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Blooooo~ Click, click.Therel It was empty. If anybody could 
shoot a &an, he could. He putthe gun into his hip pocket and 
started aoross the fields. , 

When lIe reached the top of a ridge he stood straight and 
proud il\ the moonlight, looking at Jim Hawkins' big white 

! 
i 

house, f~eling the gun sagging in his pocket. Lawd, ef Ah had 
just one DnO bullet Ah'd taka shot at tha house. Ah'd like t scare l 
01 man ll:awkins jusa little ... [usa enough t let im know Dave 

l 

THE MAN WHO LIVED I
Saunders 'is a man. 

To ~ left the road curved, mnning to the tracks of the Illi
nois Cetlltral. He jerked his head, listening. From far off came a iUNDERGROUND Ifaint hC)c:Joof-hoooof; hoooof·hoooof; hoooof-hoooof. . . . He 

I 
~ 

stood ri~id. Two dollahs a mont. Les see now ... Tha means 
it'll take, bout two years. Shucksl Ab'll be daml 

He started down the road, toward the tracks. Yeah, here 
she cOlt}easl He stood beside the track and held himself stiffly. 
Here shea comes, erroun theben . . . C mon, yuh slow pokel 
C monl IHe had his hand onbis gun; something quivered in his I'VE COT TO HIDE, he told himself. His chest heaved as he 
stomacltl. Then the train thundered past, the gray and brown waited, crouching in a dark comer of the vestibule. He was 
box ca~S5 rumbling and clinking. He gripped the gun tightly; tired of running and dodging. Either he had to find a place to 
then h~: jerked his hand out of his pocket. Ah betcha Bill hide, or he had to surrender. A police car swished by through 
wouldr.{'t do itl Ah betcha ... The cars slid past, steel grinding 'J the rain, its siren rising sharply. They're looking for me all 
upon steeel. Ahm ridin yuh ternight, so hep me Gawdl He was . over ... He crept to the door and squinted through the fogged 
hot all over. He hesitated just a moment; then he grabbed, plate glass. He stiffened as the siren rose and died in. the dis
pulled satop of a car, and lay flat. He felt his pocket; the gun tance. Yes, he had to hide, but where? He gritted his teeth. 
was still there. Ahead the long rails were glinting in the moon Then a sudden movement in the street caught his attention. A 
light, &lttretching away, aw~ to somewhere, somewhere where throng of tiny columns of water snaked into the air from the 
he co~d be a man ... perforations of a manhole cover. The columns stopped ab

ruptly, as though the perforations had become clogged, a gray 
spout of sewer water jutted up from underground and lifted the 
circular metal cover, juggled it for a moment, then let it fall 
with a clang. 
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He hatched a tentative plan: he would wait until the siren 
sounded far off, then he would go out. He smoked and waited, 
tense. At last the siren gave him his signal; it wailed, dying, 
going away from him. He stepped to the sidewalk, then paused 
and looked curiously at the open manhole, half expecting the 
cover to leap up again. He went to the center of the street and 
stooped and peered into the hole, but could see nothing. Water 
rustled in the black depths. 

He started with terror; the siren sounded so near that he had 
the idea that he had been dreaming and had awakened to find 
the car upon him. He dropped instinctively to his knees and 
his hands grasped the rim of the manhole. The siren seemed 
to hoot directly above him and with a wild gasp of exertion he 
snatched the cover far enough off to admit his body. He swung 
his legs over the opening and lowered himself into watery 
darkness. He hung for an eternal moment to the rim by his 
finger tips, then he felt rough metal prongs and at once he 
knew that sewer workmen used these ridges to lower them
selves into manholes. Fist over fist, he let his body sink until 
he could feel no more prongs. He swayed in dank space; the 
siren seemed to howl at the very rim of the manhole. He 
dropped and was washed violently into an ocean of warm, 
leaping water. His head was battered against a wall and he 
wondered if this were death. Frenziedly his fingers clawed and 
sank into a crevice. He steadied himself and measured the 
strength of the current with his own muscular tension. He 
stood slowly in water that dashed past his knees with fearful 
velocity. 

He heard a prolonged scream of brakes and the siren broke 
off. Oh, God! They had found him! Looming above his head 
in the rain a white face hovered over the hole. "How did this 
damn thing get off?" he heard a policeman ask. He saw the 
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I' steel cover move slowly until the hole looked like a quarter 
: moon turned black. "Give me a hand here," someone called. 

The cover clanged into place, muflling the sights and sounds 
.of the upper world. Knee-deep in the pulsing current, he 
breathed with aching chest, fillinghis lungs with the hot stench 
of yeasty rot. 

From the perforations of the manhole cover, delicate lances 
of hazy violet sifted down and wove a mottled pattern upon 
the surface of the streaking current. His lips parted as a car 
swept past along the wet pavement overhead, its heavy rum
ble soon dying out, like the hum of a plane speeding through 
a dense cloud. He had never thought that cars could sound 
like that; everything seemed strange and 'unreal under here. 
He stood in darkness for a long time, knee-deep in rustling 
water, musing. 

The odor of rot had become so general that he no longer 
smelled it. He got his cigarettes, but discovered that his 
matches were wet. He searched and found a dry folder in the 
pocket of his shirt and managed to strike one; it flared weirdly 
in the wet gloom, glowing greenishly, turning red, orange, 
then yellow. He lit a crumpled cigarette; then, by the flickering 
light of the match, he looked for support so that he would not 
have to keep his muscles Hexed against the pouring water. His 
pupils narrowed and he saw to either side of him two steam
ing walls that rose and curved inward some six feet above his 
head to form a dripping, mouse-colored dome. The bottom of 
the sewer was a sloping V-trough. To the left, the sewer 
vanished in ashen fog. To the right was a steep down-curve into 
which water plunged. 

He saw now that had he not regained his feet in time, he 
would have been swept to death, or had he entered any other 
manhole he would have probably drowned. Above the rush 
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of the current he heard sharper juttings of water; tiny streams 
were spewing into the sewer from smaller conduits. The match 
died; he struck another and saw a mass of debris sweep past 
him and clog the throat of the down-curve. At once the water 
began rising rapidly. Could he climb out before he drowned? 
A long hiss sounded and the debris was sucked from sight; 
the current lowered. He understood now what had made the 
water toss the manhole cover; the down-curve had become 
temporarily obstructed and the perforations had become 

clogged. 
He was in danger; he might slide into a down-curve; he 

might wander with a lighted match into a pocket of gas and 
blow himself up; or he might contract some horrible disease ... 
Though he wanted to leave, an irrational impulse held him 
rooted. To the left, the convex ceiling swooped to a height of 
less than five' feet. With cigarette slanting from pursed lips, 
he waded with taut muscles, his feet sloshing over the slimy 
bottom, his shoes sinking into spongy slop, the slate-colored 
water cracking in creamy foam against his knees. Pressing his 
Hat left palm against the lowered ceiling, he struck another 
match and saw a metal pole nestling in a niche of the wall. 
Yes, some sewer workman had left it. He reached for it, then 
jerked his head away as a whisper of scurrying life whisked 
past and was still. He held the match close and saw a huge 
rat, wet with slitne, blinking beady eyes and baring tiny fangs. 
The light blinded the rat and the frizzled head moved aim
lessly. He grabbed the pole and let it fly against the rat's soft 
body; there was shrill piping and the grizzly body splashed 
into the dun-colored water and was snatched out of sight, 
spinning in the scuttling stream. 

He swallowed and pushed on, following the curve of the 
misty cavern, sounding the water with -the pole. By the faint 
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light of another manhole cover he saw, amid loose wet brick, 
a hole with walls of damp earth leading into blackness. Gin
gerly he poked the pole into it; it was hollow and went beyond 
the length of the pole. He shoved the pole before him, hoisted 
himself upward, got to his hands and knees, and crawled. 
After a few yards he paused, struck to wonderment by the 
silence; it seemed that he had traveled a million miles away 
from the world. As he inched forward again he could sense 
the bottom of the dirt tunnel becoming dry and lowering 
slightly. Slowly he rose and to his astonishment he stood erect. 
He could not hear the rustling of the water now and he felt 
confoundingly alone, yet lured by the darkness and silence. 

He crept a long way, then stopped, curious, afraid. He put 
his right foot forward and it dangled in space; he drew back in 
fear. He thrust the pole outward and it swung in emptiness. 

'He trembled, imagining the earth crumbling and burying him 
alive. He scratched a match and saw that the dirt floor sheered 
away steeply and widened into a sort of cave some five feet 
below him. An old sewer, he muttered. He cocked his head, 
hearing a feathery cadence which he could not identify. The 
match ceased to bum. 

Using the pole as a kind of ladder, he slid down and stood in 
darkness. The air was a little fresher and he could still hear 
vague noises. Where was he? He felt suddenly that someone 
was standing near him and he turned sharply, but there was 
only darkness. He poked cautiously and felt a brick wall; he 
followed it and the strange sounds grew louder. He ought to 
get out of here. This was crazy. He could not remain here for 
any length of time; there was no food and no place to sleep. 
But the faint sounds tantalized him; they were strange but 
familiar. Was it a motor? A baby crying? Music? A siren? He 
groped on, and the sounds came so clearly that he could feel 
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e of human voices. Yes, singingl That was 
-,;~th open mouth. It was a church service. En

i,'groped toward the waves of melody. 
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me to your home above
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I! :,'";If:\ -: ' And fold me in the bosom of Thy love • . • 
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, ',.;The :sfnging was on the other side of a brick wall. Excited, 
.JM.." wanted to watch the service without being seen. Whose 
eburch was it? He knew most of the churches in this 
above ground, but the singing sounded too strange and de
tached for him to guess. He looked to the left, to the right, 
down to the black dirt, then upward and was startled to see a 
bright sliver of light slicing the darkness like the blade of a 
dZOJ'. He struck one of his two remaining matches and saw 
rost'ypipes running along an old concrete ceiling. Photographi

·ctlllyhelocated the exact position of the pipes in his mind. 
1rbe.. nJatch flame sank and he spr:ang upward; 
d~ a pipe. He swung his legs and tossed his body onto 
~i"hed ,of pipes and they creaked, swaying up and down; he 
~t·· that the tier was about to crash, but nothing hap
' He edged to the crevice and saw a segment of black ...
."', ',''-, ., .d women, dressed in white robes, singing, holding 

songbooks in their black palms. His first impulse was 
_bitt he checked himself. 

,t was he doing? He was crushed with a sense of guilt. 
God strike him dead for that? The singing swept on 
shook his head, disagreeing in spite of himself. They 

!t to do that, he thought. But he could think of 
!\why they should not do it. Just singing with the air of 

'$:' blowing in on them . . . He felt that he was gazing 
!~mething abysmally obscene, yet he could not bring 

':,' to leave. 

\ 
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, After a long time he grew numb and dropped to the dirt. 
, throbbed in his legs and a deeper pain, induced by the 

'. :ght of those black people groveling and begging for some
!~:tbing they could never get, churned in him. A vague convie
~.:tion made him feel that those people should stand unrepentant 
~r and yield no quarter in singing and praying, yet he had run 
!.\ away from the police, had pleaded with them to believe in his 
1,:, innocence. He shook his head, bewildered. 

How long had he been down here? He did not know. This 
was a new kind of living for him; the intensity of feelings he 

,had experienced when looking at the church people sing made 
, him certain that he had been down here a long time, but his 

mind told him that the time must have been short. In this 
darkness the only notion he had of time was when a match 
flared and measured time by its fleeting light. He groped back 
through the hole toward the sewer and the waves of song 

,subsided and finally he could not hear them at all. He came to 
where the earth hole ended and he heard the noise of the 
current and time lived again for him, measuring the moments 
by the wash of water. 

The rain must have slackened, for the flow of water had 
lessened and came only to his ankles. Ought he to go up into 
the streets and take his chances on hiding somewhere else? 
But they would surely catch him. The mere thought of dodging 
and running again from the police made him tense. No, he 
would stay and plot how to elude them. But what could he 
do down here? He walked forward into the sewer and came 
to another manhole cover; he stood beneath it, debating. Fine 
pencils of gold spilled suddenly from the little circles in the 
manhole cover and trembled on the surface of the current. 
Yes, street lamps . . . It must be night . . . 

He went forward for about a quarter of an hour, wading 

area 

his hands 

no 
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aimlessly, poking the pole carefully before him. Then he 
stopped, his eyes fixed and intent. What's that? A strangely 
familiar image attracted and repelled him. Lit by the yellow 
stems from another manhole cover was a tiny nude body of a 
baby snagged by debris and half-submerged in water. Think
wg that the baby was alive, he moved impulsively to save it, 
but his roused feelings told him that it was dead, cold, noth
ing, the same nothingness he had felt while watching the men 
and women singing in the church. Water blossomed about 
the tiny legs, the tiny arms, the tiny head, and rushed on
ward. The eyes were closed, as though in sleep; the fists were 
clenched, as though in protest; and the mouth gaped black in 
a soundless cry. 

He straightened and drew in his breath, feeling that he had 
been staring for all eternity at the ripples of veined water 
skimming impersonally over the shriveled limbs. He felt as 
condemned as when the policemen had accused him. Involun
tarily he lifted his hand to brush the vision away, but his arm 
fell listlessly to his side. Then he acted; he closed his eyes and 
reached forward slowly with the soggy shoe of his right foot 
and shoved the dead baby from where it had been lodged. He 
kept his eyes closed, seeing the little body twisting in the 
current as it floated from sight. He opened his eyes, shivered, 
placed his knuckles in the sockets, hearing the water speed in 
the somber shadows. 

