30



30 ° "

007
30
%
28 710049 029 3268316
*
8501168 1 32 11.25 285
1998 1 1 1998 1 1
1—6000
[SBN7-5605-0987-8 H 137 12.00

029 3268357 3267874



30 30
30

30

30

30 30

“ ”u ” " ow ”






n.

“
m.

CONTENTS

Appointment With Love

Point of No Return

. Man Vs. Machine

. The Disappearing Man

The Visitors

. Summoned By Water
. Clone Will There B¢* Carbon Copy” People

. Ballad of the Bottom Dollar

I’ ve Got to Land This Plane "

13

26

33

39

45

51

56



10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

The I'ifth Force
Murderer Unknown
The Boy Who Talked With Dolphins
A Pair of New Shoes
Stalked By Phone
The Leopold Locked Room |
The Leopold Locked Room I
Over The Hill At Age of 21
21
The Manhattan Project
Our Treasured Canoe
Why Java s Hot
JAVA
Wanted A Town Without a Crazy

The Baggy Yellow Shirt

Waiting I'or the Police

65

71

81

92

99

105

117

127

131

140

145

151

159

164



24

25.

26."

27.

28.

29

30.

31

32.

33

34.

35.

36.

37.

A Boy And His Dinosaur

Famous Blue Raincoat

Don’ t Move T’ ve Got A Bomb "

Mama’ s Second Coming

Pentecost Sunday

All the Days of Your Life

The I'all of the House of Usher

A Man Who Had No Lyes

The Pedestrian

Dr. Johnson And His Father

Together Forever

The Iron Maiden

Begones

That Little China Chip

175

179

185

197

205

215

226

232

238

246

253

262

270

277



38.

39.

40.

41.

42.

43.

44.

45.

Appointment With Death

September Snow

The Betrothed

Lilacs In Wainter

The Boy Who Heard the Future

Love Story

Lifting the Veil

A Miracle Of Mermaids

282

288

300

308

318

326

338

344



1. Appointment With Love




New Words and Expressions
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pounding with a beat that shocked him. In six minutes he would see
the woman who had filled such a special place in his life for the past

13 months the woman he had never seen yet whose written words

. information booth
. sustain

. unfailingly

. bookplate

. haunt

disgust
provocative
tuck

plump

. rumple

. uphold

. companion  Vt.
. sensible

. twinkle

. square vt.

ix minutes to six said the clock over the information
booth in New York’ s Grand Central Station. The tall
young Army lieutenant lifted his sunburned face and nar-

rowed his eyes to note the exact time. His heart was

had sustained him unfailingly.

Lieutenant Blandford remembered one day in particular during

the worst of the fighting when his plane had been caught in the

midst of a pack of enemy planes.

In one of his letters he had confessed to her that he often felt

fear and only a few days before this battle he had received her an-
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swer” Of course you fear. . . all brave men do. Next time you doubt
yourself I want you to hear my voice reciting to you' Yea ! though
I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death 1 will fear no
evil for thou® art® with me.” ..." He had remembered and it had
renewed his strength.

Now he was going to hear her real voice. Four minutes to six.

A girl passed close to him and Lieutenant Blandford started.
She was wearing a flower but it was not the little red rose they had
agreed upon. Besides this girl was only about 18 and Hollis
Meynell had told him she was 30.“ What of it ” he had answered.

“ I'm 32.” He was 29.

His mind went back to that book he had read in the training
camp. Of Human Bondage it was and throughout the book were
notes in a woman' s handwriting.* He had never believed that a
woman could see into a man’ s heart so tenderly so understan-
dingly. Her name was on the book plate Hollis Meynell. He had
got hold of a New York City telephone book and found her address.
He had written she had answered. Next day he had been shipped
out but they had gone on writing.

For 13 months she had faithfully replied. When his letters did
not arrive she wrote anyway and now he believed that he loved
her and that she loved him.

But she had refused all his pleas to send him her photograph.
She had explained” If your feeling for me has any reality what I
look like won’ t matter. Suppose I' m beautiful. I' d always be
haunted by the feeling that you had been taking a chance on just
that and that kind of love would disgust me. Suppose I' m plain

and you must admit that this is more likely  then I' d always fear
that you were only going on writing because you were lonely and had
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no one else. No don’ t ask for my picture. When you come to New
York you shall see me and then you shall make your decision.”

One minute to six. .. he pulled hard on a cigarette. Then Lieu-
tenant Blandford’ s heart leaped.

A young woman was coming toward him. Her figure was long
and slim her blond hair lay back in curls over her delicate ears. Her
eyes were as blue as flowers her lips and chin had a gentle firm-
ness. In her pale-green suit she was like springtime come alive.

He started toward her forgetting to notice that she was wea-
ring no rose and as he moved a small provocative smile curved
her lips.

* Going my way soldier ” she murmured. He made one step
closer to her. Then he saw Hollis Meynell. She was standing almost
directly behind the girl a woman well past 40 her graying hair
tucked under a worn hat. She was more than plump her thick-
ankled feet were thrust into low-heeled shoes. But she wore a red
rose on her rumpled coat.

