now saw, beyond the cataracts sheathing the eyes, beyond the eyes

t hensel ves, a faint red glow, the bloody |ight of other eyes, goblin
eyes. Atiny glinrer. A faint hellfire flicker. Not the blazing
light of before. Just a distant pulsing enber in each clouded orb.
could see nothing nore of the goblin, no snout or toothy nmuzzle, just a
suggesti on of those hateful eyes, perhaps because the beast was too far
al ong the road of death to be able to project its full presence back
into this human hul k. But surely even this nuch was inpossible.

Its throat had been torn open, dam it, and its heart had ceased
beating back there in the Dodgem Car pavilion the night before |ast,
and it had stopped breathing, too, for Christ's sake, had not breathed
for two whol e days while buried beneath the sideshow fl oor-was stil

not breathing as far as | could see-and had | ost so nuch bl ood that
there could not be enough left to sustain its circulatory system

Its grin broadened as it struggled to pull itself out of the

hal f - opened grave. But part of its body remai ned pi nned beneat h al nost



a foot and a half of earth, and it was having a little trouble tearing
free. Nonetheless, with |aborious effort and diabolic determ nation it
continued digging and straining, all the while exhibiting the flailing,
jerky movenents of a broken machi ne.

Al though | had left it for dead anong the Dodgem Cars, a spark of life
evidently had remained within it. Somehow its kind obviously could
retreat fromdeath when an ordi nary nan woul d have no choi ce but
surrender, retreat into a state of-what ?-maybe suspended ani mati on,
somet hing of the sort, defensively curling up around the faintest emnber
of life force, jealously guarding it, keeping it aglow. And then what?
Could a nearly dead goblin gradually fan the enber of life into a snal
flame, rebuild the flane into a fire, repair its damaged body,
reanimate itself, and come back fromthe grave? |If | had not
disinterred this one, would its ravaged throat have heal ed and would it
have nagically replenished its blood supply? In a couple of weeks,
when the carnival was | ong gone and the fairgrounds were deserted,
woul d it have reenacted a grisly version of the Lazarus story, opening
its own grave fromthe inside?

| felt nyself teetering at the brink of a psychol ogi cal abyss.

If | was not insane already. then | had never been closer to madness
than | was now.

Grunting with frustration, uncoordi nated and by all appearances not
terribly strong, the unbreathing but denonically animated cadaver began
to claw at the earth that wei ghed down its | ower body, scooping the
soil aside with slow, stupid industriousness. |Its opal escent eyes
never drifted away fromnme for a nonment, watching nme intently from
under its low, dirt-sneared brow. Not strong, no, but it was getting
stronger even as | crouched there, transfixed by terror. It attacked
the confining earth with increasing fervor. and the vague red glow in
its eyes was grow ng brighter.

The knife.

The weapon was beside the grave. The wind-stirred Iight bulb swung on
its cord overhead, and a bright reflection of it rippled back and forth
al ong the steel blade that lay on the fl oor below, inparting a |ook of
sorcerous power to the weapon. as if it were no nere knife but the
true Excalibur; in fact, to me, at that dark noment, it was as val uable
s any nmagic sword drawn froma scabbard of stone. But to get ny hands

on the knife, I would have to put myself within the reach of the
hal f - dead t hi ng.
Deep in its torn throat, the corpse nade a shrill, wet, cackling noise

that m ght have been |aughter-the |aughter of asylumdwellers or of the
damed.

It had al most freed one | eg.

Wth sudden resolve | scuttled forward, toward the knife.

The thing anticipated ne, swung -one clunsy arm and swatted the weapon
away fromme. Wth a clink-tinkle-clink and a final glimrer-flash, the
kni fe spun through the sawdust and vani shed in the blackness under the
edge of the wooden platformthat supported Joel Tuck's enpty chair

| did not even consider hand-to-hand conbat. | knew | had no chance of
choking or hammering the life out of a zonbie.

It would be like fighting quicksand. Slow and weak as the creature
seemed to be, nevertheless it would endure, wait ne out, resist, unti

| was totally exhausted, and then finish me with slow, heavy bl ows.

The knife was ny only chance.

So | plunged past the shall ow grave, and the dead thing clutched ny |eg
with one frigid hand that instantly passed its own col dness through ny
jeans and into ny own flesh, but | kicked at it, driving one boot into



the side of its head, and tore loose. Stunbling to the far corner of
the twelve-foot-long stall, | half fell and half dropped to ny knees,
then onto my belly, at the spot where the knife had di sappeared into
the gap beneath the platform The openi ng was perhaps five inches

hi gh, plenty of space to slip an armthrough. | reached under there,
felt around, found dirt and sawdust and pebbles and an ol d bent nai

but no knife. | heard the dead thing gabbling wordl essly behind ne,
dirt being flung aside, linbs pulling free of entombment, squashi ng,
grunting, scrabbling. Not pausing to | ook back, | pressed right-up
against the platformuntil the edge of a plank janmed painfully into ny
shoul der, and | strained to reach six inches deeper, probed, trying to
see with ny fingertips as well as feel, found nothing but a snall bit
of wood and a crisp cell ophane wapper fromcigarettes or candy, so
was not getting in there deep enough, and | was tornmented by the

t hought that my hand was unknowingly within a hair's breadth of the
desired object, and nothing for it but to squeeze in farther, just two
nore inches, please-there! Deeper but still no good, no sign of the
knife, so | nmoved to the left a little, nowright, frantically grasping
enpty air and dirt and a tuft of dry grass, and now behind ne cane a
gi bberi ng-chuckling noi se and the scrape-thud of a heavy footstep, and
| was whinpering, heard nyself whinpering and could not stop-the nore
i nch! -and under the platformsonething pricked my thunb, the sharp
point of the knife at last, and | caught the tip of the bl ade between
thunb and forefinger, pulled it out, reversed my grip on it-but before
I could get up or even roll onto nmy back, the corpse bent over ne and
sei zed me by the scruff of the neck and the seat of the pants. Ilifted
nme with nore strength than | had expected of it. swng ne, pitched ne,
and | |anded hard.

facedown in the grave, an earthworm agai nst nmy nose, choking on a

mout hful of dirt.

Gaggi ng, swallowing sone dirt, spitting sone out, | flopped onto ny
back just as the brain-damaged goblin clunped and heaved its

br oken- machi ne body to the edge of the grave. It glanced down. Eyes
of frost and fire. |Its inconstant shadow swung back and forth across
ne as the |ight above dipped in the draft.

There was not sufficient distance between us for ne to throw the knife
successfully. However, suddenly sensing the dead thing's intention,
gri pped the haft with both hands, held the weapon straight up, and

| ocked ny shoul ders and el bows and wists, pointing the blade at the
creature in the same instant that it spread its arms and, grinning
witlessly, fell toward me. It inpaled itself upon the knife, and ny
arns buckl ed under its weight. It collapsed on top of ne, knocking ny
breath out.

Though the knife was buried to the hilt in its unbeating heart, it
woul d not yet be still. |Its chin lay on nmy shoulder, and it pressed
one cold and greasy cheek to mne. It nmuttered senselessly in ny ear,
in a tone disconcertingly Iike that of one in the throes of passion
Its arnms and | egs twi tched spider-quick though w thout purpose. and
its hands quivered and jerked.

Enpower ed by overwhel mi ng di sgust and unadulterated terror, | pushed,
squirmed, hit, kicked, bucked, shoved, tw sted, clawed. and pulled ny
way out fromunder the creature, until our positions were reversed,
with nme atop it, one knee on its groin, the other in the dirt beside

it. | sputtered curses conprised of half words and nonwords that were
every bit as neaningless as the gibberish that passed from ny dead
adversary's still moving lips. and | wenched the knife out of its

heart and stabbed it again, again, once nore, in throat and chest and



belly, again, and once nore. Lacking aimand enthusiasm it swing
brick-size fists at nme, but even in ny nmindless frenzy | dodged nost
blows with little difficulty, though the few that |anded on nmy arns and
shoul ders were effective. Eventually my knife produced the desired

result, cutting out the throbbing cancer of unnatural l|ife that
animated the cold flesh, excising it bit by bit, until the dead thing's
spasmng legs grew still, until its arns noved even nore slowy and
erratically, until it began to bite its own tongue. |Its arns at | ast
dropped, linmp at its sides, and its mouth fell slack, and the faint

crinmson light of goblin intelligence went out of its eyes.

| had killed it.

Agai n.

But killing was not enough. | had to make sure the thing stayed dead.
| could now see that indeed the nortal wound in its throat had
partially heal ed since the Dodgem Car pavilion

Until tonight | had not realized that goblins, Iike the vanpires of

Eur opean fol klore, could sonetines resurrect thenselves if they had not
been di spatched with sufficient thoroughness.

Now that | knew the grimtruth, | would take no chances.

Wiile a flood tide of adrenaline was still sluicing through nme, before
| canme crashing down into enervating despair and nausea, | cut off the
creature's head. It was not easy work, but my knife was sharp, the

bl ade of tenpered steel, and | still had the strength of terror and

fury. At least the butchery was bl oodl ess, for | had al ready drai ned
this corpse two nights ago.

Qutside, with much mpani ng and hi ssing, hot sumrer wi nd gusted across
the tent. The billow ng canvas strai ned at the anchor ropes and pegs,
crackling, thrunming, flapping, like the wings of a great, dark bird
seeking flight but chained to an earthly perch

Large, bl ackish witch-noths darted around the swayi ng bul bs and added
t heir swoopi ng shadows to the whirl of light and weird adunbrated
forms. Viewed with eyes that were focused through a | ens of panic and
blurred by stinging sweat, that constant phantom novenent was naddeni ng
and only worsened the unsettling waves of dizziness that already swept
t hr ough ne.

When at last | conpleted the decapitation, | considered putting the
thing's head between its legs, then filling the grave, but that seened
to be a dangerously inconplete scattering of the remains. | could

easily imagi ne the corpse, again interred, gradually nmoving its hands
beneath the earth, reaching down for its severed pate, reassenbling
itself, its torn neck knitting up, the pieces of its broken spine
fusing together, crinmson light returning to its strange eyes. .o
Therefore | put the head aside and reburied only the body. | stanped
on the plot, packing the dirt down as well as | could, then spread
sawdust over it again.

Carrying the head by its hair, feeling savage and wild and not Iiking
that feeling one dammed bit, | hurried back to the entrance to
Shockvill e and switched off the lights.

The flap that | had untied was snapping in the blustery night. |
cautiously | ooked out at the m dway where there was no novenent in the
wani ng light of the setting nmoon, except for the spectral shapes of
gliding dust-ghosts that the seance wi nd had conjured up

| slipped outside, put the head down, retied the canvas at the
entrance, picked the head up again, and hurried stealthily i along the
concourse to the back end of the |ot, between two chastely darkened
girlie shows, through a cluster of trucks that stood |ike slunbering
el ephants, past generators and huge, enpty wooden grates, across a



deserted field, into the nearest armof the forest that enbraced three
sides of the fairgrounds. Wth each step | was increasingly afraid
that the head, dangling fromits handle of hair, was comng alive

agai n-a new gl ow dawning in its eyes, lips withing, teeth gnashi ng-and
| held it out to one side, at arms length, so | would not accidentally
bunp it against my leg and give it a chance to sink its teeth deep into
ny thigh.

O course, it was dead, all the life gone fromit forever. The
grinding and clacking of its teeth, its thick nutterings of hatred and
anger, were nerely my own fevered fantasies. M inmmgination not only
ran away with nme but gall oped, raced, stanpeded across a ni ghtnare

| andscape of horrendous possibilities. Wen at last | thrashed through
t he underbrush beneath the trees, found a small clearing beside a
brook, and put the severed head upon a convenient rock table, even the
wan and el dritch noonbeans provi ded adequate |ight to prove that ny
fears were groundl ess and that the object of ny terror renmi ned without
life, natural or otherw se

The earth near the streamwas a soft, mpist loam easily dug with bare
hands. The trees, their night-black boughs Iike witch skirts and
war | ock robes, stood sentinel at the perinmeter of the clearing while
scooped a hole, buried the head, tanped down the earth, and conceal ed
ny |abors with a scattering of dead | eaves and pi ne needl es.

Now, to effect a Lazarean rebirth, the headl ess corpse would first have
to tear out of its pit in the mdway, craw or stagger sightlessly to
the forest, locate this clearing, and exhune its own head fromthis
second grave. Although the events of the past hour had instilled in ne
an even greater respect for the evil powers of the goblin race, | was
quite certain that they could not overcome such form dable obstacles to
resurrection as these. The beast was dead, and it would remain dead.
The trip fromthe sideshow to the forest, the digging of the hole, and
the burial of the head had all been acconplished in a near panic. So |
stood in the clearing for a nonment, arns hanging linply, and tried to
cal mdown. It was not easy.

| kept thinking about Uncle Denton, back in Oregon. Had his badly
hacked corpse healed in the privacy of his coffin and had he snmashed
his way out of the tonb a few weeks after | had gone on the run from
the law? Had he paid a visit to the farnmhouse where ny nother and
sisters still lived, to take vengeance on the Stanfeuss famly, and had
they becone a goblin's victinms because of ne? No. That was

unt hi nkabl e.

I could not live under the snothering weight of that guilt.

Dent on had not come back. For one thing, that bloody day | had gone
after him he had fought with such ferocity that ny rage had grown into
a state not unlike a psychotic frenzy, and | had inflicted horrible
danmage with the ax, wielding it with nad abandon even after | had known
he was dead; he had been too smashed and thoroughly di snenbered to have
knitted hinself together again. Furthernore, even if he achi eved
resurrection, surely he would not- return to the Stanfeuss house or to
anypl ace in the Siskiyou valleys where he was known, for the mracle of
his return fromthe grave woul d have shocked the world and focused

relentless attention upon him | was sure he was still in his coffin
deconposi ng-but if he was not in his grave, then he was far from
Oregon, living under a new name, tormenting other innocents, not mny

f ol ks.

| turned fromthe clearing, pressed through the brush, and found ny way
back to the open field where the night was redolent with the scent of
goldenrod. | had covered only half the distance to the m dway when |



realized that there was still a taste of dirt in ny nouth, fromthe
bite of earth | had unwillingly taken when thrown into the goblin's
grave. That vile taste recalled every detail of the horrors of the
past hour, sonehow broke through the guardi an nunmbness that had
protected ne fromcollapse while | had done what had to be done.

Nausea overwhelned ne. | fell to nmy hands and knees, hung ny head, and
vomted in the grass and gol denrod.
VWen the nausea passed, | crawled a few feet away and fl opped onto ny

back, blinking at the stars, catching ny breath, trying to find the
strength to go on.

It was four-fifty in the norning. The orange sun of dawn was no nore
than an hour away.

That thought brought to mi nd the sightless orange eye in Joel Tuck's
forehead. Joel Tuck . . . he had spirited the body out of the Dodgem
Car pavilion and had buried it, which m ght have been the act of
soneone who knew the goblins for what they were and wanted to help ne.
Al most certainly Joel Tuck al so had been the one who had cone into the
trailer where | was sleeping the previous night and had left the two
passes-one to the Dodgem Cars and one to the Ferris wheel-on nmy fol ded
jeans. He had been trying to tell me that he knew what had happened at
t he Dodgem Cars and that he al so knew, as | did, that sonething was
goi ng to happen at the Ferris wheel. He saw the goblins, and to sone
extent he sensed the mmlignant energies around the Ferris wheel, though
his own psychic talent was probably not as strong as m ne

This was the first time | had ever encountered anyone with any genui ne
psychic abilities, and it was certainly the first tine | had cone
across anyone who saw the goblins for what they truly were. For a
nmonent | was overcome with a sense of brotherhood, a kinship so

poi gnant and so desperately desired that it brought tears to nmy eyes.

| was not al one.

But why did Joel resort to indirection? Wy was he reluctant to let ne
know about the brotherhood we shared? OCbviously it was because he did
not want me to know who he was. But why not? Because . . . he was
not a friend. It suddenly occurred to ne that Joel Tuck m ght consider
hinsel f neutral in the battle between manki nd and the goblin race.
After all, he had been treated worse by ordi nary humanki nd than he had
by goblins, if only because he had encounters with human bei ngs every
day and with goblins only on occasion. An outcast, rejected and even
reviled by society at large, allowed no dignity except within the
sanctuary of the carnival, he mght well feel that he had no reason to
oppose the goblins' war against marks. |f that was the case, he had
assisted ne with the dead body and had pointed nme toward the oncom ng
danger at the Ferris wheel solely because those goblin schenes directly
af fected carnies, the only people to whom he did owe allegiance in this
secret war. He did not want to approach ne openly because he sensed
that my vendetta agai nst the denons was not restricted by the
boundari es of the carnival, and he did not want to be drawn into a

wi der conflict; he was willing to fight the war only when it cane to
hi m

He had hel ped ne once, but he woul d not al ways hel p ne.

When you cane right down to it, | was still pretty much al one.

The noon had set. The night was very dark

Exhausted, | got up fromthe grass and gol denrod and returned to the

| ocker room beneath the grandstand, where | scrubbed my hands, spent

fifteen mnutes digging the dirt out frombeneath ny fingernails, and
showered. Then | went down to the trailer in the neadow where | had

been assi gned quarters.



My roonmate, Barney Quadl ow, was snoring |oudly.

| undressed and got into bed. | felt physically and nentally nunb.

The confort | had taken-and given-with Rya Raines was only a dim
menory, though we had been together |ess than two hours ago; the recent
horror was nore vivid, and |like a newer coat of paint it overlaid the
joy that had been. Now, of ny time with Rya, | nore clearly recalled
her moodi ness, her deep and inexplicable sadness, because | knew that
Rya woul d sooner or |ater be the cause of another crisis with which
woul d have to deal

So much on mny shoul ders.

Too nuch.

I was only seventeen.

| wept quietly for Oegon, for lost sisters and a nother's |ove too far
renoved

I longed for sleep.

| desperately needed to get sone rest.

Yont sdown was | ess than two days away.

11
Sl ough Ni ght

At eight-thirty Saturday norning, after little nore than two hours of
sleep, | woke froma nightmare unlike any that | had ever known before.
In the dream| was in a vast graveyard that sloped down a |ong and
apparently endl ess series of hills, a place crowded with granite and
mar bl e nonunments of all sizes and shapes, sone cracked and many canted,
in rows wthout end, in nunbers beyond counting, the very cenetery of
Rya's own dreanms. Rya was there, too, running away from ne, through

t he snow, under the black branches of barren trees. | was chasing her
and the weird thing was that | felt both |ove and | oathing for her, and
| did not know exactly what | was going to do when | caught her. A
part of me wanted to cover her face with kisses and nake | ove to her
but another part of ne wanted to throttle her until her eyes bul ged and
her face turned black and her |ovely blue eyes clouded wth death.

This savage fury, directed toward soneone | |oved, scared the hell out
of me, and nore than once | stopped. But each tine that | halted, she
halted, too, waiting for me anmong the tonbstones on the slope bel ow, as

if she wanted nme to catch her. | tried to warn her that this was not a
| over's gane, that sonething was wong with ne, that | night |ose
control of myself when | caught her, but | could not will my lips and

tongue to formthe words. Each tinme | stopped, she waved ne on, and
found nyself pursuing her once nore. And then | knew what nust be
wong with nme. There nmust be a goblin in ne!l One of the denonki nd had
entered ne, had taken control of ne, destroying ny mnd and soul

| eavi ng not hing but ny flesh, which was now its flesh, but Rya was not
aware of this; she still sawonly Slim just her loving Slim McKenzi e;
she did not realize what terrible danger she was in, did not understand
that Slimwas dead and gone, that his living body served an unhuman
creature now, and if that creature caught her, it would choke the life
out of her, and now it was gaining on her, and she gl anced back at
it-me, |aughing-she | ooked so beautiful, beautiful and dooned-and now
it-me was within ten feet of her, eight, six, four, and then | grabbed

hol d of her, swung her around -and when | awoke, | could still feel her
throat collapsing in ny iron hands.
| sat straight up in bed, listening to the furious beat of my heart and

to ny ragged breathing, trying to clear ny mind of the nightrmare. |



blinked in the norning |ight and desperately tried to assure nyself
that, as vivid and powerful as the scene had been, nevertheless it had
been only a dream not a prenonition of things to cone.

Not a prenonition.

Pl ease.

The show call was for eleven o' clock, which left nme with a coupl e of
hours on my hands, hours in which I mght wind up contenplating the

bl ood that was also on ny hands if | did not, for God' s sake, find
somet hing to occupy mysel f. The fairgrounds were on the edge of the
county seat, a burg of about seven or eight thousand souls, so | wal ked
into town and had breakfast in a coffee shop, then went next door to a
nmen's store and bought two pair of jeans and a couple of shirts. | saw
no goblins during the entire visit, and the day was so August-perfect
that | gradually began to feel that everything mght turn out al
right-me and Rya, the week in Yontsdown-if | just kept ny wits about ne
and did not | ose hope.

| returned to the fairgrounds at ten-thirty, put the new jeans and
shirts in the trailer, and was on the mdway by a quarter of eleven. |
had the high-striker ready for business before show call and had j ust
sat down on the stool beside it to await the first marks when Rya

appear ed.