He tramped on, sensing at times a sudden quickening in the 
current as he passed some conduit whose waters were swelling 
the stream that slid by his feet. A few minutes later he was 
standing under another manhole cover, listening to the faint 
rumble of noises above ground. Streetcars and trucks, he 
mused. He looked down and saw a stagnant pool of gray
green sludge; at intervals a balloon pocket rose from the scum, 
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'tening a bluish-purple, and burst. Then another. He turned, 
,k his head, and tramped back to the dirt cave by the 

ureh, his lips quivering. 
;i\ Back in the cave, he sat and leaned his back against a dirt 
~)lvall. His body was trembling slightly. Finally his senses 
/illluieted and he slept. When he awakened he felt stiff and 
J 
i:feold. He had to leave this foul place, but leaving meant facing 
W,those policemen who had wrongly accused him. No, he could 
;!;Dot go back aboveground. He remembered the beating they 
'(had given him and how he had signed his name to a confession, 
'a confession which he had not even read. He had been too 
tired when they had shouted at him, demanding that he sign 
his name; he had Signed it to end his pain. 

He stood and groped about in the darkness. The church 
singing had stopped. How long had he slept? He did not know. 
But he felt refreshed and hungry. He doubled his fist nerv
ously, realizing that he could not make a decision. As he walked 
about he stumbled over an old rusty iron pipe. He picked it 
up and felt a jagged edge. Yes, there was a brick wall and 
he could dig into it. What would he find? Smiling, he groped 
to the brick wall, sat, and began digging idly into damp cement. 
I can't make any noise, he cautioned himself. As time passed 
he grew thirsty, but there was no water. He had to kill time 
or go aboveground. The cement came out of the wall easily; 
he extracted four bricks and felt a soft draft blowing into his 
face. He stopped, afraid. What was beyond? He waited a long 
time and nothing happened; then he began digging again, 
soundlessly, slowly; he enlarged the hole and crawled through 
into a dark room and collided with another wall. He felt 
his way to the right; the wall ended and his fingers toyed in 
space, like the antennae of an insect. 

He fumbled on and his feet struck something hollow, like 

~. 
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aimlessly, poking the pole carefully before him. Then he 
stopped, his eyes fixed and intent. What's that? A strangely 
familiar image attracted and repelled him. Lit by the yellow 
stems from another manhole cover was a tiny nude body of a 
baby snagged by debris and half-submerged in water. Think
:wg that the baby was alive, he moved impulsively to save it, 
but his roused feelings told him that it was dead, cold, noth
ing, the same nothingness he had felt while watching the men 
and women singing in the church. Water blossomed about 
the tiny legs, the tiny arms, the tiny head, and rushed on
ward. The eyes were closed, as though in sleep; the fists were 
clenched, as though in protest; and the mouth gaped black in 
a soundless cry. 

He straightened and drew in his breath, feeling that he had 
been staring for all eternity at the ripples of veined water 
skimming impersonally over the shriveled limbs. He felt as 
condemned as when the policemen had accused him. Involun
tarily he lifted his hand to brush the vision away, but his arm 
fell listlessly to his side. Then he acted; he closed his eyes and 
reached forward slowly with the soggy shoe of his right foot 
and shoved the dead baby from where it had been lodged. He 
kept his eyes closed, seeing the little body twisting in the 
current as it floated from sight. He opened his eyes, shivered, 
placed his knuckles in the sockets, hearing the water speed in 
the somber shadows. 

He tramped on, sensing at times a sudden quickening in the 
current as he passed some conduit whose waters were swelling 
the stream that slid by his feet. A few minutes later he was 
standing under another manhole cover, listening to the faint 
rumble of noises above ground. Streetcars and trucks, he 
mused. He looked down and saw a stagnant pool of gray
green sludge; at intervals a balloon pocket rose from the scum, 
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~glistening a bluish-purple, and burst. Then another. He turned, 
ItShook his head, and tramped back to the dirt cave by the 
['church, his lips quivering. 
! Back in the cave, he sat and leaned his back against a dirt 
t:wall. His body was trembling slightly. Finally his senses 
t;~quieted and he slept. When he awakened he felt stiff and 
I;,icold. He had to leave this foul place, but leaving meant facing 
II those policemen who had wrongly accused him. No, he could 
~~; not go back aboveground. He remembered the beating they 
Ehad given him and how he had Signedhis name to a confession, 
1,1 a confession which he had not even read. He had been too 
if tired when they had shouted at him, demanding that he sign 
"his name; he had signed it to end his pain. 

He stood and groped about in the darkness. The church 
singing had stopped. How long had he slept? He did not know. 
But he felt refreshed and hungry. He doubled his fist nerv
ously, realizing that he could not make a decision. As he walked 
about he stumbled over an old rusty iron pipe. He picked it 
up and felt a jagged edge. Yes, there was a brick wall and 
he could dig into it. What would he find? Smiling, he groped 
to the brick wall, sat, and began digging idly into damp cement. 
I can't make any noise, he cautioned himself. As time passed 
he grew thirsty, but there was no water. He had to kill time 
or go aboveground. The cement came out of the wall easily; 
he extracted four bricks and felt a soft draft blowing into his 
face. He stopped, afraid. What was beyond? He waited a long 
time and nothing happened; then he began digging again, 
soundlessly, slowly; he enlarged the hole and crawled through 
into a dark room and collided with another wall. He felt 
his way to the right; the wall ended and his fingers toyed in 
space, like the antennae of an insect. 

He fumbled on and his feet struck something hollow, like 
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wood. What's this? He felt with his fingers. Steps ... He 
stooped and pulled off his shoes and mounted the stairs and 
saw a yellow chink of light shining and heard a low voice 
speaking. He placed his eye to a keyhole and saw the nude 
waxen figure of a man stretched out upon a white table. The 
voice, low-pitched and vibrant, mumbled indistinguishable 
words, neither rising nor falling. He craned his neck and 
squinted to see the man who was talking, but he could not 
locate him. Above the naked figure was suspended a huge glass 
container filled with a blood-red liquid from which a white 
rubber tube dangled. He crouched closer to the door and saw 
the tip end of a black object lined with pink satin. A coffin, 
he breathed. This is an undertaker's establishment ... A fine
spun lace of ice covered his body and he shuddered. A throaty 
chuckle sounded in the depths of the yellow room. 

He turned to leave. Three steps down it occurred to him that 
a light switch should be nearby; he felt along the wall, found 
an electric button, pressed it, and a blinding glare smote his 
pupils so hard that he was sightless, defenseless. His pupils 
contracted and he wrinkled his nostrils at a peculiar odor. At 
once he knew that he had been dimly aware of this odor in 
the darkness, but the light had brought it sharply to his at
tention. Some kind of stuff they use to embalm, he thought. He 
went down the steps and saw piles of lumber, coffins, and a 
long workbench. In one comer was a tool chest. Yes, he could 
use tools, could tunnel through walls with them. He lifted 
the lid of the chest and saw nails, a hammer, a crowbar, a 
screwdriver, a light bulb, and a long length of electric wire. 
Goodl He would lug these back to his cave. 

He was about to hoist the chest to his shoulders when he dis
covered a door behind the furnace. Where did it lead? He 
tried to open it and found it securely bolted. Using the crow-

f 
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(~ so as to make no sound, he pried the door open; it swung 
if~ creaking hinges, outward. Fresh air came to his face and he 
:~ught the faint roar of faraway sound. Easy now, he told him
~'Ie1f. He widened the door and a lump of coal rattled toward 
'(i'tum. A coalbin . . . Evidently the door led into another base
~1.ent. The roaring noise was louder now, but he could not 
i)identifyit. Where was he? He groped slowly over the coal pile, 
~then ranged in darkness over a gritty floor. The roaring noise 
~::seemed to come from above him, then below. His fingers 
I~:'followed a wall until he touched a wooden ridge. A door, he 

breathed. 
fi';, The noise died to a low pitch; he felt his skin prickle. It 
~•.•. seemed that he was playing a game with an unseen person 
f!iwhose intelligence outstripped his. He put his ear to the flat 
~i>surface of the door. Yes, voices ... Was this a prize fight 

1'< 

I: ,stadium? The sound of the voices came near and sharp, but 
I',
~;'he could not tell if they were joyous or despairing. He twisted 
It; the knob until he heard a soft click and felt the springy 
[i.weight of the door swinging toward him. He was afraid to 
:k open it, yet captured by curiosity and wonder. He jerked the 
r door wide and saw on the far side of the basement a furnace 
!glowingred. Ten feet away was still another door, half ajar. He 
crossed and peered through the door into an empty, high
ceilinged corridor that terminated in a dark complexof shadow. 
The belling voices rolled about him and his eagerness mounted. 
He stepped into the corridor and the voices swelled louder. He 
crept on and came to a narrow stairway leading circularly up
ward; there was no question but that he was going to ascend 
those stairs. 

i. Mounting the spiraled staircase, he heard the voices roll in 
\ a steady wave, then leap to crescendo, only to die away, but 
~!; always remaining audible. Ahead of him glowed red letters: 
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E-X-I-T. At the top of the steps he paused in front of a 
black curtain that fluttered uncertainly. He parted the folds 
and looked into a convex depth that gleamed with clusters 
of shimmering lights. Sprawling below him was a stretch of 
human faces, tilted upward, chanting, whistling, screaming, 
laughing. Dangling before the faces, high upon a screen of 
silver, were jerking shadows. A movie, he said with slow laugh
ter breaking from his lips. 

He stood in a box in the reserved section of a movie house 
and the impulse he had had to tell the people in the church 
to stop their singing seized him. These people were laughing 
at their lives, he thought with amazement. They were shouting 
and yelling at the animated shadows of themselves. His com
passion fired his imagination and he stepped out' of the box, 
walked out upon thin air, walked on down to the audience; 
and, hovering in the air just above them, he stretched out his 
hand to touch them . . . His tension snapped and he found 
himself back in the box, looking down into the sea of faces. 
No; it could not be done; he could not awaken them. He 
sighed. Yes, these people were children, sleeping in their 
living, awake in their dying. 

He turned away, parted the black curtain, and looked out. 
He saw no one. He started down the white stone steps and 
when he reached the bottom he saw a man in trim blue uni
fonn coming toward him. So used had he become to being 
underground that he thought that he could walk past the man, 
as though he were a ghost. But the man stopped. And he 
stopped. 

"Looking for the men's room, sir?" the man asked, and, with
out waiting for an answer, he turned and pointed. 'This way, 
sir. The first door to your right." 

He watched the man turn and walkup the steps and go out 
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sight. Then he laughed. What a funny fellowI He went back 
ib the basement and stood in the red darkness, watching the 

..: lwing embers in the furnace. He went to the sink and turned 
faucet and the water flowed in a smooth silent stream that 

ked like a spout of blood. He brushed the mad image from 
's mind and began to wash his hands leisurely, looking about 
,r the usual bar of soap. He found one and rubbed it in his 
lms until a rich lather bloomed in his cupped fingers, like 
scarlet sponge. He scrubbed and rinsed his hands meticu
usly, then hunted for a towel; there was none. He shut off 
e water, pulled off his shirt, dried his hands on it; when he 

ut it on again he was grateful for the cool dampness that 
e to his skin. 

',' Yes, he was thirsty; he turned on the faucet again, bowled 
• fingers and when the water bubbled over' the brim of his 
pped palms, he drank in long, slow swallows. His bladder 
ew tight; he shut off the water, faced the wall, bent his head, 
d watched a red stream strike the floor. His nostrils wrinkled 

,lgainst acrid wisps of vapor; though he had tramped in 
, waters of the sewer, he stepped back from the wall so 

t his shoes, wet with sewer slime, would not touch his 
ine. 

: 'I He heard footsteps and crawled quickly into the coalbin. 
~.!tumps rattled noisily. The footsteps came into the basement 
1-1, : • 

:![llDd stopped. Who was it? Had someone heard him and come 
idown to investigate? He waited, crouching, sweating. For a 
illong time there was silence, then he heard the clang of metal 
r:,'and a brighter glow lit the room. Somebody's tending the 
/;'fumace, he thought. Footsteps came closer and he stiffened. 
L,LoOming before him was a white face lined with coal dust, the 
~,face of an old man with watery blue eyes. Highlights spotted 
f"ihis gaunt cheekbones, and he held a huge shovel. There was a 
i.'i' 
'I , 
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screechy scrape of metal against stone, and the old man lifted 
a shovelful of coal and went from sight. 

The room dimmed momentarily, then a yellow glare came 
as coal flared at the furnace door. Six times the old man came 
to the bin and went to the furnace with shovels of coal, but 
not once did he lift his eyes. Finally he dropped the shovel, 
mopped his face with a dirty handkerchief, and sighed: 
"Wheeewl" He turned slowlyand trudged out of the basement, 
his footsteps dying away. 

He stood, and lumps of coal' clattered down the pile. He 
stepped from the bin and was startled to see the shadowy out
line of an electric bulb hanging above his head. Why had not 
the old man turned it on? Oh, yes ... He understood. The old 
man had worked here for so long that he had no need for 
light; he had learned a way of seeing in his dark world, like 
those sightless worms that inch along underground by a sense 

of touch. 
His eyes fell upon a lunch pail and he was afraid to hope 

that it was full. He picked it up; it was heavy. He opened it. 
Sandwiches! He looked guiltily around; he was alone. He 
searched farther and found a folder of matches and a half
empty tin of tobacco; he put them eagerly into his pocket 
and clicked off the light. With the lunch pail under his arm, 
he went through the door, groped over the pile of coal, and 
stood again in the lighted basement of the undertaking estab
lishment. I've got to get those tools, he told himself. And turn 
off that light. He tiptoed back up the steps and switched off 
the light; the invisible voice still droned on behind the door. 
He crept down and, seeing with his fingers, opened the lunch 
pail and tore off a piece of paper bag and brought out the tin 
and spilled grains of tobacco into the makeshift concave. He 
rolled it and wet it with spittle, then inserted one end into his 
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uth and lit it: he sucked smoke that bit his lungs. The nieo
,. reached his brain, went out along his arms to his finger. 
)p5, down to his stomach, and over all the tired nerves of his 

01"1 1:,yo 
,;,i;He carted the tools to the hole he had made in the wall. 
~'ould the noise of the falling chest betray him? But he would 

,ve to take a chance; he had to have those' tools. He ·lifted 
e chest and shoved it; it hit the dirt on the other side of the 

with a loud clatter. He waited, listening; nothing hap
ed. Head first, he slithered through and stood in the cave. 

e grinned, filled with a cunning idea. Yes, he would now go 
, into the basement of the undertaking establishment and 
.uch behind the coal pile and dig another hole. Surel Fumb

:, he opened the tool chest and extracted a crowbar, a 
ewdriver, and a hammer; he fastened them securely about 
person. 

