
Johnny Panic and the Bible of Dreams

Ib v E R Y  d ay  from  n in e  to five I sit a t m y desk facing  
th e  d o o r of th e  office an d  ty p e  u p  o th e r  peo p le ’s 
d ream s. N o t ju s t  d ream s. T h a t  w o u ld n ’t  be  
p ra c tic a l en o u g h  for m y  bosses. I ty p e  up  also 
peo p le ’s d a y tim e  co m p la in ts : tro u b le  w ith  m o th er, 
tro u b le  w ith  fa th e r, tro u b le  w ith  th e  bo ttle , th e  
bed, th e  h e a d a c h e  th a t  b an g s h o m e  a n d  blacks o u t 
th e  sw eet w orld  for no  k n o w n  reason . N o b o d y  
com es to  o u r office unless th ey  h a v e  troub les. 
T ro u b les  th a t  c a n ’t be  p in p o in te d  by  W asserm anns 
o r W echsler-B ellevues alone.

M ay b e  a m ouse gets to  th in k in g  p re tty  early  on  
how  the  w hole w orld  is ru n  by  these  eno rm o u s feet. 
W ell, from  w h ere  I sit I figure th e  w orld  is ru n  by  
one th in g  an d  th is one  th in g  only . P an ic  w ith  a  
dog-face, devil-face, hag-face, w hore-face, p an ic  in  
c a p ita l le tte rs w ith  n o  face a t  all —  it’s th e  sam e 
J o h n n y  P an ic , aw ake or asleep.

W h en  peop le  ask m e w h ere  I w ork, I te ll th em  
I ’m  assistan t to  th e  secre ta ry  in  one  of the o u t­
p a tie n t d e p a rtm e n ts  of th e  C linics B u ild ing  of th e  
C ity  H o sp ita l. T h is sounds so be-a ll, en d -a ll th ey  
seldom  get a ro u n d  to  asking m e m o re  th a n  w h a t 
I do, a n d  w h a t I do  is m a in ly  ty p e  u p  records. O n  
m y ow n hook th o u g h , a n d  co m p le te ly  u n d e r  cover, 
I am  p u rsu in g  a vo ca tio n  th a t  w ou ld  set these 
docto rs on th e ir  ears. In  th e  p riv acy  of m y one- 
ro o m  a p a r tm e n t I call m yself sec re ta ry  to n o n e  
o th e r  th a n  Jo h n n y  P an ic  him self.

D re a m  by  d re a m  I am  e d u c a tin g  m yself to b e ­
com e th a t  ra re  c h a ra c te r , ra re r , in  tru th ,  th a n  an y  
m em b er of th e  P sychoana ly tic  In s titu te : a  d re a m  
connoisseur. N o t a  d ream -s to p p e r, a d ream -ex ­
p la in e r, an  ex p lo ite r of d ream s for th e  crass p ra c ­
tica l ends of h e a lth  a n d  hap p in ess , b u t an  u n so rd id  
co llec to r of d ream s for them selves a lone. A  lover of 
d ream s for J o h n n y  P a n ic ’s sake, th e  M a k e r  of th e m  
all.

T h e re  isn ’t  a d re a m  I ’ve ty p ed  u p  in  o u r  reco rd  
books th a t  I d o n ’t know  by  h e a rt. T h e re  isn’t  a 
d re a m  I h a v e n ’t cop ied  o u t a t  hom e in to  Jo h n n y  
P a n ic ’s B ible of D ream s.

T h is  is m y  rea l calling .
Som e n igh ts I tak e  th e  e le v a to r  u p  to  the ro o f

A Story by SYLVIA PLATH

of m y  a p a r tm e n t b u ild in g . S o m e n ig h ts , a b o u t  3 
a .m . O v er th e  trees a t  th e  fa r  side of th e  C o m m o n  
th e  U n ite d  F u n d  to rc h  f la re  f la tten s  a n d  reco v ers  
u n d e r  som e w itch y  in v is ib le  p u sh , a n d  h e re  a n d  
th e re  in  th e  hun k s of s to n e  a n d  b rick  I see a  lig h t. 
M ost of all, th o u g h , I feel th e  c ity  sleep ing . S leep in g  
fro m  th e  r iv e r  on th e  w est to  th e  o cean  o n  th e  east, 
like som e rootless is lan d  ro c k a b y in g  itself o n  n o th in g  
a t  all.

I c a n  be  tig h t a n d  n e rv y  as th e  to p  s tr in g  o n  a 
v io lin , a n d  y e t b y  th e  tim e  th e  sky b eg in s  to  b lu e  
I ’m  re a d y  fo r sleep. I t ’s th e  th o u g h t of a ll th o se  
d ream ers  a n d  w h a t th e y ’re  d re a m in g  w ea rs  m e  
d ow n  till I sleep th e  sleep of fever. M o n d a y  to  
F r id a y  w h a t do  I do  b u t  ty p e  u p  tho se  sam e  d ream s. 
S ure, I d o n ’t to u ch  a  f ra c tio n  of th e m  th e  c ity  over, 
b u t  p ag e  by  page , d re a m  b y  d re a m , m y  In ta k e  books 
fa tte n  a n d  w eigh  d o w n  th e  bookshelves of th e  
c a b in e t in  th e  n a rro w  passag e  ru n n in g  p a ra lle l  to  
th e  m a in  h a ll, off w h ich  passag e  th e  d oo rs to  a ll th e  
d o c to rs’ l i ttle  in te rv iew in g  cu b ic les  open .

I ’ve g o t a  fu n n y  h a b i t  of id e n tify in g  th e  p eo p le  
w ho  com e in  by th e ir  d ream s. As fa r  as I ’m  c o n ­
ce rn ed , th e  d re a m s sing le  th e m  o u t m o re  th a n  
an y  C h ris tian  n am e . T h is  o n e  guy , fo r ex a m p le , 
w ho  w orks for a  b a ll-b e a r in g  c o m p a n y  in  to w n , 
d ream s every  n ig h t h o w  h e ’s ly ing  on  h is b a c k  w ith  
a  g ra in  of san d  on  his chest. B it b y  b it  th is  g ra in  of 
san d  grow s b ig g er a n d  b ig g e r till i t ’s b ig  as a fa ir ­
sized house a n d  h e  c a n ’t  d ra w  b re a th . A n o th e r  
fellow  I k n o w  of h as  h a d  a  c e r ta in  d re a m  ev er since 
th ey  g av e  h im  e th e r  a n d  c u t o u t his tonsils a n d  
ad en o id s  w h en  h e  w as a k id. I n  th is d re a m  h e ’s 
c a u g h t in  th e  ro llers o f a  c o tto n  m ill, f ig h tin g  fo r h is 
life. O h , h e ’s n o t a lo n e , a lth o u g h  he  th in k s  h e  is. 
A lo t of peo p le  these  day s d re a m  th e y ’re  b e in g  ru n  
over o r  e a te n  by  m ach in es . T h e y ’re  th e  cag ey  ones 
w ho  w o n ’t go on th e  su b w ay  o r th e  e lev a to rs . C o m ­
ing b ack  fro m  m y lu n c h  h o u r  in  th e  h o sp ita l cafe-

The beginnings of a cult were gathering about the 
Massachusetts-born poet Sylvia Plath, even before her 
suicide, at the age of thirty, in London in 1963. This 
story was among the works she left behind.
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te r ia  I often  pass them , puffing  u p  th e  unsvvept 
stone  stairs to  o u r office on th e  fo u rth  floor. I w on­
d er, now  a n d  th e n , w h a t d ream s peo p le  h a d  before 
ball b ea rin g s a n d  co tto n  m ills w ere  in v en ted .

