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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      




PREFACE


In compiling this record of certain of the somewhat dubious episodes centering around Gavagan’s, we have enjoyed unusual advantages. In the first place, both of us can take shorthand. To be sure, neither of us has a degree of proficiency that would arouse envy in a court stenographer; and this makes necessary the warning that we cannot vouch for the absolute accuracy of all the quotations. But it is quite possible for either of your reporters—we reject the name of “author”—to sit at one of the back tables with a notebook concealed in his newspaper and surreptitiously set down the remarks of the various guests without any of them being aware that they are talking for posterity.


In the second place, we were fortunate enough to have met Gavagan (rhymes with “pagan”) at a comparatively early date—before the unfortunate accident that cost him the use of his left foot and compelled him to abandon his profession as a field oil geologist. He had some money to invest, and the amount was largely increased by his disability insurance. The operation of a beneficent Providence and the fact that Gavagan and Mr. Cohan were fellow parishioners of Father McConaghy led the injured scientist to put his funds into the bar that now bears his name—a business whose details he could handle by remote control, as it were, and without physical activity.


The place was rather run-down at the time, and the clientele was chiefly drawn from the lower orders of society. Gavagan, whose taste is in the direction of the social and intellectual, indeed the refined, redecorated the place in a manner designed to appeal to the carriage trade and solicited the patronage of the better elements in town. It is doubtful whether he would have succeeded but for the influence, talents, and wise acquaintanceship of Mr. Cohan.


This gentleman—Aloysius P. Cohan, to give him his full name and distinguish him from his brother Julius, an officer of the police force—brought with him to Gavagan’s a quantity of patronage that immediately established the place in the position it has never lost. Decidedly portly these days, he was at one time a remarkably fine performer at the Irish game of hurling, and is said to have once beaten the champion of Scotland at tossing the caber. His prowess with a bung starter has relieved many difficult situations in Gavagan’s. His early biography is somewhat obscure, but the name appears to have been Cohen (pronounced co-hen) at one time; he and his brother Julius changed the spelling, not for any reasons rooted in racism, but because they were constantly receiving appeals from both the Jewish and the Catholic charity organizations. Being men of heart, they found it difficult either to refuse the appeals or to support the drain on their resources.


Mr. Cohan had been working in a bar on the far side of town (a city in the northeastern United States) when Gavagan suffered his accident. At about the same time, this place was purchased by a chain bar-and-restaurant organization, which insisted on serving ice cream in all its establishments. This so revolted Mr. Cohan (a fundamentalist on the subject of liquor) that he resigned on the spot. He was on the point of returning to Sligo when Father McConaghy placed him in touch with Gavagan. The former geologist did not hesitate for a moment at the opportunity of simultaneously obtaining a bartender of unrivalled virtuosity and the patronage that would turn his bar into the kind of place he wished to maintain. He not only obtained the refund of his passage money for Mr. Cohan but also paid back to his new factotum the amount that had been expended on passport and visa.


Mr. Cohan’s value to Gavagan’s will become more apparent in the course of our reports. The material for them has been gathered over a considerable space of time, and we believe that, taken together, they constitute a document of no small social importance. Too little investigation has been given, and too little importance has previously been attached to certain sequences of incident for which Mr. Cohan, both as a bartender and an unlettered philosopher, acts as a catalytic agent.


L. Sprague de Camp
 Fletcher Pratt
 September 1952




ELEPHAS FRUMENTI


The thin, balding man in tweeds almost tipped over his glass as he set it down with a care that showed care had become necessary. “Think of dogs,” he said. “Really, my dear, there is no practical limit to what can be accomplished by selective breeding.”


“Except that where I come from, we sometimes think of other things,” said the brass-blonde, emphasizing the ancient New Yorker joke with a torsowiggle that was pure Police Gazette.


Mr. Witherwax lifted his nose from the second Martini. “Do you know them, Mr. Cohan?” he asked.


Mr. Cohan turned in profile to swab a glass. “That would be Professor Thott, and a very educated gentleman, too. I don’t rightly know the name of the lady, though I think he has been calling her Ellie, or something like that. Would you like to be meeting them, now?”


“Sure. I was reading in a book about this selective breeding, but I don’t understand it so good, and maybe he could tell me something about it.”


Mr. Cohan made his way to the end of the bar and led ponderously, toward the table. “Pleased to meet you, Professor Thott,” said Witherwax.


“Sir, the pleasure is all mine, all mine. Mrs. Jonas, may I present an old friend of mine, yclept Witherwax? Old in the sense that he is aged in the admirable liquids produced by Gavagan’s, while the liquids themselves are aged in wood, ha—ha—a third-premise aging. Sit down, Mr. Witherwax. I call your attention to the remarkable qualities of alcohol, among which peripeteia is not the least.”


“Yeah, that’s right,” said Mr. Witherwax, his expression taking on a resemblance to that of the stuffed owl over the bar. “What I was going to ask—”


“Sir, I perceive that I have employed a pedantry more suitable to the classroom, with the result that communication has not been established. Peripeteia is the reversal of roles. While in a state of saintly sobriety, I pursue Mrs. Jonas; I entice her to alcoholic diversions. But after the third Presidente, she pursues me, in accordance with the ancient biological rule that alcohol increases feminine desire while decreasing masculine potency.”


From the bar, Mr. Cohan appeared to have caught only a part of this speech. “Rolls we ain’t got,” he said. “But you can have some pretzel sticks.” He reached under the bar for the bowl. “All gone; and I just laid out a new box this morning. That’s where Gavagan’s profits go. In the old days it was the free lunch, and now it’s pretzel sticks.”


“What I was going to ask—” said Witherwax.


Professor Thott stood up and bowed, a bow which ended in his sitting down again rather suddenly. “Ah, the mystery of the universe and music of the spheres, as Prospero might have phrased it! Who pursues? Who flies? The wicked. One preserves philosophy by remaining at the Platonian mean, the knife edge between pursuit and flight, wickedness and virtue. Mr. Cohan, a round of Presidentes please, including one for my aged friend.”