Colden girl. Bare, tanned legs. Yellow shorts. Four different shades
of yellowin a horizontally striped T-shirt. She was wearing a bra on
the m dway because this was 1963, and bral essness in public would have
been shocking to the marks, regardless of how acceptable it was in the
trailer town, anong carnies. Her hair was held back fromher face with
a knotted yell ow bandanna. Radi ant.

| stood, attenpted to put ny hands on her shoulders, tried to kiss her
cheek, but she put one hand agai nst ny chest, restraining me, and said,
"I don't want any m sunderstanding."

" About what ?"

"Last night."

"What could | possibly m sunderstand about that?"

"What it neans."

"What does it nean?"

She was frowning. "It nmeans | |ike you-" "Good!"

',-and it nmeans we can give each other pleasure-" "You noticed!"
"-but it doesn't nean I'myour girl or anything like that.

"You sure look Iike a girl to ne," | said.

"On the midway |I'mstill your boss."

" Ah."

"And you're the enployee."

"Ah," | said.

Jesus, | thought.

She said, "And | don't want on the m dway."

"God forbid. But we do still off the m dway?"

She was utterly unaware of the offensiveness of her approach and tone,

and did not understand the humiliation that her words inflicted;

t herefore, she was not sure what my flippancy indicated, but she risked

a smle. She said, "That's right. Of the mdway | expect you to be

just as unusually famliar as you want."

"Sounds as if |'ve got two jobs, the way you put it. D d any unusua
famliarity get to be unusually famliar you hire me for my tal ent

as a pitchman-or for my body too?"

Her snmile faltered. "For your pitch, of course."

"Because, boss, | wouldn't want to think you're taking advantage of

this poor, lowy hired man."



I'mserious, Slim"

"l noticed."

"So why are you maki ng j okes?"

" It's a socially acceptable alternative.

"Huh? To what ?"

"Yelling, shouting. rash insults."

“You're mad at ne."

"Ah. you're as perceptive as you are beautiful, boss."
"There's no reason for you to get angry."

"No. | guess |I'mjust a hothead."

"I"'monly trying to get things strai ght between us."

"Very businesslike. | admire that."

"Look, Slim all I'msaying is that whatever happens between us in
private is one thing-and what happens here on the midway is another."
"Good heavens, | would never suggest we do it right here on the

m dway, " 'l said.

"You're being difficult."

"You. on the other hand, are a paragon of diplomacy."

"See. sone guys, if they got in the boss's pants, they'd figure they
didn't have to pull their share of the |oad at work any nore."

"Do | seemlike that kind of guy?" | asked.

"I hope not."

"That didn't exactly sound like a vote of confidence."
"I don't want you to be angry with ne." she said.
“I"'mnot," | said, although I was.

I knew that she had difficulty relating to people on a one-two-one
basis. Because of mnmy psychic perception | had a special appreciation
for the sadness, loneliness, and uncertainty-and resultant defiant
bravura that shaped her character, and | was as sorry for her as | was

angry.

"You are," she said. "You're angry."

"I't's all right," | said. "Now | got to get to work." | pointed to
the far end of the concourse. "Here come the marks."

"Are we straight?" she asked.

" Yeah.

" Sure?"

" Yeah.

"See you later," she said.

| watched her wal k away, and | |oved her and hated her, but nostly I

| oved her, this touchingly fragile Anmazon. There was no point in being
angry with her; she was an inevitable, elenental force; it nade as nuch
sense to be angry with the wind or the winter cold or the sumer heat,
for neither they nor she could be changed by anger

At one o'clock Marco relieved me for thirty mnutes, then for a

t hree- hour break starting at five. Both tines | thought about paying a
visit to Shockville and having a word with the enigmatic Joel Tuck, and
both tines | decided agai nst rash action. This was the biggest day of
t he engagenent, and the crowd was three or four tines as large as it
had been during the week, and what | had to say to Joel was nothing
that could be said in front of marks. Besides, | was afraid-in fact,
certain-that he would clamup if | pressed himtoo hard or fast. He

m ght deny any know edge of goblins and secret burials in the dead of

ni ght, and then | would not know how to proceed. | believed | had a
val uabl e potential ally in the freak-ally and friend and, strangely,
father figure-and | was concerned that a premature confrontation would
drive himaway fromne. | sensed that it was wiser to let himget to
know ne better, give himnore tine to make up his mnd about nme. | was



probably the first person he had ever met who could see the goblins
that he saw, just as he was the first | had ever net with that sane

t hankl ess ability, so sooner or later his curiosity would overcone his
reticence. Until then | would have to be patient.

Therefore, after a bite of supper, | went down to the neadow, to the
trailer where | had my room and sacked out for two hours. This tine
there were no nightnmares. | was too tired to dream

| was back at the high-striker before eight o' clock. The last five
hours of the engagement passed quickly and profitably in a dry rain of
many-col ored |ight that splashed and drizzl ed over everything,

i ncludi ng the thundering anusenent rides, and was punctuated by peals
of brassy laughter. Pointing, chattering, gaping nmarks surged past the
hi gh-striker, like water overflowing gutters, and in that flood was a
swept-along litter of paper nmoney and coins, some of which | strained
out and kept for Rya Raines. Finally, by one o'clock in the norning,
the m dway began to shut down.

To carnies the last night of a stand is "slough night,"” and they | ook
forward to it because there is an irrepressible Gypsy spirit in all of
them The carnival sheds the town nuch |ike a snake sl oughs off its
old skin, and as the snake is renewed by the nmere act of change. so is
the carny and carnival reborn through the prom se of new places and new
pockets to be relieved of new noney.

Marco canme around to collect the day's take so | could start
dismantling the high-striker without delay. While | attended to that
job, a few hundred other carni es-concessionaires, jointees. jain
auctioneers, aninmal trainers, stunt acts, wheel nen, pitchmen, nidgets,
dwarves, strippers, short-order cooks, roughies, everyone but the
children (who were in bed) and those watching over the children-were at
wor k, too, tearing down and packing the rides and hanky-panks and

si deshows and grab-stands and other joints, illuninated by the giant
generator-powered mdway |ights. The small roller coaster, a rarity in
traveling carnivals, constructed entirely of steel pipes, canme apart
with a ceasel ess cl ank-pong-clink-spang! that was initially irritating
but that soon seemed |ike a strange atonal music, not entirely

unpl easant, and eventually becane such a part of the background noise
that it ceased to be noticeable.

At the funhouse the clown's face fractured and cane down in four parts,
the fourth being the huge yell ow nose, which hung for a while alone in
the night as if it were the proboscis of a gargantuan, nocking Cheshire
cat, as given to bizarre vanishing acts as its cousin who had taunted
Alice. Sonething of dinosaurian proportions. wth an appetite to

mat ch, had taken a bite out of the Ferris wheel. At Shockville they

| owered the fifteen-foot-high canvases portraying the twi sted forns and
faces of the human oddities; as those billow ng and curling banners
slid down their nooring poles with a creak of pulley wheels, the
pai nt ed two-di nensional portraits acquired the illusion of

t hree-di mensional |ife, w nking-grinning-Ieering-snarling-I|aughing at
the mring carnies below, then folding up with a kiss of canvas lips to
pai nt ed foreheads, @depthless eyes now contenpl ati ng not hing nore than
their own noses, two-dinensional reality swiftly replacing the brief
imtation of [ife. Two bites were gone fromthe Ferris wheel

When | finished at the high-striker, | hel ped pack up Rya Raines's

ot her concessions, then noved around the col |l apsing mdway, pitching in
wherever | was needed. W unbolted wooden wall panels, folded tents

i nto parachute bundles for the drop to Yontsdown, disassenbled beans
and braces, told jokes as we worked, skinned knuckles, strained

nmuscl es, cut fingers, nailed shut the lids of crates, hefted crates



into trucks, tore up the plank fl oor of the Dodgem Car pavilion
grunted, sweated, cursed, |aughed, guzzled soda, poured down cold
beers, dodged the two el ephants that were rolling the |arger beanms to
the trucks, sang a few songs (including some that had been witten by
Buddy Hol |y, already dead four and a half years, his body conpacted
with that of a Beechcraft Bonanza on the lonely frozen field of a farm
bet ween Cl ear Lake, lowa, and Fargo, North Dakota), and we unscrewed
screws, unnailed nails, untied ropes, coiled up a fewmnmles of electric

cables, and the next tinme | | ooked toward the Ferris wheel,
di scovered that it had been eaten up entirely, not even one small bone
remai ni ng.

Rudy "Red" Morton, the Sonbra Brothers' chief nechanic, whom | had net
at the Whip that first nmorning on the lot, directed a platoon of men,
and he was in turn guided by Gordon Al wein, who was our bald and

bear ded superintendent of transportation. Gordy was responsible for
the final |oading of the enornous mdway, and since Sonbra Brothers
traveled in forty-six railroad cars and ninety huge trucks, his job was
very demandi ng.

Gradual ly the mdway, |ike an enormous | anp of many flames, was

ext i ngui shed.

Weary, but with an enormously pleasant feeling of comunity spirit, |
returned to the trailer town in the neadow. Many had already |eft for
Yont sdown; ot hers would not |eave until tonorrow.

| did not go to ny own trailer

| went, instead, to Rya's Airstream

She was waiting for ne.

"I hoped you'd cone," she said.

"you knew | woul d."

"I wanted to say-" "Not necessary."

I'msorry.

"I"'mdirty."

"Want to shower?"

| wanted, and | did.

She had a beer waiting for ne when | dried off.

In her bed, where |I thought | would be capable of nothing but sleep, we
made a nost deliciously slow and easy |love, all sighs and murnurs in

t he darkness, soft caresses, a dreany slow notion punping of hips, the
whi sper of skin against skin, her breath |like sweet sumer clover.
After a while we seermed to be gliding down into sone shadowy but not at
all threatening place, nelding as @glided, joining nore conpletely

wi th each additional second of descent, and | felt that we were noving
toward a perfect and pernanent union, that we were close to becom ng
one entity with an identity different fromeither of our own, which was
a state | much desired, a way to surrender all the bad nmenories and the
responsibilities and the aching | oss of Oregon. Just such a blissfu
relinquishing of self seemed within reach if only | could synchronize
the rhythm of intercourse with the beat of her heart, and then, a
nmonent |ater, that synchronization was achi eved, and through the nedi um
of my sperm| passed my own heartbeat into her, the two now thunmpi ng as
one, and with a lovely shudder and a fading sigh | ceased to exist.

| dreamed of the graveyard. Tine-rotted sandstone sl abs.

Chi pped nmar bl e nonurments. \Wathered granite obelisks and rectangl es
and gl obes on which' perched bl ackbirds with wi ckedly hooked bills.

Rya was running. | was chasing. | was going to kill her. | did not
want to kill her, but for sone reason | did not understand, | had no
choice other than to bring her down and tear the Iife out of her. She
left not merely footprints in the snow but footprints filled with



bl ood.

She was not injured, was not bleeding, so | supposed the blood was
nmerely a sign, an omen of the slaughter to come, proof of the
inevitability of our roles, victimand nurderer, prey and hunter. |
cl osed on her, and her hair streamed behind her in the w nd, and
grabbed it, and her feet skidded out fromunder her, and we both fel
anmong the headstones, and then | was atop her, snarling, going for her
throat, as if | were an aninmal instead of a man, teeth snapping,
seeki ng her jugular, and bl ood spurted, quick warm jets of thick
crinson serum | woke.

Sat up.

Tast ed bl ood.

Shook nmy head, blinked nmy eyes, canme fully awake.

Still tasted bl ood.

Oh, Jesus.

It had to be imagination. A lingering bit of the dream

But it would not go away.

| funmbled for the bedside |anp, snapped it on, and the |light seemned
harsh and accusi ng.

Shadows fled to the corners of the small room

| brought a hand to nmy mouth. Pressed trenbling fingers to ny |ips.
Looked at ny fingers. Saw bl ood.

Besi de ne, Rya was a huddl ed form under a single sheet, like a body

di screetly covered by thoughtful policenmen at the scene of a homicide.
She was half turned away fromne. Al | could see of her was bright
hair upon her pillow. She did not nove. |f she was breathing, she was
i nhaling and exhaling so shallowy that it was not detectable.

| swal | owed hard.

That bl ood taste. Coppery. Like sucking on an old penny.

No. | had not actually torn her throat out while | dreaned.

Ch, God. Impossible. | was not a nmadnan. | was not a hom cida

mani ac. | was not capable of killing soneone | |oved.

Yet in spite of ny desperate denials, a wild and swooping terror, |ike
a frantic bird, flapped crazily within me and I could not find the
nerve to pull back the sheet and | ook at Rya. | |eaned against the

headboard and put ny face in ny hands.

In the past few hours | had obtained the first hard evidence that the
goblins were real rather than chineras of nmy demented i magi nation. In
nmy heart | had al ways known that they were real, that | was not killing
i nnocent people under the nad m sapprehension that a goblin hid within
them Yet . . . what | knew in nmy heart had never been proof against
doubt, and fears of nadness had |long assailed ne. Now | knew that Joe
Tuck saw the demonkind too. And | had battled a corpse that had been
reani mated by a tiny spark of goblin life force, and if it had been the
corpse of an ordinary man, an innocent victimof ny mania, it never
could have conme back as it had done. Those facts were surely adequate
def ense agai nst the charge of insanity that | had often | evel ed agai nst
nysel f.

Nevertheless | sat with face in hands, naking a mask of my pal ns and
fingers, reluctant to reach out and touch her, afraid of what | m ght
have done.

| gagged on the taste of blood. | shuddered and took a deep breath,
and with the breath cane the scent of bl ood.
For the past couple of years, | had suffered grim dark nmonments during

which | was overcone with the inpression that the world was not hi ng but
a charnel house, created and set spinning in the void for the sole
purpose of providing a stage for a cosmc Grand CGuignol play-and this



was one of those noments. |In the grip of this depression, it always
seened to ne that mankind was nade only for slaughter, that we either
killed one another, fell prey to the goblins, or becane victinms of

t hose whi ns of fate@ncer, earthquakes, tidal waves, brain tunors,
lightning bolts-that were God's colorful contributions to the plot.
Sonetimes it seened that our lives were defined and circunscri bed by
bl ood. But | had al ways been able to pull nyself out of these pits by
clinging to the belief that ny crusade agai nst the goblins would
ultimately save lives and that | would one day di scover a way to

convi nce other nen and wormen of the existence of the nonsters that

wal ked anbng us in disguise. Then, in ny scenario of hope, nen would
stop fighting and hurting one another and would turn all their
attention to the real war. But if | had attacked Rya in a delirium and
had torn the Iife out of her, if I could kill someone | |oved, then
was i nsane, and any hope for nyself or the future of ny kind was a

pat heti c-then Rya whinpered in her sleep

| gasped.

She thrashed in response to sonething in a nightmare of her own, tossed
her head, westled with the sheet a noment, until her face and throat
wer e exposed, then subsided into a | ess active but still unquiet sleep.
Her face was as lovely as ny nmenory of it-unslashed, unbitten

unbr ui sed-t hough her brow was creased and her nouth was pulled into a
teeth-baring grimce by the anxiety that was part of her bad dream

Her throat was unmarked. No bl ood was visible.

I was weak with relief, and | thanked God effusively. M usual scorn
for H's works was tenmporarily forgotten

Naked, confused, and afraid, | got silently out of bed, went to the
bat hroom cl osed the door, and turned on the light. | |ooked first at
nmy hand, which |I had touched to my lips, and the blood was still on ny
fingers. Then | raised ny eyes to the mrror, and | saw the bl ood on
ny chin, glistening on ny lips, coating nmy teeth.

| washed nmy hands, scrubbed nmy face, rinsed out nmy nouth, found sone
Lavoris in the nedicine cabinet, and got rid of the coppery taste. |

t hought | had probably bitten ny tongue in ny sleep, but the nouthwash
did not sting, and on careful exam nation | could find no cut that
coul d account for that nouthful of bl ood.

Sonehow the bl ood in the dream had acquired actual substance and had
cone with me when | awakened, out of the Iand of nightmare into the
real world of the living. Wich was not possible.

| looked at the reflection of my Twilight Eyes.

"What does it nmean?" | asked nyself.
The mirror inmage nade no answer.
"What exactly the hell is com ng?" | demanded.

My | ooki ng- gl ass compani on either knew nothing or held his secrets
behi nd conpressed |ips.

| returned to the bedroom

Rya had not escaped her nightmare. She lay half reveal ed, half
concealed, in a drift of white linen, and her |egs scissored as if she
were runni ng, and she said, "Please, please,” and she said, "Ch!" and
she seized fistsful of sheets, tossing her head for a nonent, then
passing into a nore docile state in which she resisted the dreamwith
only muttered words and occasional faint cries.

| got into bed.

Doctors who specialize in sleep disorders tell us that our dreanms are
of surprisingly short duration. Regardless of how |ong a nightmare
seens to last, the researchers report, it actually plays through from
beginning to end in no nore than a few nminutes, usually only twenty to



si xty seconds. Cbviously Rya Raines had not read what the experts had
to say, for she spent the last half of the night proving them wong.
Her sleep was tortured by a series of phantom enem es, imagi ned

battl es, and dream pursuits.

| watched her for half an hour in the anber gl ow of the bedside |anp.
Then | switched out the |amp and sat in darkness for another half hour
listening to her, realizing that sleep was the sane inperfect rest to
her that it was to me. |In time | stretched out on ny back, and through
the mattress | could feel each twitch and spasm of terror that she
transmtted fromthe real mof dreans.

I wondered if she was in one of her graveyards.

I wondered if it was the graveyard on the hill

| wondered what was pursuing her anong the tonbstones.

| wondered if it was ne.

12
Cct ober Renenber ed

Fromthe flung-w de doors of trucks, fromthe popped-open |lids of
crates, like a marvel ous spring-loaded nechani smconstructed by the
sane clever Swiss artisans who am fanmous for their i mensely
conplicated town-hall clocks with |life size nmoving figures, the
carnival rebuilt itself upon the m dway at the Yontsdown County

Fai rgrounds. By seven o'clock Sunday evening it was as if slough night
had never been, as if we renmined all season in one place, while one
town after another came to us. Carnies say they love to travel, and
carnies say they could not live without at |east a weekly change of
venue, and carni es espouse-hell, they chanpi oned-the phil osophy of
drifters-QGypsi es-outcasts, and carnies are sentinmental suckers for
tales and |l egends of lives |ived on the sonetines peril ous borders of
soci ety, but wherever they go, carnies carry their village in their

| uggage. Their trucks, trailers, cars, baggage, and pockets are
stuffed full of the confortable familiarities of their lives, and their
respect for tradition is far greater than what you find even in snal
Kansas towns huddl ed- absol utely unchangi ng, generation after
generation-against the intimdatingly enpty vastness of the plains.
Carnies |look forward to slough night because it is a statement of their
freedom in contrast to the inprisonment of the dreary marks who nust

al ways renai n behi nd.

But after one day on the road, carnies are edgy and insecure, for

al t hough the ronance of the road belongs to the Gypsy spirit, the road
itself is the work and the property of straight society, and rovers can
go only where society has provided passage. |n unconsci ous awareness
of the vulnerability that attends nobility, carnies greet their arriva
at each new engagenent with even nore pleasure than they find in the
orderly destruction of slough night.-The carnival is always reassenbl ed
much faster than it is disassenbl ed, and no night of the week is half
as sweet as that first night on a new | ot when, simultaneously,
wander | ust has been satisfied for another six days and a sense of
conmunity has been reestablished. Once they have erected the tents and
hamrer ed toget her the enanel ed wooden partitions of the various
attractions, once they have flung up their brass and chrome and plastic
and light-strung fortifications of fantasy to protect agai nst al
attacks of reality, they know a deeper peace than at any other tine.
Sunday evening, in the trailer owned by Irma and Paulie Lorus where Rya
and | had been invited for a home-cooked neal, everyone was in such



good hunor that | was al nost able to forget that our schedul e had
brought us not to any ordinary town but to a city ruled by goblins, to
a nest where the denons bred. Paulie, who was short but not a dwarf
like his raven-haired wife, was a gifted mmc who treated us to wildly
conmi c inpersonations of novie stars and politicians, including a highly
anusi ng di al ogue between John Kennedy and N kita Khrushchev. He was a
bl ack man, and it was anmazi ng how his rubbery face could reshape itself
and instantly call to mnd al nost any fanmous person he w shed to be,
regardl ess of race.

Paul i e was a good sl ei ght-of-hand magi ci an, too, and worked in Tom

Cat shank's sideshow. For a man of his stature-five-two at the

tall est-his hands were quite large, with long, thin fingers, and his
conversation was punctuated with an amazing array of gestures that were
nearly as expressive as words. | liked himat once

Rya defrosted a bit, even joined in with some of the joking, and

al t hough she did not entirely drop the cool pose and distant air that
were her trademarks (after all, this was the hone of an enpl oyee), she
was certainly no drag on the evening.