,,' With another lumpish cigarette in his Hexed lips, he crawled 
"'-':ck through the hole and over the coal pile and sat, facing 

brick wall. He jabbed with the crowbar and the cement 
iredaway; quicker than he thought, a brick came loose. He 

,rked an hour; the other bricks did not come easily. He 
,~hed, weak from effort. I ought to rest a little, he thought. 
m hungry. He felt his way back to the cave and stumbled 

dong the wall till he came to the tool chest. He sat upon it, 
'; ened the lunch pail, and took out two thick sandwiches. He 

ned them. Pork chops ... His mouth watered. He closed 
eyes and devoured a sandwich, savoring the smooth rye 
d and juicy meat. He ate rapidly, gulping down lumpy 

outhfuls that made him long for water. He ate the other 
dwich and found an apple and gobbled that up too, sucking 

e core till the last trace of flavor was drained from it. Then, 
:e a dog, he ground the meat bones with his teeth, enjoying 
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the salty, tangy marrow. He finished and stretched out full 
length on the ground and went to sleep. . . . 

. . . His body was washed by cold water that gradually 
turned warm and he was buoyed upon a stream and swept out 
to sea where waves rolled gently and suddenly he found him
self walking upon the water how strange and delightful to 
walk upon the water and he came upon a nude woman hold
ing a nude baby in her arms and the woman was sinking into 
the water holding the baby above her head and screaming 
help and he ran over the water to the woman and he reached 
her just before she went down and he took the baby from her 
hands and. stood watching the breaking bubbles where the 
woman sank and he called lady and still no answer yes dive 
down there and rescue that woman but he could not take this 
baby with him and he stooped and laid the baby tenderly 
upon the surface of the water expecting it to sink but it 
Hoated and he leaped into the water and held his breath and 
strained his eyes to see through the gloomy volume of water 
but there was no woman and he opened his mouth and 
called lady and the water bubbled and his chest ached and his 
arms were tired but he could not see the woman and he 
called again lady lady and his feet touched sand at the bottom 
of the sea and his chest felt as though it would burst and he 
bent his knees and propelled himself upward and water 
rushed past him and his head bobbed out and he breathed 
deeply and looked around where was the baby the baby was 
gone and he rushed over the water looking for the baby call
ing where is it and the empty sky and sea threw back his 
voice where is it and he began to doubt that he could stand 
upon the water and then he was sinking and as he struggled 
the water rushed him downward spinning dizzily and he 
opened his mouth to call for help and water surged into his 

.lungs and he choked . . . 
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He groaned and leaped erect in the dark, his eyes wide. 
e images of terror that thronged his brain would not let him 

,J 

:l1eep. He rose, made sure that the tools were hitched to his 
:!belt, and groped his way to the coal pile and found the ree
!tangular gap from which he had taken the bricks. He took 
"I'
i~ut the crowbar and hacked. Then dread paralyzed him. How 
,'ong had he slept? Was it day or night now? He had to be 
.1;&ueful. Someone might hear him if it were day. He hewed 
!iSoftly for hours at the cement, working silently. Faintly quiver
(':lug in the air above him was the dim sound of yelling voices. 
'i:·Crazy people, he muttered. They're still there in that movie ... r Having rested, he found the digging much easier. He soon 
ii:had a dozen bricks out. His spirits rose. He took out another 
I 

'brick and his fingers fluttered in space. Goodl What lay ahead 
,lof him? Another basement? He made the hole larger, climbed 
;'through, walked over an uneven floor and felt a metal surface. 
tHe lighted a match and saw that he was standing behind a 
.f:lurnace in a basement; before him, on the far side of the 
I, 

.room, was a door. He crossed and opened it; it was full of 
'!I,oods and ends. Daylight spilled from a window above his 
!head. ' 
tl
ii Then he was aware of a soft, continuous tapping. What was 
(It? A clock? No, it was louder than a clock and more irregular. 
;He placed an old empty box beneath the window, stood upon 
~it, and looked into an areaway. He eased the window up and 
i\,crawled through; the sound of the tapping came clearly now. 
:,He glanced about; he was alone. Then he looked upward at a 
series of window ledges. The tapping identified itself. That's a 

;typewriter, he said to himself. It seemed to be coming from 
tjust above. He grasped the ridges of a rain pipe and lifted 
1:himself upward; through a half-inch opening of window he saw 
I,B doorknob about three feet away. No, it was not a doorknob; 
it was a small circular disk made of stainless steel with many 
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fine markings upon it. He held his breath; an eerie white hand, 
seemingly detached from its arm, touched the metal knob and 
whirled it, first to the left, then to the right. It's a safel ... 
Suddenly he could see the dial no more; a huge metal door 
swung slowly toward him and he was looking into a safe 
filled with green wads of paper money, rows of coins wrapped 
in brown paper, and glass jars and boxes of various sizes. His 
heart quickened. Good LordI The white hand went in and out 
of the safe, taking wads of bills and cylinders of coins. The 
hand vanished and he heard the muffied click of the big door 
as it closed. Only the steel dial was visible now. The type
writer still tapped in his ears, but he could not see it. He 
blinked, wondering if what he had seen was real. There was 
more money in that safe than he had seen in all his life. 

As he clung to the rain pipe, a daring idea came to him and 
he pulled the screwdriver from his belt. If the white hand 
twirled that dial again, he would be able to see how far to 
left and right it spun and he would have the' combination I 
His blood tingled. I can scratch the numbers right here, he 
thought. Holding the pipe with one hand, he made the sharp 
edge of the screwdriver bite into the brick wall. Yes, he could 
do it. Now, he was set. Now, he had a reason for staying 
here in the underground. He waited for a long time, but 
the white hand did not return. Goddamnl Had he been more 
alert, he could have counted the twirls and he would have 
had the combination. He got down and stood in the areaway, 
sunk in reflection, 

How could he get into that room? He climbed back into the 
basement and saw wooden steps leading upward. Was that the 
room where the safe stood? Fearing that the dial was now 
being twirled, he clambered through the window, hoisted him
self up the rain pipe, and peered; he saw only the naked gleam 
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the steel dial. He got down and doubled his fists. Well, he 
0' uld explore the basement. He returned to the basement room 

d mounted the steps to the door and squinted through the 
:yhole; all was dark, but the tapping was still somewhere 

~~..ir---- ' still faint and directionless. He pushed the door in; along 
\One wall of a room was a table piled with radios and electrical 
:equipment. A radio shop, he muttered. 
J~~\ Well, he could rig up a radio in his cave. He found a sack, 
$lid the radio into it, and slung it across his back. Closing the 

,/f,oor, he went down the steps and stood again in the basement, 
'((disappointed. He had not solved the problem of the steel dial 
~d he was irked. He set the radio on the floor and again 
~Jaoisted himself through the window and up the rain pipe and 
~\lquinted; the metal door was swinging shut. Goddamnl He's 
f(:\VOrked the combination again. If I had been patient, I'd have 
[I!had itt How could he get into that room? He had to get into it. 
.~'He could jimmy the window, but it would be much better if he 
~<:ould get in without any traces. To the right of him, he cal
;;!Oulated, should be the basement of the building that held the 
ii,tafe; therefore, if he dug a hole right here, he ought to reach 
~,his goal. 
. He began a quiet scraping; it was hard work, for the bricks 
pwere not damp. He eventually got one out and lowered it 
;i~ftly to the floor. He had to be careful; perhaps people were 
~beyond this wall. He extracted a second layer of brick and 
t,~ound still another. He gritted his teeth, ready to quit. I'll dig 
i;Qne more, he resolved. When the next brick came out he 
~:ifelt air blowing into his face. He waited to be challenged, but 
w,nothing happened. 

;. He enlarged the hole and pulled himself through and stood 
~in quiet darkness. He scratched a match to Harne and saw steps; 
~:be mounted and peered through a keyhole: Darkness ..• He 
I,~, . 
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strained to hear the typewriter, but there was only silence. 
Maybe the office had closed? He twisted the knob and swung 
the door in; a frigid blast made him shiver. In the shadows 
before him were halves and quarters of hogs and lambs and 
steers hanging from metal hooks on the low ceiling, red meat 
encased in folds of cold white fat. Fronting him was frost
coated glass from behind which came indistinguishable sounds. 
The odor of fresh raw meat sickened him and he backed away. 
A meat market, he whispered. 

He ducked his head, suddenly blinded by light. He narrowed 
his eyes; the red-white rows of meat were drenched in yellow 
glare. A man wearing a crimson-spotted jacket came in and 
took down a bloody meat cleaver. He eased the door to, hold
ing it ajar just enough to watch the man, hoping that the dark
ness in which he stood would keep him from being.seen. The 
man took down a hunk of steer and placed it upon a bloody 
wooden block and bent forward and whacked with the cleaver. 
The man's face was hard, square, grim; a jet of mustache 
smudged his upper lip and a glistening cowlick of hair fell over 
his left eye. Each time he lifted the cleaver and brought it 
down upon the meat, he let out a short, deep-chested grunt. 
After he had cut the meat, he wiped blood off the wooden 
block with a sticky wad of gunny sack and hung the cleaver 
upon a hook. His face was proud as he placed the chunk of 
meat in the crook of his elbow and left. 

The door slammed and the light went off; once more he 
stood in shadow. His tension ebbed. From behind the frosted 
glass he heard the man's voice: "Forty-eight cents a pound, 
ma'am." He shuddered, feeling that there was something he 
had to do. But what? He stared fixedly at the cleaver, then 
he sneezed and was terrified for fear that the man had heard 
him. But the d~r did not open. He took down the cleaver and 

# 
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ed the sharp edge smeared with cold blood. Behind the 
'. -eoated glass a cash register rang with a vibrating, musical 

,~ .e• 
.,1,:' Absent-mindedly holding the meat cleaver, he rubbed the 

ass with his thumb and cleared a spot that enabled him to 
into the front of the' store. The shop was empty, save for the 

who was now putting on his hat and coat. Beyond the 
t window a wan sun shone in the streets; people passed 

ad now and then a fragment of laughter or the whir of a 
ding auto came to him. He peered closer and saw on the 

,t counter of the shop a mosquito netting covering pears, 
s, lemons, oranges, bananas, peaches, and plums. His 

mach contracted. 
,The man clicked out the light and he gritted his teeth, mut
. ing, Don't lock the icebox door ... The man went through 

door of the shop and locked it from the outside. Thank 
I Now, he would eat some morel He waited, trembling. The 

n died and its rays lingered on in the sky, turning the streets 
, dusk. He opened the door and stepped inside the shop. In 

v rerse letters across the front window was; NICK'S FRUITS AND 

kuTS. He laughed, picked up a soft ripe yellow pear and bit 
f__to it; juice squirted; his mouth ached as his saliva glands 
1:1" 

~cted to the acid of the fruit. He ate three pears, gobbled six 
nanas, and made away with several oranges, taking a bite 
t of their tops and holding them to his lips and squeezing 

" m as he hungrily sucked the juice. 
I!IX ,He found a faucet, turned it on, laid the cleaver aside, 

,I,", 

"~sed his lips under the stream until his stomach felt about 
burst. He straightened and belched, feeling satisfied for the 
t time since he had been underground. He sat upon the 

TI.C or, rolled and lit a cigarette, his bloodshot eyes squinting 
l,gainst the film of drifting smoke. He watched a patch of sky 
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tum red, then purple; night fell and he lit another cigarette, 
brooding. Some part of him was trying to remember the world 
he had left, and another part of him did not want to remember 
it. Sprawling before him in his mind was his wife, Mrs. 
Wooten for whom he worked, the three policemen who had 
picked him up . . . He possessed them now more completely 
than he had ever possessed them when he had lived above
ground. How this had come about he could not say, but he had 
no desire to go back to them. He laughed, crushed the cigarette, 
and stood up. 

He went to the front door and gazed out. Emotionally he 
hovered between the world aboveground and the world under
ground. He longed to go out, but sober judgment urged him to 
remain here. Then impulsively he pried the lock loose with one 
swift twist of the crowbar; the door swung outward. Through 
the twilight he saw a white man and a white woman coming 
toward him. He held himself tense, waiting for them to pass; 
but they came directly to the door and confronted him. 

"I want to buy a pound of grapes," the woman said. 
Terrified, he stepped back into the store. The white man 

stood to one side and the woman entered. 
"Give me a pound of dark ones," the woman said. 
The white man came slowly forward, bUnking his eyes. 
"Where's Nick?" the man asked. 
"Were you just clOSing?" the woman asked. 
"Yes, ma'am," he mumbled. For a second he did not breathe, 

then he mumbled again: "Yes, ma'am." 
"I'm sorry," the woman said. 
The street lamps came on, lighting the store somewhat. 