I ’ve go t a  d re a m  of m y  ow n. M y  one d ream . 
A d re a m  of d ream s.

In  th is d re a m  th e re ’s a g re a t h a lf- tra n sp a re n t 
lak e  s tre tc h in g  aw ay  in  every  d irec tio n , too  big for 
m e to  see the  shores of it, if th e re  a re  an y  shores, 
a n d  I ’m  h a n g in g  over it  look ing  d o w n  from  th e  
glass belly  of som e helicop ter. A t th e  b o tto m  of 
th e  lake  —  so d eep  I c a n  only  guess a t  th e  d a rk  
m asses m ov ing  a n d  heav ing  —  are  th e  re a l d ragons. 
T h e  ones th a t  w ere  a ro u n d  before m en  s ta rte d  liv ing  
in  caves a n d  cooking  m e a t over fires a n d  figu ring  
o u t th e  w heel a n d  the  a lp h a b e t. E no rm o u s isn ’t th e

w o rd  for th e m ; th e y ’ve g o t m ore  w rinkles th a n  
J o h n n y  P an ic  him self. D re a m  a b o u t these long  
en o u g h , a n d  y o u r  feet an d  h an d s  shrivel aw ay  w h en  
y o u  look a t th e m  too  closely; th e  sun  sh rinks to  th e  
size of an  o ran g e , only ch illier, a n d  y o u ’ve been 
liv ing  in R o x b u ry  since th e  last Ice  Age. N o p lace  
fo r you  b u t  a  ro o m  p a d d e d  soft as th e  first room  
you  knew  of, w h ere  you ca n  d re a m  a n d  float, floa t 
a n d  d ream , till a t  last you a c tu a lly  a re  b ack  am o n g  
those g re a t o rig ina ls  an d  th e re ’s no  p o in t in  a n y  
d ream s a t all.

I t ’s in to  th is lake  peop le’s m inds ru n  a t n igh t, 
b rooks a n d  g u tte r-trick les to one bo rderless co m ­
m o n  reservoir. I t  bears no  resem b lan ce  to  those 
p u re  sp a rk lin g  b lu e  sources of d r in k in g  w a te r  the  
su b u rb s  g u a rd  m ore  jea lo u sly  th a n  th e  H o p e  
d ia m o n d  in  the  m idd le  of p inew oods a n d  b a rb e d  
fences.

I t ’s th e  sew age fa rm  of th e  ages, tra n sp a re n c e  
aside.

N ow  th e  w a te r  in  this lake  n a tu ra lly  stinks an d  
sm okes from  w h a t d ream s have  been  left sogging

a ro u n d  in  it over th e  cen tu ries. W h en  you  th in k  
how  m u ch  ro o m  one n ig h t of d re a m  p rops w ould  
take u p  for one person  in  one city , a n d  th a t city 
a  m ere p in p rick  on  a m a p  of th e  w orld , an d  w hen  
you s ta r t m u ltip ly in g  th is space by the  p o p u la tio n  
of th e  w orld , a n d  th a t  space by  the  n u m b e r of 
n igh ts th e re  h av e  b een  since th e  apes took to 
c h ip p in g  axes o u t of stone  an d  losing th e ir  ha ir, 
you  have  som e id ea  w h a t I m ean . I ’m  no t the 
m a th e m a tic a l type: m y h ead  sta rts  sp littin g  w hen 
I get only  as fa r as the  n u m b e r of d ream s going on 
d u rin g  one n ig h t in  the  sta te  of M assachusetts.

By th is tim e, I a lread y  see th e  surface of the  lake 
sw arm in g  w ith  snakes, d ead  bodies puffed  as blow - 
fish, h u m a n  em bryos b o b b in g  a ro u n d  in  lab o ra to ry  
bo ttles like so m a n y  unfin ished  m essages from  the 
g rea t I A m . I see w hole storehouses of h a rd w are : 
knives, p a p e r cu tte rs , p istons an d  cogs an d  n u t­
c rackers; th e  sh iny  fron ts of cars loom ing  up , glass­
eyed an d  ev il-too thed . T h e n  th e re ’s the  sp ider- 
m a n  an d  the  w eb-footed  m an  from  M ars, an d  the  
sim ple, lu g u b rio u s  vision of a h u m a n  face tu rn in g  
aside forever, in  sp ite  of rings an d  vows, to th e  last 
lover of all.

O n e  of th e  m ost freq u en t shapes in  this la rge  
stew  is so co m m onp lace  it seems silly to  m en tio n  it. 
I t ’s a g ra in  of d irt. The w a te r is th ick  w ith  these 
g ra ins. T h ey  seep in am o n g  ev ery th in g  else and  
revo lve  u n d e r som e q u e e r pow er of th e ir  own, 
o p aq u e , u b iqu itous. G all the  w a te r  w h a t you will, 
L ake N ig h tm are , Bog of M adness, it’s here  the 
sleep ing  people  lie a n d  toss to g e th e r am o n g  the 
p rops of th e ir  w orst d ream s, one g rea t b ro th e rh o o d , 
th o u g h  each  of th em , w aking , th inks h im self sin­
g u la r, u tte r ly  a p a r t.

T h is is m y d ream . Y ou w o n ’t find  it w ritten  up  
in  any  casebook.

N ow  the  ro u tin e  in  o u r office is very  d ifferen t 
from  the  ro u tin e  in  Skin C linic, for exam ple , or in 
T u m o r. T h e  o th e r clinics have  s tro n g  sim ilarities 
to  each  o th e r; none are  like ours. In  o u r clinic, 
tre a tm e n t doesn’t get p rescribed . I t  is invisible. 
I t  goes rig h t on in  those little  cubicles, each  w ith  its 
desk, its two chairs, its w indow , an d  its d o o r w ith  
th e  o p aq u e  glass rec tan g le  set in th e  w ood. T h e re  
is a ce rta in  sp iritu a l p u rity  a b o u t this k ind  of 
d o c to ring . I c a n ’t he lp  feeling th e  special privilege 
of m y position  as assistan t secre ta ry  in th e  A d u lt 
P sych ia tric  C linic. M y sense of p rid e  is b o rn e  ou t 
by  the  ru d e  invasions of o th e r  clinics in to  ou r 
cubicles on  ce rta in  days of the  w eek for lack  of space 
elsew here: o u r b u ild in g  is a  very  old one, an d  the 
facilities have n o t ex p an d ed  w ith  the  ex p an d in g  
needs of the tim e. O n  these days of overlap  the 
c o n tra s t betw een  us an d  th e  o th e r clinics is m arked .

O n  T uesdays an d  T h u rsd ay s, for in stance , we 
h av e  lu m b a r  p u n c tu re s  in  one  of o u r offices in the 
m o rn in g . If  th e  p ra c tic a l nu rse  chances to leave

55



The Atlantic Monthly

th e  d o o r of th e  cu b ic le  open , as she u sua lly  does,
I c an  glim pse th e  en d  of th e  w h ite  co t an d  th e  d ir ty  
yellow -soled b a re  feet of th e  p a tie n t stick ing  o u t 
from  u n d e r  th e  sheet. In  sp ite  o f m y d istaste  a t  
this sight, I c a n ’t  keep  m y eyes aw ay  from  the 
b a re  feet, a n d  I find  m yself g lan c in g  b ack  from  
m y ty p in g  every  few  m inu tes to  see if th ey  are  still 
there , if th ey  h av e  c h a n g e d  th e ir  position  a t all. 
Y ou can  u n d e rs ta n d  w h a t a d is trac tio n  this is in  
the  m id d le  of m y  w ork. I often h av e  to  re read  w h a t 
I have ty p ed  several tim es, u n d e r  th e  p re ten se  of 
carefu l p ro o fread in g , in  o rd e r  to  m em orize  th e  
d ream s I h av e  cop ied  d ow n  from  th e  d o c to r’s voice 
over th e  au d o g ra p h .