Then, at the built-in dining nook, over Black Forest cake and coffee,
Irma said, "Poor G oria Neanes."

Rya said, "Why? What happened?”

Irma | ooked at nme. "You know her, Slin®"

"The . . . heavy lady," | said.

"Fat," Paulie said, hands defining a sphere in the air

"Joria ain't insulted to be called fat. She don't |ike being fat,

poor kid, but she has no illusions about what she is. She don't think
she's Monroe or Hepburn or anything like that."

"Well, she can't help what she is, so there's no point being defensive
about it," Irma said. She |looked at ne. "Bad glands." | said,
"Real | y?"

"Ch, | know," Irma said, "you figure she eats |ike a pig and blanes it

on bad glands, but in Joria's case it's true.

Peg Seeton lives with Goria, you know, sort of takes care of her

cooks her neals, calls for a couple of roughies whenever doria needs
to get around, and Peg says poor G oria eats hardly any nore than you
or me, certainly not enough to sustain seven hundred and fifty pounds.
And Peg would know if G oria was snhacking on the sly because Peg has to
go out to buy groceries, and there isn't nuch of anywhere G oria goes
wi t hout Peg."

"She can't wal k by herself'?" | asked.

"She can, sure," Paulie said, "but it's not easy, and she's deathly
afraid of falling down. Anybody would be, once they go past five or
si x hundred pounds. doria goes down, she can't get up by herself."
"In fact," Irma said, "she just about can't get up at all

Ch, yeah, froma chair she can pull herself up, but not if she drops to
the floor or falls flat on her back on the ground. Last tine she fell
no nunber of roughies could get her up again."”

"Seven hundred and fifty pounds is a lot to heave," Paulie said, his
hands droppi ng abruptly to the booth on either side of himas if forced
down by sudden weight. "She's too well padded to break any bones, but
the humliation is terrible, even when it's just anmpbng us, her own

ki nd."

"Terrible," Irma agreed, shaking her head sadly.

Rya said, "Last tine they finally had to bring a truck over to where
she fell and hook up a winch. Even then it wasn't easy getting her

upri ght and keepi ng her there."

"M ght sound funny, but it wasn't funny at all,"” Irma assured ne.



"You don't see ne smiling," | said, appalled by this glinpse of what
the fat wonan had to endure.

To ny nental list of jokes that God makes at our expense, | added
another item cancer, earthquakes, tidal waves, brain tunmors, |ightning
bolts . . . bad gl ands.

"But none of this is news," Rya said, "except nmaybe to Slim so why did
you say 'Poor Goria and get us started on her?"

"She's real upset tonight," Irm said.

"She got a speeding ticket," Paulie said.

"That's hardly a najor tragedy,"” Rya said.

"It ain't the ticket that's upset her," Paulie said.

"it was the way the cop treated her," Irma said. To ne, she added,
"Aoria has this custom zed Cadillac specially adapted for her. More
steel in the frame. Backseats have been taken out and then the front
seat pushed nore toward the rear

Hand brakes, hand accelerator. Wder doors so she can get in and out
easy enough. She's got herself the finest car radio you can get and
even a little refrigerator in under the dash so she can carry cold
drinks with her, a propane stove, and toilet facilities-all right there
in the car. She loves that car."

"Sounds expensive," | said.

"Well, yeah, but oriais well-to-do," Paulie said. "You got to
realize, in a good week, in a big engagenment, like that county fair in
New York State the end of this nonth, you'll get maybe seven or eight
hundred t housand pai d admi ssions to the mdway in just six days, and
out of those . . . naybe a hundred and fifty thousand marks will also
pay to go through Shockville." Astonished, | said, "At two bucks a
head-" "Three hundred thousand for the week," Rya said, picking up the
pot and pouring nore coffee for herself. "Joel Tuck splits the take,
hal f for himout of- which he pays a hefty concession fee to Sonbra
Brothers and all over head-the other half to be divided anbng his other
el even attractions."

"Whi ch neans over thirteen thousand for Aoria in just that one week,"
Paul ie said, his expressive hands counting invisible sheafs of dollar
bills, "which is enough to buy two custonized Cadillacs. Not every
week's so good, of course.

Sone weeks she does only two thousand, but she probably averages around
five thousand a week frommd-April through md-Cctober." Irma said,
"The inmportant thing isn't how much the Cadillac cost Goria, it's how
much freedomit gives her. See, the only tine she's nobile at all is
when she's settled in that car.

After all, she's a carny, and to a carny it's damed inportant to be
free, nobile."

"No," Rya said, "the inportant thing isn't the freedomthe car gives
her. The inportant thing is this story about the speeding ticket, if
you're ever going to get around to it . . " "Well," Irma said, "doria
drove in this norning, see, while Peg brought their pickup and trailer
and Goria wasn't half a nmle past the county |ine when a sheriff's
deputy stopped her for speeding. Now, Goria s been driving twenty-two
years and never had an accident or a ticket."

Paul i e made an enphatic gesture with one hand and said, "She's a good
driver, a careful driver, 'cause she knows what a disaster it'd be if
she had an accident in that car. The anmbul ance attendants woul d never
get her out. So she's careful and she don't speed.”

"So when this Yontsdown County Sheriff's deputy pulls her over," In-na
continued, "she figures it's either a m stake or sone kind of speed
trap to bilk strangers, and when it seens to be a trap, she tells the



fuzz that she'll pay the fine.

But that's not good enough for him He gets abusive with her, insults
her, and he wants her to get out of the car, but she's afraid she'l
fall down, so then he insists she drive to the sheriff's office in
downt own Yontsdown, with himfollow ng her, and once they get there he
makes her get out of her car, takes her inside, and they start putting
her through hell, threatening to book her for disobeying an officer of
the Iaw or some bullshit like that."

Fi ni shing his cake, gesturing with a fork now, Paulie said, "They make
poor Goria traipse back and forth fromone end of the county buil ding
to the other, and they don't give her a chance to sit down, so she's
kind of holding on to the wall and holding on to counters and railings
and desks and anythi ng she can | ean agai nst along the way, and she says
it was pretty clear they wanted her to fall down because they knew what
a nightnare it'd be for her to get on her feet again. They was al

| aughing at her. They wouldn't let her go to the bathroom either

sai d she'd break the commpbde. As you can figure, her heart ain't none
too good, and she said it was beating so hard, it shook her. They had
poor Aoria reduced to tears by the tinme she was all owed a phone call
and believe ne, she's not a self-pitying type or quick to cry."

"Then," Irma said," she calls the fairgrounds office, and they cal
Jelly to the phone, and he goes into town and rescues her, but by then
she's been at the county building three hours! " Rya said, "l've

al ways thought Jelly was a good patch

How coul d he let this kind of thing happen?"

| told thema little bit about our trip into Yontsdown on Friday.
"Jelly did his job real well. -Everyone got into the trough. This
worman, Mary Vanal etto, fromthe county council, was the bagman for al
the county payoffs. Jelly gave her cash and free passes for all the
council nen and the sheriff and his people."

"So maybe she pocketed the whol e shneer for herself and told the others
that we wouldn't pay up this year," Rya said, and now we're in trouble
with the sheriffs departnent.”

"I don't think so," | said. "I think . . . for sone reason

they're spoiling for a fight.........

"Why?" Rya asked

"Well, | don't know. . . but that's the feeling | got on Friday,"
sai d evasively.

I rma nodded, and Paulie said, "Jelly's already spreading the word. W
got to be on our very, very best behavior this week, 'cause he thinks
they're going to ook for any excuse to nake trouble for us, close us
down, strong-armus to nake us cone through with nore sugar."

I knew that it was not our nmoney they wanted; they were after our bl ood
and pain. But | could not tell Irma, Paulie, and Rya about the
goblins. Even carnies, the nost tolerant people in the world, would
find my tales not nerely eccentric but insane. And although carnies
honor eccentricity, they are no nore enanored of hom cidal psychopaths
than is the straight world. | offered no nore than innocuous conments
about the possible showdown with Yontsdown officials, keeping the dark
truth to nyself

However, | knew the harassnent of G oria Neanes was only the first shot
of the war. Wrse |lay ahead of us. W rse than being shut down by the
cops. Worse than any of ny new friends could imagi ne. Fromthat
nmonent it was no |longer possible to put the goblins out of ny mnd, and
the rest of the evening was not as nuch fun as the earlier part of it
had been.

| smled, and | |aughed, and |I continued to join in the conversation



but a man standing in the niddle of a viper's nest is not likely to be
at ease.
We left the Lorus's trailer shortly after eleven o' clock, and Rya said,

" Sl eepy?”

"No. "

“Me, either."

“Want to wal k?" | asked.

"No. There's sonmething else | like to do."
"Ch, yes," | said. "I liketo do it too."
"Not that," she said, |aughing softly.

n G,]' n

"Not yet."

"That sounds nore prom sing."

She lied ne up to the mdway, Earlier in the day solid shutters of
steel -gray clouds had rolled across the sky, and they were still in
pl ace. The nmoon and stars were | ost beyond the barrier. The carniva
was a construct of shadows: pillars and slabs of darkness; sl oping
roof s of blackness; curtains of shade hung on rods of shadow over i nky
apertures, overlapping |layers of night in all its subtle hues-ebony,
coal, sloe, soot, sulfur-black, anilineblack, alizarin-cyanine, japan
charcoal, carbon, raven, sable; dark doors in darker walls.

We foll owed the concourse until Rya stopped by the Ferris wheel. It
was visible only as a series of connected, geonetric, black forns
agai nst the slightly | ess black, noonless sky.

I could feel the bad psychic vibrations pouring fromthe gi ant wheel

As on Wednesday ni ght at the other fairground, | received no detailed
i mages, no outline of the specific tragedy that would take place here.
However, as before, | was acutely aware that future doomwas stored in
this machine the sane way electricity collected in the cells of a
battery.

To ny surprise Rya opened the gate in the iron-pipe fence and wal ked to
the Ferris wheel. She gl anced back and said, "Cone on."

"\Wher e?"

"Up." "There?"

"Yes."

" How?"

"They say we're descended from nonkeys."

"Not nme.

"Al'l of us."

"“I'"'mdescended from ... groundhogs.

"You'll like it."

"Too dangerous. "

"Real easy," she said, grabbing hold of the wheel and starting to
clinb.

| watched her, a big kid on an adult's version of a jungle gym and
was not happy.

| recalled the vision of Rya clothed in blood. | was sure that the
prospect of her death was not actually at hand; the night felt safe,
t hough not safe enough to slow nmy racing heart.

"Cone back," | said. "Don't."

She paused, fifteen feet off the ground, and | ooked down at me, her
face obscure. "Cone on."

"This is crazy."

"You'll love it."
"But-" "Please, Slim"
"Jesus. "

"Don't disappoint me," she said, then turned away from nme and conti nued



to clinb.

I had no clairvoyant inpression that the Ferris wheel was a danger to
us tonight. The threat fromthe big machine still lay a few days in
the future; for nowit was only wood and steel and hundreds of unlit
lights.

Reluctantly | ascended, discovering that the nmultitude of braces and
struts provided nore handholds nma niches for the feet than | had
expected. The wheel was | ocked, unnmoving, except for sonme of the

t wo- seat baskets, which swung gently when the breeze picked up-or when
our exertions were transmtted through the franework, into the sockets,
fromwhi ch the seats were suspended on thick steel pins. In spite of
what | had said about being descended from groundhogs, | swiftly proved
that ny ancestors were apes.

Thankfully Rya did not clinmb to the topnost basket but stopped two
short of it. She was sitting there, with the safety bar flung open to
allow nme to enter, grinning at me in the darkness, when | arrived in a
sweat and a trenble. | swng off the frane and into the netal seat

besi de her, and it was almost worth the clinmb just to elicit that rare
smle.

The act of swinging into the basket nmade it rock on its pins, and for a
heart-hal ting noment | thought | was going to pitch outward, slam down
across the frozen waterfall of metal and wood, careening off each
basket below, until | hit the ground with bone-splintering force. But

| clutched the ornanental side of the basket with one hand, gripped the
scal | oped back of the seat with the other hand, and rode it out.

Wth a confidence that | found fool hardy, Rya held on with just one
hand and, while the rocking was at its worst, |eaned out, groped for

t he unsprung safety bar, seized it, pulled it back, snapped it into its
latch with a clang and rattle.

"There," she said. "Cozy and snug." And she cuddled up next to ne.

"I told you it would be nice. Nothing's nicer than a ride on the dark
Ferris wheel with the notor stopped and everything black and silent."
"You cone up here often?"

"Yes."

"Al one?"

"Yes."

For long minutes we said nothing nore, just sat close and swung gently
on creaki ng hinges, surveying the sunless world fromour dark throne.
VWen we did speak, it was of things that had never been a part of our
prior conversations@ks, poetry, novies, favorite flowers, mnusic-and
realized how sonber our talk had often been before. It was as if Rya
had | eft sonme namel ess wei ght behind in order to be able to nake the
ascent, and now an unchai ned Rya canme forth, possessed of an unexpected
i ght ness of hunor and a heretofore unheard girlish giggle. This was
one of the fewtines since | had net Rya Raines that | did not sense

t he nysterious sadness in her

But then, after a while, | did sense it, though |I cannot pinpoint the
nmonent when that livid tide of nelancholy began to flow back into her
Among ot her things we spoke of Buddy Holly, whose songs we had sung
whil e tearing down the mdway on slough night, and in a series of

| aughabl e duets we nade an a cappella nmess of our favorite parts of his
t unes.

Holly's untimely death surely passed through both our mnds and mi ght
have been the first step down the cellar stairs toward the gloomin

whi ch she usually dwelt, because a short while later we were talking
about Janes Dean, dead nore than seven years, his life traded in with
his autonobile on sone lonely California highway. Then Rya began to



chew at the injustice of dying young, chewed and gnawed and worried it
relentlessly, which was when | think |I first sensed the sadness
returning to her. | tried to redirect the dialogue, but |I had little
success, for she suddenly seemed not only fascinated by norbid subjects
but strangely pleased by them as well

At last, all the fun gone fromher voice, she drew back from ne and
said, "What was it |ike for you |ast COctober?

How did you feel ?"

For a monment | did not understand what she meant.

She said, "Cuba. Cctober. The blockade, the m ssiles, the showdown.
We were on the brink, they said. Nuclear war.

Armageddon. How did you feel ?"

That Cct ober had been a turning point for me and, | suspect, for all of
us who had been ol d enough to know what the crisis had neant. For ne,
it brought hone the fact that mankind was now capable of erasing itself
fromthe face of the earth. And | began to understand that the
gobl i ns-whi ch even then | had been observing for a few years-nust be
delighted with the spiraling technol ogical sophistication and
conplexity of our society, for it provided themwi th increasingly
spectacul ar ways to torture humanity. What woul d happen if a goblin
rose to a position of political power sufficient to give himcontrol of
The Button in either the U S. or the Soviet Union? Certainly they
woul d realize that their species would be elininated along with our
own; apocal ypse woul d deny themthe pleasure of slowy torturing us,
whi ch they appeared to enjoy so nmuch. That would seemto nitigate

agai nst their unleashing the mssiles fromthe silos. But, oh, how
rich a feast of suffering there would be in those | ast days and hours!
The city-leveling blasts, the firestorns, the rains of radioactive
debris: If the goblins hated us as intensely and mani acally as |
perceived they did, then this was the scenario they would eventually
desire, regardless of its inplications for their own survival. Because
of the Cuban crisis | began to realize that | would be forced to take
action against the goblins sooner or later, no matter how pathetically
i nadequat e my one-nman war night be.

The crisis. The turning point. |In August of 1962, the Soviet Union
had begun secretly to install an extensive battery of nuclear mssiles
in Cuba, with the intention of achieving the capability of |aunching a
surprise first strike on the United States. On Cctober 22, after
havi ng demanded that the Russians dismantle these provocative |aunch
facilities, after being rebuffed, and after obtaining additiona

evi dence that showed a frantic acceleration of the project, President
Kennedy ordered a bl ockade of Cuba that would entail the sinking of any
ship that tried to force its way across the quarantine line. Then, on
Sat ur day, October 27, one of our U2 planes was shot down by a Soviet
surface-to-air mssile, and a U S. invasion of Cuba was set (we |earned
|ater) for Monday, Cctober 29. World War 111 seened only hours away.
However, the Soviets backed down. During the week of the bl ockade the
average Anerican school -age child went through several air raid drills;
nost major cities had practice air raids in which their entire
popul ati ons partici pated; sales of bonmb shelters rocketed; existing
shelters were stocked with additional supplies; all the arned services
were put on alert; units of the National Guard were noved to active
status and placed at the president's disposal; churches held specia
services and reported dramatic increases in attendance. And if the
goblins had not yet contenplated bringing about the total destruction
of civilization, they surely nust have begun to think about it during
the Cuban crisis, for in those days they had fed on a rich brew of our



anxi ety, occasioned by the nmere anticipation of such a hol ocaust.
"How did you feel ?" Rya asked again as we sat on the unnoving Ferris
wheel above the unlit carnival in an as yet undevastated worl d.

It would be a few days before | woul d understand the significance of
our conversation. That night it seened we had arrived at this norbid
topic sheerly by chance. Even with nmy psychic perceptions | was unable
to see just how deeply this subject affected her-and why.

How did you feel ?

"Scared," | said.

"Where were you that week?"

"Oregon. In high school."

"Did you think it was going to happen?"

"I don't know. "

"Did you think you were going to die?"

"W weren't exactly in a target zone."

"But fallout would reach al nost everywhere, wouldn't it?"

"l guess."”

"So did you think you were going to die?"
“"Maybe. | thought about it."

"How did you feel about it?" she asked.
"Not good."

"is that all?"

"I worried about ny nother and sisters, about what woul d happen to
them My father had been dead for sone tinme, and | was the man of the
house, so it seenmed |like |I should be doing sonething to protect them
to insure their survival, you know, but | couldn't think of anything,

and that nmade ne feel so helpless . . . half sick with hel pl essness."
She seened di sappointed, as if she had hoped for another response from
me, something nore dramatic . . . or darker

"Where were you that week?" | asked

"G btown. There're sone mlitary installations not far fromthere, a
prime target."

"So you expected to die?" | asked.

"Yes."

"So how did you feel about it?"

She was silent.

"Well?" | pressed. "How did you feel about the end of the worl d?"
"Curious," she said.

That was a disturbing and i nadequate answer, but before | could ask for
el aboration, | was distracted by distant |ightning, far off to the
west. | said, "W better go down."

"Not yet."

"There's a storm comng."

"We've got plenty of tinme." She rocked the two-seat basket as if it
were a porch swing, and the hinges creaked. 1In a voice that nade ne
cold she said, "Wen the war didn't happen, | went to the library and
checked out all their books on nucl ear weapons. | wanted to know what
it would' ve been like if it had happened, and all |ast winter, down

there in Gbtown, | studied up on it. Couldn't get enough about it.
It's fascinating, Slim" Again lightning throbbed out there at the
edge of the world.

Rya's face flickered, and it seened that the erratic pulse of |ight
cane fromw thin her, that she was a bulb burning out.

Thunder cracked along the jagged line of the far horizon, as if the

| owering sky had collided with the tops of the nountains. Echoes of
the collision rolled sonorously through the clouds above the carnival.
"W better go down," | said.



I gnoring nme, her voice |low but clear, infused with awe, each word as
soft as a footstep on the plush carpet of a funeral home, she said,
“Nucl ear hol ocaust woul d have a strange beauty, you know, a terrible
beauty. The shabbiness and filth of the cities would all be pulverized
and boiled up in snmooth, spreadi ng nmushroom cl ouds, just the way rea
nmushroons grow out of manure and take their strength fromit.

And picture the sky! Crinmson and orange, green with acidic m st,
yellow with sul furs, churning, roiling, mottled with colors we've never
seen in the sky before, rippling with strange |ight. -
Li ke a rebel angel pitched out of paradise, a bolt of |ightning burst
brilliantly above, staggered down celestial steps, dimnishing as it
descended across the heavens, vanishing into the darkness below. It
was much cl oser than the previous |lightning. The crash of thunder was
| ouder than before. The air snelled of ozone.

"I't's dangerous up here," | said, reaching for the latch that held the
safety bar in place.

She stayed my hand and said, "For nonths after the war there would be
the nost incredible sunsets because of all the pollution and ash
circling high in the atnobsphere. And when the ash began to settle out,
there would be a certain beauty in that, too, not unlike a heavy
snowstorm although it would be the | ongest blizzard anyone ever saw,

| asting nonths and nonths, and even the jungles, where there's never
snow, would be iced and drifted by that storm........