Ought he run? But that would raise an alarm. He moved 
slowly, dreamily, to a counter and Ufted up a bunch of grapes 
and showed them to the woman. 
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"Fine," the woman said. "But isn't that more than a pound?" 
He did not answer. The man was staring at him intently. 
"Put them in a bag for me," the woman said, fumbling with 

purse. 
"Yes, ma'am." 
He saw a pile of paper bags under a narrow ledge; he 

'..ened one and put the grapes in. 
',:, "Thanks," the woman said, taking the bag and placing a dime 
fa his dark palm. 
'I' "Where's Nick?" the man asked again. "At supper?" r "Sir? Yes, sir," he breathed. 
~!; They left the store' and he stood trembling in the doorway. 
~en they were out of sight, he burst out laughing and crying. 
~w trolley car rolled noisily past and he controlled himseH 
:uickly.' He flung the dime to the pavement with a gesture of 

lpontempt and stepped into the warm night air. A few shy 
~tars trembled above him. The look of things was beautiful, yet 
.e felt a lurking threat. He went to an unattended newsstand 
~d looked at a stack of papers. He saw a headline: HUNT 
;N;EGRO FOR MURDER. 
11 He felt that someone had slipped up on him from behind 
I~d was stripping off his clothes; he looked about wildly, 
Iwent quickly back into the store, picked up the meat cleaver 
\""here he had left it near the sink, then made his way through 
!the icebox to the basement. He stood for a long time, breathing 
lheavily. They know 1 didn't do anything, he muttered. But 
!Pow could he prove it? He had Signed a confession. Though 
tinnocent, he felt guilty, condemned. He struck a match and 
!(held it near the steel blade, fascinated and repelled by the 
!i;dried blotches of blood. Then his fingers gripped the handle 
;'of the cleaver with all the strength of his body, he wanted to 
i;,fling the cleav~r from him, but he could not. The match flame 
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wavered and fled, he struggled through the hole and put the 
cleaver in the sack with the radio. He was determined to keep 
it, for what purpose he did not know. 

He was about to leave when he remembered the safe. Where 
was it? He wanted to give up, but felt that he ought to make 
one more try. Opposite the last hole he had dug, he tunneled 
again, plying the crowbar. Once he was so exhausted that he 
lay on the concrete floor and panted. Finally he made an
other hole. He wriggled through and his nostrils filled with 
the fresh smell of coal. He struck a match; yes, the usual steps 
led upward. He tiptoed to a door and eased it open. A fair
haired white girl stood in front of a steel cabinet, her blue 
eyes wide upon him. She turned chalky and gave a high
pitched scream. He bounded down the steps and raced to his 
hole and clambered through, replacing the bricks with nervous 
haste. He paused, hearing loud voices. 

"What's the matter, Alice?"
 
"A man ..."
 
"What man? Where?"
 
"A man was at that door . . ."
 
"Oh, nonsense!"
 
"He was looking at me through the door!"
 
"Aw, you're dreaming."
 
"I did see a manl"
 
The girl was crying now.
 
"There's nobody here."
 
Another man's voice sounded.
 
"What is it, Bobr
 
"Alice says she saw a man in here, in that door!"
 
"Let's take a look."
 
He waited, poised for Hight. Footsteps descended the stairs. 
"There's nobody down here." 
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I~' "'The window's locked." 
i, "'And there's no door." 

"You ought to fire that dame." 
"Oh, 1 don't know. Women are that way." 
"She's too hysterical." 

~.'The men laughed. Footsteps sounded again on the stairs. A 
. ,r slammed. He, sighed, relieved that he had escaped. But 

had not done what he had set out to do; his glimpse of the 
rn had been too brief to determine if the safe was there. 

l'tile had to know. Boldly he groped through the hole once 
!.,.ore; he reached the steps and pulled off his shoes and tip-

d up and peered through the keyhole. His head accidentally 
j\touchedthe door and it swung silently in a fraction of an inch; 
,:!he saw the girl bent over the cabinet, her back to him. Beyond 
;~r was the safe. He crept back down the steps, thinking 
;:'exultingly: I found it! 

Now he had to get the combination. Even if the window 
tin the areaway was locked and bolted, he could gain entrance 
~'when the office closed. He scoured through the holes he had 
, dug and stood again in the basement where he had left the 
,radio and the cleaver. Again he crawled out of the window 
, and lifted himself up the rain pipe and peered. The steel dial 
showed lonely and bright, reflecting the yellow glow of an un
seen light. Resigned to a long wait, he sat and leaned against 
a wall. From far off came the faint sounds of life aboveground; 
once he looked with a baffled expression at the dark sky. 
,Frequently he rose and climbed the pipe to see the white hand 
spin the dial, but nothing happened. He bit his lip with im

, patience. It was not the money that was luring him, but the 
" mere fact that he could get it with impunity. Was the hand 

now twirling the dial? He rose and looked, but the white 
hand was not in sight. 
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Perhaps it would be better to watch continuously? Yes; he 
clung to the pipe and watched the dial until his eyes thickened 
with tears. Exhausted, he stood again in the areaway. He heard 
a door being shut and he clawed up the pipe and looked. He 
jerked tense as a vague figure passed in front of him. He stared 
unblinkingly, hugging the pipe with one hand and holding the 
screwdriver with the other, ready to etch the combination 
upon the wall. His ears caught: Dong ... Dong . . . Dong ... 
Dong . . _Dong . . . Dong . . . Dong . . . Seven o'clock, he 
whispered. Maybe they were closing now? What kind of a 
store would be open as late as this? he wondered. Did anyone 
live in the rear? Was there a night watchman? Perhaps the 
safe was already locked for the night! Goddamn! While he had 
been eating in that shop, they had locked up everything . . . 
Then, just as he was about to give up, the white hand touched 
the dial and turned it once to the right and stopped at six. 
With quivering fingers, he etched l-R--6 upon the brick wall 
with the tip of the screwdriver. The hand twirled the dial 
twice to the left and stopped at two, and he engraved 2-1.--2 
upon the wall. The dial was spun four times to the right and 
stopped at six again; he wrote 4-R--6. The dial rotated three 
times to the left and was centered straight up and down; he 
wrote 3-L-o. The door swung open and again he saw the 
piles of green money and the rows of wrapped coins. I got it, 
he said grimly. 

Then he was stone still, astonished. There were two hands 
now. A right hand lifted a wad of green bills and deftly 
slipped it up the sleeve of a left arm. The hands trembled; 
again the right hand slipped a packet of bills up the left 
sleeve. He's stealing, he said to himself. He grew indignant, 
as if the money belonged to him. Though he had planned to 
steal the money, he despised and pitied the man. He felt that 
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,~Jds stealing the money and the man's stealing were two en-

Ii" 

YJ,*ely different things. He wanted to steal the money merely for 
,the sensation involved in getting it, and he had no intention 

\\whatever of spending a penny of it; but he knew that the man 
lwwho was now stealing it was going to spend it, perhaps for 
~pleasure. The huge steel door closed with a soft click. 
(Y): Though angry, he was somewhat satisfied. The office would 
~c1ose soon. I'll clean the place out, he mused. He imagined 
~ithe entire officestaff cringing with fear; the police would ques
,~tion everyone for a crime they had not committed, just as they . 

[I"had questioned him. And they would have no idea of how 
il,:.the money had been stolen until they discovered the holes 
!the had tunneled in the walls of the basements. He lowered 
rhimself and laughed mischievously, with the abandoned glee 
Fof an adolescent. 
, He flattened himself against the wall as the window above 
'<him closed with rasping sound. He looked; somebody was 
If,bolting the window securely with a metal screen. -That won't 
I'help you, he snickered to himself. He clung to the rain pipe 
i,until the yellow light in the office went out. He went back into 
fthe basement, picked up the sack containing the radio and 
[,cleaver, and crawled through the two holes he had dug and 
1,groped his way into the basement of the building that held 
, the safe. He moved in slow motion, breathing softly. Be care
'!;ful now, he told himself. There might be a night watchman 
"... In his memory was the combination written in bold white 
characters as upon a blackboard. Eel-like he squeezed through 

"the last hole and crept, up the steps and put his hand on the 
I, knob and pushed the door in about three inches. Then his 
~, courage ebbed; his imagination wove dangers for him. 
,,: Perhaps the night watchman was waiting in there, ready to 
".l\ 
; 
shoot. He dangled his cap on a forefinger and poked it past 
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the jamb of the door. If anyone fired, they would hit his cap; 
but nothing happened. He widened the door, holding the 
crowbar high above his head, ready to beat off an assailant. 
He stood like that for five minutes; the rumble of a streetcar 
brought him to himself. He entered the room. Moonlight 
floated in from a side window. He confronted the safe, then 
checked himself. Better take a look around first ... He stepped 
about and found a closed door. Was the night watchman 
in there? He opened it and saw a washbowl, a faucet, and a 
commode. To the left was still another door that opened into 
a huge dark room that seemed empty; on the far side of that 
room he made out the shadow of still another door. Nobody's 
here, he told himself. 

He turned back to the safe and fingered the dial; it spun 
with ease. He laughed and twirled it just for fun. Get to work, 
he told himself. He turned the dial to the figures he saw on the 
blackboard of his memory; it was so easy that he felt that the 
safe had not been locked at all. The heavy door eased loose 
and he caught hold of the handle and pulled hard, but the 
door swung open with a slow momentum of its own. Breath
less, he gaped at wads of green bills, rows of wrapped coins, 
curious glass jars full of white pellets, and many oblong green 
metal boxes. He glanced guiltily over his shoulder; it seemed 
impossible that someone should not call to him to stop. 

They'll be surprised in the morning, he thought. He opened 
the top of the sack and lifted a wad of compactly tied bills; 
the money was crisp and new. He admired the smooth, clean
cut edges. The fellows in Washington sure know how- to 
make this stuff, he mused. He rubbed the money with his 
fingers, as though expecting it to reveal hidden qualities. He 
lifted the wad to his nose and smelled the fresh odor of ink. 
Just like any other paper, he mumbled. He dropped the wad 
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'Ito the sack and picked up another. Holding the bag, he 

ught and laughed. 
There was in him no sense of possessiveness; he was in
gued with the form and color of the money, with the mani

. lId reactions which he knew that men aboveground held 
l*oward it. The sack was one-third full when it occurred to him 
&p examine the denominations of the bills; without realizing it, 
\file had put many wads of one-dollar bills into the sack. Aw, 
Ir_uts, he said in disgust. Take the big ones . . . He dumped 
~ifhe one-dollar bills onto the floor and swept all the hundred
fi~ollars bills he could find into the sack, then he raked in rolls 
~ti coins with crooked fingers. 

(~, He walked to a desk upon which sat a typewriter, the same 
,II
'i,:machine which the blond girl had used. He was fascinated by 
~,~Jt; never in his life had he used one of them. It was a queer 
i/;Wstrument of business, something beyond the rim of his life. 
~\Whenever he had been in an office where a girl was typing, 
1\!Jae had almost always spoken in whispers. Remembering 
[ivaguely what he had seen others do, he inserted a sheet of 
~ipaper into the machine; it went in lopsided and he did not 
},' ;know how to straighten it. Spelling in a soft diffident voice, 
ii he pecked out his name on the keys: freddaniels. He looked at 
~\ it and laughed. He would learn to type correctly one of these 
~;{"days. \ 
'I' Yes, he would take the typewriter too. He lifted the machine 
and placed it atop the bulk of money in the sack. He did not 

tefeel that he was stealing, for the cleaver, the radio, the money,
1, 
i and the typewriter were all on the same level of value, all 
-,I· 

~i'meant the same thing to him. They were the serious toys of 
lithe men who lived in the dead world of sunshine and rain 
the had left, the world that had condemned him, branded him 
I' 

iguilty· 
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But what kind of a place is this? He wondered. What was in 
that dark room to his rear? He felt for his matches and found 
that he had only one left. He leaned the sack against the safe 
and groped forward into the room, encountering smooth, 
metallic objects that felt like machines. Baffled, he touched 
a wall and tried vainly to locate an electric switch. Well, he 
had to strike his last match. He knelt and struck it, cupping 
the flame near the Boor with his palms. The place seemed 
to be a factory, with. benches and tables. There were bulbs 
with green shades spaced about the tables; he turned on a 
light and twisted it low so that the glare was limited. He saw 
a half-filled packet of cigarettes and appropriated it. There 
were stools at the benches and he concluded that men worked 
here at some trade. He wandered and found a few half-used 
folders of matches. H only he could find more cigarettesI But 
there were none. 

But what kind of a place was this? On a bench he saw a pad 
of paper captioned: PEER'S-MANUFACTURING JEWEL
ERS. His lips fonried an "0," then he snapped off the light 
and ran back to the safe and lifted one of the glass' jars and 
stared at the tiny white pellets. Gingerly he picked up one 
and found that it was wrapped in tissue paper. He peeled 
the paper and saw a glittering stone that looked like glass, 
glinting white and blue sparks. Diamonds, he breathed. 

Roughly he tore the paper from the pellets and soon his 
palm quivered with precious fire. Trembling, he took all four 
glass jars from the safe and put them into the sack. He grabbed 
one of the' metal boxes, shook it, and heard a tinny rattle. He 
pried off the lid with the screwdriver. RingsI Hundreds of 
them ..• Were they worth anything? He scooped up a handful 
and jets of fire shot fitfully from the stones. These are dia
monds too, he said. He pried open another box. WatchesI A 
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i~orus of soft, metallic ticking filled his ears. For a moment 
I\JJe could not move, then he dumped all the boxes into the 
:)-ck.
[
:~ He shut the safe door, then stood looking around, anxious 
'~l1ot to overlook anything. Ohl He had seen a door in the room 
~where the machines were. What was in there? More valuables? 
fiUe re-entered the room, crossed the Boor, and stood un
~¥.decided before the door. He finally caught hold of the knob 
~,and pushed the door in;' the room beyond was dark. He ad
i!:Yanced cautiously inside and ran his fingers along the wall for 
iHtbe usual switch, then he was stark still. Something had moved 
hii",. the room! What was it? Ought he to creep out, taking the 
rdngs and diamonds and money? Why risk what he already 
~!had? He waited and the ensuing silence gave him confidence 
r~ft.o explore further. Dare he strike a match? Would not a match 
li,llame make him a good target?' He tensed again as he heard 
~!. faint sigh; he was now convinced that there was something 
!i:·aJive near him, something that lived and breathed. On tip
':;'toe he felt slowly along the wall, hoping that he would not 
t 
15,tClOllide with anything. Luck was with him; he found the light 
~:;Iwitch. 