“Let me buy this one,” said Witherwax firmly. “What I was going to ask was about this selective breeding.”


The Professor shook himself, blinked twice, leaned back in his chair, and placed one hand on the table. “You wish me to be academic? Very well; but I have witnesses that it was at your own request.”


Mrs. Jonas said: “Now look what you’ve done. You’ve got him started and he won’t run down until he falls asleep.”


“What I want to know—” began Witherwax, but Thott beamingly cut across: “I shall present only the briefest and most non-technical of outlines,” he said. “Let us suppose that, of sixteen mice, you took the two largest and bred them together. Their children would in turn be mated with those of the largest pair from another group of sixteen. And so on. Given time and material enough, and making it advantageous to the species to produce larger members, it would be easy to produce mice the size of lions.”


“Ugh!” said Mrs. Jonas. “You ought to give up drinking. Your imagination gets gruesome.”


“I see,” said Witherwax, “like in a book I read once where they had rats so big they ate horses and wasps the size of dogs.”


“I recall the volume,” said Thott, sipping his Presidente. “It was The Food of the Gods, by H. G. Wells. I fear, however, that the method he describes was not that of genetics and therefore had no scientific validity.”


“But could you make things like that by selective breeding?” asked Witherwax.


“Certainly. You could produce houseflies the size of tigers. It is merely a matter of—”


Mrs. Jonas raised a hand. “Alvin, what an awful thought. I hope you don’t ever try it.”


“There need be no cause for apprehension, my dear. The square-cube law will forever protect us from such a visitation.”


“Huh?” said Witherwax.


“The square-cube law. If you double the dimensions, you quadruple the area and octuple the masses. The result is—well, in a practical non-technical sense, a tiger-sized housefly would have legs too thin and wings too small to support his weight.”


Mrs. Jonas said: “Alvin, that’s impractical. How could it move?”


The Professor essayed another bow, which was even less successful than the first, since it was made from a sitting position. “Madame, the purpose of such an experiment would not be practical but demonstrative. A tiger-sized fly would be a mass of jelly that would have to be fed from a spoon.” He raised a hand. “There is no reason why anyone should produce such a monster; and since nature has no advantages to offer insects of large size, it will decline to produce them. I agree that the thought is repulsive; myself, I should prefer the alternative project of producing elephants the size of flies—or swallows.”


Witherwax beckoned to Mr. Cohan. “These are good. Do it again. But wouldn’t your square-cube law get you in Dutch there, too?”


“By no means, sir. In the case of size reduction, it works in your favor. The mass is divided by eight, but the muscles remain proportionately the same, capable of supporting a vastly greater weight. The legs and wings of a tiny elephant would not only support him, but give him the agility of a hummingbird. Consider the dwarf elephant of Sicily during the Plish—”


“Alvin,” said Mrs. Jonas, “you’re drunk. Otherwise you’d remember how to pronounce Pleistocene, and you wouldn’t be talking about elephants’ wings.”


“Not at all, my dear. I should confidently expect such a species to develop flight by means of enlarged ears, like the Dumbo of the movies.”


Mrs. Jonas giggled. “Still, I wouldn’t want one the size of a housefly. It would be too small for a pet and would get into things. Let’s make it the size of a kitten, like this.” She held out her index fingers about five inches apart.


“Very well, my dear,” said the Professor. “As soon as I can obtain a grant from the Carnegie Foundation, the project will be undertaken.”


“Yes, but,” said Witherwax, “how would you feed an elephant like that? And could they be housebroke?”


“If you can housebreak a man, an elephant ought to be easy,” said Mrs. Jonas. “And you could feed them oats or hay. Much cleaner than keeping cans of dog food around.”


The Professor rubbed his chin. “Hmm,” he said. “The rate of absorption of nourishment would vary directly as the intestinal area—which would vary as the square of the dimensions—I’m not sure of the results, but I’m afraid we’d have to provide more concentrated and less conventional food. I presume that we could feed our Elephas micros, as I propose to call him, on lump sugar. No, not Elephas micros, Elephas microtatus, the ‘utmost littlest, tiniest elephant.’”


Mr. Cohan, who had been neglecting his only other customer to lean on the bar in their direction, spoke up: “Mr. Considine, that’s the salesman, was telling me that the most concentrated food you can get is good malt whiskey.”


“That’s it!” The Professor slapped the table. “Not Elephas microtatus but Elephas frumenti, the whiskey elephant, from what he lives on. Well breed them for a diet of alcohol. High energy content.”


“Oh, but that won’t do,” protested Mrs. Jonas. “Nobody would want a house pet that had to be fed on whiskey all the time. Especially with children around ”


Said Witherwax: “Look, if you really want these animals, why don’t you keep them some place where children aren’t around and whiskey is—bars, for instance.”


“Profound observation,” said Professor Thott. “And speaking of founds, Mr. Cohan, let us have another. We have horses as outdoor pets, cats as house pets, canaries as cage pets. Why not an animal especially designed and developed to be a bar pet? Speaking of which—that stuffed owl you keep for a pet, Mr. Cohan, is getting decidedly mangy.”


“They would steal things like that,” said Mrs. Jonas dreamily. “They would take things like owls’ feathers and pretzel sticks and beer mats to build their nests with, up in the dark corners somewhere near the ceiling. They would come out at night—”


The Professor bent a benignant gaze on her as Mr. Cohan set out the drinks. “My dear,” he said, “either this discussion of the future Elephas frumenti or the actual spiritus frumenti is going to your head. When you become poetical—”


The brass-blonde had leaned back and was looking upward. “I’m not poetical. That thing right up there on top of the pillar is the nest of one of your bar elephants.”


“What thing up there?” said Thott.


“That thing up there, where it’s so dark.”


“I don’t see nothing,” said Mr. Cohan, “and if you don’t mind my saying so, this is a clean bar, not a rat in the place.”


