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[ AMNOW a very old man and this is something that happened to me when |
very young—only nine years old. It was 1914, the summer after my brother DWEls
d'lcd in the west field and not long before America got into the First World \X?n’
I've never told anyone about what happened at the fork in the stream that dar.
and [ never will. I've decided to write it down, though, in this book, whic}; I W?lri
leave on the table beside my bed. I can’t write long, because my hands shake g
these days and | have next to no strength, but I don’t think it will take lon
. Later, someone may find what [ have written. That seems likely to me g;.; i
is pretty much human nature to look in a book marked “Diary” after its (;wrs1 :
has passed along. So, yes—my words will probably be read. A better questionz
whether anyone will believe them. Almost certainly not, but that doesn’t matter
It's not belief I'm interested in but freedom. Writing can give that, I've found,
For twenty years [ wrote a column called “Long Ago and Far Away” for the Castle
Rock Call, and I know that sometimes it works that way—what you write down
sometimes leaves you forever, like old photographs left in the bright sun, fadin
to nothing but white. o ol ]
[ pray for that sort of release.
~Aman in his eighties should be well past the terrors of childhood, but as my
!nfii_rfl‘glitieslslcl)\vli-' crcq; up on me, like waves licking closer and eloser to some
indifterently builr castle of sand, that terrible face grows clearer and clearer i
my mind’s eye. It glows like a dark star in the cuns?ellari:i:slf:;[}-lﬁgk}:}tllf;}rlfog?
What I might have done yesterday, who | might have seen here in my room at
the nursing home, what [ might have said to them or they to me—rthose things
are gone, but the face of the man in the black suit grows ever clearer, evér closer,
and [ remember every word he said. [ don’t want to think of him but I can’t help
it, and sometimes at night my old heart beats so hard and so fast | think it will
tear itself right clear of my chest. So I uncap my fountain pen and force my
trembling old hand to write this pointless anecdote in the diary one of my great-
gr;mdchildren—l can't remember her name for sure, at least not right nsz but
[ l\'pm\' it starts with an “S"—gave to me last Christmas, and which [ havé n,ever
written in until now. Now [ will write in it. [ will write the story of how 1 met
the man in the black suit on the bank of Castle Stream one afternoon in the
summer of 1914,

0

;ic rlol\\'n of Motton was a different world in those days—more different than
could ever tell you. That was a world witl airplanes droni .

o o ,'113 ou. Tl?fu was 2 world without airplanes droning overhead, 2
| d almost without cars and trucks, a world where the skies were not cut int0
anes and slices by overhead power lines. There was not a single paved road in the
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hole town, and the business district consisted of nothing but Corson’s General
2@‘@. Thut's Livery & Hardware, the Methodist church at Christ’s Corner, the
* the town hall, and half a mile down from there, Harry’s Restaurant, which
ny mother called, with u‘qfailing disdalin, “the liquor house."

" Mostly, though, the difference was in how people lived—how apart they were.
['m not sure people born after the middle of the century could quite credit that,
Jlthough they might say thcy could, to be polite to.old folks !ike me. There were
no phones in \x-'e.ateraname back then, for one thing. The first one wouldn't be
installed for another five years, and by the time there was a phone in our house,
| was nineteen and going to college at the University of Maine in Orono.

But that is only the roof of the thing. There was no doctor closer than Casco,
and there were no more than a dozen houses in what you would call town. There
were no neighborhoods (I'm not even sure we knew the word, although we had a
verb—“neighboring”—that described church functions and barn dances), and
open fields were t_he exception rather than the rule. Out of town the houses were
farms that stood far apart from each other, and from December until the middle of
March we mostly hunkered down in the little pockets of stove warmth we called
familics. We hunkered and listened to the wind in the chimney and hoped no one
would get sick or break a leg or get a headful of bad ideas, like the farmer over
in Castle Rock who had chopped up his wife and kids three winters before and
then said in court that the ghosts made him do it. In those days before the Great
War most of Motton was woods and bog—dark long places full of moose and
mosquitoes, snakes and secrets. In those days there were ghosts everywhere.

This thing I'm telling about happened on a Saturday. My father gave me a
whole list of chores to do, including some that would have been Dan’s, if he'd
still been alive. He was my only brother, and he'd died of a bee sting. A year had
eone by, and still my mother wouldn’t hear that. She said it was something else,
had to have been, that no one ever died of being stung by a bee. When Mama
Sweet, the oldest lady in the Methodist Ladies’ Aid, tried to tell her—at the
church supper the previous winter, this was—that the same thing had happened
to her favorite uncle back in '73, my mother clapped her hands over her ears, got
up, and walked out of the church basement. She’d never been back since, and
nothing my father could say to her would change her mind. She claimed she was
done with church, and that if she ever had to see Helen Robichaud again (that
was Mama Sweet’s real name) she would slap her eyes out. She wouldn’t be able
to help herself, she said.

That day Dad wanted me to lug wood for the cookstove, weed the beans and
the cukes, pitch hay out of the loft, get two jugs of water to put in the cold pantry,
and scrape as much old paint off the cellar bulkhead as | could. Then, he said,
L could go fishing, if I didn’t mind going by myself—he had to go over and see
Bill Eversham about some cows. I said I sure didn’t mind going by myself, and
my dad smiled as if that didn’t surprise him so very much. He'd given me a
I_"amlmn pole the week before—not because it was my birthday or anything but
Just because he liked to give me things sometimes—and I was wild to try it in
Castle Stream, which was by far the troutiest brook I'd ever fished.

“But don't you go too far in the woods,” he told me. “Not beyond where the
Water splits.”

“No, sir.”

“Promise me.”
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“Yessir, | promise.”

“Now promise your mother.” ;

We were standing on the back stoop; [ had been bound for the springhoygg
with the water jugs when my dad stopped me. Now he turned me around to face
my mother, who was standing at the marble counter in a flood of strong Moy,
ing sunshine falling through the double windows over the sink. There was 3 cu]
of hair lying across the side of her forehead and touching her eyebrow—yoy Sl
how well I remember it all? The bright light rurned thar little curl to filamengg
of gold and made me want to run to her and put my arms around her, In thag
instant [ saw her as a woman, saw her as my father must have seen her. She wagt
wearing a housedress with litcle red roses all over ir, | remember, and she yag
kneading bread. Candy Bill, our little black Scottie dog, was standing alepy

beside her feet, looking up, waiting for anything thatr might drop. My mother wag
sup g ¥ &5 =t I8 ¥ as
looking at me.