~. NOj don't turn the light on ... Then suddenly he realized 
i,that he did not know in what direction the door was. God
ii/damnI He had to tum the light on or strike a match. He fin
fi;.gered the switch for a long time, then thought of an idea. He 
Ifbelt upon the Boor, reached his arm up to the switch and 
w,'i1icked the button, hoping that if anyone shot, the bullet would 
i\~1g0 above his head. The moment the light came on he narrowed 
f,~bis eyes to see quickly. He sucked in his breath and his body 
rgave a violent twitch and was still. In front of him, so close 
t~that it made him want to bound up and scream, was a human 
\iface. 
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He was afraid to move lest he touch the man. If the man 
had opened his eyes at that moment, there was no telling 
what he might have done. The man-long and rawboned
was stretched out on his back upon a little cot, sleeping in his 
clothes, his head cushioned by a dirty pillow; his face, clouded 
by a dark stubble of beard, looked straight up to the ceiling. 
The man sighed, and he grew tense to defend himself; the 
man mumbled and turned his face away from the light. I've 
got to tum off that light, he thought. Just as he was about 
to rise, he saw a gun and Cartridge belt on the floor at the 
man's side. Yes, he would take the gun and cartridge belt, 
not to use them, but just to keep them, as one takes a memento 
from a country fair. He picked them up and was about to 
click off the light when his eyes fell upon a photograph perched 
upon a chair near the man's head; it was the picture of a 
woman, smiling, shown against a background of open fields; 
at the woman's side were two young children, a boy and a 
girl. He smiled indulgently; he could send a bullet into that 
man's brain and time would be over for him . . . 

He clicked off the light and crept silently back into the 
room where the safe stood; he fastened the cartridge belt 
about him and adjusted the holster at his right hip. He 
strutted about the room on tiptoe, lolling his head noncha
lantly, then paused abruptly pulled the gun, and pointed it 
with grim face toward an imaginary foe. "Boom!" he whis
pered fiercely. Then he bent forward with silent laughter. 
That's just like they do it in the movies, he said. 

He contemplated his loot for a long time, then got a towel 
from the washroom and tied the sack securely. When he 
looked up he was momentarily frightened by his shadow 
looming on the wall before him. He lifted the sack, dragged 
it down the basement steps, lugged it across the basement, 
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ping for breath. After he had struggled through the hole, 
'(~ clumsily replaced the bricks, then tussled with the sack un
~tiI he got it to the cave. He stood in the dark, wet with sweat, 
[puoding about the diamonds, the rings, the watches, the 

oney, he remembered the singing in the church, the people 
elling in the movie, the dead baby, the nude man stretched 

_ .t upon the white table . . . He saw these items hovering 
,}before his eyes and felt that some dim meaning linked them 
l;rogether, that some magical relationship made them kin. He 
IFed with vacant eyes, convinced that all of these images, 
~~.th their tongueless reality, were striving to tell him some-
jibing ... 
!ii\i' Later, seeing with hisfingers, he untied the sack and set each 
~}~ neatly upon the dirt floor. Exploring, he took the bulb, 
~\the socket, and the wire out of the tool chest; he was elated 
,fJ,to find a double socket at one end of the wire. He crammed 
~the stuff into his pockets and hoisted himself upon the rusty 
Ilppes and squinted into the church; it was dim and empty. 
~i'SomeWhere in this wall were live electric wires; but where? 
'~Be lowered himself, groped and tapped the wall with the 
li!:butt of the screwdriver, listening vainly for hollow sounds. 
~:,11l just take a chance and dig, he said. 
1'! ' For an hour he tried to dislodge a brick, and when he struck 
,Ii

ira match, he found that he had dug a depth of only an inchl 
\~~o use in digging here, he Sighed. By the flickering light of 
f'. match, he looked upward, then lowered his eyes, only to 
!glance up again, startled. Directly above his head, beyond 
lithe pipes, was a wealth of electric wiring. I'll be damned, he 
trsnickered. 

if):_ He got an old dull knife from the chest and, seeing again 
l"'ith his fingers, separated the two strands of wire and cut 
ri~away the insulation. Twice he received a slight shock. He 
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scraped the wiring clean and managed to join the two twin 
ends, then screwed in the bulb. The sudden illumination 
blinded him and he shut his lids to kill the pain in hiseyeballs. 
I've got that much done, he thought jubilantly. 

He placed the bulb on the dirt floor and the light cast a 
blatant glare on the bleak clay walls. Next he plugged one 
end of the wire that dangled from the radio into the light 
socket and bent down and switched on the button; almost 
at once there was the harsh sound of static, but no words or 
music. Why won't it work? he wondered. Had he damaged 
the mechanism in any way? Maybe it needed grounding? 
Yes ... He rummaged in the tool chest and found another 
length of wire, fastened it to the ground of the radio, and 
then tied the opposite end to a pipe. Rising and growing dis
tinct, a slow strain of music entranced him with its measured 
sound. He sat upon the chest, deliriously happy. 

Later he searched again in the chest and found a half
gallon can of glue; he opened it and smelled a sharp odor. 
Then he recalled that he had not even looked at the money. 
He took a wad of green bills and weighed it in his palm, then 
broke the seal and held one of the bills up to the light and 
studied it closely. The United States of America will pay to 
the bearer on demand one hundred dollars, he read in slow 

. speech; then: This note is legal tender f01' aU debts, public and 
private. . . . He broke into a musing laugh, feeling that he 
was reading of the doings of people who lived on some far-off 
planet. He turned the bill over and saw on the other side of it 
a delicately beautiful building gleaming with paint and set 
amidst green grass. He had no desire whatever to count the 
money; it was what it stood for-the various currents of life 
swirling aboveground-that captivated him. Next he opened 
the rolls of coins and let them slide from their paper wrappings 
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\'the ground; the bright, new gleaming pennies and nickles 
':~d dimes piled high at Ius feet, a glowing mound of shim

. g copper and silver. He sifted them through his fingers, 
. g to their tinkle as they struck the conical heap.
 

~;.Oh, yesl He had forgotten. He would now write his name on
 
, typewriter. He inserted a piece of paper and poised his
 
pgers to write. But what was his name? He stared,' trying
 
'. remember. He stood and glared about the dirt cave, his
 
.' e on the tip of his lips. But it would not come to him. Why

P he here? Yes, he had been running away from the police.
 

.t why? His mind was blank. He bit his lips and sat again, 
ling a vague terror. But why worry? He laughed, then 

ed slowly: itwasalonghotday. He was determined to type 
sentence without making any mistakes. How did one make 

!pitalletters? He experimented and luckily discovered how 
lock the machine for capital letters and then shift it back 
lower case. Next he discovered how to make spaces, then 
wrote neatly and correctly: It was a long hot day. Just why 
selected that sentence he did not know; it was merely the 

mal of performing the thing that appealed to him. He took 
e sheet out of the machine and looked around with stiff 

" 
~ck and hard eyes and spoke to an imaginary person: 
~!;'i!"Yes, 111 have the contracts ready tomorrow." 

He laughed. That's just the way they talk, he said. He grew 
!~ary of the game and pushed the machine aside. His eyes 
~n upon the can of glue, and a mischievous idea bloomed 
, him, filling him with nervous eagerness. He leaped up 

!111ld opened the can of glue, then broke the seals on all the 
ljIvads of money. I'm going to have some wallpaper, he said 
iWith a luxurious, physical laugh that made him bend at the 
'flnees. He took the towel with which he had tied the sack 
iand balled it into a swab and dipped it into the can of glue 
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and dabbed glue onto the wall; then he pasted one green bill 
by the side of another, He stepped back and cocked his head. 
Jesus! That's funny ... He slapped his thighs and guffawed. 
He' had triumphed over the world aboveground! He was free! 
H only people could see this! He wanted to run from this 
cave and yell his discovery to the world. 

He swabbed all the dirt walls of the cave and pasted them 
with green bills; when he had finished the walls blazed with 
a yellow-green fire. Yes, this room would be his hide-out; 
between him and the world that had branded him guilty 
would stand this mocking symbol. He had not stolen the 
money; he had Simply picked it up, just as a man would 
pick up firewood in a forest. And that was how the world 
aboveground now seemed to him, a wild forest filled with 
death. 

The walls of money finally palled on him and he looked 
about for new interests to feed his emotions. The cleaver! 
He drove a nail into the wall and hung the bloody cleaver 
upon it. Still another idea welled up. He pried open the metal 
boxes and lined them side by side on the dirt floor, He grinned 
at the gold and fire. From one box he lifted up a fistful of ticking 
gold watches and dangled them by their gleaming chains. He 
stared with an idle smile, then began to wind .them up; he did 
not attempt to set them at any given hour, for there was no 
time for him now. He took a 6stful of nails and drove them 
into the papered walls and hung the watches upon them, let
ting them swing down by their glittering chains, trembling 
and ticking busily against the backdrop of green with the 
lemon sheen of the electric light shining upon the metal watch 
casings, converting the golden disks into blobs of liquid yel
low. Hardly had he hung up the last watch than the idea 
extended itself; he took more nails from the chest and drove 
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into the green paper and took the 'boxes of rings and 
Int from nail to nail and hung up the golden bands. The 
e and white sparks from the stones 6lled the cave with 

"rnttle laughter, as though enjoying his hilarious secret. People 
'r:'
ertainly can do some funny things, he said to himself. 
tHe sat upon the tool chest, alternately laughing and shaking 

head soberly. Hours later he became conscious of the 
sagging at his hip and he pulled it from the holster. He 

d seen men fire guns in movies, but somehow his life had 
er led him into contact with 6rearms. A desire to feel the 
ation others felt in firing came over him. But someone 

,\Jght hear ... Well, what if they did? They would not know 
here the shot had come from. Not in their wildest notions 
~ould they think that it had come from under the streetsI 

lie tightened his 6ngers on the trigger; there was a deafening 
port and it seemed that the entire underground had caved 
upon his eardrums; and in the same instant there Hashed 
orange-blue spurt of flame that died quickly but lingered 
as a vivid after-image. He smelled the acrid stench of 
t powder 6lling his lungs and he dropped the gun ab

.ptly. 
The intensity of his feelings died and he hung the gun and 

'dge belt upon the wall. Next he lifted the jars of dia
londs and turned them bottom upward, dumping the white 
Ilets upon the ground. One by one he picked them up and 
Ied the tissue paper from them and piled them in a neat 

'ap. He wiped his sweaty hands on his trousers, lit a ciga
irette, and commenced playing another game. He imagined 
l!that he was a rich man who lived aboveground in the obscene 
~unshine and he was strolling through a park of a summer 
!~orning, smiling, nodding to his neighbors, sucking an after
breakfast cigar. Many times he crossed the floor of the cave, 
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avoiding the diamonds with his feet, yet subtly gauging his 
footsteps so that his shoes, wet with sewer slime, would strike 
the diamonds at some undetennined moment. After twenty 
minutes of sauntering, his right foot smashed into the heap 
and diamonds lay scattered in all directions, glinting with a 
million tiny chuckles of icy laughter. Oh, shucks, he mumbled 
in mock regret, intrigued by the damage he had wrought. He 
continued walking, ignoring the brittle fire. He felt that he 
had a glorious victory locked in his heart. 

He stooped and flung the diamonds more evenly over the 
floor and they showered rich sparks, collaborating with him. 
He went over the floor and trampled the stones just deep 
enough for them to be faintly visible, as though they were 
set delicately in the prongs of a thousand rings. A ghostly 
light bathed the cave. He sat on the chest and frowned. Maybe 
anything's right, he mumbled Yes, if the world as men had 
made it was right, then anything else was right, any act a man 
took to satisfy himself, murder, theft, torture. 

He straightened with a start. What was happening to him? 
He was drawn to these crazy thoughts, yet they made him feel 
vaguely guilty. He would stretch out upon the ground, then 
get up; he would want to crawl again through the holes 
he had dug, but would restrain himself; he would think 
of going again up into the streets, but fear would hold him 
still. He stood in the middle of the cave, surrounded by green 
walls and a laughing floor, trembling. He was going to do 
something, but what? Yes, he was afraid of himself, afraid 
of doing some nameless thing. 

To control himself, he turned on the radio. A melancholy 
piece of music rose. Brooding over the diamonds on the floor 
was like looking up into a sky full of restless stars; then the 
illusion turned into its opposite: he was high up in the air 

rfi 
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booking down at the twinkling lights of a sprawling city. The 
[:;blusic ended and a man recited news events. In the same 
.Ifattitude in which he had contemplated the city, so now, 
f!i as he heard the cultivated tone, he looked down upon 
kland and sea as men fought, as cities were razed, as planes 
jscattered death upon open towns, as long lines of trenches
llj'wavered and broke. He heard the names of generals and the 
rr 
ll\

names of mountains and the names of countries and the names 
~;' and numbers of divisions that were in action on different 
~\':battle fronts. He saw black smoke billowing from the stacks 
~:\of warships as they neared each other over wastes of water 
~l,and he heard their huge guns thunder as red-hot shells . 
~,screamed across the surface of night seas. He saw hundreds 
~;of planes wheeling and droning in the sky and heard the clatter 
:r of machine guns as they fought each other and he saw planes 
~\'falling in plumes of smoke and blaze of fire. He saw steel 
l tanks rumbling across fields of ripe wheat to meet other tanks \ 
9!and there was a loud clang of steel as numberless tanks col

lided. He saw troops with fixed bayonets charging in waves 
,~' against other troops who held fixed bayonets and men groaned 
·~·.as steel ripped into their bodies and they went down to die 

. . . The voice of the radio faded and he was staring at the 
~; diamonds on the floor at his feet. 