N erve C linic n ex t doo r, w h ich  ten d s  to  th e  
grosser, m ore  u n im a g in a tiv e  en d  of o u r business, 
also d istu rbs us in  th e  m orn ings. W e use th e ir  offices 
for th e ra p y  in  th e  a fte rn o o n , as th ey  a re  only  a  
m o rn in g  clin ic, b u t  to  have  th e ir  peop le  cry ing , o r 
singing, or c h a tte r in g  lo u d ly  in I ta lia n  o r  C hinese, 
as th ey  often do , w ith o u t b re a k  for fo u r hours a t 
a s tre tch  every  m o rn in g  is d is tra c tin g  to  say th e  
least. T h e  p a tie n ts  d o w n  th e re  a re  often re fe rred  to  
us if th e ir  troub les h av e  n o  ostensib le  basis in  th e  
body.

In  spite  of such  in te rru p tio n s  b y  o th e r  clinics, m y 
ow n w ork is a d v a n c in g  a t  a g re a t ra te . By now  I 
am  fa r bey o n d  co py ing  on ly  w h a t com es after th e  
p a tie n t’s say ing : “ I h av e  th is d ream , D o c to r.” I a m  
a t th e  p o in t of re -c re a tin g  d ream s th a t  a re  not even  
w ritten  dow n a t  all. D ream s th a t  shadow  th e m ­
selves fo rth  in  th e  v aguest w ay , b u t  a re  them selves 
h id , like a s ta tu e  u n d e r  red  velvet befo re  the  g ra n d  
unveiling .

T o  illu stra te . T h is  w o m an  cam e  in  w ith  h e r  
to n g u e  sw ollen a n d  stuck  o u t so fa r she h a d  to  
leave a p a r ty  she w as g iv ing  fo r tw e n ty  friends of 
h e r F re n c h -C a n a d ia n  m o th e r-in -law  a n d  be ru sh ed  
to  o u r em ergency  w ard . S he th o u g h t she d id n ’t 
w a n t h e r to n g u e  to  stick o u t, a n d  to  te ll the  tru th ,  
it w as a n  exceed ing ly  em b arrass in g  a ffa ir for her, 
b u t  she h a te d  th a t  F re n c h -C a n a d ia n  m o th er-in -law  
w orse th a n  pigs, a n d  h e r  to n g u e  w as tru e  to  h e r  
op in ion , even if th e  rest of h e r  w asn ’t. N ow  she 
d id n ’t lay  c la im  to an y  d ream s. I h av e  on ly  th e  
b a re  facts ab o v e  to  beg in  w ith , ye t b eh in d  th em  
I d e tec t th e  b u lg e  a n d  p rom ise  of a d ream .

So I set m yself to  u p ro o tin g  this d re a m  from  its 
co m fo rtab le  p u rc h a se  u n d e r  h e r  to ngue .

W h a te v e r th e  d re a m  I u n e a rth , b y  w ork, ta x in g  
w ork, a n d  even  by  a k in d  of p ra y e r, I am  su re  to  
find  a th u m b p r in t  in  th e  co rn e r, a  bodiless m id a ir  
C hesh ire  c a t g rin , w h ich  show s th e  w h o le  w ork to  be 
g o tten  u p  b y  th e  genius of J o h n n y  P an ic , an d  h im  
alone. H e ’s sly, h e ’s sub tle , h e ’s su d d en  as th u n d e r , 
b u t  he  gives h im self aw ay  on ly  too  often. H e sim ply  
c a n ’t resist m e lo d ram a . M e lo d ra m a  o f the  oldest, 
m ost obvious varie ty .

I re m e m b e r one  g uy , a  stocky  fellow  in  a  n a il-  
s tu d d e d  b lack  le a th e r  ja c k e t , ru n n in g  s tra ig h t  in to  
us from  a box ing  m a tc h  a t  M e c h a n ic s  H a ll, J o h n n y  
P an ic  h o t a t  his heels. T h is  g uy , go o d  C a th o lic  
th o u g h  he  w as, y o u n g  a n d  u p r ig h t  a n d  all, h a d  one  
m e a n  fear o f d e a th . H e  w as a c tu a lly  sca red  b lu e  
h e ’d go to  hell. H e  w as a  p ie c e w o rk e r a t  a 
fluo rescen t lig h t p la n t. I re m e m b e r  th is  d e ta il 
because  I th o u g h t it  fu n n y  h e  sh o u ld  w ork  th e re , 
h im  b e in g  so a fra id  of th e  d a rk  as it  tu rn e d  o u t. 
J o h n n y  P an ic  in jects a p o e tic  e le m e n t in  th is  b u s i­
ness you  d o n ’t often  find  elsew here . A n d  for th a t  
h e  has m y  e te rn a l g ra ti tu d e .

I also re m e m b e r q u ite  c le a rly  th e  scen a rio  of th e  
d re a m  I h a d  w orked  o u t  for th is  g uy : a  G o th ic  
in te r io r  in  som e m o n a s te ry  ce lla r, go in g  o n  a n d  on 
as fa r as you  co u ld  see, o n e  of tho se  end less p e rsp e c ­
tives b e tw een  tw o m irro rs , a n d  th e  p illa rs  a n d  w alls 
w ere m a d e  o f n o th in g  b u t  h u m a n  skulls a n d  b o nes, 
a n d  in  every  n ich e  th e re  w as a  b o d y  la id  o u t, a n d  
it  w as th e  H a ll of T im e , w ith  th e  b od ies in  th e  fo re ­
g ro u n d  still w a rm , d isco lo rin g  a n d  s ta r tin g  to  ro t 
in  th e  m id d le  d is tan ce , a n d  th e  bones em erg in g , 
c lean  as a w histle , in  a  k in d  of w h ite  fu tu r is tic  g low  
a t  th e  en d  of th e  line . As I reca ll, I h a d  th e  w h o le  
scene lig h ted , for th e  sake o f a c c u ra c y , n o t  w ith  
cand les, b u t  w ith  th e  ic e -b rig h t flu o rescen ce  th a t  
m akes th e  skin look g reen  a n d  a ll th e -p in k  a n d  re d  
flushes d e a d  b la c k -p u rp le .

Y ou ask, how  d o  I kno w  th is w as th e  d re a m  o f th e  
guy  in  th e  b lack  le a th e r  ja c k e t. I d o n ’t know . I 
on ly  believe this w as his d re a m , a n d  I w o rk  a t  b e lie f 
w ith  m o re  en erg y  a n d  tea rs  a n d  e n tre a tie s  th a n  I 
w o rk  a t  re -c re a tin g  th e  d re a m  itself.