“I promise,” I said. i'

She smiled, but it was the worried kind of smile she alw
since my father brought Dan bhack from the west field in his
come sobbing and bare-chested, [e had taken off |
Dan’s face, which had swelled and turned color. M
look at my boy! Jesus, look at my boy! [ remember t}
the only time [ ever heard my dad rake the S

“What do you promise, Gary?” she asked.

“Promise not to go no further than where the stream forks, Ma’am.”

“Any further.”

“Any.”

She gave me a patient look, saying nothing as her hands went on working in
the dough, which now had 4 smooth, silky look.

“l promise not to go any further than where the stream forks, Ma’am.”

“Thank you, Gary,” she said. “And try to remember that grammar is for the
world as well as for school.”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

Candy Bill followed me as [ did ;
my lunch, looking up at me with
mother while she was kneading he
and my old, splintery creel and st
stood in the dust by an old roll
wouldn't come. He vapped
was all.

“Stay, then,” I said, trying to sound as if T didn’t care. ]
little. Candy Bill always went fishing with me.

My mother came to the door and looked out ar me with her left hand held
up to shade her eyes. I can see her that way still, and it’s like looking at a photo-

graph of someone who [ater became unhappy, or died suddenly. “You mind your
dad now, Gary!”

“Yes, Ma'am, [ will.”
She waved. | waved, too. T}

ays seemed to make,
arms. My father had
1is shirt and draped it overs
v boy! he had been crying, O,
1at as if it were yesterday. It wag
aviour’s name in vain.

my chores, and sat between my feer as | boled
the same attentiveness he had shown my
r bread, but when | got my new h

amboo pole
arted out of the dooryard, he stopped and only

of snow fence, watching. I called him but he
atime or two, as if telling me to come back, but that *
1

did, though, at least a

1en | turned my back on her and walked away.

The sun beat down on my neck, h

ard and hot, for the first quarter-mile or so, but
then [ entered the woods, wl

1ere double shadow fell over the road and it was coo
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P LTS B : > deep, needled
ir-smelling and you could hear the wind hissing thumglll_ ;lft fll?td}mn bl
and m’A\[n Lllkca with my pole on my shoulder the way b()\f? dic WdlL k !‘M\-UM
e | ! . WL . e case. )
groves” | in my other hand like a valise or a bdlhbll‘ulﬂf -Mlmag e Ld;t {jl(_ -
ing my cree ! -oad that was really nothing but a double rut
ing M7 into the woods along a road that was re: \ g ! 5
ymiles into t ods 2d ¥ [ began to hear the hurried, eager
(wo sy strip growing up the center hump, [ beg: 3
ith a grassy strip growinguj - ; . speckled backs and pure-
with g:‘(‘-iqlc Stream. | thought of trout with bright speckled backs and p
g v in my chest.
) T P heart went up 1 my e
hite bellies, and my he: i li ooden bridge, and the banks leading down
4 [l shreaigil i Gt “Oka H] 8 lown carefully, holding on
- brushy. | worked my way down ca Yy A1ng
. water were steep and ! A ) o 5 el itk
- ] could and digging my heels in. I went down out of .sum}m]u dmi e
2EE L & 2 e ' E et it SrE WAas
thlH ing, or so it felt. The cool rose gently off the wauil\ anc f{“}vlﬁ\ f (1hlittle
id-Spring, L ' : ke 7 stood there for ¢
g o] /hen | the edge of the warter [ only stood
ce moss. When [ got to o ; lraconflies circle
smell like . 2 41 sy smell and watching the dragon -
s oo 7 SSY smell anc =
ile, breathing deep of that MOssy L e
while, = ‘e. Then, further down, I saw a trout leap at a }
skitterbugs skate. | hen, further down, [ s: N 5
Ithe skittetbugsseare, Then, and remembered [ hadn’t come

anc 5 5 v
Lrﬂ()d hiu I'Wl'ﬂ()](l(_‘, ITlil\’lW(:‘ fourteen ll‘lLllL.\ lﬂl‘lg
ag :

b 'mlrk“‘,{h‘ﬁl:;t;‘l.we bank, following the current, and wet my lim.-‘ for the hr.ls'E

. [ | [']irht:'hie Ewriaae still in sight upstream. Something jlcrkcd‘ ﬂ}‘?‘“p ““(ll}?’)rﬁlk’
e . or twice and ate half my worm, but whatever it was was too sly f Y
L'l‘.mrn 0111; tu(lg ]:‘and%t——nr maybe just not hungry enough to be careless—so [ quit
nine-year- S 3R

! (Ore > place where Castle

{lnl }H[uppcd at two or three other places hefcl)\rc Iigot t(lw the pl:CLK“‘ihqu-'ﬂnqk
; i Castle Rock southeast into Kashwakame

) orks. eoinge s rest into Castle Rock and sou ;
Stream torks, going southwes A0 a6 e I
L.TT:\t'n\hi]\ and at one of them I caught the biggest trout | hmT ey eilL .ligttlc mls[
S ineteen inches fi ip to tail on the

i auty tha sasured ninereen inches from tig ; ‘
life, a beauty that measured ! e ven for these dage

; ! cree at was a monster of a brook trout, ev
[ kept in my creel. That was ] C : -i T R el
: is as oift cnough fo e day and gone back,

It | had accepred this as gift enough turronu ¢ }yl ' tﬁ e i ould. Ises that
writing now (and this is going to turn out longer t Lin [ oug 1 thiceias oy fiher
. ( P »catch ri hen and there as my fa
didn’ stead | saw to my catch right then a >
ready), bue I didn't. Instead I ¢ e e

: . inei inoi e bottom of the creel,

m me—cle: blacing it on dry grass at the be : : .
had shown me—cleaning 1t\l_l ol [ did not, at age nine, think that
laying damp grass on top of it—and went on. 1 did ) 'I:H ool Lo
(_“}Jtcf;]:n\r a nineteen-inch brook trout was pm‘tllc.ulirly [ulnal i] c.tlz e :\'ell .