The air was mpist and thick

Massi ve war nmachines of thunder runbled on battlefields above.

| put ny hand on hers, but she held fast to the latch

She said, "And finally, after a couple of years, the radioactivity
woul d subside to the point at which it would no | onger pose a danger to
life. The sky would be clear and blue again, and the rich ashes would
provide a bed and nutrients for grasses greener and thicker than any
we' ve ever seen, and the air would be cleaner for all that scouring.
And the insects would rule the earth, and there would be a specia
beauty in that too."

Less than a mile away, a whip of lightning cracked in the dark and
briefly scarred the skin of the night.

"What's wong with you?" | asked, ny heart suddenly stuttering faster
as if the tip of that electric whip had lightly flicked ne,
junp-starting an engi ne of fear

She said, "You don't think there's beauty in the insect world?"

"Rya, for God's sake, this seat's netal. Most of the wheel is netal.

" "The bright colors of the butterfly, the iridescent green of a
beetle's wings-" "W're the highest goddamed thing in sight.
Lightning's drawn to the highest point-" "-the orange and bl ack of a

| adybug' s carapace-" "Rya, if lightning strikes, we'll be fried alive!"
"We'll be okay."

"W've got to get down."

"Not yet, not yet," she whispered.

She woul d not relinquish the latch

She said, "Wth only insects and naybe a few snall aninmals, how cl ean
it would all be again, how fresh and new

Wt hout people around to dirty it up, to-" She was interrupted by a
fierce and angry flash. Directly overhead a white craze crackl ed
across the black dome of the sky, like a zigzagging line of stress in a
ceram c glaze. The acconpanyi ng expl osi on of thunder was so viol ent
that it made the Ferris wheel vibrate. And yet another thunderclap
boonmed, and ny bones seened to rattle together in spite of their
paddi ng of flesh, like a ganbler's favorite pairs of dice in the



muf fl1ing confinement of a warmfelt bag.

"Rya, now, danmmt!" | insisted.

"Now, " she agreed as a few fat droplets of warmrain began to fall

In the stroboscopic light, her grin fluctuated between childlike

exci tement and nacabre glee. She thunbed the latch that she had been
guardi ng, and she flung the safety bar w de open. "Now Go! Let's
see who wins-us or the storm " Because | was the last into the
basket, | had to be the first out, the first to take the ganble. |
swung off the seat, grabbed one of the girders that formed the big
wheel's rim wapped ny | egs around the nearest spoke, which was
another thick girder, and slid down perhaps four feet, at an angle to

the ground, until | was bl ocked fromfurther descent by one of the
crossbeans that served as braces between the mammoth spokes. For a
nmonent, still at a deadly height, stricken by vertigo, | clung to that

junction of beans. Sonme of the enornopus raindrops sliced through the
air in front of my face, and sonme snapped into ne with the inpact of
lightly thrown pebbles, and some struck the Ferris wheel with an
audi bl e pl op-pl op-plop. The vertigo did not entirely pass, but Rya
cane out onto the frame above ne, waiting for ne to nove down and out
of her way, and lightning flashed again to remind nme of the danger of
el ectrocution, so | drove nyself off the spoke, to the crossheam under
it. Panting, | slid along that beamto the next spoke, and very
quickly it becane clear that descent was far nore difficult than ascent
because this tine we were going backward. The rain fell harder, and
the wind rose, and getting a firmgrip on the wet steel becane nore
difficult by the noment. Several tines | slipped, grabbed desperately
at tightly strung cables or girders or slender struts or anything el se
that was within reach, whether or not it seemed strong enough to
support me, and | tore a fingernail and got a friction burn on one
pal m

Sonetinmes the wheel seened |ike an enornous web, across which a
many- | egged spider of lightning would scuttle at any nonent, intent
upon devouring ne. But at other times it might have been an enornous
roul ette wheel; the whirling rain, brisk wind, and chaotic storm

Iight-conbined with nmy lingering vertigo-produced an illusion of
noverent, a phantom spinning, and when | | ooked up across the
shadowfl i ckered expanse of the wheel, it seened that Rya and | were

two hapl ess ivory balls being flung toward separate destinies. The
rain conbed ny sodden hair into my eyes. M soaked jeans soon felt
like arnor, dragging ne down. Wen | was about ten feet off the

ground, | slipped and found nothing to grab this tine. | shot out into
the rain, arns spread in useless imtation of w ngs, unleashing a
shrill bird cry of fright. | was sure | was going to hit sonething

poi nted and be inpaled thereon. Instead | sprawled in the mud,
knocki ng the breath out of nyself, but | was unhurt.

I rolled onto nmy back, |ooked up, and saw Rya still upon the wheel

| ashed by rain, her hair wet and tangl ed yet snapping |ike a beribboned
pennant in the wind. Three stories up, her feet slipped off a beam
and abruptly she was hanging by her hands, all of her weight on her

sl ender arns, |egs kicking as she scranbled to find the unseen girder
bel ow her.

Slipping in the nmud, | got to ny feet, stood with head tilted back
face turned up to the rain, watching, breathless.

| had been nad to allow her to clinb up there.

This was, after all, where she would die.

This was what ny vision had warned against. | should have told her. |
shoul d have stopped her.



In spite of her precarious position, in spite of the fact that her arns
nmust have been ablaze with pain and on the verge of dislocating at the
shoul der sockets, | thought | heard her |aughing up there. Then
realized it must be only the wind fluting through the beans and struts
and cables. Surely the wi nd.

Li ghtni ng was hurled down at the earth again. Around nme the carniva
was nonentarily incandescent, and above nme the Ferris wheel was briefly
revealed in stark detail. For an instant | was sure the bolt had
struck the wheel itself and that a billion volts had seared the flesh
of f Rya's bones, but in the | ess cataclysm c sheet-Ilightning that
followed the big flash, | saw that she had not only been spared

el ectrocution but also had gotten her feet under herself. She was

i nchi ng down once nore.

Foolish as it was, | cupped ny hands around ny nouth and shout ed,
“"Hurry!"

Spoke to crossbeam crossbeamto spoke, spoke to crossbeam again, she
descended, but ny gall opi ng heartbeat was not reigned in even when she
was down far enough to elimnate the threat of a killing fall. As long
as she clung to any part of the wheel, she was in danger of receiving
the white-hot kiss of the storm

At | ast she was only eight feet fromthe ground. She turned to face
outward, clutching at the wheel with one hand, preparing to junp the
rest of the way, when a night-spearing | ance of |ightning stabbed into
the earth just beyond the mdway, no nore than fifty yards distant, and
the crash seemed to fling her off the wheel. She |anded on her feet,
stunbled, but | was there to grab her and prevent her fromfalling in
the mud, and her arns went around me, mne around her. W hugged very
tight, both of us shaking, unable to nove, unable to speak, barely able
to breat he.

Anot her ni ght-shattering fulmnation sent a tongue of fire fromsky to
earth, and this one did, at last, lick the Ferris wheel, which lit up
al ong every spoke and crossbeam each cable a blazing filament, and for
an instant it seened that the huge machi ne was encrusted with jewels

t hrough whi ch raced | anbent reflections of flames. Then the killing
power was bled off into the earth, through the wheel's supporting frane
and guy wires and anchor chains, which all served as groundi ng points.
The storm abruptly worsened, became a downpour, a deluge. Rain drumred
on the earth, snapped and thudded against the walls of the tents,
struck a dozen different notes on a variety of metal surfaces, and the
wi nd shrieked.

We ran across the carnival, through the mud, breathing air tainted with
ozone and with the scent of wet sawdust and with the not entirely

unpl easant odor of el ephants, off the m dway and down to the neadow,
into the encanpnent of trailers. On many spider-quick, crab-hinged

| egs of electricity, a nonster pursued us and seened al ways at our
heels. W did not feel safe until we were in Rya's Airstream wth the
door shut behind us.

"That was crazy!" | said.

"Hush," she said.

"Why did you keep us up there when you saw the storm coming ?"

"Hush," she repeated.

"Did you think that was fun?"

She had taken two gl asses and a bottle of brandy from one of the

ki tchen cabinets. Dripping, smling, she headed for the bedroom

Foll owi ng her, | said, "Fun, for God's sake?"

In the bedroom she splashed brandy in both glasses and handed one to
ne.



The gl ass chattered against nmy teeth. The brandy was warmin the
nouth, hot in the throat, scalding in the stomach

Rya pulled of f her sopping tennis shoes and socks, then skinned out of
her wet T-shirt. Beads of water glinmered and trenbled on her bare
arnms, shoul ders, breasts.

“You coul d have been killed," | said.

She slipped off her shorts and panties, took another sip of brandy, and
came to ne.

"Were you hoping to get killed, for Christ's sake?"

"Hush," she repeated.

| was shuddering uncontroll ably.

She seened calm |If she had been afraid during the clinb, the fear had
left her the nonent she had touched ground again.

"What is it with you?" | asked.

I nst ead of answering, she began to undress ne.

"Not now," | said. "This isn't the tine-" "It's the perfect tine," she
i nsi sted.

"I"'mnot in the nood-" "Perfect npod."

"I can't-" "You can."

"No. "

"Yes.

"No. "

" See?"

Later we lay for a while in contented silence, on top of the danp
sheets, our bodies tinted gold by the amber |ight of the bedside |anp.
The sound of rain striking the rounded roof and sluicing along the
curved netal skin of our cocoon was wonderfully soothing.

But | had not forgotten the wheel or the petrifying clinb down through
the stormlashed girders, and after a while | said, "it was al nost as
if you wanted lightning to strike while you were hanging up there."
She sai d not hi ng.

Wth the knuckles of ny folded hand, | lightly traced the |ine of her
jaw, then opened ny fingers to caress her snooth, supple throat and the
sl opes of her breasts. "You're beautiful

smart, successful. Wy take chances |ike that?"

No answer.

"You have everything to live for."

She remai ned silent.

The carny's code of privacy restrained me fromcoming right out and
aski ng why she had a death wish. But the code did not prohibit ne from
commenting on plainly observed events and facts, and it seened to ne
that her suicidal inpulse was far fromsecret. So | said, "Wwy?" And

| said, "Do you really think there's sonething . . . attractive about
deat h?" Unfazed by her continued taciturnity, | said, "I think I |ove
you." And when even that drew no response, | said, "I don't want
anything to happen to you. | won't |et anything happen to you."

She turned on her side, clung to ne, buried her face against ny neck
and said, "Hold me," which was, under the circunstances, about the best
answer | could hope for.

Heavy rain was still falling Monday norning. The sky was dark

tumul tuous, clotted, and so lowthat | felt | could touch it with the
aid of just alittle stepladder. According to the weather report, the
skies would not clear until sonetime Tuesday. At nine o'clock, the
show call was cancel ed, and the start of the Yontsdown County Fair was
post poned twenty-four hours. By nine-thirty, card ganmes and knitting
circles and nutual msery societies had sprung up all over

G bt own-onWheel s. By a quarter till ten, the revenue |ost on account



of the rain had been exaggerated to such an extent that judging by the
noani ng) every concessionaire and pitchnman woul d have been a
mllionaire if only the traitorous weather had not brought bankruptcy
instead. And shortly before ten o'clock, Jelly Jordan was found dead
on the carousel

13
Li zard on a W ndowpane

By the time | got to the mdway, a hundred carnies were crowded around
the carousel, nobst of whom| had yet to neet. Sone wore yellow rain
slickers with matching shapel ess hats, and sone wore bl ack vinyl coats,
a fewwi th plastic babushkas, boots or sandals, gal oshes or street
shoes, and sone were barefoot, and some had thrown coats on over

paj amas, and about half of themcarried unbrellas, which came in a
variety of colors yet failed to contribute a note of gaiety to the
gathering. Ohers had not dressed for the stormat all, rushing out in
di sbelief at the dreadful news, unheeding of the weather, and these now
huddl ed in two kinds of m sery-danpness and grief-soaked to the skin
and spotted with nud and | ooking |ike refugees lined up at a border
crossing on some war-torn frontier

| came in T-shirt, jeans, and shoes that had not dried out fromthe
previous night, and as | approached the crowmd at the carousel, | was

i npressed and shaken, nost of all, by their silence. No one spoke. No
one. Not a word. They were doubly washed by rain and tears, and their
pain was visible in their ashen faces and in their sunken eyes, but
they wept w thout a sound. This silence was a mark of how deeply they
had | oved Jelly Jordan and an indication of how unthinkable it was for
himto be dead; they were so stunned that they could only stand in nmute
contenpl ation of a world without him

Later, when the shock had worn off, there woul d be | oud | amentati ons,
uncontrol | abl e sobbi ng, hysteria, mournful keening, prayers, and

per haps angry questions asked of God, but at the noment their intense
grief was a perfect vacuumthrough which sound waves could not travel.
They knew Jelly better than | did, but | couldn't remain discreetly at
the crowd's periphery. | shouldered slowy through the nourners,

whi spering "Excuse ne" and Sorry" until | reached the raised platform
of the nerry-go-round. Rain slanted beneath the red-and-white-striped
roof, beaded on and trickled down the brass poles, and cool ed the
wooden horseflesh. | eased past upraised hoofs and enanel ed teeth
bared i n equi ne excitenent, past painted flanks all of a piece with
saddl es and stirrups that could not be rempved, wended through the herd
on its never-ending journey, until | came to the place where Jelly
Jordan's journey had ended brutally amdst this eternally prancing

mul titude.

Jelly lay on his back, on the carousel floor, between a black stallion
and a white nare, eyes open in amazenent at finding hinself recunbent
inthe mddle of this tranpling drove, as if he had been done in by
their hoofs. H's mouth was open, too, lips split, at |east one tooth
broken. It alnost |ooked as if a cowboy's red bandanna masked the

| ower part of his face, but it was a veil of blood.

He was dressed in an unbuttoned raincoat, white shirt, and dark gray
slacks. The right leg of his trousers was bunched up around his knee,
and part of his thick white calf was exposed.

His right foot was shoel ess, and that mssing | oafer was wedged in the
rigidly fixed stirrup of the black stallion's wooden saddl e.



Three people were with the corpse. Luke Bendi ngo, who had driven us to
and from Yontsdown | ast Friday, stood by the hindquarters of the white
mare, his face the sane shade as the horse, and the | ook he gave

nme- bl i nki ng eyes, twitching nmouth-was a stutter of grief and rage
nonentarily repressed by shock. Kneeling on the floor was a man | had
never seen before. He was in his sixties, quite dapper, gray-haired,
with a neatly trimed gray nustache. He was behind Jelly's body, and
he was hol ding the dead man's head, as if he were a faith healer intent
on restoring health to the afflicted. He was racked by unvoi ced sobs,
and each m serabl e spasm squeezed nore tears out of him The third was
Joel Tuck, who stood one horse renoved fromthe scene, his back agai nst
a pinto, one huge hand fastened to a brass pole. On that mutant face,
whi ch was a cross between a cubist portrait by Picasso and sonethi ng
out of one of Mary Shelley's nightmares, the expression could not, for
once, be msread: He was devastated by the |oss of Jelly Jordan

Sirens wailed in the distance, grew | ouder, |ouder, then died anay with
a noan. A nmonent |ater two police sedans approached al ong the
concourse, their emergency beacons flashing through the |ead-gray |ight
and m st and rain. Wen they pulled up by the carousel, when | heard
doors opening and closing, | |ooked over at themand saw that three of
the four arriving Yontsdown officers were goblins.

| felt Joel's eyes on ne, and when | |ooked at him | was unsettled by
t he unexpected suspicion both in his twisted face and in the psychic
aura that enveloped him | had expected himto be as interested in the
goblin cops as | was, and he did glance at themwarily, but | renained
the focus of his attention and suspicion. That |ook-plus the arriva

of the goblins, plus a cyclonic fury of terrible psychic emanations
that blasted up fromthe corpse-was just too nuch to deal with, so

wal ked away fromthere.

For a while | wandered al ong the back of the midway, as far fromthe
carousel as | could get, through rain that was sonetinmes a heavy
drizzl e and sonetinmes a floodi ng cl oudburst, though I was drowni ng not
in water but in guilt. Joel had seen me kill the man in the Dodgem Car
pavilion and had assuned that | had committed that rurder because, like
him | saw the goblin beyond the human gl aze. But now Jelly was dead,
and there had been no goblin in poor Tinothy Jordan, and Joel was
wondering if he had misunderstood ne. He was probably beginning to
think that perhaps | had not been aware of the goblin residing in ny
first victim that | was just a killer, pure and sinple, and that now
had cl ai ned a second victim this one innocent. But | had not harnmed
Jelly, and it was not Joel Tuck's suspicion that burdened ne with
guilt. | felt guilty because | had known Jelly was in danger, had seen
the vision of his face sneared with blood, and | had not alerted him

| shoul d have been able to foresee the precise noment of his crisis,
shoul d have been able to predict exactly where and when and how he
woul d nmeet his death, and |I should have been there to prevent it.

Never mind that my psychic powers are linmted, that the clairvoyant

i mges and i npressions they bring ne are often vague or confusing, and
that | have little-and frequently no-control over them Never m nd
that he woul d not have believed nme even if | had tried to warn hi m of

t he nanel ess danger that | had sensed. Never mind that | am not-and
cannot be-the savior of the whole dammed world and every dammed sorry
soul init. Never mind. | still should have been able to prevent it.

| should have saved him

| shoul d have.

| shoul d have.

The card ganes, knitting circles, and other gatherings in



G bt own- on- Wheel s had becone knots of mourners. The carnies tried to
hel p one another accept Jelly's death. Some of themstill wept. A few
prayed. But npbst of them swapped stories about Jelly because nenories
were a way of keeping himalive. They sat in circles in the living
roons of the trailers, and when one finished an anecdote about their
chubby, toy-loving patch, the next in the circle would nake a
contribution, and then the next, around and around, and there was even
| aught er because Jelly Jordan had been an arusi ng and exceptional man,
and gradually the terrible bl eakness gave way to a bittersweet sadness
that was nore easily hone. The subtle formality of these proceedings,
t he al nbst unconscious ritual according to which they were conducted,
made them seemremarkably |ike the Jewish tradition of sitting shivah;
if I had been required to hold ny hands above a basin and have water
poured over them before being permitted to enter, and if | had been
provided with a black, yarnulke to cover ny head, and if | had found
everyone sitting on nourning stools instead of on chairs and sofas, |
woul d not have been surprised.

| spent a few hours walking in the rain, and periodically | stopped at
one trailer or another, participated in one shivah or another, and at
each place | picked up another bit of news.

First | learned that the dapper gray-haired nan who had been weeping
over Jelly's body was Arturo Sonmbra, the only living Sonbra brother
owner of the carnival. Jelly Jordan had been his surrogate son and had

been in line to inherit the carnival when the old man passed on. The
cops were making it even harder on M. Sonbra by proceedi ng under the
assunption that foul play was involved and that the nmurderer was a
carny. To everyone's absol ute astoni shnment the cops were even

i nsinuating that Jelly m ght have been elininated because his position
with the conpany gave himplenty of opportunity to dip his hand in the
till and because naybe he had taken advantage of that opportunity.

They were suggesting that the nurderer could even be M. Sonbra

hi nsel f, although there was no good reason to entertain such
suspi ci ons-and consi derabl e reason to reject them out of hand.

They were grilling the old nman and Cash Dool ey and anyone el se who

m ght have known if Jelly was skimrmng, and they were as thoroughly
rude and nasty in their interrogations as they knew how to be.

Everyone in the trailer town was outraged.

I was not surprised. | was certain the cops could not seriously be
contenpl ati ng accusati ons of murder agai nst anyone. But three of them
were goblins. They had seen the nunbing grief of those hundred
nourners clustered around the carousel; that anguish had not only
delighted them but had whetted their appetite for nmore human m sery.
They woul d not be able to resist adding to our pain, mlking it,
squeezing the last drop of agony from Arturo Sonmbra and the rest of us.
Later, the word was that the county coroner had arrived, had exam ned
the body in situ, had asked a few questions of Arturo Sonbra, and had
rejected the possibility of foul play.

To everyone's relief, the official determ nation was "death by

m sadventure." Apparently, it was wi dely known that when he coul d not
sl eep, Jelly sonetines went to the nmidway, started the carousel (though
not the calliope nmusic), and went for a long ride all by hinmself. He

| oved the nerry-go-round. The nerry-go-round was the biggest w nd-up
toy of themall, nmuch too big to be kept on a shelf in his office

Usual Iy, because of his size, Jelly sat on one of the el aborately
carved and intricately painted benches that boasted arns in the form of
mermai ds or sea horses. But once in a while he clinbed onto one of the
horses, which nust have been what he did |ast night. Perhaps worrying



about the revenue that would be | ost because of the bad weat her

per haps concerned about trouble that Chief Lisle Kelsko mght stir up
sl eepl ess and searching for a way to soothe his nerves, Jelly nounted
the black stallion while it was noving, sat in the wooden saddle, one
hand on the brass pole, the sumery wind ruffling his hair, gliding
around in the darkness, with no sound but the thunder and pouring rain
nost likely grinning with the unsel fconscious pleasure of a child,
maybe whi stling, happily ensconced aboard a nmagic centrifuge that flung
away the years as it whirled, flung away years and worries while it
gathered in dreans, and after a while he began to feel better and
decided to return to bed-but as he dismounted fromthe stallion, his

ri ght shoe wedged tight in the stirrup, and although his foot pulled
free of the loafer, he fell. 1In the fall, even as short as it was, he
split his lips and knocked out two teeth and broke his neck

That was the official determ nation.