M y  office, of course, h as  its lim ita tio n s . T h e  la d y  
w ith  h e r to n g u e  stu ck  o u t, th e  g u y  fro m  M e c h a n ic s  
H a ll —  these a re  o u r  w ild est ones. T h e  p eo p le  w h o  
have  rea lly  gone f lo a tin g  d o w n  to w a rd  th e  b o tto m  
of th a t  boggy  lak e  co m e  in  o n ly  once , a n d  a re  th e n  
re fe rred  to  a p lace  m o re  p e rm a n e n t th a n  o u r  office, 
w h ich  receives th e  p u b lic  fro m  n in e  to  five, five 
days a w eek only . E v en  tho se  p eo p le  w h o  a re  
b a re ly  a b le  to  w a lk  a b o u t  th e  s tree ts  a n d  keep  
w ork ing , w ho a re n ’t y e t h a lfw ay  d o w n  in  th e  lake , 
ge t sen t to  th e  o u tp a tie n t  d e p a r tm e n t  a t  a n o th e r  
h o sp ita l spec ia liz ing  in  sev erer cases. O r  th e y  m a y  
s tay  a m o n th  o r so in  o u r  ow n o b se rv a tio n  w a rd  in  
th e  c e n tra l  h o sp ita l, w h ich  I ’ve n ev e r seen.

I ’ve seen th e  se c re ta ry  of th a t  w a rd , th o u g h . 
S o m e th in g  a b o u t h e r  m ere ly  sm ok ing  a n d  d r in k in g  
h e r  coffee in  th e  c a fe te ria  a t  th e  te n  o ’clock  b re a k  
p u t m e off so I n ev e r w en t to  sit n e x t to  h e r  a g a in . 
She has a  fu n n y  n a m e  I d o n ’t ev e r q u ite  re m e m b e r  
co rrec tly , so m eth in g  re a lly  o d d , like M iss M il- 
le ravage . O n e  of th o se  n am es th a t  seem  m o re  like 
a  p u n  m ix ing  u p  M illto w n  a n d  R a v a g e  th a n  a n y ­
th in g  in  th e  c ity  p h o n e  d ire c to ry . B u t n o t so o d d  a 
n am e , a fte r all, if y o u ’ve ev e r re a d  th ro u g h  th e
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p h o n e  d irec to ry , w ith  its H y m a n  D id d leb o ck ers  an d  
S asp a rilla  G reen leafs. I re a d  th ro u g h  th e  phone 
book, once, n ev er m in d  w hen , a n d  it  satisfied a 
d eep  n eed  in  m e  to  rea lize  how  m a n y  people  
a r e n ’t called  S m ith .

A nyhow , th is  M iss M ille rav ag e  is a  la rg e  w om an , 
n o t fa t, b u t all s tu rd y  m uscle an d  ta ll on  to p  of it. 
S he w ears a g ra y  su it over h e r h a rd  b u lk  th a t  
re m in d s  m e vague ly  of som e k in d  of u n ifo rm , w ith ­
o u t th e  d e ta ils  of c u t h av in g  a n y th in g  strik ing ly  
m ilita ry  a b o u t th em . H er face, hefty  as a  bu llo ck ’s, 
is covered  w ith  a re m a rk a b le  n u m b e r  of tiny  
m acu lae , as if she’d been ly ing  u n d e r  w a te r  for som e 
tim e  an d  little  a lg ae  h ad  la tc h e d  o n to  h e r  skin, 
sm u tch in g  it over w ith  to bacco -b row ns a n d  greens. 
T h ese  m oles a re  n o ticeab le  m a in ly  because  the  
sk in  a ro u n d  th e m  is so p a llid . I som etim es w o n d er 
if  M iss M ille rav ag e  has ev er seen th e  w holesom e 
lig h t of day . I w o u ld n ’t be  a  b it su rp rised  if  she’d 
b een  b ro u g h t u p  from  th e  c ra d le  w ith  th e  sole 
b en efit of a rtif ic ia l ligh ting .

B yrna , the  sec re ta ry  in  A lcoholic  C lin ic ju s t  
across th e  h a ll from  us, in tro d u c e d  m e to  Miss 
M ille rav ag e  w ith  th e  g a m b it th a t  I ’d  “ been  in 
E n g la n d  to o .”

M iss M ille rav ag e , it tu rn e d  o u t, h a d  sp en t the  
b est years of h e r  life in  L o n d o n  hospita ls.

“ H a d  a  fr ie n d ,” she b o o m ed  in  h e r  q u eer, d o g ­
gish basso, n o t favo ring  m e w ith  a d irec t look, “ a 
n u rse  a t St. B a r t’s. T rie d  to  ge t in  to u ch  w ith  h e r 
a fte r  th e  w ar, b u t  the  h e a d  of th e  nurses h a d  
ch a n g e d , ev e ry b o d y ’d ch an g ed , n o b o d y ’d h e a rd  of 
h er. She m u s t’ve gone d o w n  w ith  th e  o ld  h ead  
nu rse , ru b b ish  a n d  all, in  th e  b o m b in g s .”  She 
fo llow ed this w ith  a  la rge  g rin .

N ow  I ’ve seen m ed ica l s tu d en ts  c u ttin g  u p  
cad av ers , fou r stiffs to  a c lassroom  a b o u t as reco g ­
n iz a b ly  h u m a n  as M oby  D ick, a n d  th e  s tu d en ts  
p lay in g  c a tc h  w ith  the d e a d  m e n ’s livers. I ’ve 
h e a rd  guys jo k e  a b o u t sew ing a w o m a n  u p  w rong  
a fte r  a  de livery  a t  the  c h a rity  w a rd  of th e  L y in g -In . 
B u t I w o u ld n ’t w a n t to see w h a t M iss M ille rav ag e  
w o u ld  w rite  off as th e  b iggest la u g h  of all tim e. 
N o  th an k s  a n d  th e n  som e. Y ou  co u ld  sc ra tch  h e r 
eyes w ith  a p in  a n d  sw ear y o u ’d s tru ck  solid 
q u a r tz .

M y  boss has a sense of h u m o r too , only  it's 
gen tle . G enerous as S an ta  on  C h ris tm as Eve.

I w ork  for a  m id d le -ag ed  la d y  n a m e d  M iss T a y ­
lo r  w ho  is th e  h e a d  secre ta ry  of th e  clin ic a n d  has 
b een  since th e  c lin ic  s ta rted  th ir ty - th re e  years ago 
—  th e  y ea r of m y  b ir th , o d d ly  en o u g h . M iss T a y lo r 
know s every  d o c to r, every p a tie n t, every  o u tm o d ed  
a p p o in tm e n t slip, re fe rra l slip, an d  b illing  p roce­
d u re  th e  h o sp ita l h as  ever used  o r th o u g h t of using. 
S he p lan s to  stick  w ith  the c lin ic  u n til  she’s fa rm ed

o u t in  th e  g reen  p astu res  of social secu rity  checks. 
A  w o m an  m ore  d e d ica ted  to  h e r  w ork  I never saw. 
S h e’s th e  sam e w ay  a b o u t sta tistics as I am  ab o u t 
d ream s: if th e  b u ild in g  c a u g h t fire she w ould  th row  
every  last one  of those books o f statistics to  the 
firem en  below  a t  th e  serious risk  of h e r  ow n skin.

I ge t a lo n g  ex trem ely  w ell w ith  M iss T ay lo r. 
T h e  one th in g  I n ev er le t h e r  c a tc h  m e do ing  is 
re a d in g  th e  o ld  reco rd  books. I h av e  ac tu a lly  very 
little  tim e  for this. O u r  office is busier th a n  the 
stock ex ch an g e  w ith  the  sta ff of tw enty-five doctors 
in  a n d  ou t, m ed ica l s tu d en ts  in  tra in in g , pa tien ts , 
p a tie n ts ’ re la tives, an d  v isiting  officials from  o th e r 
clin ics re fe rrin g  p a tien ts  to  us, so even w hen  I ’m 
cov erin g  the  office a lone, d u rin g  M iss T a y lo r’s 
coffee b re a k  a n d  lu n c h  h o u r, I  seldom  get to dash  
dow n  m o re  th a n  a  n o te  o r  two.