c g.d i : : o i retless as i
i azed the / line had not broken when [, 1
remember being amazed thar my ! e e e
artless, had hauled it out and swung it toward me in a clumsy E(lllll .ﬂ 11}[ “5(}-1\;4 o
T ;1 minutes later, [ came to the place where the stream split m(E uﬂ Q(“{ e
§ e U s - >X >s where Castle Strex
is long pone now; there is a settlement of duplex homes w iiluc o
onge \H\';nt its course, and a district grammar school as we ]\’ (le i \i_e. 4
2 oo i o - > oray rock nearly the siz
Stream it goes in darkness), dividing around a huge gray roc lmfil S} e e
. ‘ 2 , G SRR e King
our outhouse. There was a pleasant flat space here, grassy (mi sc; {159 i 1'm;
S i e + s OT r heels "Opped / C
what my dad and I called South Branch. I squatted on nu_h‘l.t h: ;‘I:Lﬁt} T
into the water, and almost immediately snagged a fmleflf-lun mt“df: : “.m- | }-1-.1-(1 .
ol - [ : : 1sh, jus > same. d
the size of my brookie - ey ﬁ.HO”‘-T re 1J it in my creel, and
cleaned out before the gills had stopped flexing, storec : )
1, : S [ > water.
dropped my line back into the wate . e AT
!—T[']n's' ri;w there was no immediate bite, so | 1(,‘-111LE1£1<1£1|«‘ fllurlllilﬁwylwew N
fori ot - e stream’s course. Clouds tloated by, west t
blye stripe of sky [ could see along the stream’s u)lu%:m' s i ek ke
cast, and [ tried to think what they looked llkcl. fn\ ﬂ'tmﬁ ]‘ i
g Jililere Csparle Bi vas looking for the nes
then 4 a_iug_that looked like Candy Bill. | was
Hrowsed off.




Or maybe slept. I don’t know for sure. All I know is that a tug on my lj
strong it almost pulled the bamboo pole out of my hand was W'hEi[ hro:jj lﬂe *
back into the afternoon. [ sat up, clutched the pole, and suddenly bccameg a i
that something was sitting on the tip of my nose. [ crossed my eyes and saw a“};i;

My heart seemed to fall dead in my chest, and for a horrible second [ was sure ]

was going to wet my pants.

. The tug on my line came again, stronger this time, but although 1 mg;
tained my grip on the end of the pole so it wouldn’t be pulled into the Stram__-
and perhaps qn‘ried away (I think [ even had the presence of mind to snubeah -
line with my forefinger), I made no effort to pull in my catch. All my hnrrift' ]
attention was fixed on the fat black-and-yellow thing that was using my no =
a rest stop. ) » o

[ t_slnw[y poked out my lower lip and blew upward. The bee ruffled a little bye
ke.pr its 131;1}‘0. [ blew again and it ruffled again—but this time it also seemed ?t
shift impatiently, and I didn’t dare blow anymore, for fear it would lose its te 1
per completely and give me a shot. It was too close for me to focus on what it wm"
doing, but it was easy to imagine it ramming its stinger into one of my nostr'?-
and shooting its poison up toward my eyes. And my brain. 3

A terrible idea came to me: that this was the very bee thar had killed
b'mther. [ knew it wasn't true, and not only because honeybees probably didrtilpé-
live longer than a single year (except maybe for the queens; about them [ was not
so sure). [t couldn’t be true, because honeybees died when they stung, and even
at nine [ knew it. Their stingers were barbed, and when they tried to ﬂ‘;-',away after
doing the deed, they tore themselves apart. Still, the idea stayed. This was a
special bee, a devil-bee, and it had come back to finish the other of Albion and
Loretta’s two boys. :

All‘ld here is something else: I had been stung by bees before, and although
the stings had swelled more than is perhaps usual (I can’t really say for sure), I
had never died of them. That was only for my brother, a terrible trap that had
been laid for him in his very making—a trap that | had somehow escaped. But
as [ crossed my eyes until they hurt, in an effort to focus on the bee, logic did not
exist. [t was the bee that existed, only that—the bee that had killed n?y brother,
killed him so cruelly that my father had slipped down the straps of his overalls so
he could’m_l(c off his shirt and cover Dan's swollen, engorged face. Even in the
depths of his grief he had done that, because he didn't want his wife to see what
had become of her firstborn. Now the bee had returned, and now it would kil
me. [ would die in convulsions on the bank, flopping just as a brookie flops after
you take the hook out of its mouth. i ;

As [ sat there trembling on the edge of panic—ready to bolt to my feet and
then bolt anywhere—there came a report from behind me. [t was as sharp an
peremptory as a pistol shot, but | knew it wasn't a pistol shot; it was someoné
clapping his hands. One single clap. At that moment, the bee tumbled off my
nose and fell into my lap. It lay there on my pants with its legs sticking up an
its stinger a threatless black thread against the old scuffed brown of the cordurof:
It was dead as a doornail, [ saw that at once. At the same moment. the pole gave
another tug—the hardest yet—and I almost lost it again. ’

I grabbed it with both hands and gave it a big stupid yank that would havé
made my father clutch his head with both hands, if he had been there to see-
rainbow trout, a good bit larger than cither of the ones I had already caught, ros€

 of the water in a wet flash, spraying fine drops of warter from its tail—it looked
OE\I _ one of those fishing pictures they used to pur on the covers of men's maga-
ot like True and Man’s Adventure hack in the forties and fifties. At that

ment hauling in a big one was about the last thing on my mind, however, and
n?;leﬂ the line snapped and the fish fell back into the stream, 1 barely noticed.
\[\ looked over my shoulder to see who had clapped. A man was standing above
at the edge of the trees. His face was very long and pale. His black hair was
hed tight against his skull and parted with rigorous care on the left side of
;rrow head. He was very tall. He was wearing a black three-piece suit, and
| knew right away that he was not a human being, because his eyes were the
orangey red of flames in a woodstove. 1 don’t mean just the irises, because he had
qo irises, and no pupils, and certainly no whites. His eyes were completely
orange—an orange that shifted and flickered. And it’s really too late not to say
exactly what | mean, isn’t it? He was on fire inside, and his eyes were like the
litcle isinglass portholes you sometimes see in stove doors.

My bladder let go, and the scuffed brown the dead bee was lying on went a
Jarker brown. I was hardly aware of what had happened, and I couldn’t take my
eves off the man standing on top of the bank and looking down at me—the man
who had apparently walked out of thirty miles of trackless western Maine woods
in a fine black suit and narrow shoes of gleaming leather. I could see the watch
chain looped across his vest glittering in the summer sunshine. There was not so
much as a single pine needle on him. And he was smiling at me.

“Why, it’s a fisherboy!” he cried in a mellow, pleasing voice. “Imagine that!
Are we well met, fisherboy?”

“Hello, sir,” T said. The voice that came out of me did not tremble, but it didn’t
sound like my voice, either. It sounded older. Like Dan’s voice, maybe. Or my
father’s, even. And all T could think was that maybe he would let me go if 1
pretended not to see what he was. If I pretended I didn’t see there were flames glow-
ing and dancing where his eyes should have been.

“I've saved you a nasty sting, perhaps,” he said, and then, to my horror, he
came down the bank to where I sat with a dead bee in my wet lap and a bamboo
fishing pole in my nerveless hands. His slick-soled city shoes should have slipped
on the low, grassy weeds dressing the steep bank, but they didn’t; nor did they
leave tracks, I saw. Where his feet had touched—or seemed to touch—there was
not a single broken twig, crushed leaf, or trampled shoe-shape.