“They wouldn’t be quite tame, ever,” said Mrs. Jonas, still looking upward, “and if they didn’t feel they were fed enough, they’d come and take for themselves when the bartender wasn’t looking.”


“That does look funny,” said Thott, pushing his Chair back and beginning to climb on it. “Don’t, Alvin,” said Mrs. Jonas. “You’ll break your neck Think of it, they’d feed their children—”


“Stand by me, then, and let me put my hand on your shoulder.”


“Hey!” said Witherwax suddenly. “Who drank my drink?”


Mrs. Jonas lowered her eyes. “Didn’t you?”


“I didn’t even touch it. Mr. Cohan just put it down, didn’t you?”


“I did that. But that would be a couple of minutes back, and maybe you could—”


“I could not. I definitely, positively did not drink—hey, you people, look at the table!”


“If I had my other glasses…” said Thott, swaying somewhat uncertainly as he peered upward into the shadows.


“Look at the table,” repeated Witherwax, pointing.


The glass that had held his drink was empty. Thott’s still held about half a cocktail. Mrs. Jonas’ glass lay on its side, and from its lip about a thimbleful of Presidente cocktail had flowed pinkly into an irregular patch the size of a child’s hand.


As the other two followed Witherwax’s finger, they saw that, from this patch, a line of little damp footprints led across the table to the far edge, where they suddenly ceased. They were circular, each about the size of a dime, with a small scalloped front edge, as if made by…




THE ANCESTRAL AMETHYST


“We were very good to the Swedes when they ruled over us in Bornholm three hundred years ago,” said the stocky man, downing his cherry brandy at a gulp and motioning Mr. Cohan for a refill. “We had to kill all of them one night. While it was being done, some of our people ran into the church and rang the church bells, so that the souls of all the Swedes should rise to heaven on the music. For several hours they continued to pull the ropes, although it was terribly hard work for their arms and they became very tired.”


The second cherry brandy followed the first. Professor Thott contemplated the bald cranium, surrounded by a crescent of pale hair, and said thoughtfully: “I can perceive that you Danes are an extremely tenderhearted people.”


“That is most true,” said the stocky man. His whole face was covered by a network of tiny red lines. “But it is not always for us—how do the English say it?—‘beer and skating.’ I remember—”


The door opened, and he checked as into Gavagan’s came a tall, thin, knobby policeman, accompanied by a small man with sharp eyes, in a neat blue serge suit. The policeman extended a hand across the bar to Mr. Cohan, who shook it fervently.


“How are you, Julius?”


“How are you, my boy?” Then he turned to face the others.


“Hello, Professor,” he said to Thott. “Meet my friend, Mr. McClintock.”


There was more handshaking. Thott said: “This is Captain Axel Ewaldt, of the Danish merchant marine, Officer Cohan, Mr McClintock. Shall we have a round? He was just telling a story to illustrate how sentimental the Danes are. Make mine a Rye Highball, Mr. Cohan.”


“Just a sherry,” said McClintock. “A people of high moral standards. They have less crime than any nation in Europe.”


Captain Ewaldt beamed; Patrolman Cohan said: “Mr. McClintock gives talks on crime. He’s just been over to the Police Boys’ Club doing it. He’s an expert.”


“I have often wondered how one became an expert on crime,” said Professor Thott, meditatively.


“By personal association in my case,” said McClintock. “I don’t in the least mind telling you, not in the least. Until the grace of the Lord came upon me, I was engaged in criminal activity. The title of my talk is ‘Crime does not pay,’ and I am happy to say my efforts have been rewarding.”


Patrolman Cohan said: “This was known as Dippie Louie. He was a left breech hook and could kiss the dog.”


Professor Thott gazed at Dippie Louie with polite interest, but Ewaldt said: “Some schnapps, Mr. Cohan. This cherry makes one cold inside, and a man should warm himself.” He addressed the officer: “Be so good to explain. I am not understanding.”


“A left breech hook can lift a poke—beg pardon, take a wallet out of a man’s left breeches pocket. And kissing the dog means he can do it while standing face to face.”


“A highly skilled profession,” said McClintock. “Ah, my friends, if the effort and training expended on criminal activity were only employed in the service of humanity, we would not—”


Thott said, rather hastily: “You were going to tell us about the Danes being kindhearted, Captain Ewaldt.”


“That is correct,” said the Captain. “I was yust remembering how I am in the city of Boston one St. Patrick’s Day, walking down the dock and minding my own business. Along comes this big Irishman, and anybody can see he has too much to drink, and because I do not have green on for the day, he pushes me. Once is all right, but the second time, I got my little Danish up, and I pushed him in the water—with my fist. But I was really very good to him, because if I have not done this, he would be falling in the water to drown after dark when there is nobody to rescue him.”


Mr. Cohan gave an inarticulate sound, but it was McClintock who said: “What makes you so certain?”


“More schnapps, please. Because this is early in the morning, and he would be drinking more all day, and everyone knows that an Irishman cannot drink all day without falling down.”


Patrolman Cohan gave an inarticulate sound; Mr. Cohan put both hands on the bar, and said: “And would you be saying, now, that youse Swedes can hold your liquor better than the Irish that’s brought up on it? Go on with you.”


“I am not Swedish,” said Ewaldt, “yust a good Danish man. And I am saying that I am brought up on the island of Bornholm, and I can drink three times as much as any Irishman.”


“Would you care to bet five dollars on that, now?” said Mr. Cohan, dangerously.


“It is too little. Five dollars valuta will not even buy the schnapps I am drinking.”


“Think pretty well of yourself, don’t you?” said Mr. Cohan. “I can see now that you must be a real artist at drinking.” Patrolman Cohan snickered at this brilliant sarcasm as Mr. Cohan went on: “Not but what everyone should have something to be proud of. But if you feel that way about it, maybe you’d be liking to have a little contest for twenty-five dollars, and the loser pays the bills?”


Wheels appeared to be revolving in Ewaldt’s head. “That I will do,” he said. “You are drinking with me?”