He shut off the radio, fighting an irrational compulsion to
 
act. He walked aimlessly about the cave, touching the walls
 
with his finger tips. Suddenly he stood still. What was the
 
matter with him? Yes, he knew . . . It was these walls; these
 
crazy walls were filling him with a wild urge to climb out
 

i.	 into the dark sunshine aboveground. Quickly he doused the 
light to banish the shouting walls, then sat again upon the 
tool chest. Yes, he was trapped. His muscles were flexed taut 

.~	 and sweat ran down his face. He knew now that he could not 
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stay here and he could not go out. He lit a cigarette with 
shaking fingers; the match flame revealed the green-papered 
walls with militant distinctness; the purple on the gun barrel 
glinted like a threat; the meat cleaver brooded with its elo
quent splotches of blood; the mound of silver and copper 
smoldered angrily; the diamonds winked at him from the 
floor; and the gold watches ticked and trembled, crowning 
time the king of consciousness, defining the limits of living 
... The match blaze died and he bolted from where he stood 
and collided brutally with the nails upon the walls. The spell 
was broken. He shuddered, feeling that, in spite of his fear, 
sooner or later he would go up into that dead sunshine and 
somehow say something to somebody about all this. 

He sat again upon the tool chest. Fatigue weighed upon his 
forehead and eyes. Minutes passed and he relaxed. He dozed, 
but his imagination was alert. He saw himself rising, wading 
again in the sweeping water of the sewer; he came to a man
hole and climbed out and was amazed to discover that he had 
hoisted himself into a room filled with armed policemen who 
were watching him intently. He jumped awake in the dark; 
he had not moved. He sighed, closed his eyes, and slept again; 
this time his imagination designed a scheme of protection for 
him. His dreaming made him feel that he was standing in a 
room watching over his own nude body lying stiff and cold 
upon a white table. At the far end of the room he saw a 
crowd of people huddled in a corner, afraid of his body. 
Though lying dead upon the table, he was standing in some 
mysterious way at his side, warding off the people, guarding 
his body, and laughing to himself as he observed the situa
tion. They're scared of me, he thought. 

He awakened with a start, leaped to his feet, and stood in 
the center of the black cave. It was a full minute before he 
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ved again. He hovered between sleeping and waking, un
'~Itected, a prey of wild fears. He could neither see nor hear. 
e part of him was asleep; his blood coursed slowly and his 
h was numb. On the other hand he was roused to a strange, 

19h pitch of tension. He lifted his fingers to his face, as though 
t to weep. Gradually his hands lowered and he struck a 

iDatch, looking about, expecting to see a door through which 
. could walk to safety; but there was no door, only the green 
alls and the moving floor. The match flame died and it was 

k again. 
Five minutes later he was still standing when the thought 

e to him that he had been asleep. Yes ... But he was not 
\ret fully awake; he was still queerly blind and deaf. How 
lfong had he slept? Where was he? Then suddenly he recalled 
;lthe green-papered walls of the cave and in the same instant 
':ll1e heard loud singing coming from the church beyond the 
~)'Wall. Yes, they woke me up, he muttered. He hoisted himself 
fJand lay atop the bed of pipes and brought his face to the nar
l~w slit. Men and women stood here and there between pews. 
{fA song ended and a young black girl tossed back her head and 
iclosed her eyes and broke plaintively into another hymn: 
I 

Glad, glad, glad, oh, so glad 
I got Jesus in my soul ... 

~.' Those few words were all she sang, but what her words 
'l'did not say, her emotions said as she repeated the lines, vary
~'ing the mood and tempo, making her tone express meanings 
~which her conscious mind did not know. Another woman 
~,rmelted her voice with the girl's, and then an old man's voice 
I,merged with that of the two women. Soon the entire con
!!'gregation was singing: 

Glad, glad, glad, oh, so glad 
I got Jesus in my soul . . . 
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They're wrong, he whispered in the lyric darkness. He felt 
that their search for a happiness they could never find made 
them feel that they had committed some dreadful offense 
which they could not remember or understand. He was now 
in possession of the feeling that had gripped him when he 
had first come into the underground. It came to him in a series 
of questions: Why was this sense of guilt so seemingly innate, 
so easy to come by, to think, to feel, so verily physical? It 
seemed that when one felt this guilt one was retracing in one's 
feelings afaint pattern designed long before; it seemed that 
one was always trying to remember a gigantic shock that 
had left a haunting impression upon one's body which one 
could not forget or shake off, but which had been forgotten 
by the conscious mind, creating in one's life a state of eternal 
anxiety. 

He had to tear himself away from this; he got down from 
the pipes. His nerves were so taut that he seemed to feel his 
brain pushing through his skull. He felt that he had to do 
something, but he could not figure out what it was. Yet he 
knew that if he stood here until he made up his mind, he 
would never move. He crawled through the hole he had made 
in the brick wall and the exertion afforded him respite from 
tension. When he entered the basement of the radio store, he 
stopped in fear, hearing loud voices. 

"Come on, boyl Tell us what you did with the radiol" 
"Mister, I didn't steal the radioI I swearl" 
He heard a dull thumping sound and he imagined a boy 

being struck violently. 
"Please, mister!" 
"Did you take it to a pawn shop?" 
"No, sirl I didn't steal the radiol I got a radio at home," 

the boy's voice pleaded hysterically. "Go to my home and lookl" 
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~/l1lere came to his ears the sound of another blow. It was so 
f' 

~y that he had to clap his hand over his mouth to keep 
n Iffi laughing out loud. They're beating some poor boy, he 

. :pered to himself, shaking his head. He felt a sort of distant 
lty for the boy and wondered if he ought to bring back the 
'\ -'0 and leave it in the basement. No. Perhaps it was a good 
. .g that they were beating the boy; perhaps the beating 
ould bring to the boy's attention, for the first time in his 

He, the secret of his existence, the guilt that he could never 
~;et rid of. 

Smiling, he scampered over a coal pile and stood again in 
e basement of the building where he had stolen the money 

, d jewelry. He lifted himself into the areaway, climbed the 
, . pipe, and squinted through a two-inch opening of win
"ow. The guilty familiarity of what he saw made his muscles 
\ ighten. Framed before him in a bright tableau of daylight was 

night watchman sitting upon the edge of a chair, Stripped 
the waist, his head sagging forward, his eyes red and puffy. 

\Jhe watchman's face and shoulders were stippled with red and 
rlack welts. Back of the watchman stood the safe, the steel 

...oar wide open showing the empty vault. Yes, they think he 
~t,. 

rdid it, he mused. 
~, Footsteps sounded in the room and a man in a blue suit 
. sed in front of him, then another, then still another. Police

!~! 
~en, he breathed. Yes, they were trying to make the watch
~:lnan confess, just as they had once made him confess to a 
(Crime he had not done. He stared into the room, trying to 

all something. Oh ... Those were the same policemen who 
'Ibad beaten him, had made him sign that paper when he had 
i,,,,,,.Jn too tired and sick to care. Now, they were doing the same 
\~g to the watchman. His heart pounded as he saw one of 
lthe policemen shake a finger into the watchman's face. 
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"Why don't you admit it's an inside job, Thompson?" the 
policeman said. 

"I've told you all I know," the watchman mumbled through 
swollen lips. 

"But nobody was here but youl" the policeman shouted. 
"I was sleeping," the watchman said. "It was wrong, but I 

was sleeping all that night!" 
"Stop telling us that liel" 
"It's the truthl" 
"When did you get the combination?" 
"I don't know how to open the safe," the watchman said. 
He clung to the rain pipe, tense; he wanted to laugh, but 

he controlled himself. He felt a great sense of power; yes, 
he could go back to the cave, rip the money off the walls, pick 
up the diamonds and rings, and bring them here and write 
a note, telling them where to look for their foolish toys. No 
... What good would that do? It was not worth the effort. 
The watchman was guilty; although he was not guilty of the 
crime of which he had been accused, he was guilty, had al
ways been guilty. The only thing that worried him was that 
the man who had been really stealing was not being accused. 
But he consoled himself: they'll catch him sometime during 
his life. 

He saw one of the policemen slap the watchman across the 
mouth. 

"Come clean, you bastard!" 
"I've told you all I know," the watchman mumbled like a 

child. 
One of the police went to the rear of the watchman's chair 

and jerked it from under him; the watchman pitched forward 
upon his face. 

"Get upl" a policeman said. 
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l'rembling, the watchman pulled himself up and sat limply 
,- in the chair. 

H"IOW, are you going to talk?" 
,. ve told you all I know," the watchman gasped.
 
~here did you hide the stuff?"
 
~i"'I didn't take it!"
 
:;:~ompson, your brains are in your feet," one of the police
, said. "We're going to string you up and get them back
 
10 your skull:'
 
'1,\He watched the policemen clamp handcuffs on the watch

'I 's wrists and ankles; then they lifted the watchman and 

ng him upside-down and hoisted his feet to the edge of a 
'f. The watchman hung, head down, his eyes bulging. 

ley're crazy, he Whispered to himself as he clung to the 
pges of the pipe. 
!~;!!'You going to talk?" a policeman shouted into the watch
." , 

1sear. 
~~He heard the watchman groan. 
f lrWe11 let you hang there till you talk, seer 
~,He saw the watchman close his eyes. 
W'Let's take 'im down. He passed out," a policeman said. ' 
~He grinned as he watched them take the body down and 
~mp it carelessly upon the Boor. The policeman took off 
lie handcuffs. 
i~"Let 'im come to. Let's get a smoke," a policeman said. 
lithe three policemen left the scope of his vision. A door 

mmed. He had an impulse to yell to the watchman that 
could escape through the hole in the basement and live with 

in the cave. But he wouldn't understand, he told himself. 
'~~r a moment he saw the watchman rise and stand, swaying 

m weakness. He stumbled across the room to a desk, 
ened a drawer, and took out a gun. He's going to kill him
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self, he thought, intent, eager, detached, yearning to see the 
end of the man's actions. As the watchman stared vaguely 
about he lifted the gun to his temple; he stood like that for 
some minutes, biting his lips until a line of blood etched its 
way down a comer of his chin. No, he oughtn't do that, he 
said to himself in a mood of pity. 

"Don't!" he half whispered and half yelled. 
The watchman looked wildly about; he had heard him. But 

it did not help; there was a loud report and the watchman's 
head jerked violently and he fell like a log and lay prone, 
the gun clattering over the floor. 

The three policemen came running into the room with drawn 
guns. One of the policemen knelt and rolled the watchman's 
body over and stared at a ragged, scarlet hole in the temple. 

"Our hunch was right," the kneeling policeman said. "He was 
guilty, all right." 

"Well, this ends the case," another policeman said. 
"He knew he was licked," the third one said with grim 

satisfaction. 
He eased down the rain pipe, crawled back through the 

holes he had made, and went back into his cave. A fever 
burned in his bones. He had to act, yet he was afraid. His 
eyes stared in the darkness as though propped open by in
visible hands, as though they had become lidless. His muscles 
were rigid and he stood for what seemed to him a thousand 
years. 

When he moved again his actions were informed with pre
cision, his muscular system reinforced from a reservoir of 
energy. He crawled through the hole of earth, dropped into 
the gray sewer current, and sloshed ahead. When his right 
foot went forward at a street intersection, he fell backward 

;iand shot down into water. In a spasm of terror his right hand 
if abbed the concrete ledge of a down-curve and he felt the 
F'eaking water tugging violently at his body. The current 
lileached his neck and for a moment he was still. He knew that 
, he moved clumsily he would be sucked under. He held onto 
;the ledge with both hands and slowly pulled himself up. He 
~~ghed, standing once more in the sweeping water, thankful 
~1hat he had missed death. 

1\ He waded on through sludge, moving with care, until he 
:~e to a web of light sifting down from a manhole cover. 
!ille saw steel hooks running up the side of the sewer wall; he
~ieaught hold and lifted himself and put his shoulder to the 
il:l:Over and moved it an inch. A crash of sound carne to him as 
!"he looked into a hot glare of sunshine through which blurred
~,!shapes moved. Fear scalded him and he dropped back into the 
~,Pallid current and stood paralyzed in the shadows. A heavy 
tl"car rumbled past overhead, jarring the pavement, warning 
(ibim to stay in his world of dark light, knocking the cover back 
(\,into place with an imperious clang. 

F' He did not know how much fear he felt, for fear claimed 
V1um completely; yet it was not a fear of the police or of 
1'"people, but a cold dread at the thought of the actions he knew 
J:llewould perform if he went out into that cruel sunshine. His 
:i\~d said no; his body said yes; and his mind could not un

,,!,"derstand his feelings. A low whine broke from him and he was
 
~!lm the act of uncoiling, He climbed upward and heard the
 
'tlirfaint honking of auto horns. Like a frantic cat clutching a rag,
 
i/,he clung to the steel prongs and heaved his shoulder against
 
{the cover and pushed it off halfway. For a split second his
 
!:,,'eyes were drowned in the terror of yellow light and he was in
 
~( a deeper darkness than he had ever known in the underground.
 
Ii Partly out of the hole, he blinked, regaining enough Sight .
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to make out meaningful forms, An odd thing was happening: 
No one was rushing forward to challenge him. He had 
imagined the moment of his emergence as a desperate tussle 
with men who wanted to cart him off to be killed; instead, 
life froze about him as the traffic stopped. He pushed the 
cover aside, stood, swaying in a world so fragile that he ex
pected it to collapse and drop him into some deep void. But 
nobody seemed to pay him heed. The cars were now swerving 
to shun him and the gaping hole. 

"Why in hell don't you put up a red light, dummy?" a 
raucous voice yelled. 

He understood; they thought that he was a sewer workman. 
He walked toward the sidewalk, weaving unsteadily through 
the moving traffic. 

"Look where you're going, nigger!" 
"That's rightl Stay there and get killed!" 
"You blind, you bastard?" 
"Go home and sleep your drunk offl" 
A policeman stood at the curb, looking in the opposite di

rection. When he passed the policeman, he feared that he 
> would be grabbed, but nothing happened. Where was he? 