Even hefore he reached me, I recognized the aroma baking up from the skin
under the suit—the smell of burned matches. The smell of sulfur. The man in
the black suit was the Devil. He had walked out of the deep woods between
Motton and Kashwakamak, and now he was standing here beside me. From the
corner of one eye 1 could see a hand as pale as the hand of a store-window
dummy. The fingers were hideously long.

He hunkered beside me on his hams, his knees popping just as the knees of
any normal man might, but when he moved his hands so they dangled between

iis knees, | saw that each of those long fingers ended in not a fingernail but a
g yellow claw.

“You didn’t answer my question, fisherboy,” he said in his mellow voice. It
Was, now that [ think of it, like the voice of one of those radio announcers on
the hig-hand shows years later, the ones that would sell Geritol and Serutan and

Valtine and Dr. Grabow pipes. “Are we well met?”

7ines

me,
C;ﬂﬂ
his N
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Please don t hurt me,” | whispered, in a voice so low I could barel
I was more afraid than 1 could ever write down, more afr"l.id .th" i
Iuncmlwm.'. Pm.l' [do. [ do. It never crossed my mind to hope 1 was havine .
although it might have, I suppose, if I had been older. But [ w o i
55 i i : ; : vas nine, ang .
the puth when it squatted down beside me. T knew a hawk from a ha d]I kng
EM‘ father would have said. The man who had come out of the woo lm o
. Ay - ST 1 o .
§ fjrlmlay afternoon in midsummer was the Devil, and inside the emp g -
his ch;.ls his IJImm:x‘ were burning. P of
h, do [ smell somerhing?” he asked, as if he he
e omething! I}L asked, as if he hadn't heard me, althg
new he had. “Do I smell something . . . wet?” ugh
He leaned toward me with his nose stuck out, like someone who
smell a flower. And I noticed an awful thing; as the shadow of his he (-1m€ans 5
saeabe Bl e e iR ; S EldL S s Nead tra
over tl{k bank, the grass 1)_&_‘1‘1ulth it turned yellow and died. He lowered hisvlilled
toward my pants and sniffed. His glaring eyes half closed, as if he had in} Tad
Mnﬂ:(iﬁhillﬂﬁ aroma and wanted to concentrate on nothing but that b
) 1.( | " . S 2% 0o o N , 1 3 = o « .
. h, bac he cried. “Lovely-bad!” And then he chanted: “Opal! D;
Sapphire! Jade! I smell Gary’s | [1 on his back i N
-appbire! ade! I smell Gary’s lemonade!” He threw himself on his back in the
ittle flat place and laughed. e
] _I rIE()ughl’J about running, but my legs seemed two counties away from m
1 1m1 wasn't crying, though; I had wet my pants, but [ wasn’t crying. [ was toy
\' N4( o= &8 o U X =3 7 k& =9 rt 0 o T 1 1 = )

:; tIU. m ufy_.‘I suddenly knew that I was going to die, and probably painfully bu(;
e worst of it was that that might not be the worst of it. The worst might :
later. After | was dead. .
- LHG-SM up suddcnlyf the smell of burnt matches fluffing out from his suit and

'la‘ .m% me fee{l gaggy in my throat. He looked at me solemnly from his narrow
}1\_«111ris ace and burning eyes, but there was a sense of laughter about him, too
ere was always that sense of laughter about him. i
]S‘ad Int‘ws, fisherboy,” he said. “I've come with sad news.”
; ‘(jl.ﬂl d only look ;1rlhlm—thc black suit, the fine black shoes, the long white
ingers that ended not in nails but in talons
o = s o
Your mother is dead.”
“ [T iy e ) . &

s iNn.l <[ cried. Ilrlmulghl Ufl{cr making bread, of the curl lying across her fore-
*ad and just touching her eyebrow er standi e i : i
e e v g e eyebrow, of hei I.atcmdmg there in the strong morning
i 1,. e € Lerror swept over me again, but not for myself this time. Then
o 7 S il | C f i [ : ) .

L 1?1{, llt o 11‘m\\ she'd looked when I set off with my fishing pole, standing in

e Kitchen doorway wi BT shadli T ;) 2 h d
Mg st mnmemgl ’\[:lth h]u hand shading her eyes, and how she had looked to
cin nt like ap hotograph of someone you expected to see again but
never did. “No, you lie!” | screamed.

hear lt

an [ wang o

i Ll—fl\e illijllenif—ﬁllle S‘cltil}’ patic{m smile of a man who has often been accused
alsely. “I'm afraid not,” he said. “It was the same thi
I X said. s the same thing that hs out
brother, Gary. [t was a bee.” B
I . . s S ;

6 No, that’s not true,” I said, and now I did begin to cry. “She’ old, she’s
F]'irit\/‘lil\ e—if a bee sting could kill her the way it did Danny she would have
died a long time ago, and you're a lying bastard!”

. I lilad.callleg.l the Devil a lying bastard. I was aware of this, but the entire front
(H my ‘l‘fill‘m was taken up by the enormity of what he'd said. My mother dead’
In{i.mlgﬁt as well have told me that the moon had fallen on Vermont. Buf

elieved him. On some T_evel. [ believed him completely, as we always believe, O%
some level, the worst thing our hearts can imagine. ;

I he Man i the Black SUtt A

«] understand your grief, little fisherboy, but that particular argument just
dogsn’t hold water, I'm afraid.” He spoke in a tone of bogus comfort that was
Lorrible, maddening, without remorse or pity. “A man can go his whole life with-
out seeing a mockingbird, you know, but does that mean mockingbirds don’t
oxist? Your mother—"

A fish jumped helow us. The man in the black suit frowned, then pointed a
at it. The trout convulsed in the air, its body bending so strenuously that

finget ‘ ) - : .
for a split second it appeared to be snapping at 1ts own tail, and when it fell back

into Castle Stream it was floating lifelessly. It struck the big gray rock where the
waters divided, spun around twice in the whirlpool eddy that formed there, and
then floated away in the direction of Castle Rock. Meanwhile, the terrible
«ranger turned his burning eyes on me again, his thin lips pulled back from tiny
I‘ows of sharp teeth in a cannibal smile.

“Your mother simply went through her entire life without being stung by a
hee,” he said. “But then less than an hour ago, actually—one flew in through
the kitchen window while she was taking the bread out of the oven and putting
it on the counter to cool.”

I taised my hands and clapped them over my ears. He pursed his lips as if to
whistle and blew at me gently. It was only a little breath, but the stench was
foul beyond belief—clogged sewers, outhouses that have never known a single
sprinkle of lime. dead chickens after a flood.

