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Chanles Beammont completes the tio
al perenmials. Lhowgh his past contribu-
tions o FavEoy number an even 10, he
m been absent from our pages for
while. due o (1) a justcompleted novel
on a controvensial theme, which will be
published early nest vear: (2) the saipt
tor a film, Queen of Outer Space. whh
stars Zsa Zsa Gabor and which he did.
with Ben Heeht, for a Tark: (3) a colle
tion ol his more macabre stories, entiled
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troduction 1o one of
the best shortstory writers in- America
today”; (1) a racing anthology. out soon,
called Omnibus of Speed: and (5) @ vip
to Furope. With these projects now out
ol the way, Chuck is busy writing more
storics for mravsoy. The fust ol these is
the cerie Pevchance to Drieam, herein,

called “a perfect
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fiction By CHARLES BEAUMONT

ghosts and demons do exist
—if you think about them
long and hard enough

PERCHANCE
TO DREAM

“PLEASE SIT bOWN,” the psychiatrist
indicating a somewhat worn leather
couch.

Automatically. Hall sat down. In-
stinctively, he leaned back. Dizziness
fooded through him, his eyelids fell like
sash weights, the blackness came .

He jumped up quickly and slapped
his right cheek, then he slapped his left
cheek, hard. “I'm sorry, doctor,” he said.

The psychiatrist, who was tall and
young and not in the leas
nodded. “You prefer to stand?”
asked, gently.

“Prefer?” Hall threw his head back
and laughed. “That's good,” he said.
“Prefert”

"m afraid | don't quitc understand.”
"Neither do I, doctor.” He pinched
the flesh of his left hand until it hurt.
“No, no: that isn’t true. 1 do under-
stand. That's the whole trouble. I do.”

“You —

“Yes. No”

he

It’s silly, he thought. You
(continned on page 87)
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TO DREAM

(continued [rom page 35)
cn't help me. No one can. T'm alonet
Forget it,” he said and started for the
door.

The psychiatrist said, “\Wait 2 minute.”
His voice was friendly, concerned. but
not patronizing. “Running away won't
do you much good, will it?

Hall hesitated.

“Forgive the cliché. Actually, running
aw 15 often the best answer. But I
don’t know vet that yours is that sort of
problem.”

“Did Doctor Jackson tell you about
mer”

“No. He said he was sending you over,
but he thought you'd do a better job on
the details. I only know that your name
is Philip [all. you're 31, und vou haven't
een able o sleep for a long time.
es. A long time . .. " To be exact,
72 howrs. Hall thought, glancing at the

dock. Seventy-two horrible hours
The psye
rewe, “Aren’t you —

ired: God, yes. I'm the tiredest man
on cardht 1 could sieep forever. But ¢

Please,” the psychiawrist said.

Hall bit his lip. There wasn't, he sup-
posed, much point o it. But, alter all,
what else was there for him to do?
Where would he go? “You mind if I
pacer”

“Stnd on your head, if you like.”

“OK. I'll take one of your cigarettes.”
He drew the smoke into his lungs and
walked over to the window. Fourteen
lloms below, the toy people and the toy
cus moved. He watched them and
thought, this guy's all right. Sharp. In-
telligent. Nothing like what I expected.
Who can say — maybe it'll do some good.
“I'm not sure where to begi

) matter. The beginning
ight be casier for you.
I shook his head, violently. The
beginning, he thought. Was there such
a thing?

“Just take it easy.”

Alter a lengthy pause, Hall said: “T
first found out ;ulmul lhe pol\'el’ of the

a tapestry
in my bedroom. It was a great big thing,
the size of a inge on the
cdges. Tt showed a group of soldiers—
Napoleonic soldiers —on horses. They
were at the brink of some Kind of ciiff,
and the first horse was reared up. My
mother told me something. She told me
that if | stared at the tapestry long
enough, the horses would start to move.
Ihey'd go right over the dliff, she said.
I wied it. but nothing happencd. She
said, ‘You've got to ke time. You've
got to thunk about it' So, every night,
belore I went to bed, I'd sit up and stare

at that damn tapestry. And, finally, it
happened. Over they went, all the horses,
all the men, over the edge of the cliff ..."
flall stubbed out the cigarette and be-
gan to pace. “Scared hell out of me.” he
said. “When I looked again, they were
all back. It got to be a game with me.
Later on. I tried it with pictures in
magazines, and prewy soon | was able to
move locomotives and send balloons fly-
ing and make dogs open their mouth:
evervihing, anvthing 1 wanted.”

He paused, ran a hand through his
hair. “Not t0o unusual, you're think-
ing.” he said. “"Every kid docs it Like
standing i a closet and shining a flash-
light through vour finger. or sewing up

the heel of your palm . . . common
stufl>”

The psychiatrist shrugged.

“There was a difference,” Hall said.
“One day it got out of control. 1 was
looking at a coloring book. One of the
pictures showed a knight and a dragon
fighting. For fun 1 decided to make the
knight drop his lince. He did. "The
dragon started alter him, breathing fre.
In another second the dragon’s mouth
was open and he was getting ready to
cat the knight. I Llinked and shook my
head, like always, only —nothing hap-
pened. I mean, the picture didn’t ‘go
back.” Not even when 1 closed the book
and opened it again. But 1 didn’t think
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too much about it, even then.”

He walked to the desk and took an-
other cigarette. It slipped from his
hands.

“You've been on dexedrine,” the psy-
chiatrist said, watching as Hall tried to
pick up the dgarette.

“Yes™

“How many grains a day?"

“Thirty, 85, 1 don't know.”