T h is k in d  of ca tc h -a s -ca tc h -c a n  is nerve-rack ing , 
to  say th e  least. A lo t of th e  best d ream ers  a re  in  the 
o ld  books, th e  d ream ers  th a t  com e in  to  us only 
once o r tw ice fo r ev a lu a tio n  before th e y ’re  sent 
elsew here. F o r copy in g  o u t these d ream s I need  
tim e , a lo t of tim e. M y  c ircu m stan ces a re  h a rd ly  
idea l for th e  u n h u rr ie d  p u rsu it of m y  a rt. T h e re  is, 
of course, a  c e r ta in  d e rrin g -d o  in  w ork ing  u n d e r 
such haza rd s , b u t  I long for th e  rich  le isu re  of th e  
tru e  conno isseur w ho indu lges his nostrils above 
th e  b ra n d y  sn ifter for a n  h o u r  before his tongue 
reaches o u t for th e  first taste.

I find  m yself a ll too  often la te ly  im ag in in g  w h a t a 
re lie f it w o u ld  be  to  b rin g  a  briefcase in to  w ork, big 
en o u g h  to  h o ld  one  of those th ick , b lue, c lo th- 
b o u n d  reco rd  books full of d ream s. A t M iss T a y lo r’s 
lu n ch tim e , in  th e  lu ll before th e  docto rs an d  s tu ­
den ts  c row d  in to  tak e  th e ir  a fte rn o o n  p a tien ts , I 
cou ld  sim ply  slip  one  of th e  books, d a te d  ten  or 
fifteen years back , in to  m y briefcase, a n d  leave  the  
briefcase u n d e r  m y  desk till five o ’clock struck. O f 
course, odd -look ing  bund les a re  in spected  by the 
d o o rm a n  of th e  C linics B uild ing, a n d  th e  hospita l 
has its ow n sta ff of flatfeet to  check  u p  on th e  
m u ltip le  v arie ties of th iev ery  th a t  go on, b u t for 
h e a v e n ’s sake, I ’m  n o t th in k in g  of m ak in g  off w ith  
typew rite rs  o r h ero in . I ’d  only  b o rro w  th e  book 
o v ern ig h t an d  slip  it  back  on  th e  shelf first th ing  
th e  n ex t d ay  before a n y b o d y  else cam e  in. Still, 
be ing  c a u g h t tak in g  a book o u t of th e  hosp ita l 
w ou ld  p ro b a b ly  m ean  losing m y jo b  an d  all m y 
source  m a te r ia l w ith  it.

T h is  idea  of m u lling  over a reco rd  book in the 
p riv acy  an d  com fort of m y  ow n a p a r tm e n t, even if 
I h av e  to  stay  u p  n ig h t a fte r n ig h t for th is purpose, 
a ttra c ts  m e so m u ch  I becom e m o re  a n d  m ore 
im p a tie n t w ith  m y usual m eth o d  of sna tch ing  
m inu tes to  look up  d ream s in  M iss T a y lo r’s h a lf  
hours o u t of th e  office.

T h e  tro u b le  is, I can  never tell exac tly  w hen  Miss 
T a y lo r will com e b ack  to th e  office. She is so con-
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scientious a b o u t h e r jo b  she’d be likely to c u t h e r  
h a lf  h o u r a t  lu n ch  sh o rt a n d  h e r  tw en ty  m inu tes a t  
coffee sh o rte r  if it  w eren ’t  for h e r  la m e  left leg. 
T h e  d is tin c t sound  of this lam e  leg in  th e  c o rrid o r 
w arn s m e of h e r  a p p ro a c h  in  tim e  for m e to w h ip  
the  reco rd  book  I ’m  re a d in g  in to  m y  d ra w e r o u t 
of sigh t a n d  p re ten d  to be p u ttin g  d o w n  the final 
flourishes on a  p h o n e  m essage, or som e such alib i. 
T h e  only  c a tc h , as fa r  as m y  nerves a re  co n cern ed , 
is th a t  A m p u tee  C lin ic is a ro u n d  th e  co rn e r from  
us in  th e  opposite  d irec tio n  fro m  N erv e  C linic, an d  
I ’ve g o tten  rea lly  ju m p y  d u e  to  a lo t of false a la rm s 
w h ere  I ’ve m istaken  som e peg leg ’s h itch in g  step  
for the  step  of M iss T ay lo r herse lf re tu rn in g  early  
to  th e  office.

O n  th e  b lackest days w h en  I ’ve scarcely  tim e 
to squeeze one d re a m  o u t of th e  old books an d  m y 
copy  w ork  is n o th in g  b u t w eepy  college sophom ores 
w ho c a n ’t ge t a lead  in Carruno Real, I feel Jo h n n y  
P an ic  tu rn  his back, stony  as E verest, h igher th a n  
O rio n , a n d  th e  m o tto  of th e  g re a t B ible of D ream s, 
“ P erfect fea r ca s te th  o u t all else,” is ash an d  lem o n  
w a te r  on m y lips. I ’m  a w orm y  h e rm it in  a co u n try  
of p rize  pigs so c o rn -h a p p y  they  c a n ’t see the  
s lau g h te rh o u se  a t  th e  en d  of th e  track . I ’m  J e r e ­
m iah  v is io n -b itten  in  the  L a n d  of C ockaigne.

W h a t's  w orse: d a y  by d ay  I see these psyche- 
docto rs s tu d y in g  to  w in J o h n n y  P a n ic ’s converts 
from  h im  by hook, crook, a n d  ta lk , talk, ta lk . 
T hese  deep -eyed , b u sh -b e a rd e d  d ream -co llec to rs  
w ho p receded  m e in h istory , a n d  th e ir  co n tem p o ­
ra ry  in h erito rs  w ith  th e ir  w h ite  ja c k e ts  a n d  k no tty - 
p in e -p an e led  offices an d  le a th e r  couches, p rac ticed  
an d  still p rac tice  th e ir  d re a m -g a th e r in g  for w orld ly  
ends: h e a lth  a n d  m oney, m o n ey  a n d  health . T o  
be a tru e  m em b er of Jo h n n y  P a n ic ’s cong reg a tio n  
one  m ust fo rget th e  d re a m e r a n d  re m e m b e r the  
d re a m : the  d re a m e r  is m erely  a flim sy vehicle for 
th e  g re a t D re a m -M a k e r  him self. T h is  they w ill 
n o t do. J o h n n y  P an ic  is gold in  th e  bowels, a n d  
they  try  to  roo t h im  o u t by sp ir itu a l stom ach  
pum ps.