My hands fell away from the sides of my face.

“Good,” he said. “You need to hear this, Gary; you need to hear this, my lit-
tle fisherboy. It was your mother who passed that fatal weakness on to your
brother. You got some of it, but you also got a protection from your father that
poot Dan somehow missed.” He pursed his lips again, only this time he made a
cruelly comic little tsk-tsk cound instead of blowing his nasty breath at me. “So
although 1 don’t like to speak ill of the dead, it’s almost a case of poetic justice,
isn't it? After all, she killed your brother Dan as surely as if she had put a gun to
his head and pulled the trigger.”

“No,” I whispered. “No, it isn’t true.’

“[ assure you it is,” he said. “The bee flew in the window and lit on her neck.
She slapped at it before she even knew what she was doing—you were wiser than
that, weren’t you, Garyl—and the bee stung her. She felt her throat start to
close up at once. That’s what happens, you know, to people who can't tolerate
bee venom. Their throats close and they drown in the open air. That’s why Dan’s
face was so swollen and purple. That's why your father covered it wich his shirt.”

[ stared at him, now incapable of speech. Tears streamed down my cheeks.
I didn’t want to believe him, and knew from my chutch schooling that the Devil
is the father of lies, but I did believe him just the same.

“She made the most wonderfully awful noises,” the man in the black suit
said reflectively, “and she scratched her face quite badly, I'm afraid. Her eyes
buleed out like a frog’s eyes. She wept.” He paused, then added: “She wept as she
died. isn’t that sweet? And here’s the most beautiful thing of all. After she
was dead, after she had been lying on the floor for fifteen minutes or s0 with no

sound but the stove ticking and with that little thread of a bee stinger still poking
out of the side of her neck—so small, so small—do you know what Candy
Bill did? That little rascal licked away her tears. First on one side, and then on
the other.”

3
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He looked out at the stream for a moment, his face sad and thou h
Then he turned back to me and his expression of bereavement d.isa sate
like a dream. His face was as slack and as avid as the face of a corpse Fhiiaied
died hungry. His eyes blazed. 1 could see his sharp little teeth between 1o
pale lips. en hig

“I'm starving,” he said abruptly. “I'm going to kill you and eat your guts, |;
tle fisherboy. What do you think about that?” >

No, I tried to say, please no, but no sound came out. He meant to do it |
He really meant to do it. B

“I'm just so hungry,” he said, both petulant and teasing. “And you won’t w,
to live without your precious mommy, anyhow, take my word for it. Because .
father’s the sort of man who'll have to have some warm hole to stick it in belsijs o
me, and it you're the only one available, you're the one who'll have to sérve IYﬁ
save you all that discomfort and unpleasantness. Also, you'll go to Heaven tHi I
of that. Murdered souls always go to Heaven. So we'll both be serving God tll;l‘
afternoon, Gary. Isn't that nice?” 3

He reached for me again with his long, pale hands, and without thinkin
what [ was doing, I flipped open the top of my creel, pawed all the way down tg
the bottom, and brought out the monster brookie I'd caught earlier—the Dne(f
should have been satisfied with. [ held it out to him blindly, my fingers in the red
slit of its belly, from which I had removed its insides as the man in the black suit
had threatened to remove mine. The fish’s glazed eye stared dreamily at me, the
gold ring around the black center reminding me of my mother’s wedding ;ing.
And in that moment [ saw her lying in her coffin with the sun shining off the
wedding band and knew it was true—she had been stung by a hee,t;he had
drowned in the warm, bread-smelling kitchen air, and Candy Bill had licked her
dying tears from her swollen cheeks.

“Big fish!” the man in the black suit cried in a guttural, greedy voice. “Oh,
bitig fiiish!” ' s

He snatched it away from me and crammed it into a mouth that opened wider
than any human mouth ever could. Many years later, when | was sixty-five
(I know it was sixty-five, because that was the summer | retired from teaching),
[ went to the aquarium in Boston and finally saw a shark. The mouth of the man
in the black suit was like that shark’s mouth when it opened, only his gullet was
blazing orange, the same color as his eyes, and I felt heat bake our of it and into
my face, the way you feel a sudden wave of heat come pushing out of a fireplace
when a dry piece of wood catches alight. And I didn’t imagine that heat, either—
[ know I didn’t—hecause just before he slid the head of my nineteen-inch broo
rrout between his gapping jaws, | saw the scales along the sides of the fish rise up
and begin to curl like bits of paper floating over an open incinerator.

He slid the fish in like a man in a travelling show swallowing a sword. He
didn’t chew, and his blazing eyes bulged out, as if in effort. The fish went in a
went in, his throat bulged as it slid down his gullet, and now he began to cry teats
of his own—except his tears were blood, scarlet and thick. '

I think it was the sight of those bloody tears that gave me my body back. ]
don't know why that should have been, but I think it was. [ holted to my feet like
a Jack released from its box, turned with my bamboo pole still in one hand, at
fled up the bank, bending over and tearing tough bunches of weeds out with my
free hand in an effort to get up the slope more quickly.

I he Man in the Black Suit 835

He made a strangled, furious noise—the sound of any man with his mouth
(oo full and I looked back just as I got to the top. He was coming after me, the
pack of his suit coat flapping and his thin gold watch chain flashing and wink-
ing in the sun. The tail of the fish was still protruding from his mouth and [ could
;n{gll the rest of it, roasting in the oven of his throat. ]

" He reached for me, groping with his talons, and 1 fled along the top of the
pank. After a hundred yards or so | found my voice and went to screaming—
ng in fear, of course, but also screaming in grief for my beautiful dead

gcreami
mother. :

He was coming after me. [ could hear snapping branches and whipping
bushes, but T didn’t look back again. I lowered my head, slitted my eyes against
the bushes and low-hanging branches along the stream’s bank, and ran as fast as
[ could. And at every step I expected to feel his hands descending on my shoul-
Jers, pulling me back into a final burning hug.

That didn’t happen. Some unknown length of time later—it couldn’t have
been longer than five or ten minutes, I suppose, but it seemed like forever—I saw
the bridee through layerings of leaves and firs. Still screaming, but breathlessly
now, sounding like a teakettle that has almost boiled dry, I reached this second,
steeper bank and charged up.

Halfway to the top, I slipped to my knees, looked over my shoulder, and saw
the man in the black suit almost at my heels, his white face pulled into a con-
vulsion of fury and greed. His cheeks were splattered with his bloody tears and
his shark’s mouth hung open like a hinge.