Death by m sadventure.

An acci dent.

A stupid, ridiculous, pointless way to die, but nothing nore than a
tragi c accident.

Bul | shit.

| didn't know exactly what had happened to Jelly Jordan, but | did know
a goblin had nurdered himin cold bl ood.

Earlier, standing over his body, |'d been able to sort three facts from
t he kal ei doscopi cally fragmented i mages and sensations that had
assaulted ne: first, that he had not died on the carousel but, instead,
in the shadow of the Ferris wheel; second, that a goblin had struck him
at least three tinmes, had broken his neck, and had carried himto the
merry-go-round with the assistance of other goblins. The accident had
been staged.

Sone assunptions could be nmade wi thout nmuch fear of error. Unable to
sl eep, Jelly had evidently gone for a walk on the mdway, in the dark
in the storm and he had seen sonething he should not have seen. Wat?
He must have glinpsed strangers, not carnies, who had undertaken
Suspi ci ous work at the Ferris wheel, and he must have shouted at them
unaware that they were not ordinary nen. Instead of running, they had
attacked him

| said that | had clearly sensed three things while standing in the
carousel, | ooking down at the fat man's uni nhabited nortal shell. The
third was the one with which | had the nost difficulty dealing, for it
was an intensely personal nonment of contact with Jelly, a glinpse

i nside his mind that nmade the | oss of himeven nore poignant.
Clairvoyantly | had perceived his dying thought.

It lingered there with the corpse, waiting to @read by soneone |ike
me, a scrap of psychic energy like a rag caught on a barbed-wire fence
t hat marked the boundary between here and eternity. As his life was
extingui shed, his | ast thought was of a set of small, fur-covered
nechani cal bears-Papa, Mama, Baby-that his mother had given himfor his
seventh birthday. He had |oved those toys so nmuch. They had been
special,- the perfect gift at the perfect time, for that birthday had
cone only two nonths after his father had been killed in front of his
eyes, struck by a runaway city bus in Baltinore, and it had been the

wi ndup bears that had at |ast provided nuch-needed fantasy and a
temporary refuge froma world that had suddenly seened too cold, too
cruel, too arbitrary to be endured. Now, dying, Jelly had wondered if
he, hinself, were Baby Bear and if, where he was goi ng, he would be
reunited with Mama and Papa. And he was afraid of w nding up sonmewhere
dark and enpty, al one.



| cannot control my psychic powers. | cannot shut nmy Twilight Eyes to
these images. |If | could, dear God, | never would have tuned in on the
soul -shattering terror of loneliness that had filled Jelly Jordan as he
had dropped into the abyss.

It haunted ne that day, as | walked in the rain, as | went to the
trailers where they tal ked of our patch and nourned him as | stood by

the Ferris wheel and cursed the denmonkind. It haunted ne for years
after. In fact, to this day, when sleep eludes ne and | amin a
particularly black mood, | sometinmes involuntarily recall Jelly's
enotions at death, and they are so vivid that they m ght as well be ny
own enptions. | can handle it now | can handl e al nost anything these
days, after what | have been through and all that | have seen. But

t hat day on the Yontsdown County Fairgrounds . . . | was only

sevent een.

By three o' clock Monday afternoon, the word in the trailer town was
that Jelly's body had been taken to a Yontsdown nortuary, where it was
to be cremated. An urn full of ashes would be returned to Arturo
Sonbra either tonorrow or Wednesday, and on Wednesday ni ght, after the
m dway shut down, there would be a funeral. The service would be held
at the carousel because Jelly had liked it so nuch and because,
supposedly, it was there that he had found a way out of this world.
That night Rya Raines and | had dinner together in her trailer. | nade
crisp green sal ads, and she nade excellent cheese onelets, but neither
of us ate much. W were not very hungry.

We spent the evening in bed, but we did not make | ove.

We sat up, braced by pillows, and held hands, drank a little, kissed a
little, talked a little.

More than once, Rya wept for Jelly Jordan, and her tears were a
surprise to me. Although | had no doubt that she was capabl e of grief,
| had thus far seen her cry only in contenplation of her own mysterious
burden or affliction, and even then she had seened to rel ease the tears
grudgingly, as if a tremendous inner pressure were forcing themfrom
her against her will. At all other times-except, of course, in the
naked grip of passion-she took refuge in her cool, hard-bitten,
tight-1lipped persona, pretending that the world could not touch her. |
had sensed that her attachnents to other carnies were far stronger and
deeper than she was willing to adnit even to herself. Now, her sorrow
at the death of the patch seemed proof of my perception

| had shed tears earlier, but now | was dry-eyed, beyond gri ef,
imersed in a cold rage. | still nourned Jelly, but nore than that,
wanted to avenge him And | would. Sooner or later | would kill a few
goblins for no reason other than to even the score, and if | was | ucky,
I, might be able to get ny hands on the very sane creatures that had
broken Jelly's neck

Besi des, my concern had shifted fromthe dead to the living, and | was
acutely aware that nmy vision of Rya's death might be fulfilled as
unexpectedly as had been the prophecy of Jelly's demise. And that
possibility was intolerable. | could not-must not, would not, dare
not-allow any harmto come to her. In a circumspect manner that was
deci dedly peculiar for a pair of lovers, we were form ng a bond unlike
any | had ever known, nor could | imagine another relationship like it
inthe future. |If Rya Raines died, a part of me would die, too, and
there woul d be burned-out rooms within me that coul d never again be
ent er ed.

Preventi ve neasures nust be taken. On those nights that | did not
sleep in her trailer, | would post nyself, w thout her know edge, just
outside her door. | could suffer frominsomia there as well as



anywhere. Furthernore | would probe nore relentlessly with nmy sixth
sense, in search of additional details about the as yet vaguely defined

threat the future held in store for her. If I could predict the
preci se nonent of her crisis and could pinpoint the source of the
danger, | could protect her. | must not fail her as | had failed Jelly
Jor dan.

Per haps Rya was instinctively aware that she required protection, and
per haps she was al so aware that | intended to be there when she needed

hel p, for as the evening wore on, she began to share some secrets about
herself, and | sensed that she was telling me things she had told no

one else in the Sonbra Brothers Carnival. She was drinking nore than
usual .
Al t hough she was not drunk by any definition, | suspected that she was

trying to establish an alibi of inebriation, which woul d be conveni ent
when, in the norning, she found herself full of self-reproach and
regret for having told ne so much about her past.

"My parents weren't carnies," she said in such a way that it was clear
she wanted to be encouraged in her revel ations.

"Where are you fronm?" | asked.

"West Virginia. M people were hill people in Wst Virginia. W lived
in a ranshackle dunp in a hollowup in the hills, probably half a mle

fromthe nearest other ranmshackle dunp. Do you know what hill people
are |ike?"

"Not really.”

"Poor," she said scathingly.

"That's nothing to be ashamed of."

"Poor, uneducated, unwilling to be educated, ignorant.

Secretive, withdrawn, suspicious. Set in their ways, stubborn,

cl ose-m nded. And sonme of them. . . a lot of them maybe -are too

i nbred. Cousin marries cousin pretty frequently up in those hills.

And worse than that. Wrse than that."

Gradual ly, with steadily | ess coaxing, she told nme about her nother
Mar al ee Sween. Maral ee was the fourth of seven children born to first
cousi ns whose marri age had not been blessed by either ninister or state
but existed only by virtue of common law. All of the Sween children
wer e good-| ooki ng kids, but one of the seven was retarded, and five of
the other six were nore dunb-witted than not. Maralee was not the

bri ght one, though she was the best-1|ooking of the seven, a radiant

bl onde with | um nous green eyes and a lush figure that had every hil
boy sniffing after her fromthe tine she was thirteen. Long before her
anpl e charns had natured, Maral ee had consi derabl e sexual -she coul d
certainly not say ronantic-experience. At an age when many girls are
having their first date and are still unsure of the exact meaning of
"going all the way," Maral ee had stopped counting the nunber of hil
boys who had spread her |egs on various grassy beds, in |ead-carpeted
glens, in the haylofts of decaying old barns, on a noldering mattress
di scarded at the edge of the nmakeshift dunp that the hill people had
started in Harnon's Hollow, and in the rmusty backseats of different

aut onobiles in one of the many collections of junked cars of which

hillbillies seened so fond. Sonetinmes she'd been a willing participant
in the sex, and sonetinmes she had not, and nost of the time she had not
cared one way or the other. |In the hills, her fall frominnocence at
such a tender age was not unusual. The only surprise was that she
managed to avoid pregnancy until well past her fourteenth birthday.

In that region of the Appal achi ans, anbng those hillbillies, the rule

of law and the norality of polite society were di sdai ned, generally
i gnored; however, unlike carnies, the denizens of those renpte holl ows



did not create their own rules and codes to replace those they
rejected. There is in Arerican literature a tradition of tales about
the "nobl e savage," and our culture at least pretends to believe that a
life lived close to nature and far fromthe evils of civilization is
sonehow heal t hier and wi ser than the lives that nost of us lead. In
fact, the opposite is often true. As nmen retreat fromcivilization
they quickly shed the inessential trappings of nobdern society-Iuxury
cars, fancy houses, designer clothes, nights at the theater, concert
tickets-and perhaps an argunent can be made for the virtues of a
sinpler life, but if they go far enough away and stay | ong enough, they
al so shed too many inhibitions. |Inhibitions inplanted by religion and
soci ety are not generally foolish or pointless or narrow mnded, as it
has recently become fashionable to clainm instead, many of those

i nhibitions are highly desirable survival traits that in the long run
contribute to a better-educated, better-fed, nmore prosperous popul ace.
The wilderness is wild and encourages wildness; it is the breeding
ground of savagery.

At fourteen Maral ee was pregnant, illiterate, uneducated, and virtually
uri educabte, wi thout prospects, with too little imagination to be
terrified for herself, too slowthinking to fully appreciate the fact
that the rest of her life was destined to be a long, cruel slope into a
terrible abyss. Wth bovine calmshe was sure that soneone woul d cone
along to take care of her and the baby. The baby was Rya, and before
Rya was even born, soneone did offer to make an honest wonman of Maral ee
Sween, perhaps proving that God watches over pregnant hillbilly girls
about as well as He |ooks out for drunks. The chivalrous gentlenman in
pursuit of Maral ee's hand was Abner Kady, thirty-eight, twenty-six
years her senior, six-five, two hundred and forty pounds, with a neck
al nost as thick as his head, the nost feared man in a-county where
dangerous rustics were not exactly in short supply.

Abner Kady nade a sort of living by brew ng nmoonshine, raising coon
dogs, and engaging in petty theft and occasional grand |larceny. Once
or twice a year he would get together with some buddi es and hijack a
truck off the state highway, preferably one | oaded with cigarettes or
whi skey or sone other cargo that could be di sposed of at top dollar
They traded the booty to a fence they knew in C arksburg, and either

t hey woul d have becone hal fway rich or wound up in prison if they had
wor ked harder at it, but their anmbition was no greater than their
scruples. Kady was not only a noonshiner, braw er, bully, and thief,
but he was a casual rapist as well, taking a woman by force when he was
in the nood for spicing his sex with a bit of danger, but he never had
to take a ride on the prison train because nobody had the guts to
testify against him

To Maral ee Sween, Abner Kady | ooked like a real catch

He had a four-room house-hardly nore than a shack but with indoor

pl unbi ng-and no one in his famly would ever want for whiskey, food, or

clothes. |If Abner could not steal what he needed one way, he would
steal it another, and in the hills that was the mark of a good
provi der.

He was good to Maral ee, too, or at |least as good as he was to anyone.
He did not | ove her. He was not capable of |ove.

Still, though he browbeat her, he never actually laid a hand on her
nostly because he was proud of her beauty and endl essly excited by her
body, and he coul d not have been proud of-or aroused by-damaged

mer chandi se

"Besides," Rya said in a voice that now fell to a haunted whi sper, "he
didn't want to danage his little fun nmachine.



That's what he called her-his '"little fun machine."

By "fun machine,"” | sensed that Abner Kady had not nmeant that he had
good sex with Maralee. It was sonething el se, sonething dark.

VWhat ever it was, Rya was unable to speak of it without encouragenent,
even though | knew that she desperately wanted to unburden herself.
Therefore | poured another drink for her, held her hand, and with
gentle words | eased her through that mne field of nmenory.

Tears shinmered in her eyes again, and this tinme they were not for
Jelly but for herself. She was harder on herself than she was on
anyone el se, and she did not all ow herself ordinary hunan weaknesses
like self-pity, so she blinked the tears back regardl ess of the
enmotional stress and turnoil that m ght have been washed away with t hem
if she had only allowed themto flow. Haltingly, in a voice that broke

every few words, she said, "He neant that..... she was . . . his baby
machi ne. . ... and that..... babies..... could be fun. Especially.....
especially..... girl babies.”

I knew then that she was not nerely taking me on a Hansel and Gete
journey into the spooky w tch-woods but into a far nore frightening
pl ace, into a nonstrous nmenory of a chil dhood under siege, and | was
not sure that | wanted to go with her. | loved her. | knew that
Jelly's death had not only sorrowed but frightened her, had reni nded
her of her own nortality, and had birthed in her a need for intimte
human contact, a contact she could not fully achieve until she had
broken down the barrier that she had erected between herself and the
rest of the world. She needed ne to listen, to draw her out, to

understand. | wanted to be there for her. But | was afraid that her
secrets were . . . well, alive and hungry, and that they would revea
thenselves only in return for a piece of my own soul

| said, "Ah . . . Jesus . . . no.

"G rl babies," she repeated, |ooking neither at me nor at anything el se
in the room peering back along the spiral of tinme with obvious dread
and |oathing. "Not that he ignored ny half brothers. He had uses for
them too. But he preferred girls. M nother gave him four kids by
the tine | was eleven, two girls and two boys. As far back as | can
remenber "Touching you," | said thickly.

"Using ne," she said.

In a dead voi ce she recounted those years of fear, violence, and the
foul est abuse. Her story left me cold and bl ack inside.

her . . . | guess since | was at least three . . . he was . .
probably al so the product of cousins, and the mracle is that | didn't
“I't was all | knew fromthe tine | was a baby . . . being with him.

doi ng what he wanted..... touching him. .

and being in bed with both of them.... nmy nother and him. . . when
they were doing it. | should' ve thought it was nornal, you know? |
shoul dn't have known any better. | should have thought that every
famly was like this . . . but I didn't. | knewit was wong .

sick . . . and | hated it. | hated it!"

| held her.

| rocked her in ny arns.

She woul d still not cry for herself.

"I hated Abner. Ch . . . Jesus . . . you can't know how nuch | hated
him with every breath | drew, every nmonent, without relief. You can't
know what it's like to hate that intensely.” | thought of ny own
feelings toward the goblins, and | wondered if even that could nmatch
the hatred spawned and nurtured in the hell hole of that four-room shack
in the Appal achians. | suspected she was right: | could not know a



hatred as pure as that of which she spoke, for she had been a weak
child unable to strike back, and her hatred had had nore years than
mne to grow and intensify.

"But then . . . after | got out of there . . . after enough tine had
gone by . . . | cane to hate ny nother nore than him She was ny
nother. Wiy wasn't | s-sacred to her? How could she . . . let ne .

b- b- be used |ike that?"
| had no answer.
This one could not be blamed on God. Most of the time we do not need
either HHmor the goblins; we can hurt and destroy one another w thout
di vine or denonic assistance, thank you very much.
"She was so pretty, you know, and not in a brassy way, very
sweet -1 ooki ng, and | used to think that she nmust be an angel because
that's what angels were supposed to | ook |ike, and she had this .
radiance. . . . But eventually | cane to see how evil she was. Ch,
part of it was ignorance and low intelligence. She was stupid, Slim
Hillbilly stupid, the product of a marriage between two first cousins
who woul d probably wind up either retarded or a three-arnmed freak in
Joel Tuck's sideshow. But |I didn't. And | didn't wind up bearing nore

children for Abner to . . . nolest. For one thing, because of .
because of things he did tone . . . | can never have children. And
besi des, when | was eleven, | finally got out of there."

"El even?

How?"

“I killed him"

"Good," | said softly.

"Whil e he was sl eeping.”

" Good.

"I put a butcher knife in his throat."

For alnbst ten mnutes | held her, and neither of us spoke or reached
for a drink or did anything but just be there.

At last | said, "I'mso sorry."

"Don't be."

"I feel so helpless.

"You can't change the past," she said.

No, | thought, but | can sonetines change the future, foresee the
dangers and avoid them and | hope to God that | can be there when you
need ne, the way no one el se has ever been for you.

She said, "I've never

"Tol d anyone el se?"

"Never.

"It's safe with nme."

"I know. But . . . why did | choose to tell you?"

"I was here at the right time," | said.

“"No. It's nore than that."

"What ?"

"l don't know," she said. Now she |eaned back fromme and raised her
eyes and | ooked into mine. "There's sonething different about you,
somet hi ng special ."

"Not me," | said unconfortably.

"Your eyes are so beautiful and unusual. They nmake nme fee

safe. There's such . . . calmmess in you. . . . No, not exactly
calMmess . . . because you aren't at peace, either

But strength. Such strength in you. And you're so understanding. But
it isn't just strength and understandi ng and conpassion. It's .
sonet hing special . . . sonething | can't define.

"You're enbarrassing ne," | said.



"How ol d are you, Slim MacKenzie?"

"I told you . seventeen."

"no." "No?"

"d der

"Seventeen.”

“"Tell nme the truth."”

"Well, all right. Seventeen and a half."

"W can't approach the truth by half years," she said.

"That'll take all night. So I'll just tell you how old you are. |
know. Judging fromyour strength, your calm your eyes . . . |'d say
you're a hundred . . . with a hundred years of experience.
"Hundred and one in Septenber," | said, smling.

"Tell me your secret," she said.
"I don't have one."
"Cone on. Tell nme.
"I"'ma sinple drifter, a ranbler,” | said. "You want ne to be nore
than that because we always want things to be better and nobler and
nore interesting than they are. But |I'mjust nme."

"Slim MacKenzie."

"That's right," | lied, not sure why | did not want to open nyself to
her the way that she had opened herself to ne. | was enbarrassed, as |
had told her, though not by anything she had said; my blush was caused
by the fact that | so quickly chose to deceive her. "SIim MacKenzie.
No deep, dark secrets. Boring, in fact. But you' re not finished.

What happened after you killed hin"

Silence. She did not want to return to the nmenories of those days.

But then: "I was only eleven, so | didn't goto jail. In fact, when
the authorities | earned what had been going on in that shack, they said
| was the victim"

"And you were."

"They took all the kids away fromny nother. They split us up. |'ve
never seen any of themagain. | wound up in a state-run orphanage."”
Suddenly | sensed another terrible secret in her, and | knew with
clairvoyant certainty that something had happened in the orphanage that
was at |east equal to the horror of Abner Kady.

"And?" | asked.

She | ooked away from ne, reached to the nightstand for her drink, and
said, "And | ran away fromthere when | was fourteen. | |ooked ol der

| matured early, like my nother. So | didn't have rmuch troubl e joining
up with the carnival

Changed nmy nanme to Raines because . . . well, |I've always |iked the
rain, liked watching it, listening toit. . . . Anyway, |'ve been here

ever since."
"Buil ding an enpire."

"Yeah. To make nyself feel like |I'mworth sonething."

"You're worth sonething," | assured her

"I don't nean just in noney terns."

"Neither do I. " "Though that's part of it. Because ever since |'ve
been on nmy own, |'ve been determ ned never to be . . . trash . .
never to sink lowagain. . . . I'mgoing to build ny little enpire

like you say, and |I'm al ways going to be sonebody."

it was easy to see how a child, having endured so nmuch abuse, could
grow up with the feeling that she was worthl ess and coul d devel op an
obsession with success and achievenment. | could understand it, and
could not fault her for the single-mnded, brusque busi nessworman t hat
she had becone.

If she had not directed her rage into those endeavors, thereby



relieving the pressure, it would have bl own her apart sooner or |ater
I was in awe of her strength.

But she still had not allowed herself to cry for herself.

And she was hiding the truth about the orphanage, pretending it had
been an uneventful few years.

However, | did not press her for the rest of the story. For one thing,
| knew that she would tell me sooner or later. The door had opened,
and there would be no closing it again.

Besi des, | had al ready heard enough for one day, too much.

The wei ght of this new know edge had | eft me weak and sick.

We drank.

We tal ked of other things.

We drank sone nore.

We turned off the lights and I ay sl eepless.

Then, for a while, we did sleep.

And dr eaned.

The graveyard . . .

In the middle of the night she woke me to nake love. It was as good as
it had been before, and when we were sated, | could not keep nyself
fromwondering that, after the abuse she had endured, she could find
such pleasure in the act.