“Not me, my fine young felly,” said Mr. Cohan. “I have the bar and all to take care of, and it would be worth the best part of me neck if Gavagan come in and found me trying to drink down one of the trade. But Dippie Louie here, he has more than a drop of the right blood in him, and I call to mind many’s the time I’ve seen him lay away his share.”


“It was the cause of my ruin and my descent into crime,” said McClintock. “But I undeniably possess a special ability to absorb the drink. It’s because my ancestors come from Galway, it is, where the wind blows so cold that if a man drinks water and then goes out of doors, he’s no better than an icicle in no time at all.”


“I am not wanting to ruin you again,” said Ewaldt.


Patrolman Cohan spoke up: “You’ll not be ruining Louie McClintock, that drank down the Bohemian champion at the truck drivers’ picnic. And besides, I’m here meself to see that he gets home all right.”


McClintock gravely extended his hand and took Ewaldt’s. “For the honor of old Erin,” he said. “Twenty-five dollars and the loser pays the bills. What shall we drink?”


“Schnapps some kind. It is no matter to me.”


Mr. Cohan set a bottle of Irish whiskey on the bar, produced a couple of Scotch-and-soda glasses and filled them halfway up, adjusting the liquid level with meticulous care. “Skaal!” said Ewaldt, and tossed his off as though it were a pony. McClintock went more slowly, rolling the last mouthful around his tongue before he sank it, and said: “That makes you cock your tail, now! Fill them again, Mr. Cohan.”


Thott said: “I think that, to be perfectly fair, a slight interval should be allowed for the—ah, dissipation of the shock effect. Mr. McClintock, if I am not too importunate, may I ask what led you to change professions?”


“Education,” said McClintock. “Education and the grace of God. I took a correspondence course in writing short stories while I was in Dannemora.” He reached for his glass, which Mr. Cohan had loaded again. “Ah, up Erin!” The two Cohans nodded approval, and Thott raised his own glass in salutation. Ewaldt drained his potion off without lifting an eyebrow, tapped the glass with a fingernail, and pushed it toward Mr. Cohan. The bartender reached back for another bottle of Irish and refilled the glasses for a third time.


Ewaldt beamed. “n my country,” he said, “we drink not to the country, but to all the pretty girls. Now I have drunk with you to your country, and you are drinking with me to all the pretty girls in Denmark. Skaal!”


His third glass of Irish followed the course of the other two with the same easy, fluid motion. McClintock again took a little more time. There was a slight frown in the middle of his forehead, and he appeared to be considering something quite seriously.


“It was the prison chaplain, God bless his soul,” he said. “He explained to me that the gains from the profession of crime were b’no means equal to the effort expended. He made me see, he told me that…” He turned halfway round and emitted a large burp.


Patrolman Cohan gazed earnestly at him, then turned toward the others and began talking rapidly: “Did I ever tell you now, about the time I found me own wife in the paddy wagon, and her mad enough to have the left leg of me, and saying it was all my fault? It was-” He laid a hand on McClintock’s shoulder, but Dippie Louie shook it off.


“I’m okay,” he said. “Fill them up again.”


“You are not to be drinking so fast,” said Ewaldt evenly. “That is how a man is-how do you say it?be-drunken, unless he is Danish.”


“I tell you I’m all right,” said McClintock, “and I know how fast I can put it away. Fill them up again, Mr. Cohan.”


Mr. Cohan obliged. The last drops came out of the second bottle of Irish as he was filling the glasses, and he had to open a third one.


Professor Thott said: “As a matter of fact, there’s something in what the Captain says, though not quite for that reason. It’s a question of liquefaction, of the body not being able to absorb any more liquid in any form. Fix me another Manhattan, will you, Mr. Cohan?”


“A Manhattan?” said Ewaldt. “I am remembering them; they are good. You will please to make me one, also.” He addressed McClintock with a pleasant smile. “This is not part of the contest, but an extra for pleasure. But you are correct, Mr. Professor; I shall relieve myself.”


He started toward the toilet but was detained by a cry from McClintock: “Hey, no you don’t! I seen that one pulled the time I drank against the three Stranahans in Chi.”


“Why don’t you both go?” said Thott, “with Patrolman Cohan to see there’s no foul play. After all, he represents the law and can be trusted to be impartial.”


As the trio disappeared through the door, he turned to Mr. Cohan: “I hate to say it, but I think your friend Dippie Louie is beginning to come apart along the seams.”


“Don’t you believe it, now,” said Mr. Cohan. “No more than Finn MacCool did when he met the Scotch giant and his wife baked the stove lids in the cakes. That’s just the way of him. Would you like to make a side bet now, that he won’t have that Swede under the bar rail before he’s done?”


“A dollar,” said Thott, and they shook hands across the bar, as the three emerged to find the Manhattans and glasses of Irish lined up. Ewaldt disposed of his as rapidly as before, then picked up the Manhattan and began to sip it delicately. He turned to McClintock: “You are the very good drinker for an Irishman. I salute you, as you did. Hop, Eire!”


The Manhattan followed the whiskey. There seemed to be something slightly wrong with McClintock’s throat as he accepted the toast. Patrolman Cohan took on an anxious look and Mr. Cohan an inquiring one, but Ewaldt merely indicated with a gesture that he wanted a refill on both glasses. McClintock gazed at his portion of whiskey with a kind of fearful fascination, swallowed once, and then began to sip it, with his Adam’s apple moving rapidly. Ewaldt slid his down as before, and picked up the Manhattan. “These I pay for,” he said.


McClintock said: “It was him that gave me the office, just like I’m telling you. I was in with a couple of right gees, too, jug-heisters, but… mark my words, friends, crime does not pay.”


“I never thought I’d live to see the day,” said Patrolman Cohan. “A bottle and a half apiece. Louie, you’re a credit to the race.”


“That is very true,” said Ewaldt. “After the Danes, the Poles are the best drinkers. Now we shall change to something else, since you have been making the first choice. Mr. Cohan, you have the Russian vodka?”