“Fisherboy!” he snarled, and started up the bank after me, grasping at my foot
with one long hand. 1 tore free, turned, and threw my fishing pole at him. He
batted it down easily, but it tangled his feet up somehow and he went to his
knees. | didn’t wait to see any more; | turned and bolred to the top of the slope.
[ almost slipped at the very top, but managed to grab one of the support struts
running beneath the bridge and save myself.

“You can’t get away, fisherboy!” he cried from behind me. He sounded furi-
ous, but he also sounded as if he were laughing. “It takes more than a mouthful
of trout to fill me up!”

“Leave me alone!” [ screamed back at him. I grabbed the bridge’s railing and
threw myself over it in a clumsy somersault, filling my hands with splinters and
bumping my head so hard on the boards when I came down that I saw stars. 1
rolled over on my belly and began crawling. I lurched to my feet just before I got
to the end of the bridge, stumbled once, found my rthythm, and then began to
run. | ran as only nine-year-old boys can run, which is like the wind. It felt as if
my feet only touched the ground with every third or fourth stride, and, for all

know, that may be true. I ran straight up the right-hand wheel rut in the road,
ran until my temples pounded and my eyes pulsed in their sockets, ran until I had
ahot stitch in my left side from the bottom of my ribs to my armpit, ran until
! could taste blood and something like meral shavings in the back of my throat.
hen I couldn't run anymore 1 stumbled to a stop and looked back over my
Shﬂulder, puffing and blowing like a wind-broken horse. I was convinced [ would
see him standing right there behind me in his natty black suit, the watch chain
Uglittering loop across his vest and not a hair out of place.

But he was gone. The road stretching back toward Castle Stream between

the darkly massed pines and spruces was empty. And yet [ sensed him somewhere
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near in those woods, watching me with his grassfire eyes, sme
matches and roasted fish.

[ turned and began walking as fast as [ could, limping a little—I'd pulled
cles in both legs, and when I got out of bed the next morning [ was so sore | COllllls —
barely walk. I kept looking over my shoulder, needing again and again to very d

that the road behind me was still empty. It was each time I looked, byt th

backward glances seemed to increase my fear rather than lessen it. The ﬁSe
looked darker, massier, and | kept imagining what lay behind the trees th,;s
marched beside the road—long, tangled corridors of forest, leg-breaking deadt
falls, ravines where anything might live. Until that Saturday in 1914, | ha(i
thought that bears were the worst thing the forest could hold. '

A mile or so farther up the road, just beyond the place where it came s
of the woods and joined the Geegan Flar Road, 1 saw my father walkip
toward me and whistling “The Old Oaken Bucket.” He was carrying his own
rod, the one with the fancy spinning reel from Monkey Ward. In his other
hand he had his creel, the one with the ribbon my mother had woven through
the handle back when Dan was still alive. “Dedicated to Jesus” that ribbon,
said. I had been walking, but when I saw him I started to run again, scream.-
ing Dad! Dad! Dad! at the top of my lungs and staggering from side to side on
my tired, sprung legs like a drunken sailor. The expression of surprise on his
face when he recognized me might have been comical under other circum.
stances. He dropped his rod and creel into the road without so much as a
downward glance at them and ran to me. It was the fastest [ ever saw my dad
run in his life; when we came together it was a wonder the impact didn't
knock us both senseless, and I struck my face on his belt buckle hard enough
to start a little nosebleed. I didn’t notice that until later, though. Right then
[ only reached out my arms and clutched him as hard as I could. [ held on and
rubbed my hot face back and forth against his belly, covering his old blue
workshirt with blood and tears and snot.

“Gary, what is it? What happened? Are you all right?”

“Ma’s dead!” I sobbed. “I met a man in the woods and he told me! Ma’s dead!
She got stung by a bee and it swelled her all up just like what happened to Dan, and
she’s dead! She's on the kitchen floor and Candy Bill . . . licked the t-t-tears . . . off
her. ..off her...”

Face was the last word [ had to say, but by then my chest was hitching so bad
I couldn’t get it out. My own tears were flowing again, and my dad’s startled, fright-
ened face had blurred into three overlapping images. I began to howl—not like
little kid who's skinned his knee but like a dog that’s seen something bad ‘bV
moonlight—and my father pressed my head against his hard flat stomach again:
[ slipped out from under his hand, though, and looked back over my shoul_er-
[ wanted to make sure the man in the black suit wasn’t coming. There was no sig2
of him; the road winding back into the woods was completely empty. | promise
myself | would never go back down that road again, not ever, no matter what, an¢
[ suppose now that God’s greatest blessing to His creatures below is that they cant
. . : . r : T b d 1 : bacl(
see the future. It might have broken my mind if I had known I would be going
down that road, and not two hours later. For that moment, though, [ was O
relieved to see we were still alone. Then [ thought of my mother—my beautiful dea

: : i
mother—and laid my face back against my father’s stomach and bawled some moF

lling of blltned

The Man in the Black Suit ol o}

«(Gary, listen to me,” he said a moment or two later. [ went on bawling. He

e 1 " T e N

e a little longer to do that, then reached down and lifted my chin so
ne ¢ ‘

7€ l ~ . Lo Yoo - 2. " . "
gav 1d look down into my face and 1 could look up into his. “Your mom’s ting,
coL . )

he

s saldd. ) . e 5 . ) a3 B T
be [ could only look at him with tears streaming down my cheeks. I didn't believe

hlm‘:[ jon't know who told you different, or what kind of dirty dog would want
(. !

put a scare like that into a little boy, but I swear to God your mother’s fine.”
4 l“P\Ln' . buthesaid...” : : . indy
«] Jon't care what he said. I got back from Eversham’s c;.lrher than l. cxpe_atﬂu r
oesn't want to sell any cows, it's all just talk—and decided I had time to catch
th vou. I got my pole and my creel and your n_mther 11};1(16 us a Conpl\c of jelly
L .rs. Her new bread. Still warm. So she was fine half an hour ago, Gary, and
fomf 0\ ;1L§iw('akiys' knows any different that’s come from this direction, 1 guarantee
[hmtl‘:hat in just half an hour’s time.” He looked over my shoulder. “Who was this
e \nnd where was he? 'm going to find him and thrash him within an inch of

he d

man! / I
¢ l[lfrkh.ou‘uhr a thousand things in just two seconds—that’s wh.qr it seemed like,
anyway—Dbut the last thing 1 thought was the most powerful: if my Dad n}et luli
with the man in the black suit, T didn’c think my Dad would be the one to do the
thrashing. Or the walking away. . s

[ kept remembering those long white fingers, and the talons at the ends o
them.

“Gary?”

“ don’t know that I remember,” [ said.

“Were you where the stream splits? The big rock!”