She said, "Sonme m ght have beconme frigid . . . or prom scuous. |
don't know why | didn't. Except . . . well . . . if |I'd gone either
of those ways, it would've neant Abner Kady had won, had broken ne.
You understand? But |'Il never be broken. Never. |'Il bend instead
of break. I'Il survive. 1'Il go on. 1'll beconme the npbst prosperous
concessionaire in this outfit, and soneday I'lIl own this carnival. By
God, | wll!

You see if | don't. That's my goal, but don't you dare tell anyone.
"Il do whatever's necessary, work as hard as | have to, take whatever
risks are called for, and I will own the whole thing, and then I'l| be
sonebody, and it won't nmatter where | cane from or what happened to ne
when | was a little girl, and it won't matter that | never knew ny
father or that my nother didn't |ove ne, because |I'll have |ost al

that, I'll have lost it and forgotten it the way | lost ny hillbilly
accent. You see if | don't. See if |I don't. You just wait and see.

" As | said when | began this story, hope is a constant companion in
this life. It is the one thing that neither cruel nature, God, nor

ot her men can wench fromus. Health, wealth, parents, bel oved
brothers and sisters, children, friends, the past, the future-all can
be stolen fromus as easily as an unguarded purse. But our greatest
treasure, hope, remains. It is a sturdy little notor within, pulling,
ticking, driving us on when reason woul d suggest surrender. It is both
t he nost pathetic and nobl est thing about us, the npbst absurd and the
nost admirable quality we possess, for as |long as we have hope, we al so
have the capacity for love, for caring, for decency.

In a while Rya slept again

| could not.

Jelly was dead. M father was dead. Soon Rya might be dead if | could
not foresee the exact nature of the onconing danger and turn it away
from her.

| got up in the dark, went to the wi ndow, and drew back the drape just
as several bolts of |ightning-not as violent as those that had split
the sky earlier in the night but neverthel ess bright-blanked out the

vi ew beyond the wi ndow and transformed the glass into a flickering
mrror. M pale reflection fluttered flanelike, remniscent of that
filmtechni que occasionally seen in old novies when the director wants



to indicate the passage of tinme, and with each di nm ng and bri ghtening
of the image | felt as if years were being ripped away, that either the
past or the future was being torn fromne, but | could not tell which
it was.

For the duration of the lightning barrage, as | faced ny ghostly
reflection, | had a flash of solipsistic fear, which sprang from

weari ness and sadness, the feeling that only | really existed, that |
enconpassed all creation, and that everything and everyone el se was a
figment of ny inmagination.

But then, as the last beat of |ightning pulsed and faded, as

transparency flowed back into the glass, | was startled by sonething
that clung to the outside of the rain-washed wi ndow, and the sight of
it blew anay the solipsistic fantasy. It was a snmall lizard, a

chanel eon, fixed to the pane with sucker-footed sureness, its belly
revealed to nme, its long, slender tail curving down in the shape of a
question mark. It was there all the tinme that | had seen only nmy own
reflection, and in becom ng abruptly aware of it, | was rem nded that
we see so little of anything at which we | ook, that we are usually
satisfied with sinple surfaces, perhaps because the deeper viewis

often terrifying in its conplexity. Now, beyond the chanel eon, | saw
the driving rain, sizzling-rattling curtains of silver beads as nore
distant lightning glinmered in a billion plunmeting droplets, and

beyond the rain was another trailer next door to this one, and beyond
that lay other trailers, then the unseen m dway, and beyond the ni dway
lay the city of Yontsdown, and beyond Yontsdown . . . eternity.

Rya murmured in her sleep

In the gloom | returned to the bed.

She was a shadowy shape upon the sheets.

| stood over her, watching her

I renmenbered what Joel Tuck had asked ne in Shockville |ast Friday,
when we had been di scussing Rya: "Such a stunningly beautiful surface
she has, and beauty underneath as well, we're agreed on that . . . but
is it possible that there is another 'underneath' bel ow the
"underneath' that you can see?"

Until tonight, when she had taken nme into her confidence and had shared
with ne the nightnmare of her childhood, | had seen a Rya who was the
equi val ent of ny lightning-painted reflection on the glass. Now | saw
deeper and was tenpted to believe that | finally knew the real and
conpl ete worman, in all dinensions, but in fact the Rya that | knew now
was only a slightly nore detail ed shadow of the full reality. | had at
| ast seen past the surface of her, had seen to the next layer, to the
lizard on the w ndowpane, but there were countless |ayers beyond, and
sensed that | could not save Rya Raines until | had del ved much further
into the chanbered-nautilus nystery that curved around and around,
alnost to infinity within her.

She nmurnured agai n.

She t hrashed.

"Graves," she said. "So many . . . graves She whi npered.
She said, "Slim. . . oh. . . Slim no
She scissored her legs in the sheets, as if running.

no. . . no.

Her dream my dream

How coul d we have the sanme dreanf

And why? \What did it nmean?

| stood over her, and | was able to see the graveyard when | cl osed ny
eyes, able to live the nightnare even as she plumeted through it. |

waited tensely to see if she awoke with a strangled scream | wanted



to know if in her dream| caught her and tore out her throat the way |
had done in nmy own version of the nightnmare, for if that detail was the
same, then it was nore than chance; it must mean sonething; if both her
dream and mine ended with my teeth sinking into her flesh and with her
bl ood spurting, then the best thing I could do for her was to | eave,
right now, go far away and never see her again, But she did not cry
out. Her dream pani c subsi ded, and she ceased ki cking, and her
breat hi ng became rhythmc, soft.

Qut side, the wind and rain sang an epicediumfor the dead and for the
living who cling to hope in a graveyard worl d.

It I's Always Lightest just Before the Dark

Tuesday norning, the sky was without sun, and the storm was without
lightning, and the rain was without wind. It fell straight down as if
i n exhaustion, a great burden of rain, fell by the pound and by the
hundr edwei ght, fell by the ton, crushing the grass, sighing wearily
over the roofs of the trailers, fell upon the sloped roofs of tents and
slid languidly to the ground and slept there in puddles, dripped from
the Ferris wheel, plopped fromthe D ve Bomber.

Agai n the show call was canceled. The start of the Yontsdown County
Fai r was postponed anot her twenty-four hours.

Rya did not regret the previous night's revelations as nmuch as | had
expected she woul d. At breakfast she smled nore quickly than the Rya
whom | had cone to know during the past week, and she was so given to
little shows of affection that she would have forever damaged her
reputation as a hard-nosed bitch if there had been anyone around to
see.

Later, when we paid visits to a couple of other carnies, to see how
they were passing the tine, she was nore |ike the Rya they knew. cool
det ached. However, even if she had been as changed in thur conpany as
she was when alone with ne, | amnot sure they would have noticed. A
pall lay over G btown-on-Weels, a drab and suffocating bl anket of
despondency woven partly fromthe nonotony of the rain, partly fromthe
| oss of inconme that canme with bad weather, but nostly fromthe fact
that Jelly Jordan was only one day dead. The tragedy of his death was
still very much with them

After stopping at the Lorus's trailer, at the Frazellis', and at the
Cut shanks', we finally decided to spend the day together, just the two
of us, and then on the way back to Rya's Airstream we nade a nore

i mportant -decision. She stopped suddenly and gripped ny unbrella arm
with her rain-chilled hands. "Sliml" she said, with a shine in her
eyes not quite like anything I'd seen before. So | said, "Wat?" She
said, "Let's go to the trailer where you' ve been assigned a bed-and

| et's pack your things and nove themto ny place." So | said, "You
aren't serious," praying to God that she was.

And she said, "Don't tell ne you don't want to." | said, "Al right,
won't tell you that." Frowning, she said, "Hey, you know, this isn't
your boss talking." | said, "I didn't think it was." And she said,
"This is your girl talking." | said, "I just want to be sure you've

t hought about this." She said, "I have." | said, "It |ooked like a
spur - of -t he-monent thought to ne." She said, "That's the way | tried
to make it |l ook, dumry. | didn't want you to think | was a cal cul ating
worman. " | said, "I just want to be sure you aren't doi ng sonething
rash." -She said, " Rya Raines never does anything rash." So | said,

"I guess that's true, huh?" And it was as easy as that. Fifteen



mnutes later, we were |iving together

We spent the afternoon maki ng cookies in the tiny kitchen of her
Airstream four dozen peanut butter and six dozen chocol ate chip, and
it was one of the best days of ny life.

The nout h-wat eri ng aronas, the cerenopnial |icking of the spoon as each
batch was finished, the joking, the teasing, the shared labor-it al
brought to mind sinmlar afternoons in the kitchen of the Stanfeuss
house in Oregon, with nmy sisters and my nother. But this was even
better. | had enjoyed but never fully appreciated such afternoons in
Oregon, for | had been too young to realize that | was |iving through
gol den hours, too young to see that all things end. Because | no

| onger | abored under the chil dhood del usi ons of stasis and imortality,
and because | had begun to think that | would never again be able to
sanmpl e the sinmple pleasures of an ordinary donestic life, those hours
in the kitchen with Rya had a poi gnancy so sharp, it was a sweet aching
in my chest.

We nade di nner together, too, and after dinner we listened to the
radi o WBZ in Boston, KDKA in Pittsburgh, Dick Biondi making a fool of
hi nsel f out there in Chicago. They played the songs of the tine-"He's
So Fine," by the Chiffons; "Surfin' USA " by the Beach Boys; "Rhythm of
the Rain," by the Cascades; "Up on the Roof," by the Drifters; "Blown'
inthe Wnd," by Peter, Paul, and Mary; and "Puff (the Magic Dragon),"
by the same; "Linbo Rock" and "Sugar Shack," "Rock Around the d ock,"
and "My Boyfriend' s Back"; tunes by Leslie Gorr, the Four Seasons,
Bobby Darin, the Chantays, Ray Charles, Little Eva, Dion, Chubby
Checker, the Shirelles, Roy O bison, Sam Cooke, Bobby Lewi s, and Elvis,
al ways Elvis-and if you do not think that was a good year for nusic,
then you sure as hell weren't there.

did not make | ove that night, our first as live-in mates, but it could
not have been better if we had. Nothing could have inproved that
evening. W had never been closer, not even when nelded flesh to
flesh. Although she reveal ed no nore of her secrets, and although
pretended that | was nothing other than a sinple drifter gratified and
amazed to have found a hone and someone to | ove, we neverthel ess felt
confortable with each other, possibly because we harbored secrets in
our mnds but not in our hearts.

At eleven o' clock the rain stopped. It suddenly faded froma roar to a
patter, froma patter to a scattered plop-thunp of fat drops, which was
the way it had begun two days ago, then ceased altogether, |eaving the
ni ght silent and steam ng. Standing at the bedroom wi ndow, | ooki ng out
at the nisty darkness, | felt as if the stormhad not only cleansed the
wor | d but had washed sonething out of ne as well; however, it was
actually Rya Rai nes who had washed through ne, and what she had
scrubbed away was mny | oneliness.

Anong al abaster slabs in a hillside city of the dead, | seized her and
swung her around to face ne, and her eyes were wild with fear, and

was filled with pain and regret, but her throat was exposed and | went
for it in spite of ny regret, felt the soft tissue against my bared
teeth I pitched nyself headl ong out of sleep before the taste of her

bl ood was in ny mouth. | found nyself sitting up in bed, hiding ny
face behind my hands, as if she m ght awaken and sonmehow, even in the
dar kness, be able to read ny face and know what violence | had been
about to perpetrate upon her in my dream

Then, to ny surprise, | sensed someone standing in the gl oom beside the
bed. Wth a gasp, still under the influence of the niasma of
conflicting terrors fromthe nightnmare, | flung ny hands away from ny

face and thrust them out defensively in front of ne, drew back agai nst



t he headboar d.

“Sli "

It was Rya. She was standing beside the bed, |ooking down at ne,
though in this |lap of blackness |I could be no nmore visible to her than
he was to ne. She had been watching while | pursued her dream anal ogue
t hrough ceneterial |andscapes, just as | had watched her |ast night.
"Ch, Rya, it's you," | said thickly, releasing the painfully held
breath in ny chest, ny heart stuttering.

"What was wrong?" she asked.

"Dream "

"But what kind of dreanP"
"Bad. "

"Your goblins?"

"No. "

"Was it . . . ny graveyard?"

| said nothing.

She sat on the edge of the bed.

She said, "Was it?"

"Yes. How did you know?"

"Fromthings you said in your sleep."

| looked at the radiant dial of the clock. Three-thirty.
"And was | there in your drean?" she asked.

"Yes."

She nmade a sound that | could not interpret.

| said, "I was chasing-" "No!" she said quickly. "Don't tell ne. It
doesn't matter.

| don't want to hear any nore. It doesn't matter. It really doesn't.

" But it seened clear that she knew it did matter, that she understood
this shared nightmare better than | did, and that she knew precisely
what such a strange thing neant.

O, with veils of sleep still clinging to nme and with torn rags of
dreans nuffling my thoughts and perceptions, perhaps in her state of

m nd and saw a nystery there was none. She m ght be reluctant to

di scuss the situation nerely because it frightened her-not because she
grasped and dreaded the neaning of it.

When | began to speak again, she hushed ne and cane into nmy arns. She
had never been nore passi onate, never nore silken or nore supple or
nore sweetly practiced in the elicitation of my response, but | thought
| detected a new and disturbing quality to her |ovemaki ng, a qui et
desperation, as if she were not only seeking pleasure and cl oseness in
the act but was pursuing forgetful ness, sanctuary from sone dark

know edge that she could not bear, oblivion

Wednesday norning the clouds blew away on a wi nd, and blue sky flewin
with crows and robins and ravens and bl uebirds, and the earth stil
steaned as if mighty machinery |labored in a heat of friction just
beneath the thin crust of the planet, and on the m dway the sawdust and
wood shavi ngs were drying out in the blazing August sun. Carnies were
out in force, |ooking for storm damage, polishing chrone and brass,
snhuggi ng down | oosened tent flaps, and tal king about nobney weat her,"
which this surely was.

An hour before the show call | |ocated Joel Tuck behind the tent that
housed Shockville. He was wearing woodsnman's boots with work pants
tucked into the tops of them and a red plaid shirt with the sl eeves
rolled up on his massive arnms. He was pounding the tent pegs deeper
into the noist earth, and al though he was sw ngi ng a hanmer instead of
an ax, he |l ooked |ike a mutant Paul Bunyon.

"I have to talk to you," | said.



"I hear you've got new accombdati ons,
| ong- handl ed sl edgehamrer.

| blinked. "It got around that fast?"
"What do you have to talk to me about?" he asked, not with bl atant
hostility but with a cool ness he had never exhi bited before.

"The Dodgem Car pavilion, for one thing."

"What about it?"

"I know that you saw what happened there."

"I don't follow you."

"You followed ne well enough that night."

Hi s broken, unreadabl e expression nade his face look |like a ceramc
mask that had been shattered, then glued back together by a drunkard on
a binge.

VWen he did not speak, | said, "You buried himunder the floor of your
tent."

"Who?"

"The goblin."

" Gobl i n?"

"That's what | call them goblins, though you nmi ght use another word.
The dictionary says a goblin is "an imaginary being, a denon in sone
nyt hol ogi es, grotesque, malevolent to man." That's good enough for ne.
You call them whatever the hell you want. But | know you see them™
"Do I, then? Goblins?"

"I want you to understand three things. One, | hate them and |']

kill them whenever | have a chance-and when | think | can get away with
it. Two, they nurdered Jelly Jordan because he stunbl ed across them
while they were trying to sabotage the Ferris wheel. Three, they won't
give up; they'll be back to finish the job on the wheel, and if we
don't stop them something terrible is going to happen here later in

t he week."

"I's that right?"

"You know it is. You left the pass to the Ferris wheel in ny bedroom™
"1 did?"

"For Christ's sake den's no man to be so cautious of me!"

| said inpatiently. "W've both got the power. W should be allies!"
He raised one eye, and the orange eye above it had to squint to make
roomfor the | ook of astonishment in the | ower orbs.

| said, "OF all the fortune-tellers and pal mreaders and psychics that
I'"ve known in other carnivals, you're the first person |I've ever met
who actually has sonme ESP."

"l do?"

"And you're the only one I've ever known who sees the goblins the way |
do."

he said, putting down the

"Do I ?"

"You must."

“Must | ?"

"God, you can be infuriating."

"Can | ?"

"I'"ve been thinking about it. | know you saw what happened at the

Dodgem Car pavilion and took care of the body-" "Body?"

"-and then tried to warn nme about the Ferris wheel in case | didn't
sense the trouble comng. You had sone doubts when Jelly was found
dead. You wondered if maybe | was just a psychopath, because you knew
Jelly wasn't a goblin.

But you didn't accuse ne; you decided to wait and watch.

That's why |'ve cone to you. To clear things up between us.

To get it out in the open. So you'll know for sure that | see them



that | hate them and then we can work together to stop them W' ve
got to prevent them from doi ng whatever they have planned at the Ferris
wheel. |'ve been over there this norning, getting a feel for the
emanations pouring fromit, and |'m sure nothing's going to happen
today. But tonorrow or Friday .

He just stared at ne.

"Dam it," | said, " why do you insist on being so goddammed

eni gmati c?"

“I"'mnot being enigmatic,
"You are."

"No, |I'mjust being dunbfounded."

"Huh?" "dunmbfounded. Because, Carl Slim this is the nost amazing
conversation |'ve ever had in ny life, and | haven't understood a thing
you've said."

| sensed that he was in enotional turnoil, and perhaps a |arge part of
that turmoil was confusion, but | just could not believe that he was
conpletely baffled by what | had told him

| stared at him

he sai d.

He stared at ne | said, "Infuriating."
He said, "Ch, | get it."

"What ?"

"This is some sort of joke."

"Jesus."

"Some el aborate joke."

" If you didn't want ne to know you were here, if You didn't want nme to
know | wasn't alone, then why did you help nme dispose of the body?"
"Well, | guess, partly because it's a hobby."

what am you tal ki ng about ?"

"Di sposi ng of bodies," he said. "It's a hobby. Sone people collect
post age stanps, and sone people build nodel airplanes, and | di spose of
bodi es whenever | find them"

| shook ny head in di smay.

"And partly," he said, "it's because |I'm such a neat person. | just
can't stand litter, and there's no litter worse than a deconposi ng
body. Especially a goblin body. So whenever | find one, | clean up
the mess and-" "It isn't a joke!" | said, patience |ost.

He blinked all three eyes. "Well, it's either a joke or you're a

deeply di sturbed young man, Carl Slim So far |'ve liked you, liked
you too nuch to want to believe you're crazy, so if it's all right with
you, I"Il just figure it's a joke."

| turned fromhimand stal ked away, to the corner of the tent and
around it, out to the concourse.

VWhat the hell was his gane?

The storm had wung the worst of the humidity out of the air, and the
nmuggy August heat did not return with the blue sky. The day was warm
and dry, with the sweet, clean tang of the nountains that surrounded

t he fairgrounds, and when the gates opened at noon, the marks canme in
nunbers we had not expected to see until the weekend.

The carnival, a fantastic loom used exotic sights and snells and
sounds to weave a dazzling fabric that entranced the narks, a famliar
and suprenely confortable fabric that we carnies drew around ourselves
with joy and relief after two days of rain, after the death of our
patch. The threads of sound included calliope nusic, "The Stripper" by
Davi d Rose bl asting out of speakers at one of the kootch shows, the
roar of the daredevil's notorcycle on the "wooden wall of death," the
whi st e-shriek-roar of the rides, the swish of conmpressed air that
whirled the netal baskets of the Tip Top, diesels running full blast,



the ten-in-one tal ker pitching the tip, |aughing nmen and wonen,
shouting and giggling children, and pitchnmen everywhere saying, "Tel

ya what |'mgonna do!" Filaments of scents, threads of odors, were

wor ked t hrough the shuttle, plated on the | oom cook-house grease, hot
popcorn, hot unshell ed peanuts, diesel fuel, sawdust, cotton candy,
nolten caranel fromthe fragrantly steaning vats in the candy-apple
stands. Sounds and snells were the texture of the carnival cloth, but
the sights were the dyes that gave it brilliant color: the unpainted,
burni shed steel of the Dive Bonmber's egg-shaped capsul es, upon which
sunlight seemed to nelt and spread in shimering silver filns of
nmercury; the whirling red baskets of the Tip Top; the sparkling sequins
and shi nmering beads and gli nreri ng spangles on the costunes of the
girlie show performers who paraded on the baily platforms with, only
tantalizing prom ses of the charns to be revealed within the tents; the
red, blue, orange, yellow, white, and green pennants flapping in the
breeze |like the wings of a thousand tethered parrots; the giant,

| aughi ng face of the fun-house clown, nose still yellow the
punpi ng- spi nni ng brass of the carousel poles. This magic carnival coat
was a rainbow garment with many nysterious pockets, of flanboyant cut
and design; when you put it on, you slipped your arns through a sense
of immortality, as well, and the cares of the real world faded.