“No’ for me,” said McClintock. “No’ for me.” He looked at Thott solemnly, blinked his eyes twice, and said, “You’re right, Perfessor. Need time for shock effec’. Think I’ll sh—sit down for a minute before the next round.”


He took four or five long steps to one of the tables and sat down heavily, staring straight before him. Ewaldt, on whom no effect was visible beyond a slight reddening of the nose, said: “Now I have won and it is to pay me.”


“Not yet,” said Patrolman Cohan. “He isn’t out, just resting between rounds. He’ll come back.” His voice seemed to lack conviction.


“It’s the most marvellous thing I’ve ever seen,” said Thott, looking at Ewaldt with an awe tinged with envy. “I wish I had your capacity; it would be useful at class reunions.”


“Ah, it’s not for me to speak,” said Mr. Cohan, pouring the vodka, into an ordinary shot glass this time. “But the way I was brought up, it’s not healthy to be mixing your liquor like that.”


“Tell me, Captain,” said Thott, “how do you do it? Is there a special course of training, or something?”


Ewaldt downed his vodka. “It is only because I am Danish. In my country no one is be-drunken except foolish young men who go down the Herregade and have their shoes shined on Saturday night while they make calls to the girls that pass, but I am too old for that. But some Danes are better drinkers than others. We have in Denmark a story that the best are those who have from their forefathers one of the aedelstanar—how do you say it?—amethysts. Observe.”


His hand went to the watch chain and the end came out of his vest pocket. Instead of penknife, key ring, or other make-weight, the chain ended in a large purplish stone with an old-fashioned gold setting.


“In the olden times, six hundred years ago,” Ewaldt continued, “there were many of them. They were the protection against be-drunkenhood, to place in the bottom of the winecup, and most of them belonged to bishops, from which it is easy to see that the church is very sober.”


Thott peered over the top of his glasses. “Interesting. It was a regular medieval idea; the word amethyst itself means antidrunkenness, you know. Did you get yours from a bishop?”


Ewaldt tucked his pocket piece away, and gave a little laugh. “No, this one is descended to me from Tycho Brahe, that was an astronomer and supposed to be a magician. But of course, it is all superstition, like his being a magician, and I do not believe it at all.”


He turned to face McClintock, who had come back to the bar and was leaning one elbow on it as he stared at the stuffed owl. “How is it now, my friend? Shall we have one more little bit?”


“Gotta make thish score or I’m a creep,” mumbled the collapsing champion of old Eire.


Patrolman Cohan looked at him sharply. “Now, listen, Louie,” he said. “You ain’t making scores—”


He was interrupted by a kind of strangled sound from Ewaldt, and the others turned to look at the Captain, who seemed in the throes of a revolution. A fine perspiration had broken out on his forehead, and the network of lines had run together into a kind of mottling. “Bevarel” he uttered as they watched, and one foot came up to feel for the bar rail. He missed it, and without its support, the leg seemed to have no more stiffness than a rubber band. Captain Ewaldt took a heavy list to starboard, clutched once at the edge of the bar, missed that too, and came down hard on the floor.


As Thott and Patrolman Cohan bent to pick him up, Dippie Louie McClintock suddenly gripped the arm of the latter.


“Julius!” he wailed, and Thott saw a big tear come out on his cheek. “You should have stopped me! You know that when I drink, I just can’t resist the temptation! Don’t tell anyone that I did it, will you, or I’ll lose my job at the fish market and won’t be able to give lectures on crime any more. Here, take it, and give it back to him.”


He held out the amethyst, detached from its chain, thrust it into Patrolman Cohan’s hand, then in his turn swayed, missed a grab at the bar, and joined Ewaldt on the floor.


“I get a dollar,” said Mr. Cohan. “The Swede is under the bar rail.”




HERE, PUTZI!


The brass-blonde sitting at the table looked up as the muscular young man entered Gavagan’s. “Hello, Mr. Jeffers,” she said.


The muscular young man said: “Hello, Mrs. Jonas. A brew please, Mr. Cohan.” He turned his head and spoke over his shoulder from his place at the bar: “Waiting for the Professor?”


“That’s right. He’s probably forgotten that he made a date with me and is back in the book stacks at the college library, with half a dozen books spread on the floor around him, chasing references. The way that man behaves!”


Mr. Cohan combed the excess head off the top of Jeffers’ beer with a celluloid stick and slid the glass across the counter. The door of the ladies’ room opened behind him. From it emerged a massive female of approximately forty-five, both as to age and waistline, with a floppy hat and a gold pince-nez perched in the center of a somewhat belligerent countenance. In one hand she held a suitcase; in the other a lower, fatter bag, with a tarpaulin cover. The woman sat down at the table next to Mrs. Jonas and spoke: “Some Tokay, please. I will see the bottle.”


Mr. Cohan came around the bar and set a glass in front of her, and exhibited the bottle, at which she peered after adjusting her pince-nez. “Six puttonos; that is good. You shall pour.”


As Mr. Cohan extracted the cork with a pop, the Amazon turned to Mrs. Jonas. “Troubles with a man you may have,” she said, “but anybody that says mine are not worse is a ignoramus.”


“Sssh,” said Mrs. Jonas. “You’ll frighten Mr. Jeffers off women for life, and he’s one of the few eligible bachelors around. I’m keeping him for my second string.”


“Oh, I don’t know—” began Mr. Jeffers. The large woman swung toward Mr. Cohan with the ponderousness of a drawbridge. “You shall tell her how much trouble I have with my man, my Putzi,” she said, firmly.


Mr. Cohan’s face took on a firmness equal to her own. “Now look here, Mrs. Vacarescu,” he said, “this is a free country, and if you want to talk about your own troubles, I cannot prevent you. But I will not talk about such things in Gavagan’s, by God, because in the first place it’s bad for business; and in the second, Father McConaghy will be making me do penance. And I’m warning you that your man can come in here and drink his beer like anyone else, but dogs we will not have in Gavagan’s.”