I could never lie to my father when he asked a direct question—naot to save
his life or mine. “Yes, but don’t go down there.” I seized his arm with both .lrands
and tugged it hard. “Please don’t. He was a scary man.” Inspiration struck like an
illuminating lightning bolt. “I think he had a gun.” ) _yuify

He looked at me thoughtfully. “Maybe there wasn’t a man,” he said, lifting
his voice a little on the last word and turning it into something that was almost
but not quite a question. “Maybe you fell asleep while you were fi:\“l‘iing, son, and
had a bad dream. Like the ones you had about Danny last winter.

I had had a lot of bad dreams about Dan last winter, dreams where 1 would
open the door to our closet or to the dark, fruity interior of the cider shed and
see him standing there and looking at me out of his purple strangulated face;
from many of these dreams I had awakened screaming, and nwakcped my parents
as well. | had fallen asleep on the bank of the stream for a little whd_e. roo—dozed
off, anyway—but I hadn’t dreamed, and I was sure | had awakened just hefore the
man in the black suit clapped the bee dead, sending it tumbling off my nose and
Nto my lap, | hadn’t dreamed him the way I had drenmlcd Dan, | was quite sure
of thar, although my meeting with him had already attained a drenmh.k‘c quality
N my mind, as [ suppose supernatural occurrences always must. Bur if my Dad
thought that the man had only existed in my own head, that might be better.

Ctter for him.
“It might have been, I guess,” I said.
“Well, we ought to go back and find your rod and your creel

"
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He actually started in that direction, and I had to tug fr
to stop him again and turn him back roward me.

“Later,”  said. “Please, Dad? [ want to see Mother. |
own eyes.”

He thought that over, then nodded.
first, and get your rod and creel later.”

So we walked back to the farm to
on his shoulder just |
folded-over slices of

antically at his appg

“Yes, | suppose you do. We'll go homg

gether, my father with his fish
ike one of my friends, me carrying his creel, bot
“my mother’s bread smeared with black-currant jam.
“Did you catch anything?” he asked as we came in sight of the barn.

“Yes, sir,” | said. “A rainbow. Pretty good-sized.” And a brookie that was a Jop
bigger, I thought but didn't say.

“That’s all? Nothing else?”

“After I caught it I fell asleep.” This was not re
a lie, either.

“Lucky you didn’t lose your pole. You did

“No, sir,” [ said, very reluctantly. Lying abourt that would do no good even if
I'd been able to think up a whopper—not if he was set on going b
creel anyway, and I could see by his face that he was.
Up ahead, Candy Bill came racing out of the back door, barking his shril]
bark and wagging his whole rear end back and forth the way Scotties do when
they’re excited. [ couldn't wait any longer. I broke away from my father and ran
to the house, still lugging his creel and still convinced, in my heart of hearts, that
[ was going to find my mother dead on the kitchen floor with her f
and purple, as Dan’s had been when my fathe
crying and calling the name of Jesus.

But she was standing at the counter, just as wel
left her, humming a song as she shell
me, first in surprise and then in fri
cheeks.

“Gary, what is it? What's the matter?”

I didn’t answer, only ran to her and covered her with kisses. At some point
my father came in and said, “Don’t worry, Lo—he’s all right. He just had one of
his bad dreams, down there by the brook.”

“Pray God it’s the last of them,” she said, and hugged me tighter while Candy
Bill danced around our feet, barking his shrill bark.

pole proppeg
h of us cating

ally an answer but not really

n't, did you, Gary?”

ack to get my

face swollen
rcarried him in from the west field,

[ and fine as when I had
ed peas into a bowl. She looked around at
ght as she took in my wide eyes and pale

“You don’t have to come with me if you don’t want to,

although he had already made it clear that he thought I should—thar [ should
go back, that I should face my fear, as | suppose folks would say nowadays. That’s
very well for fearful things that are make-believe, but two hours hadn’t done
much to change my conviction that the man in the black suit had been real:

[ wouldn't be able to convince my father of that, though. I don’t think there was
a nine-year-old who ever lived would have been able to convinee his father he’
seen the Devil walking out of the woods in a black suit.

“T'll come,” I said. T had come out of the house to join him before he left, mus”
tering all my courage to get my feet moving, and now we were st
chopping block in the side yard, not far from the woodpile.
“What you got behind your back?” he asked.

Gary,” my father said,

anding by the

've got to see her with my

1 né vVIAm 1 Lhe DuwLcK ok

i im, : sould hope the man in the
Tw vith him, and I would
i ‘¢ out slowly. T would go v e e o wREER
lhmught.[llt ‘;‘;e 11‘1‘0\1:,st1'aiﬂl1t part down the left b;dc olt his 113 12 S \iay 1
bh\cl_‘fmt \?I~ v't. [ wanted to be prepared. As preparec T 151; aktacia 4
But i h? W 3_? Bible in the hand I had brought m;t frun} hehi l;mi\,_mg iy
Sy odue : hich [ had won for me zing :
: ~w Testament, which d . g
R rine my New Testament, iad i s
e ]}?Tl ﬁmi&d'l\*-ﬂight Youth Fellowship u)mpttitl(,{n (E 2 mybm‘md i,
o e SUdy 5 e = " . ‘
e lln txlwqt of them except the Twenty—thl}d had ?T(dtt;t ())ta T
althoug ¥ l) “but the little red Testament didn’t seem like ]Lm L\il A
“ o - i ‘en whe > wOords OfF jesus
weell\ i “m‘:g to face the Devil himself, not even w hen the v
‘he goit i
Ay e out in red ink ; . apel i
I er loaled sith family documents and pic
marked 3“111- : looked at the old Bible, swollen with fam{ﬂy{ d’mg\x i mir; e
Iy father \ ‘ il et
" fr‘{ ;ethnught he'd tell me to put it back, buF llnALnlL n 1t1t s e
o Lml& 5 'mp:elthy crossed his face, and he nodded. right,
ref and sy L or-
3 ur mother know you took that!?
P | . . . B ‘Tt:t
He nod - she doesn’t spot it gone before we g
l-Il\i‘ nodded again. “Then we'll hope she doesn't sy o
1 " on
back. Come on. And don’t drop it
ack. C