Unli ke the marks and many of the other carnies, | could not escape al
of my worries in the razzle-dazzle of the show, for | kept waiting for
the first goblins to appear on the concourse.

But the afternoon nelted into evening, and the evening gave way to

ni ght, and none of the denonkind appeared. | was neither relieved nor
pl eased by their absence. Yontsdown was a nest, a breedi ng ground, and
t here shoul d have been nore of themon the nmidway than usual. | knew

why they had stayed away. They were waiting for the real fun later in
t he week. Tonight, no tragedy was schedul ed, no pageant of blood and
death, so they were waiting until tonorrow or the day after. Then they
woul d appear by the score, by the hundred, eager for a ringside seat at
the Ferris wheel. |If they had their way, the wheel would probably
experi ence "nechanical failure" that would cause it either to topple or
to collapse, and it was when this event was inmnent that they would
cone for a day at the fair

That night, after the narks were gone, the midway |ights were

ext i ngui shed except for the bul bs on the nerry-goround, where the
carnies gathered to pay their |last respects to Jelly Jordan. Hundreds
of us encircled the ride; those in the front rows were |imed by anber
and red light that, under the circunstances, was reniniscent of the
candl e-gl ow and stained glass luminosity in a cathedral, while those
who were farther back in this makeshift open-air nave either stood in
reverent shadows or nourning darkness. Some stood on nearby fides, and
sone had clinbed onto the tops of trucks parked al ong the center of the
m dway. Al were silent, as they had been Monday norning, when the
body had first been found.

The urn containing Jelly's ashes was placed on one of the benches, wth
mer mai ds st andi ng an honor guard on both sides and with a cortege of
proudly posed horses both in front of and behind the bier. Arturo
Sonbra started the engine that put the carousel in notion, though he
did not switch on the calli ope.

VWil e the carousel went around in silence, Cash Dool ey read sel ected
par agraphs from "Piper at the Gates of Dawn," a chapter from Kenneth
Grahanme's The Wnd in the WIIlows, which was what Jelly had requested
in his wll.

Then the nerry-go-round notor was still ed.



The horses glided slowy to a full stop.

The lights were turned off.

We went home, and so did Jelly Jordan

Rya went instantly to sleep, but | could not. | |ay awake, wondering
about Joel Tuck, worrying about the Ferris wheel and the vision of
Rya's bl oodi ed face, concerned about the schenes in which the goblins
m ght even now be engaged.

As the night dragged on, | cursed ny Twilight Eyes. There are nonents
when | wish |'d been born wi thout psychic powers, especially wthout
the ability to see the goblins.

Soneti mes not hing seens sweeter than the perfect ignorance with which
ot her people mingle with the denonkind. Maybe it is better not to know
that the beasts are anmobng us. Better than to see . . . then feel
hel pl ess, haunted, and out nunbered.

| gnorance woul d, at |east, be good nedicine for insomia.

Except, of course, if | could not see goblins, | would already be dead,
a victimof ny Uncle Denton's sadistic ganes.

Uncl e Denton.

The tine has come to talk of treachery, of a goblin masquerading as
human in the mdst of my own fanily, wearing a disguise so perfect that
not even the sharp blade of an ax was able to carve away the false
persona and reveal the nonster within

My father's sister, Aunt Paula, had first married Charlie Forster, and
t oget her they had brought a son, Kerry, into the world, the same year
and nonth that ny fol ks had delivered ne. But Charlie died of cancer

a sort of goblin of his own that had devoured himfromw thin, and he
was laid in the ground when both Kerry and | were three years old.

Aunt Paul a remai ned single for ten years, raising Kerry on her own.

But then Denton Harkenfield had cone into her life, and she had decided
not to. live all her days as a w dow.

Denton was a stranger to the valley, not even an Oregonian, hailing
from Okl ahoma (or so he said), but everyone accepted himwth

remar kabl e al acrity, considering that third-generation valley people
were often called "new fol ks" by the majority who could trace their
roots back to the settlenent of the Northwest. Denton was handsone,
soft -spoken, polite, nmodest, quick to laugh, a born storyteller with an
apparently limtless fund of anusing anecdotes and interesting

experi ences. He was a man of sinple tastes, with no pretensions.
Though he seemed to have noney, he did not flaunt it or act as if nobney
nmade himany better than the next Joe. Everyone |iked him

Everyone but ne.

As a child, I'd not been able to see the goblins clearly, though | knew
they were different from other people.

Qccasi onal | y-al t hough not often in rural Oegon-lI encountered soneone
who had a strange fuzzi ness about him a dark-snoky-curling shape
within, and | sensed that | nmust tread carefully around him although
di d not understand why.

However, as puberty began to change ny hornonal bal ance and netabolism
| began to see the goblins nmore clearly, as vaguely defined denmons at
first, then in all their nal evol ent detail

By the time Denton Harkenfield cane in from Ckl ahoma-or Hell -1 was just
begi nning to be able to discern that the snoky spirit within these
peopl e was not nerely a mysterious new form of psychic energy but an

actual being, a demon or alien puppet naster or creature unknown. In
the nonths that Denton courted my Aunt Paula, ny ability to perceive
the hidden goblin inproved steadily until, by the week of the wedding,

| was in a panic at the thought of her marrying such a beast. Yet



there seened to be nothing that | could do to prevent it.

Everyone el se thought Paul a was an exceedingly fortunate worman to have
found a man as universally well |iked and adnmired as Denton
Harkenfield. Even Kerry, ny favorite cousin and best friend, would
listen to no word spoken agai nst his new father-to-be, who had won him
over even before Paula's heart had been captured, and -who had prom sed
to adopt him

My family knew that | was clairvoyant, and my prenonitions and psychic
i nsights were taken seriously. Once, when Momhad to fly back to
Indiana to attend the funeral of her sister, | received distressing
emanations fromher airline ticket and was convinced that her plane
woul d crash. | made such a fuss that she canceled at the |last mnute
and booked a different flight. |In fact, the first plane did not crash,
but there was a small fire aboard in midair; many passengers were
overconme by snoke, and three were asphixi ated before the pilot nmanaged
to land. | cannot say for sure that ny nother would have been a fourth
victimif she had been aboard, but when | touched her ticket, | felt

not paper but the cold, hard brass of a coffin handle.

However, | had never told anyone about seeing snoky, curling shapes in
sone people. For one thing, | did not know what | was seeing or what

it meant. And | had sensed fromthe start that | would be in terrible
danger if one of those people with the darkness inside was to di scover
that | was aware of his difference. It was my secret.

By the week of Aunt Paul a's wedding, when | finally could see every

si ckening detail of the porcine-canine goblin in M. Denton
Harkenfield, | could not just suddenly start babbling about nonsters
masquer adi ng as hunman beings; it would not be credible. You see,

t hough the accuracy and validity of my occasional clairvoyant visions
had been established, there were many who did not view nmy unusua
talents as a blessing. M powers, though sel dom nentioned or enpl oyed,
marked ne as "strange," and there were those in our valley who believed
that seers were invariably nentally unstable.

More than a few people had told my parents that | should be watched
closely for signs of delusional behavior or incipient autism and

al t hough ny parents had no patience with such talk, | was sure they
sonetines worried that nmy gift might eventually prove to be a curse

The Iink between psychic ability and nental instability is such a
strong part of folklore that even ny grandmother, who believed ny
Twi | i ght Eyes were an unm xed and joyous bl essing, worried that | would
sonehow | ose control of the power, that it would turn in upon ne and
lead ne to destruction. Therefore | was afraid that if | began ranting

about goblins hidden inside human forns, | would reinforce the fears of
t hose who were sure | would one day wind up in a padded room

I ndeed | had doubts about ny own sanity. | knew the fol klore, and

had overheard some of the warnings ny parents had been given, and when
| began to see the goblins, | wondered if ny mnd had begun to fail ne.
Furthernore, while | feared the goblin in Denton Harkenfield and sensed
the intense hatred that notivated the creature, | had no concrete

evidence that it intended to harm Aunt Paul a, Kerry, or anyone el se.
Dent on Har kenfiel d' s behavior had been exenpl ary.

And, finally, | hesitated to sound the al arm because if | was

di sbel i eved-as woul d i nevitably be the case-1 would have done nothing
but alert Uncle Denton to the danger that | posed to his kind. [If |
was not hallucinating, if he was a deadly beast, the last thing
wanted to do was call attention to myself, put nyself in a position
where | stood al one and defensel ess, to be nmurdered at his |eisure.
The weddi ng was held, and Denton adopted Kerry, and for nonths Paul a



and Kerry were happi er than anyone had ever seen them The goblin
remai ned in Denton, but | began to wonder if it was in essence an evi
creature or nerely .

di fferent from us.

Wil e the Harkenfield fam |y prospered, an unusual amount of tragedy
and di saster was visited upon many of their neighbors in that Siskiyou
valley, but it took me a long time to realize that Uncle Denton was the
source of this uncanny run of bad luck. The Witborn fanily, half a
mle fromus, a mle fromthe Harkenfield place, were burned out of
their home when their oil furnace expl oded; of the six Whitborn
children, three perished in the fire. A few nonths later, out on
Goshawkan Lane, all but one of the five nmenbers of the Jenerette famly
di ed of carbon nonoxi de poi soning when a vent on their furnace becane

i nexplicably clogged, filling the house with deadly fumes in the mddle
of the night. And Rebecca Norfron, the thirteen-year-old daughter of

M| es and Hannah Norfron, disappeared while on a walk with her little
dog, Hoppy; she turned up a week |ater, over at the county seat, twenty
mles away, in an abandoned house; not only had she been killed but
also tortured, and at length. Hoppy was never found.

Then troubl e nmoved cl oser to home. My grandnother fell down the cellar
stairs at her place, broke her neck, and | ay undiscovered for alnbst a
day. | did not go into Grandma's house after her death, which probably
del ayed mny discovery that Denton Harkenfield was the source of many of
the valleys' mseries; if | had stood at the top of those cellar steps,
had gone to the bottomto kneel at the spot where they had found
Grandma' s body, | would have sensed Uncle Denton's contribution to her
dem se, and perhaps | could have stopped hi mbefore he caused nore
pain. At G andnother Stanfeuss's funeral, with her body three days
dead and its invisible robes of psychic energy therefore sonewhat
depleted, | was nonetheless so afflicted with clairvoyant perceptions
of unspecific violence that | collapsed and had to be taken hone. They
t hought it was grief that brought me down, but it was the shocking

know edge t hat somehow Grandna had been nurdered and had died in
terror. But | did not know who had killed her, and | did not even have
a shred of evidence to suggest that nurder had been done, and | was
only fourteen, an age when no one listens to you, and | was al ready
consi dered strange, so | kept ny nouth shut.

| knew Uncl e Denton was sonething nore-or |ess-than human, but | did
not inmedi ately suspect himof nurder. | was still confused about him
because Aunt Paul a and Kerry | oved him so nmuch and because he was nice
to ne, always naking jokes with ne and showi ng what seened to be a
genuine interest in ny achi evenents at school and on the junior varsity
westling team He and Aunt Paul a gave me wonderful Chri stmas
presents, and on ny birthday he gave me several novels by Robert
Heinlein and AL E. van Vogt plus a crisp new five-dollar bill. | had
seen himdo nothing but good, and although | sensed that he virtually
seethed with hatred, | wondered whether | was imagining the rage and
loathing that | perceived within him |If an ordinary human bei ng had
been comitti ng whol esal e sl aughter, a psychic residue of that villainy
woul d have clung to him and | would have detected it sooner or |ater
but goblins radiate nothing but hatred, and because | perceived no
specific guilt in Uncle

Denton's aura, | did not suspect that he was my grandnother's killer
| did notice that when anyone di ed, Denton spent nore tine visiting at
the funeral parlor than did any other friend or nenber of the famly.
He was al ways solicitous, synpathetic, providing the nbst convenient



shoul der to cry on, running errands for the bereaved, helping in any
way he could, and he usually paid frequent visits to survivors after
their | oved ones had been buried, just to see how they were getting
along and to inquire if there was any favor he could perform He was
wi dely lauded for his enpathy, humanity, and charity, but he nodestly
turned aside such praise. This only confused nme the nore. It was
especi ally confusing when | could see the goblin within him which

i nvariably grinned nost w ckedly on those occasions of grief and even
seened to take sustenance fromthe nmisery of the mourners. Which was
the true Uncle Denton: the gl oating beast within or the good nei ghbor
and concerned friend?

| still had not arrived at an answer to that question when ei ght nonths
later my father was crushed to death beneath his John Deere tractor

He had been using the tractor to pull up large stones in the new field
that he was preparing for cultivation, a twenty-acre parcel hidden from
our house and barn by an intruding armof the forest that reached down
fromthe Siskiyous. M sisters found hi mwhen they went to see why he
had not cone to the house at dinnertinme, and | did not find out about
it until | canme hone froma westling match at school a couple of hours
later. ("OCh, Carl," ny sister Jenny had said to ne, hugging ne tight,
"his poor face, his poor face, all black and dead, his poor face!") By
then Aunt Paula and Uncle Denton were at our place, and he was the rock
to which ny nother and sisters clung. He tried to confort me as well,
and he seened sincere in both his grief and his offer of synpathy, but

| could see the goblin leering within and fixing me with hot, red eyes.
Al though | half believed that the hidden denon was a figure of ny

i magi nati on or even proof of my growi ng nmadness, | neverthel ess

wi t hdrew from Dent on and avoi ded himas nuch as | coul d.

At first the county sheriff was suspicious of the death, for there
seened to be wounds on ny father that could not be explained by the
toppling of the tractor. But as no one had a notive for nurdering ny
dad, and as there was no other evidence whatsoever to point toward fou
play, the sheriff eventually arrived at the conclusion that Dad had not
been killed inmedi ately when the tractor fell over on him that he had
struggled for sone time, and that his other injuries resulted from
those struggles. At the funeral | fell down in a swoon, as | had done
at the services for ny grandnother the previous year, and for the sane
reason: A punishing wave of psychic energy, a form ess surging tide of
vi ol ence smashed over me, and | knew that ny father had been mnurdered,
too, but | did not know why or by whom

Two nonths later | finally found the courage to go to the field where
Dad had had his accident. There | noved inexorably toward the very
spot where he had perished, drawn by occult forces, and when |I knelt on
the earth that had received his blood, | had a vision of Uncle Denton
striking himalong the side of the head with a length of pipe, knocking
hi m unconsci ous, then rolling the tractor on top of him M father had
regai ned consci ousness and had |ived five mnutes, straining against

t he weight of the tractor, while Denton Harkenfield had stood over him
wat chi ng, enjoying. The horror of it overwhelmed ne, and | passed out,
waki ng sonme minutes later with a bad headache and hands squeezed
tightly around, clunps of noist earth.

| spent the next couple of nonths in secret detective work

My grandnot her's house was sold soon after her death, but | returned

t here when the new owners were away, and | let nyself in through a
basenent wi ndow that | knew had no latch. Wen | stood at the foot and
then at the head of the cellar steps, | received vague but unni st akabl e

psychi c inmpressions that convinced ne Denton had pushed her and then



had cone down the steps and had snapped her neck when the fall had not
done the job as planned. | began to think about the unusually |ong run
of misfortune that people in our valley had experienced for the past
couple of years. | visited the rubble-strewn site of the fire-blasted
Wit born place where three children had succunbed to flames, and while
t he peopl e who had purchased the old Jenerette house were away, | |et
nyself into their place and |aid ny hands upon the furnace that had
spewed killing funes, and in both instances | received strong

cl airvoyant inpressions of Denton Harkenfield' s involvement. Wen Mom
went into the county seat one Saturday to do sone shopping, | rode
along with her, and while she visited several stores | went to the
abandoned house where Rebecca Norfron's tortured and nutil ated corpse
had been discovered. There, too, the stain of Denton Harkenfield was
visible to the psychic eye.

For all of that, | had no evidence whatsoever. My tale of goblins
woul d be no nore believable now than when | had first recogni zed Denton
Harkenfield for what he was, nore than two years before. |If | publicly
accused himw thout having the means to insure his arrest, | would
certainly be the next "accident" victimin the valley. | had to have
proof, and | hoped to obtain it by anticipating himw th a precognitive
flash of his next crinme. |If | knew where he would strike, | could be

there to interrupt himin sonme dramatic fashion, after which his

i ntended victi mspared only by ny intervention-would testify agai nst
him and he would be put in prison. | dreaded such a confrontation
afraid that | would botch it and wi nd up dead al ongside the victim!|
had nmeant to save, but | could see no hope in any other course of
action.

| began spending nore tine around Uncle Denton, though his dua

identity was terrifying and repellent, for | thought that | was nore
likely to receive the precognitive flash in his conpany than away from
him But to ny surprise a year passed w thout devel opnents of the sort
I was hoping for. | did sense violence building in himon a nunber of
occasi ons, but | received no visions of slaughter to conme, and each
time that his rage and hatred seenmed to have reached an unusually
fierce strength, each tine that it seemed he nust strike out to relieve
the pressure in him he would go away on sone piece of business or on a
short vacation with Aunt Paul a, and he would always return in a nore
stable condition, the hatred and rage still in himbut temporarily
weakened. | suspected that he was causing suffering wherever he went,
wary of spreading an inordi nant anount of msery too close to hone.

| could not obtain a clairvoyant vision of these crines while in his
conpany because, until he arrived at wherever he was goi ng and | ooked
over the opportunities for destruction, he did not know, hinself, where
he woul d |l and a bl ow.

Then, after our valley had known a year of peace, | began to sense that
Denton intended to bring the war back to the original battleground.
Worse, | perceived that he intended to kill Kerry, my cousin, his own
adopted son, to whom he had given his name. |If the goblin in himfed
on human angui sh, which | was beginning to suspect, it would enjoy-a
feast of surpassing richness in the aftermath of Keny's death. Aunt
Paul a, having | ost a husband years before and bei ng deeply attached to
her son, would be destroyed by the |l oss of Kerry and the goblin would
be with her not just in funeral parlors but twenty-four hours a day,
seven days a week, drinking of her agony and despair. As the goblin's
hatred becanme nore bitter day by day, as portents of inpending violence
grew i ncreasingly obvious to ny sixth sense, | becane frantic, for |
could not perceive the place, time, or nethod of the nurder to cone.



The night before it happened, late last April, | awoke froma ni ghtmare
in which Kerry had been dying in the Siskiyou forests, under towering
spruce and pine. |In the dream he was wandering in circles, lost, dying
of exposure, and | kept running after himw th a blanket and a thernos
of hot chocol ate, but for some reason he did not see or hear nme, and in
spite of his weakness he managed to keep ahead of nme, until | awoke not
in a state of sheer terror but in frustration

I could not use ny sixth sense to wing any nore details fromthe
ether, but in the morning | went to the Harkenfield place to alert
Kerry to the danger. | was not sure howto |ead into the subject and
present ny information convincingly, but |I knew | nust warn him

i Mmediately. On the way | nust have considered and rejected a hundred

approaches. However, when | got there, no one was hone. | waited
around for a couple of hours, and finally | headed back to our place,
figuring I would return |ater, toward suppertinme. | never saw Kerry

agai n@l i ve.

Late that afternoon the word reached us that Uncle Denton and Aunt
Paul a were worried about Kerry. That norning, after Aunt Paul a had
driven in to the county seat to tend to various matters, Kerry had told
Denton that he was going into the nountains, into the woods back of
their place, to do a little off-season snall-ganme hunting, and he had
said he would return by two o'clock at the latest. At |east that was
what Denton clained. By five o'clock there was still no sign of Kerry.
| expected the worst because it just was not |ike ny cousin to hunt

of f-season. | did not believe that he had told Denton any such thing
or that he had gone up into the Siskiyous by hinself. Denton had |ured
hi mthere on one pretext or another and then had . . . disposed of
hi m

Search parties conbed the foothills npst of that night, 'w thout
success. At first light they went out in greater force with a pack of
bl oodhounds and with me. | had never before used ny clairvoyance in a
search of that kind. Because | could not control the power, | did not
think I would be able to sense anything of value, and | did not even
tell themthat | intended to bring ny special abilities to bear. To ny
surprise, in tw hours, ahead of the hounds, | experienced a sense of
psychic flashes and found the corpse at the head of a deep and narrow
draw, at the foot of a rocky sl ope.

Kerry was so badly battered that it was difficult to believe he had
sustained all his injuries in the fall down the side of the ravine.
Under other circunmstances the county coroner might have found nore than
sufficient evidence to warrant a determinati on of death at the hands of
anot her, but the corpse was in no condition to support the subtle

anal yses of forensic pathol ogy, especially as practiced by a sinmple
country physician. During the night, aninmals-raccoons, perhaps, or
foxes, or wood rats, or weasel s-had gotten at the body. Sonething had
eaten the eyes, and sonething had burrowed into Kerry's guts; his face
was sl ashed, and the tips of sone fingers were nibbled off.