Was this real? He wanted to look about to get his bearings, 
but felt that something awful would happen to him if he did. 
He wandered into a spacious doorway of a store that sold 
men's clothing and saw his reflection in a long mirror: his 
cheekbones protruded from a hairy black face; his greasy cap 
was perched askew upon his head and his eyes were red and 
glassy. His shirt and trousers were caked with mud and hung 
loosely. His hands were gummed with a black stickiness. He 
threw back his head and laughed so loudly that passers-by 
stopped and stared. 

He ambled on down the sidewalk, not having the merest 

THE MAN WHO LIVED UNDERGROUND 6] 

',on of where he was going. Yet, sleeping within him, was 
drive to go somewhere and say something to somebody. 

an hour later his ears caught the sound of spirited sing-

The Lamb, the Lamb, the Lamb 
I hear thy voice a-calling 

The Lamb, the Lamb, the Lamb 
I feel thy grace a-falling 

Achurch! He exclaimed. He broke into a run and came to 
'ck steps leading downward to a subbasement. This is it! 

church into which he had peered. Yes, he was going in 
d tell them. What? He did not know; but, once face to face 

:\~th them, he would think of what to say. Must be Sunday, he 
used. He ran down the steps and jerked the door open; the 
urch was crowded and a deluge of song swept over him. 

The Lamb, the Lamb, the Lamb 
Tell me again your story 

The Lamb, the Lamb, the Lamb 
Flood my soul with your glory 

i; 

pSi He stared at the singing faces with a trembling smile. 
n "Say!" he shouted. 
l. 

~. Many turned to look at him, but the song rolled on. His arm 
, 'as jerked violently. 

"I'm sorry, Brother, but you can't do that in here," a man 
aid.
 

"But, misterI"
 
"You can't act rowdy in God's house," the man said.
 
"He's filthy," another man said.
 
"But I want to tell 'em," he said loudly.
 
"He stinks," someone muttered.
 
The song had stopped, but at once another one began.
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Oh, wondrous sight upon the eroa 
Vision sweet and divine 

Oh, wondrous sight upon the cros« 
FuU of such love sublime 

He attempted to twist away, but other hands grabbed him 
and rushed him into the doorway. 

"Let me alonel" he screamed, struggling. 
"Get outl" 
"He's drunk," somebody said. "He ought to be ashamedl" 
"He acts crazyl" 
He felt that he was failing and he grew frantic. 
"But, .mister, let me tell-" 
"Get away from this door, or I'll call the policel" 
He stared, his trembling smile fading in a sense of wonder

ment. 
"The police," he repeated vacantly. 
"Now, getl" 
He was pushed toward the brick steps and the door banged 

shut. The waves of song came. 

Oh, wondrous sight, wondrous sight 
Lift my heavy heart above 

Oh, wondrous sight, wondrous sight 
Fill my weary soul with love 

He was smiling again now. Yes, the police .•. That was itl 
Why had he not thought of it before? The idea had been deep 
down in him, and only now did it assume supreme importance. 
He looked up and saw a street sign: COURT STREET
HARTSDALE AVENUE. He turned and walked northward, 
his mind filled with the image of the police station. Yes, that 
was where they had beaten him, accused him, and had made 
him sign a confession.of his guilt. He would go there and clear 
up everything, make a statement. What statement? He did 
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know, He was the statement, and since it was all so clear 
him, surely he would be able to make it clear to others. 

He came to the comer of Hartsdale Avenue and turned 
·"estward. Yeah, there's the station ... A policeman came 
,,'Iown the steps and walked past him without a glance. He 
~ounted the stone steps and went through the door, paused; 
I was in a hallway where several policemen were standing, 
. ing, smoking. One turned to him. 
;;" '"What do you want, boyr 

He looked at the policeman and laughed.
 
'"Whatin hell are you laughing about?" the policeman asked.
 
He stopped laughing and stared. His whole being was full
 
what he wanted to say to them, but he could not say iL
 
"Are you looking for the Desk Sergeant?"
 
"'Yes, sir," he said quickly; then: "Oh, no, sir:
 
"Well, make up your mind, now."
 
Four policemen grouped themselves around him.
 

,	 "I'm looking for the men," he said. 
'"What men?" 
Peculiarly, at that moment he could not remember the 

es of the policemen; he recalled their beating him, the 
nfession he had signed, and how he had run away from 
em, He saw the cave next to the church, the money on the 
alls, the guns, the rings, the cleaver, the watches, and the 
amonds on the floor, 
"They brought me here," he began. 
'"Whenr 
His mind Hew back over the blur of the time lived in the 
derground blackness. He had no idea of how much time had 

'lapsed, but the intensity of what had happened to him told 
. that it could not have transpired in a short space of time, 

his mind told him that time must have been brief. 
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"It was a long time ago." He spoke like a child relating a 
dimly remembered dream. "It was a long time," he repeated, 
following the promptings of his emotions. "They beat me . . . 
I was scared ... I ran away." 

A policeman raised a finger to his temple and made a de
risive circle. 

"Nuts," the policeman said. 
"Do you know what place this is, boy?" 
"Yes, sir. The police station," he answered sturdily, almost 

proudly. 
"Well, who do you want to see?" 
"The men," he said again, feeling that surely they knew 

the men. "You know the men," he said in a hurt tone. 
"What's your name?" 
He opened his lips to answer and no words came. He had 

forgotten. But what did it matter if he had? It was not im

portant. 
"Where do you live?" 
Where did he live? It had been so long ago since he had 

lived up here in this strange world that he felt it was foolish 
even to try to remember. Then for a moment the old mood 
that had dominated him in the underground surged back. He 
leaned forward and spoke eagerly. 

"They said I killed the woman." 
"What woman?" a policeman asked. 
"And I signed a paper that said I was guilty," he went on, 

ignoring their questions. "Then I ran off . . ." 
"Did you run off from an institution?" 
"No, sir," he said, blinking and shaking his head. "I came 

from under the ground. I pushed off the manhole cover and 
climbed out .. ." 

"All right, now," a policeman said, placing an arm about 
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. shoulder. "We'll send you to the psycho and you'll be 
:en care of." 

"J:'

F"Maybe he's a FifthColumnistl" a policeman shouted. 
~1 There was laughter and, despite his anxiety, he joined in. 
, t the laughter lasted so long that it Irked him. 

"I got to find those men," he protested mildly. 
!~<	 "Say, boy, what have you been drinking?" 

"Water," he said. "I got some water in a basement." 
"Were the men you ran away hom dressed in white, 
IYP" 
"No, sir," he said brightly. "They were men like you."
 
An elderly policeman caught hold of his arm.
 
"Try and think hard. Where did they pick you upP"
 

rii He knitted his brows in an effort to remember, but he was 
,Jank inside. The policeman stood before him demanding 
, gical answers and he could no longer think with his mind; 
\be thought with his feelings and no words came. 
~I "I gUl e 'd, "Oh no, . wasn 't then, It< was ilty," h , sal , SIr. I 
!Dean, misterl" 

"Aw, talk sense. Now, where did they pick you up?" 
He felt challenged and his mind began reconstructing events 
reverse; his feelings ranged back over the long hours mid 
saw the cave, the sewer, the bloody room where it was said 

!"",.at a woman had been killed. 
~i "Oh, yes, sir," he said, smiling. "I was coming hom Mrs. 
,Wooten's." 

"Who is she?"
 
"I work for her."
 
"Where does she live?"
 
"Next door to Mrs. Peabody, the woman who was killed."
 

~	 The policemen were very quiet now, looking at him intently. 
"What do you know about Mrs. Peabody's death, boy?" 
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"Nothing, sir. But they said I killed her. But it doesn't 
make any difference. I'm guiltyl" 

"What are you talking about, boy?" 
His smile faded and he was possessed with memories of the 

underground; he saw the cave next to the church and his lips 
moved to speak. But how could he say it? The distance be
tween what he felt and what these men meant was vast. 
Something told him, as he stood there looking into their faces, 
that he would never be able to tell them, that they would 
never believe him even if he told them. 

"All the people I saw was guilty," he began slowly. 
"Aw, nuts," a policeman muttered. 
"Say," another policeman said, "that Peabody woman was 

killed over on Winewood. That's Number Ten's beat." 
"Where's Number Ten?" a policeman asked. 
"Upstairs in the swing room," someone answered. 
"Take this boy up, Sam," a policeman ordered-: 
·O.K. Come along, boy." 
An elderly policeman caught hold of his arm and led him 

up a Bight of wooden stairs, down a long hall, and to a door. 
"Squad Tenl" the policeman called through the door. 
"What?" a gruff voice answered. 
"Someone to see youl" 
"About what?" 
The old policeman pushed the door in and then shoved him 

into the room. 
He stared, his lips open, his heart barely beating. Before 

him were the three policemen who had picked him up and had 
beaten him to extract the confession. They were seated about 
a small table, playing cards. The air was blue with smoke and 
sunshine poured through a high window, lighting up fantastic 
smoke shapes. He saw one of the policemen look up; the 
policeman's face was tired and a cigarette dropped limply 
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one comer of his mouth and both of his fat, puffy eyes 
squinting and his hands gripped his cards. 

r"Lawson!" the man exclaimed. 
~, The moment the man's name sounded he remembered the 
'lames of all of them: Lawson, Murphy, and Johnson. How 
iunple it was. He waited, Smiling, wondering how they would 
; ct when they knew that he had come back. 
"~i "Looking for me?" the man who had been called Lawson 
\',umbled, sorting his cards. "For what?" 
" So far only Murphy, the red-headed one, had recognized 
Im, 

t "Don't you-all remember me?" he blurted, running to the 
'. ble, 

f All three of the policemen were looking at him now. Law

,on, who seemed the leader, jumped to his feet.
 
('i '"Where in hell have you been?"
 
l "Do you know 'im, Lawson?" the old policeman asked. 

"Huh?" Lawson frowned. "Oh, yes. I'll handle 'im."The old 
,liceman left the room and Lawson crossed to the door and 

ed the key in the lock. "Come here, boy," he ordered in a 
ld tone. 

I~! He did not move; he looked from face to face. Yes, he would 
Ilell them about his cave. 

"He looks batty to me," Johnson said, the one who had not 
oken before. 
"Why in hell did you come back here?" Lawson said. 

. "'I-I just didn't want to ron away no more," he said. "I'm 
I;all right, now." He paused; the men's attitude puzzled him. 
'\' "You've been hiding, huh?" Lawson asked in a tone that 
i~denoted that he had not heard his previous words. "You told 
'us you were sick, and when we left you in the room, you 
~jumped out of the window and ran away.'" 
I Panic filled him. Yes, they were indifferent to what he would 
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say! They were waiting for him to speak and they would e not understanding what he was saying. He grew frantic
 
laugh at him. He had to rescue himself from this bog; he had make them believe, his voice tumbled on eagerly. "1 saw
 
to force the reality of himself upon them. ~:dead baby and a dead man ..."
 

"Mister, 1 took a sackful of money and pasted it on the F"Aw, you're nuts," Lawson snarled, shoving him into a chair. 

walls .. ." he began. t1,"But, mister ..."
 
"111 be damned," Lawson said. :~, "Johnson, where's the paper he signed?" Lawson asked.
 
"Listen," said Murphy, "let me tell you something for your ~!"What paper?"
 

own good. We don't want you, see? You're free, free as air. '~'~e confession, fo01l" 
Now go home and forget it. It was all a mistake. We caught ~fJohnson pulled out his billfold and extracted a crumpled
 
the guy who did the Peabody job. He wasn't colored at all. He e of paper.
 

was an Eyetalian." l "Yes, sir, mister," he said, stretching forth his hand. "That's
 

"Shut up!" Lawson yelled. "Have you no sense!" paper 1 Signed . . ."
 

"But 1 want to tell 'im," Murphy said. Lawson slapped him and he would have toppled had his
 
I 

"We can't let this crazy fool go," Lawson exploded. "He acts ir not struck a wall behind him. Lawson scratched a match
 
I11II1I1111 nuts, but this may be a stunt ..." d held the paper over the flame; the confession burned 
II "1 was down in the basement," he began in a childlike tone, wn to Lawson's fingertips. 
I 

as though repeating a lesson learned by heart; "and 1 went r He stared, thunderstruck; the sun of the underground was 

into a movie . . ." His voice failed. He was getting ahead of ,ling and the terrible darkness of the day stood before him. 
II1I1111111 

his story. First, he ought to tell them about the singing in ey did not believe him, but he had to make them believe
 

the church, but what words could he use? He looked at them 
(i 

!
 
appealingly. "1 went into a shop and took a sackful of money #"But, mister . . ."
 

and diamonds and watches and rings . . . 1 didn't steal 'em; :!i "It's going to be all right, boy," Lawson said with a quiet,
 

111 give 'em all back. 1 just took 'em to play with . . ." He : Ithing laugh. "I've burned your confession, see? You didn't
 

paused, stunned by their disbelieving eyes. anything." Lawson came 
I 

close to him with the black
 

Lawson lit a cigarette and looked at him coldly. ':hes cupped in his palm. "You don't remember a thing about
 

"What did you do with the' money?" he asked in a quiet, is, do you?"
 
"Don't you-aU be scared of me," he pleaded, sensing their waiting voice.
 

"1 pasted the hundred-dollar bills on the walls." easiness. "111 sign another paper, if you want me to. 111
 
ow you the cave."
 "What walls?" Lawson asked. 

i"The walls of the dirt room," he said, smiling, "the room next "What's your game, boy?" Lawson asked suddenly. "". 
IIIII11 to the church. 1 hung up the rings and the watches and 1 "What are you trying to find out?" Johnson asked. 