Mrs. Vacarescu did not appear to be daunted. “I will pay for a bottle of Tokay for him also,” she said, drinking heartily. “But it is most strongly important that he does not go out from here while it is still dark. And I know it is here he will come, like always on nights when the Sängerbund is not meeting.”


Mr. Jeffers said: “I don’t understand all this, but why shouldn’t your husband go out of Gavagan’s while it’s dark? He can’t very well stay all night, can he?”


Mrs. Vacarescu favored him with a glance of soulsearing scorn, “Because he is mine Putzi, and this time he is not to spoil my vacation, like always. By night he goes out of here, he is running around with some bitch—”


Mrs. Jonas gave a little gasp; Mr. Jeffers cleared his throat.


“—And next morning I got trouble with him again.” Mrs. Vacarescu took another drink of Tokay and looked at her hearers. Mr. Cohan came round the end of the bar with the second bottle of Tokay and set it down beside her. “That will be four dollars and twenty cents,” he said.


Mrs. Vacarescu snapped open her purse. “You will also give something to this so-beautiful lady,” she said.


“I don’t think—” began Mrs. Jonas, in a rather chilly voice.


“Ach, you are thinking I am not a lady,” said Mrs. Vacarescu, “because of what I say, not so? But mine friend Mr. Cohan, he will tell you, it is true, and I am not making just bad words.”


“We got a good class of trade in Gavagan’s,” said Mr. Cohan.


Mrs. Jonas said: “I don’t believe I quite understand.”


Mrs. Vacarescu produced a handkerchief smelling powerfully of patchouli, with which she dabbed at one eye, then the other.




It is mine Putzi [she said]. I will tell you so you understand. Never was such a man as Putzi -when I knew him the first time in Budapest; strong and handsome and tall like a tree. We have picnics together on the island by Budapest on Sunday in summer, and we are eating radishes and drinking lager beer, and he is telling me stories and we are picking flowers. He would promise me everything, even a castle in Transylvania, where he comes from, and my mother says he is a good young man and I should marry him. But he will not be married by a priest; he has to have the Amtmann for it, like the peace justice here. My mother does not like that, she says a wedding by the Amtmann is a no-good, and if Putzi will not marry me by the priest, I should not marry him at all.


But it is love. [Mrs. Vacarescu sighed, pressed one hand to an ample bosom, and drank again.] So one day I run away with Putzi and we get married by the Amtmann, like he says. At first everything is fine, only we are not having picnics no more, because he says he has to concentrate on Sunday afternoons. But all he does is drink beer and look out of the window. And at night he is so funny, always walking back and forth in the room, and I cannot get him to go over to my mother’s house for a piece of strudel and a cup of coffee.


And that is only the beginning. You know how it is, lady [she gestured to Mrs. Jonas]; those men will promise you everything till they get what they want, and then where are you? It gets to be like that with Putzi. When I ask where is my castle in Transylvania, he takes me by the arm and shoves me into the kitchen and says that is my castle. You got no idea of the things that man does. He don’t like the sausages we have for dinner, bang on the floor goes the sausages. He don’t like some of my friends that come in for a piece of strudel at night, he says, “Get those dopes out of here before they eat up all the money I make!” Right in front of them, too. When I tell him they are my friends and it is none of his business, he puts on his hat and goes right out the door and that is the last I see of him all night.


In the morning he comes in as sweet like Christmas cake, and he can’t do enough for me, so I know something is wrong, like it always is when your man tries to make up to you more than he has to. So I think maybe he is chasing some woman, and the next time some of my friends are there and he walks out like that and stays all night, I start asking people, have they seen what Putzi is up to. The most I can find out is that he goes to Kettler’s Bierstube and drinks beer there half the night and then he goes away again. And every time in the morning he is still half drunk but trying to make up to me like anything.


He does this once a week for a couple of months till I cannot stand it. So one night I think I will lock the door on him and let the loafer, the bum, stay outside when he gets back.


I went out to lock the door, but when I get by the hall out, here is a dachshund. It is fat and a good dog. Also, even if I have not seen this dachshund before, I can see it likes me, because it climbs up on its hind legs, so, and tries to lick my hand, and when I try to put it out again, it only comes back.


So I said, what can I do if it wants to be my dachshund, maybe it will be better company than Putzi. I found me an old piece of rug for it to sleep on, and gave it some water to drink and a piece of the pig’s knuckles that was left over from dinner, and then I went back and locked the door.


But when I wake up in the morning, there is that drunken ninnyhammer of a husband of mine right in the bed, snoring like he was running a steam-engine. This I could not understand because the door is not the kind that just locks, but it has a bolt, and the windows we always close, because the night air is so unhealthy. My mother knew a woman that died of it once, in Szeged.


And when I get out in the kitchen, there is no dachshund. The only thing I can think of is that when my man came home, he kicked it out, so I asked the big lummox about it when he got up. I should have known better, maybe, because Putzi is like that in the morning, he could bite the head off a horse unless he wants to start talking himself. Anyway, all he said to me was I should shut my big mouth.


I don’t care who it is, they can’t talk to me like that. [Mrs. Vacarescu emitted an audible hiccup and drowned it in more Tokay.] So I told him to shut his goddam trap himself because I’m a lady. Then we had an argument that lasted all day, and Putzi slams the door and says he won’t come back till he pleases. Not till he had his supper, though—hah I You can bet he gets his belly full first.


So I sat down with my sewing, and I said to myself, I’ll fix him this time, and when it got real late, I went around to lock all the windows real good and bolt the door, only when I got out in front, here was this dachshund again. Only this time it had another dachshund with it and anyone can see the other dachshund is a bitch. My dachshund tried to bring the other one in with it, but the other one wouldn’t come, so I took it in like before and gave it something to eat, and would you believe it? In the morning there was Putzi again and the dachshund was gone.


Then I began to think what must have happened. Like I told you, my man comes from Transylvania. You know, in that part of the old country they got people that turn themselves into wolves at night and run all around. Well, Putzi is one of them, that’s why he wouldn’t be married by no priest, only he don’t turn into no wolf, he turns into a dachshund. And when Putzi is a man, he has lousy bad manners, but when he is a dog, ach, he has manners like an archduke!