A few days later | went after Uncle Denton with an ax. | renenmber how
fiercely he fought, and |I remenber ny agoni zi ng doubts. But | swung
the ax in spite of ny reservations, driven by an instinctive awareness
of how quickly and gleefully he would destroy ne if | showed the
slightest weakness or hesitation. Wat | renmenber nost clearly is how
t hat weapon felt in my hands as | used it on him It felt like justice.
| do not renenber returning fromthe Harkenfield place to our house.
One nonment | was standi ng over Denton's corpse, then suddenly | was in
t he shadow of the brewer's spruce at the Stanfeuss farnmhouse, cleaning
t he bl oody bl ade of the ax on an old rag. Com ng out of my trance,



dropped the ax and the rag and slowy becane aware that the fields
woul d soon need tilling, that the foothills would soon be green and
beautifully dressed in the raiments of spring, that the Siskiyous

| ooked nore majestic than usual, and that the sky was a piercingly

cl ear and achi ng shade of blue, except toward the west, where dark and
om nous thunderheads were rapidly noving in. Standing there in the
sunlight, with sage cloud shadows racing toward ne, | knew, without
resort to ny clairvoyant powers, that | was probably | ooking upon that
treasured | andscape for the last tine. The inconing clouds were an
onmen of the stornmy and sunless future I had hewn for nyself when | had
gone after Denton Harkenfield with that well-sharpened bl ade.

And now, four nonths and thousands of nmiles fromthose events, |ying
next to Rya Raines in the darkness of her bedroom listening to her
even breathing as she slept, | was conpelled to ride the nenory train
all the way to the end of the line before | could get off. Wth
uncontrol | abl e shudders and a thin, cold sweat, | relived the- |ast
hour at hone in Oregon: the hurried packing of ny knapsack, ny nother's
frightened questions, ny refusal to tell her what trouble |I had gotten
nysel f into, the mxture of love and fear in the eyes of ny sisters,
the way they |longed to enbrace and soothe nme but drew back at the sight
of the blood on ny hands and cl ot hes.

I knew there was no sense telling them about the goblins; even if they
bel i eved me, there was nothing they could do, and | did not want to
burden themwith nmy crusade agai nst the denonkind, for already | had
begun to suspect that inevitably it would becone just that, a crusade.
So | had wal ked away, hours before Denton Harkenfield s body would be
found, and later | had sent nmy nother and sisters a letter with vague
assertions of Denton's involvenent in the deaths of ny father and
Kerry. The last stop on the nmenory train is in some ways the worst:
Mom Jenny, and Sarah, standing on the front porch, watching ne wal k
away, all of them weeping, confused, frightened, afraid for nme, afraid
of me, left on their own in a world grown cold and bl eak. End of the
line.

Thank God. Exhausted but curiously cleansed by the journey, | turned
onto ny side, facing Rya, and fell into a deep sleep that was, for the
first time in days, utterly drean ess.

In the norning, over breakfast, feeling guilty about all the secrets |
was keeping fromher and | ooking for a way to lead into a warni ng about
t he unknown threat she faced, | told Rya about my Twilight Eyes. | did
not mention ny ability to see the goblins but spoke only of ny other
psychic talents, specifically of nmy clairvoyant ability to sense
oncom ng danger. | told her of my nother's airline ticket that had
felt not I|ike paper but |like the brass handle of a coffin, and
recounted other |ess dramatic instances of accurate prempnition. that
was enough for openers; if | had piled on stories of goblins hiding in
human di sgui ses, it would have been too rich a confection to inspire
bel i ef .

To ny surprise and gratification she had far less difficulty accepting
what | told her than I had anticipated. At first her hands kept
returning to her coffee nug and she sipped nervously at that brew, as
if, by its heat and slight bitterness, it was a touchstone with which
she coul d repeatedly test herself to determine if she were dream ng or
awake. But before |long she became enthralled by nmy stories, and it was
soon evi dent that she believed.

"I knew there was sonething special about you," she said.

"Didn't | say so just the other night? That wasn't just nushy |ove
talk, you know. | neant that | really did sense sonething specia



sonet hi ng uni que and unusual in you. And | was right! " She had
scores of questions, and | answered themas best | could, while
avoi di ng any mention of the goblins or of Denton Harkenfield's
mur derous spree in Oregon, |lest her belief collapse. In her reaction
to ny revelations, | sensed both wonder and what | thought was a dark
dread, though that second enption was |ess clear than the first. She
openly expressed the wonder, but she tried to hide her dismay from ne,
and she managed to conceal it with such success that, in spite of ny
psychic perceptions, | was not sure that | was not inmagining it.
At last | reached across the table, took her hands in mne, and said,
"I have a reason for telling you about all this."

“What ?"

"But first, I've got to know whether you really want to.

"Want to what ?"

"Live," | said quietly. "Last week . . . you tal ked about the ocean

down in Florida, about sw nmng out and out until your arnms turned to

| ead . " Wth too little conviction she said, "That was just
talk."

"And four nights ago, when we clinbed the Ferris wheel, you al npost
seened to want the |ightning to catch you there on the girders."

She turned her eyes away from m ne, |ooked down at the yellow snears of
egg yol k and the toast crunbs on her plate, said nothing.

Wth | ove that must have been as evident in ny voice as Luke Bendi ngo's

stutter was evident in his, | said, "Rya, there is a certain

st rangeness in you."

Well," she said without |ooking up

"Since you told ne about Abner Kady and your nother, |'ve begun to

under st and why darkness falls over you at tines. But understanding
doesn't make me worry any |ess about it."

"There's no need for you to worry," she said softly.

"Look in ny eyes and tell ne."

She took a long time in lifting her gaze fromthe remants of her

breakfast, but she met ny eyes forthrightly when she said, "I have
these . . . spells . . . these depressions . . . and sonetines it
seens that going on is just too difficult. But I'll never give in to

t hose noods entirely. Ch, I'll never . . . do away with nyself. You
don't have to worry about that. 1'll always pull myself out of those
funks and go on because |'ve got two dammed good reasons not to give
up. If | gave up, Abner Kady would win, wouldn't he? And | can't ever
allowthat. |1've got to go on, build up ny little enpire, and make

sonet hing of myself, because every day that | go on and every success |
have is a triunph over him isn't it?"

"Yes. And what's your other reason?"

"You," she said.

| had hoped that woul d be her answer.

She said, "Since you've cone intony life |'ve got a second reason to
go on."

| lifted her hands, kissed them

Al t hough she appeared relatively calmif teary-on the surface, she was
in an enotional turmoil of which | could make little sense.

| said, "Al right. W've got sonmething together that's worth living
for, and the worst thing that coul d happen nowis that we'd sonehow

| ose each other. So . . . | don't want to scare you . . . but | have
had a..... a sort of premonition . . . that worries nme."

"Concerni ng ne?" she said.

"Yes."

Her lovely face darkened. "Is it..... really bad?"



"No, no," | lied. "It's just that..... | vaguely sense sone trouble
headi ng your way, so | want you to be careful when I'mnot with you.
Don't take any chances or risks-" "Wat sort of chances? Wat kind of

risks?"

"Ch, | don't know," | said. "Don't clinb up high anywhere, certainly
not up the Ferris wheel again, until |I've sensed that the crisis is
past. Don't drive too fast. Be careful

Be alert. |It's probably nothing. |'m probably being a nervous nellie
because you're so valuable to me. But it won't hurt you to be nore
alert for a few days, until | have a clearer prenonition or until |
sense that the danger is past. GCkay?"

"Ckay. "

| did not tell her about the gruesome vision in which she had been
covered in blood, for I did not want to terrify her

That woul d not acconplish anything and mi ght even contribute to the
danger she faced, for exhausted by prolonged and constant terror, she
woul d not think instinctively or well when the crisis finally canme. |
want ed her to be cautious, not constantly afraid, and when we wal ked up
to the midway a short white later and parted with a kiss, | felt that
she was in approximately that desired state of mnd

The August sun rained golden |ight upon the carnival, and birds sail ed
in a serene blue sky. As | prepared the high striker for business ny
spirits rose steadily, until it seened that | could take flight and
join the birds above if | so desired.

Rya had reveal ed her secret shane and the horror of her Appal achi an
chil dhood, and | had told her the secret of my Twilight Eyes, and in
this sharing of |ong-guarded confidences, we had created an inportant

bond; neither of us was alone any nore. | was confident that she would
eventual ly reveal her other secret, the story of the orphanage, and
when she had done that, | mght test her trust in ne with hints about
the goblins. | strongly suspected that, given nore tine with ne, she

woul d one day be able to accept ny goblin tales as the truth, even

t hough she did not have the ability to see the creatures and confirm ny
testinmony. Certainly there were still problens ahead: the enigmatic
Joel Tuck; the goblins' schenme involving the Ferris wheel, which m ght
or might not be the sane danger that hung over Rya; and our very
presence in Yontsdown, with its abundant dernonkind in positions of
power from which they could cause us unguessable m sery.

Nevert hel ess, for the first time | was confident that | would triunph,
that | would be able to avert the disaster at the Ferris wheel, that |
woul d be able to save Rya, and that ny life was, at |ast, on an upward
track.

It is always lightest just before the dark.

15
Deat h

Thr oughout the afternoon and early evening, Thursday was a skein of
bright yarn that unravel ed without a knot: pleasantly warm but not
searingly hot, low humidity, a gentle breeze that cool ed but never grew
strong enough to cause problens with the tents, thousands of narks
eager to part with their noney, and no goblins.

But it changed with nightfall

First | began to see goblins on the concourse. There were not nany of
them only half a dozen, but the | ook of them inside their disguises,
was worse than usual. Their snouts seened to quiver nore obscenely,



and their hot-coal eyes blazed nore brightly than ever, with fevered
hatred that exceeded in intensity the mal evol ence with which they

usual ly regarded us. | sensed that they had passed the boiling point
and were engaged upon an errand of destruction that would vent some of
the pressure that was building in them

Then nmy attention was drawn to the Ferris wheel, which began to undergo
changes that were visible to no eyes but mine. Initially the enornous
machi ne began to | oom even bigger than it was, to rise up slowmy Iike
some living creature that heretofore had been crouched to convey a
false inpression of its size. In nmy vision it rose and swelled unti

it was not only the domi nating object in the carnival (which it had

al ways been) but a truly nountai nous nmechani sm a towering construct
that woul d crush everyone on the mdway if it toppled. By ten o'clock
the hundreds of lights that outlined the wheel appeared to be |osing
power, growi ng dimer by the mnute, until at eleven o'clock the giant
ride was totally dark. A part of ne could see that the lights
continued to blaze as before, and when | |ooked at the wheel out of the
corner of my eye, in a sidelong glance, | could confirmits continued
bri ght adornment, yet when | |ooked at it nore directly, |I saw only an
om nously huge, portentously dark Ferris turning ponderously against a
bl ack sky, as if it were one of the m |l wheels of Heaven-the one that
relentlessly grinds out the flour of suffering and cruel m sfortune.

| knew what the vision meant. The disaster at the Ferris wheel would
not take place tonight; however, the groundwork for that tragedy would
be laid soon, in the dead hours after the m dway had cl osed. The half
dozen goblins that | had seen were a commando team and would renai n on
the fairgrounds after the mdway shut down. | felt it, sensed it, knew
it. Wwen all the carnies had gone to bed, the denonki nd would craw
out of their separate hiding places, join forces, and sabotage the
ride, as they had neant to do on Sunday ni ght, when they had been
interrupted by Jelly Jordan. And then, tonorrow, death would visit
sone i nnocent fair-goers who were |ooking forward to a spin on the big
wheel .

By midnight the manmoth Ferris, seen through my -Twi light Eyes, was not
only without lights but was Iike a great silent engine that produced
and flung off a deeper darkness of its own. That was nmuch the sane
cold and disquieting image | had had of it the first night | had cone
onto the Sonbra Brothers lot, |ast week, in another town, though that
strange i npressi on was stronger now and even nore deeply disturbing.
The m dway began wi ndi ng down shortly before one o' clock, and contrary

to ny usual diligence and industry, | was anong the first to shutter
| had closed the high-striker and bundl ed up the day's recei pts when
saw Marco passing by on the concourse. | called himover, persuaded

himto take the cash to Rya in her trailer, along with the nessage that
| had sone inportant business to do and woul d be | ate.

As strings and banks and panels of lights wi nked out fromone end of
the mdway to the other, as flaps were pulled over tent entrances and
snugged down, as the carnies drifted away singly and in small groups, |
anbl ed as nonchal antly as possible toward the center of the grounds
and, when unobserved, dropped down and slid into the shadows beneath a
truck. | lay there for ten minutes, where the sun had not been able to
thrust its drying fingers during the |ast two days, and the danpness
wor ked its way through nmy clothes, exacerbating the chill that had
settled into me earlier, when | had begun to notice the changes in the
Ferris wheel

The last |ights were extinguished.

The | ast generators were switched off, died with a chug, a rattle.



The | ast voi ces faded, were gone.
| waited another mnute or two, then eased out from beneath the truck

stood, listened, breathed, |istened.
After the cacophony of the carnival in notion, the silence of the
carnival at rest was preternatural. Nothing. Not a tick

Not a scrape. Not a rustle.

Carefully following a discreet route that |led through those pl aces
where the night was further darkened by piles of shadows, | crept to
the Tilt-a-Wiirl, paused by the ramp that led up to the ride, and again
listened intently. Once nore | heard nothing

| stepped cautiously over the chain at the bottomof the ranp and went
up to the platformin a crouch, so as not to present an obvi ous

sil houette. The ranp was made of two-byfours, solidly constructed, and
| was wearing sneakers, so | nade barely a sound as | ascended. But
once | reached the platform stealth was not as easily achieved; there,
hour after hour, day after day, the vibrations of the ride' s stee
wheel s passed through the rails and into the surroundi ng wood, with the
result that creaks and squeaks nested like termites in every joint of
the structure. The Tilt-a-Wirl platformsloped up toward the back
and on ny way to the top of it, | remained close to the outside
railing, where the floorboard joints were the tightest and protested
the | east. Nonetheless, nmy progress was acconpani ed by several sharp
l[ittle sounds that were startlingly loud in the uncanny qui et of the
deserted m dway.

| told nmyself that the goblins, if they heard at all, would interpret
these indiscretions as the settling noises of inaninmte objects, yet |
wi nced and froze each tine the wood cried out beneath ny feet.

In a few minutes | passed all the Tilt-a-Wirl cage-sw sh resenbl ed
giant snails slunmbering in the darkness, and canme to the top of the
platform approximtely ten feet above the ground, where | crouched
against the railing and | ooked out across the ni ght-cl oaked carnival.

| had chosen that observation post because | could see the base of the
Ferris wheel, plus nmore of the m dway than from any point on the
ground, and al so because | was practically invisible there.

The night had taken a few bites out of the nobon since |ast week. It
was not as hel pful as it had been when | had pursued the goblin to the
Dodgem Car pavilion. On the other hand, the npbon-shadows granted ne
the sane conforting conceal nent that gave a sense of security to the
goblins; as nmuch was gained as |ost.

And | had one advantage that was invaluable. | knew that they were
here, but they were al nost certainly unaware of nmy presence and could
not know that | was stal king them

Forty tedious minutes passed before I heard one of the intruders |eave
its hiding place. Luck was with ne, for the sound-a grating of netal
on netal and a soft squeal of unoiled hinges-cane fromdirectly in
front of me, frombehind the Tilt-a-Wirl, where trucks and unlit arc

| anps and generators and ot her pieces of equiprment were lined up al ong
the mddle of the mdway, with rides on both sides. The protestation
fromthe hinges was followed swiftly by novement that caught ny eye. A
sl ab of darkness, one of a set of double doors on the back of a truck
swung open through the deeper darkness around it, and a nan cane out of
the cargo hold with el aborate caution, twenty feet fromnme. A nan to
anyone else, he was a goblin to me, and the flesh prickled at the back
of my neck. In this poor light | could not see rmuch of the denon
within the human form but | had no difficulty finding its gl ow ng
crimson eyes.

When the creature had studied the night and had satisfied itself that



it was unobserved and in no danger, it turned back to the open cargo
hold. | hesitated for a nmonent, wondering if it was going to cal

forth others of its kind frominside the truck, but instead it began to
push t he door shut.

| stood, swung one leg over the railing, then the other, and was for an
i nstant perched on the Tilt-a-Wirl's balustrade, where the beast bel ow
could not have nissed ne if it had suddenly turned around. But it did
not turn, and although it closed the door and slid the latch bolt hone
as quietly as it could, it made enough noise to cover ny cat-footed

| eap to the ground.

Wt hout | ooking back toward the dense shadows where | crouched, it
noved of f toward the Ferris wheel, which stood two hundred yards
farther up the m dway.

| drew the knife frommy boot and foll owed the denon.

It nmoved with the utnost caution.

So did I.

It nade hardly a sound.

| made no sound at all

| caught up with it al ongside another truck. The beast becane aware of

nme only when | leapt on it, threw one armaround its neck, pulled its
head back hard, and opened its throat with my blade. As I felt its
bl ood spurting, | released it and stepped out of the way, and it fel

as suddenly and linply as a nmarionette whose control cords had been
severed. On the ground it twitched for a few seconds, raising its

hands to its gaping throat, where blood jetted black as oil in the

lightless night. It could nmake no sound, for it could not draw breath
through its ruined wi ndpi pe or command a single vibration in its gouged
larynx. |In any event, it lived less than half a mnute, relinquishing

life with a series of feeble flutters. The radiant red eyes fixed on
nme, and as | watched, the Iight ebbed fromthem

Now he seened like only a niddl e-aged man with bushy sideburns and a
pot bel |y.

| pushed the corpse under the truck, to prevent one of the other beasts
from stunbling upon it and being tipped off to the danger. Later |
woul d have to return, decapitate it, and dig two wi dely separated
graves for the remains. Now, however, | had other worries.

The odds had inproved a little. Five-to-one instead of six-to-one.

But the situation was not heartening.

| tried to kid nyself that not all of the six | had seen on the
concourse had stayed past closing tine, but it was no good. | knew
they were all nearby, as only | can know such things.

My heart raced, overloading veins and arteries with a surge of bl ood
that made nme feel exceptionally clearheaded, not dizzy or frantic at
all but sensitized to every subtle nuance of the night, nuch the way
that a hunting fox nust feel as it tracks prey in the wild and, at the
sane tinme, remains on guard for those things that regard the fox,

hi nsel f, as prey.

Under the hal f-devoured moon | prowl ed, a dripping knife in ny hand,
its blade glinmrering |ike a magically coherent [ength of oily liquid.
Snowf | ake not hs air-danced around chrone poles and flit ted back and
forth across other faces of highly polished netal, wherever there was a
vague refl ection of wani ng noonlight.

| stole fromone bit of cover to another, |istening, watching.

I ran softly in a crouch.

| edged around blind corners.

Crept.

Craw ed.



Slid.

Eased.

A mosquito tickled across ny throat on spindly legs, flimsy w ngs
beating hard, and | alnost swatted it before | realized the sound mi ght
give me away. Instead | closed a hand slowy over it as it began to
feed on me-and crushed it between pal mand neck.

| thought | heard something over by the fun house, though it was nost
likely ny sixth sense that sent me in that direction. The clown's huge
face seemed to wink at me in the gloom though not with any hunor; it
was, instead, the kind of wink that Death m ght favor you with when he
cane to collect your debt, a bleak wink sinmulated by the withing of
naggots in an enpty eye socket.

A goblin, having boarded a fun-house gondol a before closing tinme, and
havi ng cl everly di senbarked fromthat gondol a once inside the
attraction, was now com ng out of the enornous gapi ng nouth of the
clown to keep a rendezvous with the other five intruders at the Ferris

wheel . This one was costuned as an Elvis |ook-alike, with a ducktai
hai rcut and a swagger, about twenty-five. | observed it fromthe cover
of the ticket booth-and as it passed nme, | struck

This time | was not as. quick or forceful as | had been before, and

t he beast managed to bring an armup and deflect the bl ade as the
cutting edge slashed toward its throat. The razored steel parted the
flesh of its forearmand sliced al ong the back of its hand, the point
comng to rest between the first knuckles of two fingers. The denpn
issued a thin, soft cry, barely audible, but choked that off when it
realized that a scream m ght draw i nquisitive carnies as well as other
gobl i ns.

Even as bl ood sprang fromits arm the denon tore itself |oose of ne.
It swng toward ne with a lurch and stunble, its |umnous eyes bright
with nurderous intention

Before it could regain its balance, | kicked it in the crotch.

Trapped within the human form it was hostage to the weaknesses of
human physi ol ogy, and now it doubl ed over as pain exploded up fromits

crushed testicles. | kicked again, higher this time, and the beast
lowered its head sinultaneously, as if to oblige ne, and ny foot caught
it under the chin. It spraw ed backward on -the sawdust-covered
concourse, and | fell atop it, driving my knife deep into its throat,
twisting the blade. | took three or four blows on nmy head and

shoul ders as it made a futile attenpt to drive me off, but | succeeded
inletting the life out of the creature like air froma punctured
bal | o