"Who 'sent you here?" Murphy demanded. stamped the diamonds into the dirt . . ." He saw that they 

1'1111111 
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"Nobody sent me, mister," he said. '1 just want to show you 
the room ..... 

c<Aw, he's plumb bats; Murphy said. "Let's ship'im to the 

psycho." 
"No; Lawson said. "He's playing a game and 1 wish to God 

I knew what it was." 
There flashed through his mind a definite way to make them 

believe him; he rose from the chair with nervous excitement. 
"Mister, 1 saw the night watchman blow his brains out be

cause you accused him of stealing," he told them. "But he 
didn't steal the money and diamonds. 1 took 'em," 

Tigerishly Lawson grabbed his collar and lifted him bodily. 
"'Who told you about that?'" ' 
"Don't get excited, Lawson; Johnson said. "He read about 

it in the papers." 
Lawson flung him away. 
"He couldn't have," Lawson said, pulling papers from his 

pocket. "I haven't turned in the reports yet." 
"Then how did he find out?" Murphy asked. 
"Let's get out of here," Lawson said with quick resolution. 

"Listen, boy, we're going to take you to a nice, quiet place, 
see?" 

"Yes, sir," he said. "And I'll show you the underground." 
"Goddamn," Lawson muttered, fastening the gun at his hip. 

He narrowed his eyes at Johnson and Murphy. "Listen," he 
spoke just above a whisper, "say nothing about this, you 
hear?" 

"O.K.," Johnson said. 
"Sure," Murphy said. 
Lawson unlocked the door and Johnson and Murphy led 

him down the stairs. The hallway was crowded with police

men. 
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[', -what have you got there, Lawson?"
 
~, "What did he do, Lawson?"
 
~.' "He's psycho, ain't he, Lawson?"
 
~t Lawson did not answer; Johnson and Murphy led him to the
 
, parked at the curb, pushed him into the back seat. Lawson
 
:ot behind the steering wheel and the car rolled forward. 
'What's up, Lawson?" Murphy asked. 
"Listen," Lawson began slowly, "we tell the papers that he 

1+dlled about the Peabody job, then he escapes. The Wop is 
'r"'aught and we tell the papers that we steered them wrong to 
,ap the real guy, see? Now this dope shows up and acts nuts. 
~ we let him go, he'll squeal that we framed him, see?" 
; "I'm all right, mister," he said, feeling Murphy's and John

In's arm locked rigidly into his. "I'm guilty ... I'll show you
 
erything in the underground. 1 laughed and laughed .....
 
"Shut that fool upl" Lawson ordered.
 
Johnson tapped him across the head with a blackjack and he
 

back against tho!seat cushion, dazed. 
"Yes, sir," he mumbled. "I'm all right." 
The car sped along Hartsdale Avenue, then swung onto Pine 

1Street and rolled to State Street, then turned south. It slowed 
tw a stop, turned in the middle of a block, and headed north 
!~gain. 

I, "You're going around in circles, Lawson," Murphy said. 
~~,. Lawson did not answer; he was hunched over the steering 
~wheel. Finally he pulled the car to a stop at a curb. I 

"Say, boy, tell us the truth," Lawson asked quietly. 'Where 
'd you hide?" 
"I didn't hide, mister." 

I The three policemen were staring at him now; he felt that 
\# ,r the first time they were willing to understand him. 

"Then what happened?" 
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"Mister, when I looked through all of those holes and saw 
how people were living, I loved 'em ..." 

"Cut out that crazy talk!" Lawson snapped. "Who sent you 
back here?" 

"Nobody, mister." 
"Maybe he's talking straight," Johnson ventured. 
"All right," Lawson said. "Nobody hid you. Now, tell us 

where you hid." 
"I went underground ..." 
'"What goddamn underground do you keep talking about?" 
"I just went .. ." He paused and looked into the street, then 

pointed to a manhole cover. "I went down in there and 
stayed." 

"In the sewer?" 
"Yes, sir." 
The policemen burst into a sudden laugh and ended quickly. 

Lawson swung the car around and drive to Woodside Avenue; 
he brought the car to a stop in front of a tall apartment 
building. 

'"What're we going to do, Lawson?" Murphy asked. 
"I'm taking him up to my place," Lawson said. 'We've got 

to wait until night. There's nothing we can do now." 
They took him out of the car and led him into a vestibule. 
"Take the steps," Lawson muttered. 
They led him up four flights of stairs and into the living 

room of a small apartment. Johnson and Murphy let go of his 
arms and he stood uncertainly in the middle of the room. 

"Now, listen, boy," Lawson began, "forget those wild lies 
you've been telling us. Where did you.hide?" 

"I just went underground, like I told you." 
The room rocked with laughter. Lawson went to a cabinet 

and got a bottle of whisky; he placed glasses for Johnson and 
Murphy. The three of them drank. 
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~: He felt that he could not explain himself to them. He tried 
'~. muster all the sprawling images that floated in him; the 

'" ages stood out sharply in his mind, but he could not make 
m have the meaning for others that they had for him. He 

ilt so helpless that he began to cry. 
" "He's nuts, all right," Johnson said. "All nuts cry like that." 
}JMurphy crossed the room and slapped him. 

I~ "Stop that raving!" 
.~. A sense of excitement flooded him; he ran to Murphy and 

bbed his arm. 
If' 
N "Let me show you the cave," he said. "Come on, and you'll 
';~eel" 

Before he knew it a sharp blow had clipped him on the 
:ihin; darkness covered his eyes. He dimly felt himself being 
ilifted and laid out on the sofa. He heard low voices and 
Ie 

ljtruggled to rise, but hard hands held him down. His brain 
'~as clearing now. He pulled to a sitting posture and stared 
. ith glazed eyes. It had grown dark. How long had he been 

..!()Ut? .
 
! "Say, boy," Lawson said soothingly, "will you show us the
 
I' 

~I,underground?"
 

~,JI His eyes shone and his heart swelled with gratitude. Lawson
 
~believed him! He rose, glad; he grabbed Lawson's arm, making
 
~tbe policeman spill whisky from the glass to his shirt.
 
i; "Take it easy, goddammit," Lawson said.
 
I"V ."
),. . J. es. S11'. 

:~ "O.K. We'll take you down. But you'd better be telling us 
,kthe truth. you hear?" 
11 He clapped his hands in wild joy. 

iIi' "I'll show you everything!" 
He had triumphed at lastl He would now do what he had 

~i:felt was compelling him all along. At last he would be free of 
'chis burden. 
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"Take 'im down," Lawson ordered. 
They led him down to the vestibule; when he reached the 

sidewalk he saw that it was night and a fine rain was falling. 
"It's just like when I went down," he told them. 
"What?" Lawson asked. 
"The rain," he said, sweeping his arm in a wide arc. "It was 

raining when I went down. The rain made the water rise and 
lift the cover off." 

"Cut it out," Lawson snapped. 
They did not believe him now, but they would. A mood of 

high selflessness throbbed in him. He could barely contain 
his rising spirits. They would see what he had seen; they would 
feel what he had felt. He would lead them through all the 
holes he had dug and ... He wanted to make a hymn, prance 
about in physical ecstasy, throw his arm about the policemen 
in fellowship. 

"Get into the car," Lawson ordered. 
He climbed in and johnson and Murphy sat at either side 

of him; Lawson slid behind the steering wheel and started the 
motor. 

"Now, tell us where to go," Lawson said. 
"It's right around the comer from where the lady was 

killed," he said. 
The car rolled slowly and he closed his eyes, remembering 

the song he had heard in the church, the song that had wrought 
him to such a high pitch of terror and' pity. He sang softly, 
lolling is head: 

Glad, glad, glad, oh, 80 glad 
I got Jesus in my soul •.• 

"Mister," he said, stopping his song, "you ought to see how 
funny the rings look on the wall," He giggled. "I £ired a pistol, 
too. Just once, to see how it felt." 

THE MAN WHO LIVED UNDERGROUND 

"What do you suppose he's suffering from?" Johnson asked. 
r, "Delusions of grandeur, maybe," Murphy said. 

"Maybe it's because he lives in awhite man's world," Law
i::80n said. 
f.i "Say, boy, what did you eat down there?" Murphy asked, 
t'prodding Johnson anticipatorily with his elbow. 
, "Pears, oranges, bananas, and pork chops,"he said. 

The car filled with laughter.
 
"You didn't eat any watermelon?" Lawson asked, smiling.
 
"No, sir," he answered calmly. "I didn't see any."
 
The three policemen roared harder and louder.
 

: "Boy, you're sure some case," Murphy said, shaking his head
 
riin wonder.
 
~. The car pulled to a curb.
 
\( "All right, boy," Lawson said. "Tell us where to go."

ii' He peered through the rain and saw where he had gone
 
'-,own. The streets, save for a few dim lamps glowing softly 

ough the rain, were dark and empty.
 
"Right there, mister," he said, pointing.
 
"Come on; let's take a look," Lawson said.
 

1/	 "Well, suppose he did hide down there," Johnson said, ·what 
~	 that supposed to prove?" 

"I don't believe he hid down there," Murphy said. 
"It won't hurt to look," Lawson said. "Leave things to me.· 
Lawson got out of the car and looked up .and down the 

t. 
He was eager to show them the cave now. If he could show 

, em what he had seen, then they would feel what he had 
It and they in tum would show it to others and those others 

~uld feel as they had felt, and soon everybody would be 
'. vemed by the same impulse of pity. 

"Take 'im out," Lawson ordered. 
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Johnson and Murphy opened the door and pushed him out; 
he stood trembling in the rain, smiling. Again Lawson looked 
up and down the street; no one was in sight. The rain came 
down hard, slanting like black wires across the wind-swept 
air. 

"All right," Lawson said. "Show us." 
He walked to the center of the street, stopped and inserted 

a finger in one of the tiny holes of the cover and tugged, but 
he was too weak to budge it. 

"Did you really go down in there, boy?" Lawson asked; there 
was a doubt in his voice. 

"Yes, sir. Just a minute. I'll show you." 
"Help 'im get that damn thing off," Lawson said. 
Johnson stepped forward and lifted the cover; it clanged 

against the wet pavement. The hole gaped round and black. 
"I went down in there," he announced with pride. 
Lawson gazed .at him for a long time without speaking, 

then he reached his right hand to his holster and drew his 
gun. 

"Mister, 1 got a gun just like that down there," he said, 
laughing and looking into Lawson's face. "I fired it once then 
hung it on the wall. 111 show you." 

"Show us how you went down," Lawson said quietly. 
"I'll go down first, mister, and then you-all can come after 

me, hear?" he spoke like a little boy playing a game. 
"Sure, sure," Lawson said soothingly. "Go ahead. We11 

come." 
He looked brightly at the policemen; he was bursting with 

happiness. He bent down and placed his hands on the rim 
of the hole and sat on the edge, his feet dangling into watery 
darkness. He heard the familiar drone of the gray current. He 
lowered his body and hung for a moment by his fingers, then 
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went downward on the steel prongs, hand over hand, until 
i 

Z 
reached the last rung. He dropped and his feet hit the water 

'-d he felt the stiff current trying to suck him away. He 
nced himself quickly and looked back upward at the 

Iicemen. 
M; "Come on, you-alll" he yelled, casting his voice above the 
, tUng at his feet. 

The vague forms that towered above him in the rain did 
It move. He laughed, feeling that they doubted him. But, 

nee they saw the things he had done, they would never 
ubt again. 
"Come on! The cave isn't far!" he yelled. "But be careful 

,y'henyour feet hit the water, because the current's pretty rough 
Il'. herel"own ere 

Lawson still held the gun. Murphy and Johnson looked at 
wson quizzically. 
'What are we going to do, Lawson?" Murphy asked. 

, "We are not going to follow that crazy nigger down into
 
r;'that sewer, are we?" Johnson asked.
 
! "Come on, you-alll" he begged in a shout.
 
" He saw Lawson raise the gun and point it directly at him.
 
(Lawson's face twitched, as though he were hesitating.
 

Then there was a thunderous report and a streak of fire 
i:ripped through his chest. He was hurled into the water, flat 
,on his back. He looked in amazement at the .blurred white 
,{faces looming above him. They shot me, he said to himself. 
ithe water flowed past him, blossoming in foam about his 
rarms, his legs, and his head. His jaw sagged and his mouth 
l1gaped soundless. A vast pain gripped his head and gradually 
:squeezed out consciousness. As from a great distance he heard 
:j hollow voices. 

"What did you shoot him for, Lawson?" 
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"I had to," 
"Whyr 
"'You've got to shoot his kind. They'd wreck things." 
As though in a deep dream, he heard a metallic clank; they 

had replaced the manhole cover, shutting out forever the 
sound of wind and rain. From overhead came the muffied roar 
of a powerful motor and the swish of a speeding car. He felt 
the strong tide pushing him slowly into the middle of the 
sewer, turning him about. For a split second there hovered 
before his eyes the glittering cave, the shouting walls, and the 
laughing floor . . . Then his mouth was full of thick, bitter 
water. The current spun him around. He sighed and closed his 
eyes, a whirling object rushing alone in the darkness, veering, 
tossing, lost in the heart of the earth. 

BIG BLACK GOOD MAN 

ROUGH THE OPEN WINDOW Olaf Jenson could smell the sea 
d hear the occasional foghorn of a freighter; outside, rain 

Jelted down through an August night, drumming softly upon 
pavements of Copenhagen, inducing drowsiness, bringing 

'eamy memory, relaxing the tired muscles of his work
aeked body. He sat slumped in a swivel chair with his legs 

~tstretched and his feet propped atop an edge of his desk. 
tn inch of white ash tipped the end of his brown cigar and 
'wand then he inserted the end of the stogie into his mouth 

,.-d drew gently upon it, letting wisps of blue smoke eddy 
,;, m the corners of his wide, thin lips. The watery gray irises 
~hind the thick lenses of his eyeglasses gave him a look of 
'bstraction, of absent-mindedness, of an almost genial idiocy. 
e Sighed, reached for his half-empty bottle of beer, and 
ained it into his glass and downed it with a long slow gulp, 
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