T ak e  w h a t h a p p e n e d  to H a rry  Bilbo. M r. B ilbo 
cam e  in to  o u r  office w ith  th e  h a n d  of Jo h n n y  
P an ic  heavy  as a le ad  coffin on  his shou lder. H e 
h a d  an  in te restin g  no tio n  a b o u t th e  filth  in  this 
w orld . I figu red  h im  for a p ro m in e n t p a r t  in 
J o h n n y  P a n ic ’s B ible of D ream s, T h ird  Book of 
F ea r, C h a p te r  N ine  on D irt, D isease, a n d  G en era l 
D ecay. A friend  of H a r ry ’s b lew  a tru m p e t in  th e  
Boy S co u t b a n d  w h en  th ey  w ere  kids. H a r ry  
B ilbo’d  also b low n on this fr ie n d ’s tru m p e t. Y ears 
la te r  th e  frien d  go t c a n c e r a n d  died . T h e n , one  
d ay  n o t so long  ago, a c a n c e r  d o c to r  cam e in to  
H a r ry ’s house, sa t d ow n  in a ch a ir , passed  th e  top  
of th e  m o rn in g  w ith  H a rry ’s m o th e r, a n d  on le a v ­
ing, shook h e r  h a n d  a n d  o p en ed  th e  d o o r  for h im ­
self. S u d d en ly  H a rry  B ilbo w o u ld n ’t b low  tru m p e ts

o r sit d o w n  on  c h a irs  o r sh ak e  h a n d s  if a ll the  
c a rd in a ls  of R o m e  to o k  to  blessing h im  tw e n ty - 
fou r h o u rs  a ro u n d  th e  clock  fo r fea r of c a tc h in g  
can cer. H is m o th e r  h a d  to  go tu rn in g  th e  T V  kno b s 
a n d  w a te r  faucets  o n  a n d  off a n d  o p e n in g  d o o rs  fo r 
h im . P re tty  soon H a r ry  s to p p e d  go ing  to  w o rk  be­
cause of th e  sp it a n d  d o g  d ro p p in g s  in  th e  s tree t. 
F irs t th a t  s tu ff gets on  y o u r shoes, a n d  th e n  w h en  
you  tak e  y o u r shoes od  it  gets on  y o u r h a n d s , a n d  
th e n  a t  d in n e r  i t ’s a  q u ick  tr ip  in to  y o u r  m o u th  
an d  no t a h u n d re d  H a ii M a ry ’s ca n  k eep  you  fro m  
the  c h a in  re a c tio n . T h e  la s t s tra w  w as, H a r ry  
q u it w eig h t liltin g  a t  th e  p u b lic  g y m  w h en  h e  saw  
th is c r ip p le  exerc ising  w ith  the  d u m b b e lls . Y ou 
c a n  nev er tell w h a t germ s c rip p les  c a r ry  b e h in d  
th e ir  ears an d  u n d e r  th e ir  fingernails . D a y  a n d  
n ig h t H a r ry  B ilbo lived  in  ho ly  w orsh ip  of J o h n n y  
P an ic , d ev o u t as an y  p rie s t a m o n g  censers a n d  sac­
ram en ts . H e  h a d  a  b e a u ty  a ll his ow n.

W ell, these w h ite -c o a te d  tin k e re rs  m a n a g e d , th e  
lo t of th em , to  ta lk  H a r ry  in to  tu rn in g  o n  the  
T V  him self, an d  th e  w a te r  faucets , an d  to o p e n in g  
closet doors, f ro n t doors, b a r  doors. Before they  
w ere  th ro u g h  w ith  h im , h e  w as s ittin g  d o w n  on 
m ovie-house ch a irs , a n d  benches ail over th e  P u b lic  
G a rd e n , a n d  w e ig h t lifting  every  d a y  of th e  w eek 
a t  the  gym  in sp ite  of th e  fac t a n o th e r  c r ip p le  took 
to  using  th e  ro w in g  m a c h in e . A t th e  e n d  o f his 
tre a tm e n t he  c a m e  in  to  sh ak e  h a n d s  w ith  the  
clin ic d irec to r . In  H a r ry  B ilbo 's ow n w ords, he 
was “ a c h an g ed  m a n .”  T he p u re  P a n ic - lig h t h a d  
left his face; he w en t o u t of th e  office d o o m ed  to  the  
crass fa te  these d o c to rs  call h e a lth  a n d  h ap p in ess .

. /^ L bout the  tim e  of H a r ry  B ilbo’s cu re  a new  
idea  s ta rts  n u d g in g  a t  th e  b o tto m  of m y  b ra in . I 
find it as h a rd  to  ig n o re  as those  b a re  feet s tick in g  o u t 
of the  lu m b a r  p u n c tu re  ro o m . If I d o n ’t  w a n t to 
risk  c a rry in g  a re c o rd  book o u t of th e  h o sp ita l in 
case I ge t d iscovered  a n d  fired  a n d  h av e  to  e n d  m y 
research  forever, I c a n  rea lly  speed  u p  w o rk  by 
s tay ing  in th e  C lin ics B u ild in g  o v e rn ig h t. I a m  n o ­
w here  n e a r  ex h a u s tin g  th e  c lin ic ’s resources, a n d  th e  
p id d lin g  a m o u n t of cases I a m  ab le  to  re a d  in  M iss 
T a y lo r’s b rief absences d u r in g  the  d a y  a re  n o th in g  
to  w h a t I cou ld  g e t th ro u g h  in  a  few n ig h ts  of 
stead y  copy ing . I n eed  to a c c e le ra te  m y  w o rk  if 
on ly  to  c o u n te ra c t those  docto rs.

Before I know  it I a m  p u tt in g  on  m y  c o a t  a t  
five a n d  say ing  g o o d -n ig h t to  M iss T a y lo r , w h o  
usually  stays a few m in u te s  o v e rtim e  to  c le a r  u p  
the  d a y 's  statistics, a n d  sn eak in g  a ro u n d  th e  c o rn e r  
in to  the  lad ies’ ro o m . I t is e m p ty . I slip  in to  th e  
p a tie n t’s jo h n , lock  th e  d o o r  from  th e  in side , a n d  
w ait. F o r  all I know , o n e  o f th e  c lin ic  c le a n in g  
lad ies m a y  try  to  k n o ck  th e  d o o r  d o w n , th in k in g
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som e p a tie n t’s passed  ou t on the  seat. M y  fingers 
a re  crossed. A b o u t tw en ty  m in u tes  la te r  th e  d o o r 
of th e  la v a to ry  o pens and  som eone lim ps over the  
th resh o ld  like a ch icken  favo ring  a b a d  leg. I t  is 
M iss T ay lo r. 1 can  tell by th e  resigned  sigh as she 
m eets th e  ja u n d ic e d  eye of the  la v a to ry  m irro r. I 
h e a r  th e  click -cluck  of various to u c h -u p  e q u ip m e n t 
on  th e  bow l, w a te r  sloshing, the  scritch  of a co m b  in 
frizzed  h a ir, an d  th e n  th e  d o o r is closing w ith  a 
slow -hinged  w heeze  beh in d  her.

I am  lucky. W h e n  I com e o u t of th e  lad ies’ ro o m  
a t  six o’clock th e  co rrid o r ligh ts a re  off an d  th e  
fo u rth  floor h a ll is em p ty  as c h u rc h  on  M o n d ay . 
I have  m y ow n key to o u r  office; I com e in  first 
every  m o rn in g , so th a t’s no  troub le . The ty p e ­
w rite rs  a re  fo lded  b ack  in to  th e  desks, th e  locks are  
on  the  d ia l phones, a ll’s r ig h t w ith  the  w orld .

O u ts id e  the  w in d o w  the  last of th e  w in te r  lig h t 
is fad ing . Y et I do  n o t forget m yself an d  tu rn  on the  
o v erh ead  b u lb . I d o n ’t w a n t to  be sp o tted  by an y  
haw k-eyed  d o c to r  o r ja n ito r  in the  ho sp ita l b u ild ­
ings across th e  little  co u rty a rd . T h e  c a b in e t w ith  
th e  reco rd  books is in  the w indow less passage o p e n ­
in g  o n to  the  d o c to r’s cubicles, w h ich  h av e  w indow s 
overlook ing  th e  co u rty a rd . I m ake su re  th e  doors 
to  all the  cub ic les a re  shut. T h e n  I sw'itch on the 
passage ligh t, a sallow  tw en ty -five-w att a ffa ir b lack ­
en in g  a t th e  top . B etter th a n  an  a lta rfu l of cand les 
to  m e a t  this p o in t, th o ugh . I d id n ’t th in k  to b rin g  
a sandw ich . T here  is an a p p le  in m y desk d ra w e r 
left over from  lu n c h , so I reserve th a t for w h a tev er 
pangs I m ay  feel a b o u t one o ’clock in the  m o rn in g , 
an d  get o u t m y  pocket no tebook . A t hom e every  
even ing  it is m y  h a b it to  te a r  o u t th e  no teb o o k  
pages I ’ve w ritte n  on a t th e  office d u r in g  the 
d ay  an d  pile th e m  u p  to  be copied  in  m y m a n u ­
scrip t. In  th is w ay  I cover m y tracks so no one id ly  
p ick ing  u p  m y no tebook  a t  th e  office cou ld  ever 
guess the  ty p e  o r scope of m y  w ork.