It wasn’t no use asking him how he done it, because he’d only get mad and start yelling at me. But how he turns from a dog into a man, I do know because of an accident. It is a week after the last time and I was drinking a little schnapps in the evening and I woke up early in the morning, just before sunlight, and here was Putzi the dog scratching at the door to get out. I let him out just as it got light—and right away here was Putzi, my man, red in the eyes and mad enough to chew the paper off the wall. And that other dachshund, the bitch, was just across the street.


So then I know that if sunlight hits him when he is Putzi the dog, he turns back into a man, but also I find out something not so good, that Putzi the dog is chasing around with this bitch. I will not have my man doing that, even if she is not human, but what can you do? I cannot make him stay in every night, he wouldn’t do that. So I think maybe if we can get away from Budapest, the change don’t work any more. I went to my father, he owns some Schleppdampfern—what do you call them?—pugs, on the river, and a little piece of money, and I tell him we have to come to America.


But when we got here, things were the same, only worse. The trouble I have with that man! All he does is eat, eat, eat, and kick when the food doesn’t come fast enough, and in the evening he goes out to the Deutscher Sängerbund and drinks beer and sings songs with a lot of Schwobs half the night. He doesn’t turn into no dachshund no more, and I am wishing he did until one night somebody from the Sängerbund brings them all over here to Gavagan’s after the Sängerfest. Then it is just like he used to go to Kettler’s Bierstube. The first thing I know it is after midnight and I am sitting waiting for my man to come home when something scratches at the door, and it is Putzi the dog, so good, so gentle.


So now I am going on my vacation and I don’t want him to spoil it by being like Putzi the man. And always he comes here when the Sangerbund is not meeting and changes into a dog again and goes chasing bitches. But this time, no. I will take him with me in this bag, so the sun does not get at him.





Mrs. Vacarescu poured the last drops from her bottle of Tokay. It tipped over as she set it back on the table and it rolled to the floor with a bump, for at that moment the door swung open as though under the touch of a heavy hand. There appeared to be nobody there, but before Mr. Cohan could come round the bar to close it, a small and very fat dachshund bounded in, wagging his tail so vigorously that his whole rear end was agitated, and hurled himself on Mrs. Vacarescu.


“Here, Putzi!” she called, and stripped back the tarpaulin on the smaller bag. The little dog jumped in and seated himself contentedly. Mrs. Vacarescu replaced the tarpaulin and strode heavily out of Gava-




MORE THAN SKIN DEEP


Mr. Jeffers turned around. “Hello, Mrs. Jonas,” he said. “You’re looking so beautiful tonight, I wouldn’t mind buying you a drink.”


“Thank you,” said the brass-blonde, peering into the back of the room. “Isn’t Alvin here yet? Then you can. There’s absolutely nothing I need more than a drink. A Presidente, please.”


She placed one foot on the rail. “Now, now, Mrs. Jonas,” said the bartender. “The most beautiful woman in the place you may be, and a Presidente you may have, but you know the rule of Gavagan’s. This is a respectable place, and we have tables for ladies.”


“Oh, all right,” said the brass-blonde. “Come on over and join me, Paul. I feel depressed and need company.”


“What’s the difficulty?” asked Jeffers, pulling out a chair for her. “The last dregs of a hangover or complications in your love life?”


“Not in mine, but some friends of mine. Do you know the Stewarts? Andy used to come in here a lot. He’s that advertising man with Crackerjack and Whiffenpoof or something like that; I can never keep track of those names; and they change them every week, anyway.”


Jeffers frowned. “I know him, yes. He’s the big, solid chap who looks like a movie star. But I don’t think I ever met his wife. What’s happened to them?”


“They’re getting a divorce,” said Mrs. Jonas. “At least Betty-Jo is, and I don’t see what else she can do, because he’s just walked out on her and is living with a lady wrestler. It’s a shame, too, because she was so devoted to him; and Mrs.—the woman who wrote me about it—says she still is and wants him back. But I don’t understand it, because he was perfectly crazy about her, too, and would hardly let her out of his sight before he went out there to take over the Chicago office of the agency. I wonder what could have happened. But I guess we never do understand what makes people fall in love with each other, or out of it either. Nobody knew what Andy Stewart saw in Betty-Jo in the first place. She dressed like something that came out of a rag bag; and she can’t cook; and though she’s quite nice, she’s one of the most uninteresting people I ever met. They were married awfully quickly. That’s probably why you didn’t get to know her.”


“If I had, rd probably have thought she was wonderful, too,” said Jeffers philosophically, sipping his beer. “With a low-cut dress and a couple of hours in a beauty parlor, any woman can make herself look like the Queen of Sheba these days.”


“It helps,” admitted Mrs. Jonas, patting her hairdo complacently. “In preparation for my date with Alvin tonight, I went to a new place, and I must say I think they did a good job on me. Not that it matters to you, but it was Mme. Lavoisin’s, over on Arcade Street.”


With a tinkling crash, a glass shattered on the floor behind them. Jeffers and Mrs. Jonas looked around to see a smallish girl in a grey dress, with hair pulled straight back from her forehead, just standing up as Mr. Cohan hurried to mop up the debris of a spilled drink.


“I’m dreadfully sorry,” said the girl. “But I couldn’t help overhearing what you said. About Mme. Lavoisin’s. And you mustn’t, you really mustn’t, go there again. That is, if you’re planning on a date with a man. Believe me.”


“I really don’t see why not,” said Mrs. Jonas, with a touch of hauteur.


“Because that’s what happened to Betty-Jo Stewart. I knew her, too.” The girl laid a hand, which glittered with a diamond-studded wedding ring, on Mrs.


Jonas’ arm. “And I’m afraid it’s going to happen to me.”


“If you’ll explain,” said Mrs. Jonas. “Yes,” said Jeffers. “Won’t you sit down and have a drink with us?”