hﬂtl d

yO

: hank at the place where Castle
: - or so later, the two of us stoad on the bank at the | 2 i
D o o lace where I'd had my encounter with the me
<ream forked, and at the flat place w b e
o he red-orange eyes. | had my bamboo rod in my ]l e er
5 llL hridge:an& my creel lay down below, on the tidlt g; : ; .hm.g e
bd“;{[ " 1 back. We stood looking down, my father and I, tor :
was flippec : St 0 |
ither of us said anything. N o Trod] e
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; dt Ui- slace in Maine that the sun can get to In 19&1 y L;}ze et i e
:; ﬁ:‘; 11 1;'1d lain. There the grass was d(;:ad and l\{vcl ow in ﬁm.l R
| ml e hLolding our lumpy old family Bible straight Dkft':-n R D o
was O i, "
: . cover that they were white.
G PfCSSiDH el i L““‘jr thdt' [}?k“/ hen he was trying to dowse some-
Sweet's husband, Norville, held a willow fork when s trying
Sweet's hus , Ne
e b Lidded sideways down the bank,
h“d}“_‘;: “Lilue " my father said at last, and 51(Hdu] 15.1deu ays LLilt e iy
Wy i T s0il and holding his arms out for balance.
igeing hi es | -l soft soil and holding balaeee-
digging his shoes into the rich s : e el i
e . holdine the Bible stiffly out at the ends of y arms, y heart
“oad whene | Wils, BOICIDE (beine watched that time or not; 1 was
thumnine. 1 don’t know if I had a sense of being w atichie e i
100 s %‘U'cﬁ to have a sense of anything, except for a sens
ol av d ° h .
NP A e WUOdT. he prass was dead, and grimaced. L knew
My dad bent down, sniffed at wbem the g ass ek e
what he was smelling: something like burnt 1;_1[9.[c 1 ch\:u’ed e s
| e baebely e bank, hurrying. He snagg : e :
i et W O bcml\ vas coming along behind. Nothing w as. Wlllel,l
shoulder to make sure nothmg] \Bas e r‘lflrlnuTDO o il
e id was still hanging De )
M e e hi , but two handfuls of grass.
l i sked inside and saw nothing b dtuls o
e e b rinbow,” my father said, “but maybe yot
' said v ; t a rainbow, 1
“Thought you said you caugh
dreamed that, two.” ; e BT W it ope.
'\inmcrhc‘m’g in his voice stung me. “No, sir,” I said. g
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“Well, it sur i
ell, it sure as hel ] if i
wouldn't put-a C*itchtillnt-hdi] t ‘{Tu-p out, not if it was gutted and cleaned. And
[ taugl : o your fisherbox without doing th: ou, Con
taught you better than that.” N Caryg
Yes, sir, you did, bur—" |
“Sa if you didn’
& : idn’t dream catching it and if i
: gitand if it was dead i
et Rpinigens Ciln .. git: it was dead in the box, someth;
e quic]i- njltj d‘l:_m,q (md_ caten it,” my father said, and then ‘h&:[}}itﬂnng
move in th 8 rlll-l('}' over his shoulder, eyes wide, as if he had heard e
; he woods. I wasn't exactly surpri Sl
moelEy -[‘1?1; ] W Jhr r L:\adly surprised to see drops of sweat stan ?tfhlng
here.” ad like big clear jewels. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s ¢ “the hell o8
o ; said. “Let’s get the hell aye
[ was for th: :
as 1at, and we went back
o AL nt back along the bank he bric i
?-’&It:‘u)ilf speaking. When we got there n:y la } '}nk B t|hL h”dgf e
ined the place where we'd founc » my dad dropped to one knee and ex:
el --.mil s ]-ih[L-}L \l\e d found my rod. There was another patch of dcd1 ;’iam-
g C Sl b 758 CT WS ¢ i ; .
heat had charr 1{\ ‘*[bl 1}‘11}1 1“ as all brown and curled in on itself, as if ¢ ClLl bras?
: arred it. | looked in my empty cr i st b O
G r [ y empty creel again. “He must hav
and eaten my other fish, too,” I said. g, Hemusthovegonclil
i\qu father looked up at me. “Other fish!”
es, sir. I didn't tell you, | .
; vou, but [ caught a brookie i
17L111gr‘)", that fella.” | wanred to say mt:re "m- %i;i.’lﬂll'.f(?i" i eeies |
lips, but in the end I didn’t ) »and the words trembled just behind my
We climbed T
‘ 'd up to the bridge and helpec
g d idge and helped each other over the raili
I‘Elnr took my creel, looked into it, then wenrt to the t| el )
_Liﬂmc up beside him in time to see it sbh h d i l(}l }l“é’ T A
ey il R splash down and float away like : :
T r and lower in the stream as the water poured in | ek
e o poured in between the wicker
“It smelled bad,” ¢
E ad,” my father said, but he didn’
e er said, but he didn't look at me when he said i
L ot el s 1en he said it, «
o mded oddly defensive. It was the only time I ever i 'ld o
ik desontn y time I ever heard him speak
“Yes, sir.”
\(W_ ]
¢'ll tell your mother we i
! 1er we couldn’t find it. If she asks. If
won't tel bt menpoth d it. If she asks. If she doesn’t ask, we
13 & -
No, sir, we won’t.”
And s idn't ; idn’
nd she didn't and we didn’t, and thats the way it was

That day in the woods is eighty ves ;
| have 30VL\;"é\"{;g":llijlt’::ll‘fhlf\; yreeiE il and for many of the years in hetween
woman who ever lived T;-a“‘ l.t‘_.n“[ awake, at least. Like :11"13" other man or
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As 1 lie here in my nursing-home room, and in the ruined sand castle that is
0y body, 1 tell myself that 1 need not fear the Devil —that [ have lived a sood,
Kindly life, and [ need not fear the Devil. Sometimes remind myself that it was

y coaxed my mother back to church later on that
se or comfort.

[, not my father, who finall

< ymmer. In the dark, however, these thoughts have no power to €3

l ~year-old fisherboy [ was
he Devil, either, and yet

In the dark comes 2 voice that whispers that the nine
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the Devil came—to him. And in the dark [ sometimes hear that voice drop even

inro ranges that are inhuman. Big fish! it whispers in tones of hushed greed,
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The Devil came to me once,

[ can't even get to the bathroom
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old and my creel is empty. Suppose he were to come
And suppose he is still hungry?”
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long ago; suppose he were to come again now!
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back and find me so!
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QUESTIONS EOR STUDY

{. How does King establish an appropriate setting,
phere for his story!

2. How does King give his story its nee

3. What significance does his experience in

Why does he feel compelled ro write dow

in his diary and ata distance from the event of more than eighty years!

4. King himself has suggested that the story belongs to the same New

England tradition that produced Nathaniel Hawthorne's “Young

Goodman Brown” in 1835. In what ways can the two stories be

compared!
5. What does “The Man in the Bl

relationship to the human condition!

mood, and atmos-

ded plausibility!
the woods assume for Gary!
n “this pointless anecdote”

ack Suit” seem to say about evil and its