I begin  system atica lly  by  o p en in g  the  o ldest book 
on th e  b o tto m  shelf. T h e  once-b lu e  cover is n o ­
co lo r now , th e  pages are  th u m b e d  an d  b lu rry  
carb o n s, b u t I ’m  h u m m in g  from  foot to  to p k n o t: 
this d re a m  book w as spank ing  new  th e  d ay  I w as 
b o rn . W h en  I rea lly  get o rg an ized  I ’ll h av e  h o t 
soup  in a th e rm o s for th e  d ead -o f-w in te r n ights, 
tu rk ey  pies, an d  choco la te  eclairs. I ’ll b rin g  h a ir  
cu rle rs  an d  fo u r changes of b louse to  w ork  in m y 
b iggest h a n d b a g  M o n d ay  m orn in g s so no one will 
no tice  m e go ing  d ow nh ill in  looks an d  s ta r t  su sp ec t­
ing  u n h a p p y  love affairs o r  p ink  affiliations o r m y 
w ork ing  on d re a m  books in th e  clinic fou r n ig h ts  a 
week.

E leven  h ours la te r . I am  d ow n  to ap p le  core an d  
seeds an d  in  th e  m o n th  of M ay , n in e teen  th ir ty -  
four, w ith  a p r iv a te  nurse w ho has ju s t  o p en ed  a 
la u n d ry  b ag  in  h e r  p a tie n t’s closet an d  found  
five severed h ead s  in  it, in c lu d in g  h e r m o th e r’s.

A chill a ir  touches the  n a p e  of m y  neck. F ro m  
w here  I am  sitting  cross-legged on the floor in fro n t 
o f the  cab in e t, the  reco rd  book heavy  on m y lap , 
I no tice  o u t of the  co rn e r of m y eye th a t  the  d o o r of 
th e  cub ic le  beside m e is le ttin g  in  a little  c rack  of 
b lue  ligh t. N ot only  a long  th e  floor, b u t  u p  the  
side of the  do o r too. This is odd  since I m ad e  sure 
from  the  first th a t  all th e  doors w ere sh u t tigh t. The 
c rack  of b lu e  lig h t is w id en in g  an d  m y eyes are  
fastened  to  tw o m otionless shoes in the  doorw ay , 
toes p o in tin g  to w ard  m e.

They are  brow n le a th e r  shoes of a foreign  m ake, 
w ith  th ick  e lev a to r soles. A bove the  shoes are  b lack  
silk socks th ro u g h  w hich  shows a p a llo r  of flesh. 
I get as fa r as th e  g ray  p in strip e  tro u se r cuffs.

“ Tch, tch,” chides an  in fin ite ly  gen tle  voice from  
th e  c loudy  regions above m y h ead . “ Such an  u n ­
co m fo rtab le  position! Y our legs m ust be asleep 
by  now . L et m e help  you  up . T h e  sun will be rising  
sh o rtly .”

T w o  h an d s slip u n d e r  m y arm s from  beh ind , and  
I am  raised , w obb ly  as an  unse t cu s ta rd , to  m y feet, 
w h ich  I c a n n o t feel because m y legs are, in fact, 
asleep. T h e  reco rd  book slum ps to  the floor, 
pages sp layed .

“ S tan d  still a m in u te .” T h e  clin ic d ire c to r’s 
voice fans the  lobe of m y  r ig h t ear. “ T h en  the 
c ircu la tio n  w ill rev ive .”

T h e  blood in m y n o t- th e re  legs sta rts  p ing ing  
u n d e r  a m illion  sew ing m ach in e  needles, an d  a 
vision of th e  clin ic d irec to r  ac id -e tches itself on m y 
b ra in . I d o n ’t even need to  look a ro u n d : the  fa t 
po tb e lly  b u tto n ed  in to  his g ray  p in s trip e  w aistcoat, 
w o odchuck  tee th  yellow  an d  buck , every-co lor 
eyes beh in d  th e  th ick-lensed  glasses q u ick  as m in ­
nows.

I c lu tch  m y notebook. T h e  last floating  tim b e r 
of the  Titanic.

W h a t does he know , w h a t does he know?
E very th ing .
“ I know  w here th e re  is a nice h o t bow l of ch icken  

nood le  so u p .” H is voice rustles, d u st u n d e r  the 
bed , m ice in  the  straw . H is h a n d  w elds on to  m y 
left u p p e r  a rm  in fa th e rly  love. T h e  reco rd  book of 
all the  d ream s going  on  in  the  c ity  of m y  b ir th  a t 
m y  first yaw p in  this w o rld ’s a ir  he  nudges u n d e r  
th e  bookcase w ith  a polished toe.

W e m eet nobody  in  the  d a w n -d a rk  hall. N obody  
on  th e  chill stone s ta ir dow n to th e  b asem en t c o rri­
dors w here  J e r ry  th e  R eco rd  R o o m  boy cracked  
his h ead  sk ipp ing  steps one n ig h t on a rush  e rran d .

I beg in  to  do u b le-q u ick step  so he w o n ’t  th in k  
i t’s me h e ’s hustling . “ Y ou c a n ’t fire m e ,” I say 
calm ly . “ I q u it .”

T h e  clin ic d ire c to r’s lau g h  w heezes u p  from  his 
acco rd io n -p lea ted  b o tto m  g u t. “ W e m u stn ’t lose 
you  so soon .” H is w hisper snakes off dow n the  
w h itew ash ed  b asem en t passages, echo ing  am ong
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th e  elbow  pipes, th e  w hee lch a irs  an d  stre tchers 
b each ed  for th e  n ig h t a long  the  steam -sta in ed  w alls. 
“ W hy, w e n eed  you  m o re  th a n  you  k n o w .”

W e w in d  a n d  d o u b le , an d  m y legs keep tim e  
w ith  his u n til  we com e, som ew here in  those b a rre n  
r a t  tunnels, to  an  a ll-n ig h t e lev a to r ru n  by a one- 
a rm ed  N egro . W e ge t on  an d  the  d o o r g rinds sh u t 
like the  d o o r on  a c a ttle  c a r  an d  w e go u p  a n d  up . 
I t  is a fre ig h t e lev a to r, c ru d e  a n d  c lanky , a fa r cry  
from  th e  p lush  one  in th e  C linics B uild ing.

W e get off a t  an  in d e te rm in a te  floor. T h e  clin ic 
d irec to r leads m e dow n a  b a re  c o rrid o r lit a t in te r ­
vals by socketed  b u lb s  in little  w ire  cages o n  th e  
ceiling. L ocked  doors set w ith  sc reened  w indow s 
line  th e  h a ll on  e ith e r  h a n d . I p la n  to  p a rt co m ­
p a n y  w ith  th e  clin ic  d ire c to r  a t  th e  first red  ex it 
sign, b u t on o u r jo u rn e y  th e re  a re  n o n e . I a m  in 
alien  te rr ito ry , c o a t on  th e  h a n g e r  in  th e  office, 
h a n d b a g  an d  m o n ey  in m y  to p  desk d raw er, n o te ­
book in  m y  h a n d , a n d  on ly  J o h n n y  P an ic  to w a rm  
m e aga in st th e  Ice  A ge outside.