“Can I have another Presidente?” said Mrs. Jonas. “If Alvin gets here late, he deserves to find me fried.”


The grey girl drew her coat around her shoulders and sat down. “All right,” she said. “A Whiskey Sour.”




All right [she continued], I’ll tell you. But you must promise never to breathe a word of it to a living soul. Both of you. Because that would be just as bad for me, if people found out and talked about it.


I’m Eloise Grady. I used to know Betty-Jo Stewart well, even before she was married. I even went to college with her, and it was just as you said. She’s sweet and easy to get along with, but not very bright, and when looks were being passed around, someone forgot to tell her about it. In fact, the reason I got to know her so well was that we were the two plainest girls in the sorority house and never had any dates. No, [she addressed Jeffers] you needn’t tell me how beautiful I really am. I know exactly where I stand. And why.


After we graduated, we both came here, but I didn’t see so much of Betty-Jo for a while, and I couldn’t have been more surprised when I got an invitation to her wedding. I thought she must have picked up some old widower, who really wanted a nurse to take care of his children. But when I saw the wedding itself I found I could be more surprised than at getting the announcement. It was held at the home of his parents. Everything was dripping with money, and frightfully social. But the big surprise was Andy Stewart himself. He was about the last person in the world you’d expect to fall for an ugly duckling like Betty-Jo. And she hadn’t changed into any swan, either. But he used to follow her around with his eyes, as though she were the most beautiful object on earth.


After they were married, she began inviting me to the house quite a bit, for dinner parties, or just to have a cocktail with her. I thought at first she wanted to do a little refined gloating over the catch she had made, but it wasn’t that at all. She just wanted to talk, and she often seemed nervous in a way I couldn’t understand. There wasn’t any reason for it, either. Andy was as devoted to her as ever and gave her everything she wanted.


[“Didn’t woman’s intuition help you out any?” asked Jeffers.]


Not at the time, and just for that crack, you can buy me another Whiskey Sour [said Eloise Grady]. The only time they even had anything approaching a disagreement was during that first winter of their marriage, when he wanted to take her to Florida for a couple of weeks and. she wanted to stay home. She won, of course. It seemed to make her more nervous than usual. She had me over for cocktails the next day and made me talk to her for a long time. All about being a business girl. You see, I’d just about made up my mind to live alone and like it then. All the dates I got were from men off the bottom of the deck. But Betty-Jo wouldn’t tell me what was bothering her.


And she just stayed home. Andy wanted to go to the ski carnival at Lake Placid, and she let him go alone, finally. And the next summer, when he wanted to take a house at Southport for a couple of months, weekending himself, she wouldn’t do that either. It got to be a standing joke about her being such a town mouse. There just wasn’t anything else until the October party.


I call it the October party, because it was important to me. It was at it I met Walter—my husband, Walter Grady. Do you believe in love at first sight, Mrs.—did you tell me your name?—Mrs. Jonas? I never did, but the first time I met Walter I knew he was the man I wanted to marry. I also knew I didn’t have a chance. He came with that Reinschloss girl, the blonde. Did you ever meet her? She won a beauty contest later and went to Hollywood as “The Society Star.” And it was obvious that she wanted him, too.


I may have hinted something about it that night—I don’t know. But anyway it couldn’t have been more than a day or two later, when I was having lunch with Betty-Jo, that I really let myself go on the subject. We had a couple of cocktails before lunch and a brandy afterward, and I suppose it broke both of us down a little. I know I did tell her I’d given up on live alone and like it. If I could have Walter I wouldn’t care for another thing in the world. And it’s true—it’s true. I still feel that way. Only—


[Eloise Grady drank and looked at the other two.]


I remember her looking at me hard and then saying very quiedy, as though she hadn’t had anything to drink at all: “Do you really want him enough to go through what I have?”


“What do you mean?” I asked her.


“Oh—missing out on trips, and—a lot of things.””


I still didn’t quite understand, but I was too wrought up to be curious. I just said: “Yes, I want him that much.”


“All right,” she said, “the Barnards are giving a dinner party next week, and I know Walter’s coming. I’ll get them to ask you. But before you go, be sure to go to Mme. Lavoisin’s in the afternoon and have a beauty treatment. Tell her I sent you, and it’s a date with a man.”


I felt let down. You know, as though I’d been expecting to take a tremendous dive, and it turned out to be only a step down to the water. But I did it. I accepted the invitation when it came, and I went to Mme. Lavoisin’s. I can’t say I was impressed by the place when I went in.





“What was the matter with it?” asked Mrs. Jonas. “It looked all right to me.”


“Didn’t you get the impression that the place was somewhat shabby? When you look directly at anything, it’s clean enough and nice enough, but you always feel that there’s something just at the edge of what you’re looking at that isn’t quite right.”


“Well, sort of, when I first went in,” admitted Mrs. Jonas. “And I didn’t like that receptionist.”


“The one with the big black cat sitting on the chair beside her?” said Eloise Grady. She turned to Jeffers. “She’s nicely dressed and everything, but she has buck teeth.”


“Yes,” said Mrs. Jonas, “and the two end ones, right here, kind of pointed. You’d think that a girl working in a beauty parlor like that would get her teeth fixed up. I want another Presidente.” Eloise Grady gave a little sigh.




Well, I don’t have to tell you [she went on]. Or about Mme. Lavoisin herself. She has very black hair and looks as though she were about thirty when you first see her, and then you make up your mind that she’s really much older, only just well turned out. The receptionist said she only took people by previous appointment, but I said I wanted a treatment that afternoon, and it was urgent, and Betty-Jo Stewart sent me.


She came out herself. “Is it a question of—meeting a man?” she asked.


I thought that was queer, but I said yes, and and she took me into one of the booths herself. There wasn’t anything extraordinary about the treatment, except that right in the middle of it a pin in her dress scratched me on the arm, so it bled a little.


[“Why, that’s what happened to me, too!” said Mrs. Jonas. “Only I went there by appointment.”]
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