The girl in the green suit was walking quickly away.

Blandford felt as though he were being split into two so keen
was his desire to follow the girl yet so deep was his longing for the
woman whose spirit had truly companioned and upheld his own °
and there she stood. He could see her pale plump face was gentle
and sensible her gray eyes had a warm twinkle.

Lieutenant Blandford did not hesitate. His fingers gripped the
worn copy of Of Human Bondage which was to identify him to
her. This would not be love but it would be something precious a
friendship for which he had been and must ever be grateful. . . .

He squared his shoulders saluted and held the book out to-
ward the woman although even while he spoke he felt the bitterness
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of his disappointment.
“ T'm John Blandford and you — you are Miss Meynell. May
— may I take you to dinner "

The woman smiled.“ I don’ t know what this is all about
son " she answered.” That young lady in the green suit she begged
me to wear this rose on my coat. And she said that if you asked me
to go out with you I should tell you she’ s waiting for you in that

restaurant across the street. She said it was some kind of a test.”

Notes

1. Yea=yes

2. thou you
3. art are
4

. Of Human Bondage ... in a woman' s handwriting.

Of Human Bondage

5. so keen was his desire . .. and upheld his own

so keen ... so deep ...



2. Point of No Return




New Words and Expressions
. Massachusetts

. commuter

. adolescent adj.

. practically = almost

. score

. edgy

. sit it out

. premonition
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. anthropologist

—_
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. head hunter

—_
—

. collateral

—
\e}

. cordage

—
w

. V. p. = vice-president

—_
~

. neck-and-neck with

—_
@)}

. jockey for position

—_
(@)

. pretentious
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~

. shooty
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. Persepolis

—
NeJ

. Spruce Street
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. skyrocket

\S]
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. compulsive

[\
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. Johnson Street
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. Dartmouth
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. mortgage
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. quilted-silk wrapper
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. chum buddy pal
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. Epicopal Church
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oo

. Rotary = Rotary International

29. point blank
30. impertinently



harles Gray had not thought for a long time about his
home town Clyde Massachusetts until one morning in
mid-April of 1947. It was the bathroom there that came
into his mind while he was shaving. Before his father had
added others in 1928 there had been only one and everybody had
used it. It was just like Grand Central Station. .. to which he would
never get on time if he didn’ t hurry and catch 8:30.
Charles was a commuter who lived in a fashionable suburb of
New York with his wife and two adolescent children. He went into
the city every morning to sit at his desk in the Stuyvesant Bank
where he was an assistant vice-president and wait for Burton the
president to tap him on the shoulder and say “ You' re the new
vice-president move up one.” Or at least that was the way Nancy
made him feel practically every morning when he left home.
Darling ” she would say as she drove him to the station
“ Why don’ t you ask Burton what the score is Aren’ t you tired of
waiting "

The question made him edgy the first thing. Of course he was
tired of waiting but he just had to sit it out.” That would be
stupid ” he said.” Naturally he knows I want to know."

Maybe thinking about Clyde that morning was a premonition
because that very day someone he had known in Clyde long ago
came in to see him at the bank. Malcolm Bryant anthropologist —
or was he a sociologist — who had made some kind of a study of
the little old home town before the war. Now he had come into the
bank to get a draft cashed and he needed to be identified. He was off
to New Guinea he explained on another of his expeditions among
the head hunters. Then Clyde came up again in the afternoon. One
of the bank’ s clients wanted a loan and was offering as collateral a
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sizable interest in a cordage company in Clyde. Mr. Burton had
called him over to his desk to tell him he wanted him to go up for a
day or two and get some information — make sure that the company
was all right.

After the president let him go he remembered he still had to
see the Whitakers before he went home. He’ d try to catch 6:30 for
Sycamore Park so he wouldn' t be too late at the country club party.
The Blakesleys would be there — Roger the other assistant v. p.
at the bank was running neck-and-neck with Charley for promotion
to the empty desk — and he’ d have to dance with Molly Blakesley
so everything would look friendly. It was just too tiresome this
jockeying for the right to sit at the slightly bigger desk move to a
slightly more pretentious house join a little snootier club drive a
new Cadillac instead of an old Bruik.! It made him sick. He wished
he had the courage to resign and tell them all to go to hell.

When Nancy and he got home after the party Charley wasn’ t
sleepy so he stayed to read awhile. Malcolm had given him a copy
of Yankee Persepoli the study of Clyde that the Foundation had fi-
nally printed and Charley wanted to have a look at it especially
since he was going up there tomorrow morning. As he leafed
through the pages memories flooded back — Jessica Lovell his
brother Sam who had been killed in the war Spruce Street all the
rest.

His family had lived on Spruce Street when he was growing up
and he saw again as if it were yesterday the old house that his fa-
ther had remodeled on the spending spree he had gone on in the late
20" s.? That was where his father who had played the skyrocketing
stock market with compulsive abandon had died at the time of the
crash — the crash that had not only ended his father’ s life but had
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