A h ead  a  lig h t ga th e rs , b righ tens. T h e  c lin ic  
d irec to r, puffing  sligh tly  a t  th e  w alk , brisk an d  
long, to  w h ich  h e  is obviously  u n accu sto m ed , 
propels m e a ro u n d  a b en d  an d  in to  a sq u are , 
b rillian tly  lit room .

“ H e re  she is.”
“ T h e  little  w itch  !”
M iss M ille rav ag e  hoists h e r to n n a g e  up from  

b eh in d  th e  steel desk facing  th e  door.
T h e  w alls a n d  th e  ceiling  of th e  ro o m  a re  r iv e ted  

m eta l b a ttle sh ip  p lates. T h e re  a re  no  w indow s.
F ro m  sm all, b a rre d  cells lin in g  th e  sides an d  b ack  

of th e  ro o m  I see J o h n n y  P a n ic ’s to p  priests s ta rin g  
Out a t  m e, a rm s sw add led  b e h in d  th e ir  backs in  th e  
w h ite  w a rd  n ig h tsh irts , eyes re d d e r  th a n  coals an d  
h u n g ry -h o t.

T h e y  w elcom e m e w ith  q u e e r  croaks an d  g ru n ts  
as if th e ir  tongues w ere  locked  in  th e ir  jaw s. T h e y  
have  no d o u b t h e a rd  of m y  w ork  by  w ay  of J o h n n y  
P an ic ’s g rap ev in e  an d  w a n t to  know  how  his 
apostles th riv e  in  th e  w orld .

I lift m y  h an d s  to  reassu re  th em , h o ld in g  u p  m y 
notebook, m y  voice lo u d  as J o h n n y  P a n ic ’s o rg an  
w ith  all stops ou t.

“ Peace! I b rin g  to  you . . .”
T h e  Book.
“ N one of th a t  o ld  stuff, sw eetie ,”  M iss M ille rav ­

age is d a n c in g  o u t a t  m e from  b eh in d  h e r  desk like 
a trick  e lep h an t.

T h e  clin ic  d ire c to r  closes th e  d o o r to  the room .
T h e  m in u te  M iss M ille rav ag e  m oves I n o tice  

w h a t h e r  h u lk  has been  h id in g  from  view  b eh in d  
the  desk —  a  w h ite  co t h ig h  as a m a n ’s w aist w ith  
a single sheet s tre tc h e d  over th e  m attress, spotless 
a n d  d ru m sk in  tig h t. A t th e  h e a d  of th e  co t is a 
tab le  on w h ich  sits a  m e ta l box covered  w ith  dials 
a n d  gauges. T h e  box  seem s to  be eyeing  me, c o p ­

p e rh ead -u g ly , fro m  its coil o f e lec tr ic  w ires, th e  
la te s t m odel in J o h n n y -P a n ic -K ille rs .

I ge t re a d y  to  d o d g e  to  o n e  side. W h e n  M iss 
M ille rav ag e  g rab s , h e r  fa t h a n d  com es a w a y  a 
fist full of n o th in g . S h e  s ta rts  fo r m e  a g a in , h e r  
sm ile h eav y  as d o g d ay s  in  A u g ust.

“ N one of th a t. N o n e  of th a t .  I 'l l  h a v e  th a t  little  
b lack  b o o k .”

F ast as I ru n  a ro u n d  th e  h ig h  w h ite  co t, M iss 
M ille rav ag e  is so fast y o u ’d  th in k  she  w o re  ro lle r  
skates. S he g rab s a n d  gets. A g a in s t h e r  g re a t  b u lk  
I b e a t m y  fists, a n d  a g a in s t h e r  w h o p p in g  m ilk less 
b reasts, u n til h e r  h a n d s  on  m y  w rists a re  iro n  h o o p s  
a n d  h e r b re a th  h u sh a b y s  m e  w ith  a  love-stink  
fo u le r th a n  U n d e r ta k e r ’s B asem en t.

“ M y  B aby, m y  ow n b a b y ’s co m e  b a c k  to  m e  . . .”
“ S h e ,” th e  c lin ic  d ire c to r  says, sad  a n d  s te rn , 

“ h as  b een  m ak in g  tim e  w ith  J o h n n y  P an ic  a g a in .”
“ N a u g h ty  n a u g h ty .”
T h e  w h ite  c o t is re a d y . W ith  a te r r ib le  g e n tle ­

ness M iss M ille ra v a g e  takes th e  w a tc h  fro m  m y  
w rist, th e  rings fro m  m y  fingers, th e  h a irp in s  fro m  
m y h a ir. She beg ins to  u n d ress  m e. W h e n  I a m  
b a re , I a m  a n o in te d  on  th e  tem p les  a n d  ro b e d  in  
sheets v irg in a l as th e  first snow . T h e n , f ro m  th e  
four co rn e rs  of th e  ro o m  a n d  fro m  th e  d o o r  b e h in d  
m e com e five false p riests  in  w h ite  su rg ica l g ow ns 
a n d  m asks w hose o n e  lifew ork  is to  u n se a t J o h n n y  
P an ic  fro m  his ow n th ro n e . T h e y  e x te n d  m e  fu ll- 
leng th  on  m y b a c k  on  th e  co t. T h e  c ro w n  o f w ire  
is p laced  on  m y h e a d , th e  w afer of fo rge tfu lness o n  
m y to n g u e . T h e  m ask ed  p ries ts  m ove  to  th e ir  
posts a n d  tak e  h o ld : o n e  of iu y  left leg , o n e  o f m y  
rig h t, one  of m y  r ig h t  a rm , o n e  o f m y  left. O n e  
b e h in d  m y h e a d  a t  th e  m e ta l b o x  w h e re  I c a n ’t  see.

F ro m  th e ir  c ra m p e d  n iches a lo n g  th e  w all, th e  
v o ta ries ra ise  th e ir  voices in  p ro te s t. T h e y  b eg in  
th e  d e v o tio n a l c h a n t:

T h e  only th in g  to  love is F e a r  itself.
Love of F ea r is th e  b eg in n in g  o f w isdom .
T h e  only th in g  to  love is F ea r itself.
M ay  F ear a n d  F ea r a n d  F ea r be everyw here .

T h e re  is no tim e  fo r M iss M ille ra v a g e  o r  th e  
clin ic  d ire c to r  o r th e  p riests  to  m u zz le  th e m .

T h e  signal is g iven .
T h e  m a c h in e  b e tra y s  th em .
A t th e  m o m e n t w h e n  I th in k  I a m  m o st lo st th e  

face of J o h n n y  P a n ic  a p p e a rs  in  a n im b u s  o f arc  
ligh ts on th e  ce iling  o v e rh e a d . I a m  sh ak en  like a 
lea f in  th e  tee th  of g lo ry . H is b e a rd  is l ig h tn in g . 
L ig h tn in g  is in  h is eye. H is W o rd  c h a rg e s  a n d  
illum es th e  un iverse.

T h e  a ir  c rack les w ith  th e  b lu e - to n g u e d , lig h tn in g -  
h a lo ed  angels.

H is love is th e  tw e n ty -s to ry  le a p , th e  ro p e  a t  th e  
th ro a t, th e  knife a t  th e  h e a r t .

H e  forgets n o t h is ow n.
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