“Potent. Knocks out your coordi-
nation. 1 suppose Dr. Jackson warned
yo

es, he warned me.”

“Well, let's get along. What happened
then?”

“Nothing.” Hall allowed the psychiz-
trist to light his cigarette. “For a while,
1 forgot about the ‘game’ almost com-
pletely. Then, when 1 turned 13, 1 got
sick. Rhewmatic heart —*

“The psychiauist leaned forward and
frowned. “And Jackson let you have
35—

“Don’t interrupt!™ He decided not to
mention that he had gotten the drug
from his aunt, that Doctor Jackson knew
nothing about it. “I had to stay in bed
a lot. No activity: might kill me. So I
read books and listened to the radio.
One night I heard a ghost story. Her-
mit’s Cave it was called. All about a
man who gets drowned and comes back
to haunt his wife. My parents were gone,
at a movie. 1 wus alone. And 1 kept
thinking about that story, imagining the
ghost. Maybe, 1 thought to myself. he's
in that closet. 1 knew he wasn't; 1 knew
there wusn't uny such thing as a ghost,
really. But there wus a little part of my
mind that kept saying, ‘Look at the
closet. Watch the door. He's in there,
Philip, and he's going to come ouL' 1
picked up a book and tried to read, but
1 couldn’t help glancing at the closet
door. It was open u crack. Everything
dawrk behind it. Everything dark and
quiet.”

“And the door moved."

“That's right.”

“You understand that there’s nothing
terribly unusual in anything you've said
so far?”

“I know,” Hall said. “Jt was my im-
agination. It was, and I realized it even
then. But—1 got just as scared. Just as
scared as if a ghost actually had opened
that door! And that's the whole point.
The mind, doctor. It's everything. Il you
think you have a puin in your arm and
there’s no physical reason for it, you
don’t hurt any less . . . My mother died
because she thought she had a fatal dis-
ease. The autopsy showed malnutrition,
nothing else. But she died just the
samel”

“1 won't dispute the point."”

“All right. T just don't want you to
tell me it's all in my mind. I know it is.”

“Go on.”

“They 1old me I'd never really get
well, 1'd have to take it easy the rest of




my life. Because of the heart. No strenu-
ous exercise, no stairs, no long walks.
No shocks. Shock produces excessive
adrenaline, they said. Bad. Su that's the
way it was. When I got out of school, 1
grabbed a soft desk jub. Unexciting:
numbers, adding numbers, that's all.
Things went OK for 2 few years. Then
it started again. 1 read about where some
woman got into her car ar night and
happened to check for something in the
back seat and found a man hidden there.
Waiting. It stuck with me; 1 started
g about it. So every night, when
1 got into my car, I automatically patted
the rear seat and floorboards. It satisfied
me for a while, until [ started thinking,
‘What il I forgot to check?' Or, “What if
there's something back there that isn't
human?” 1 had to drive across Laurel
Canyon to get home, and you know how
twisty that stretch is; 30-, 50-foot drops,
straight down. I'd get this feeling half-
way across. ‘There’s someonc . . . some-
thing - . . in the back of the car!" Hidden,
in darkness. Fat and shiny, I'll look in
the rear-view mirror and I'll see his
hands ready to circle my throat . . .
Again, doctor; understand me. [ knew
it was my imagination, 1 had no doubt
at all that the back scat was empty —
hell, 1 kept the car locked and I double-
checked! But, I told mysell, you keep
thinking this way, Hall, and you'll sce
those hands. Itll be a reflection, or
somebody's headlights, or nothing at all
=but you'll see them! Finally, one night,
1 did sce them! The car luiched a couple
nes and went down the embank-

ment.

The psychiatrist said, “Wait a min-
rose, and switched the tape on a
small machine.

“I knew how powerful the mind was,
then,” Hall continued. "I knew that
ghosts and demons did exist, they did, if
you only thought about them long
enough and hard cnough. Alter all, one
of them almost killed me!" He pressed
the lighted end of the cigarctte against
his liesh; the fog lifted instantly. *Doctor
Jackson told me alterward that one
more serious shock like that would finish
me. And then's when I started having
the dream.”

There was a silence in the room, com-
pounded of distant automobile horns,
the ticking of the ship'swhecl clock, the
insectival tapping of the receptionist's
typewriter, Hall's own tortured breath-
ing.

“They say dreams last only a couple
of seconds,” he said. “I don't know
whether that's true or not. It doesn't
matter. They seem to last longer. Some-
times I've drcamed a whole lifetime;
sometimes generations have passed. Once
in a while, time stops completely: it's a
frozen moment, lasting forever. When 1
was a kid I saw the Flash Gordon serials,
you remember? I loved them, and when
the last episode was over, I went home

and started dreaming more. Each night,
another episode. They were vivid, too,
and 1 remembered them when 1 woke
up. 1 even wrote them down, to make
suu- 1 uunldnl forget. Crazy?”

** said the psychiatrist.

"l did. anyway. The same thing hap-
pened with the Oz books and the Bur-
roughs books. I'd keep them going. But
after the age ol 13, or so, I didn't dream
much. Only once in a while. Then, a
week ago — " Hall stopped talking. He
asked the location of the bathroom and
went there and splashed cold water on
his fuce. Then he retumned and stood by
the window.

“A week ago” the psychiatrist said,
flipping the tape machine back on.

"I went to bed around 11:30. 1 wasn't
too tired, hut 1 necded the rest, on ac
count of my heart. Right away the
dream started. 1 was walking along
Venice Pier. It was dose to midnight.
The place was crowded, people every-
where: you know the kind they used to
get there. Sailors, dumpy-looking dames,
kids in leather juckews. The pitchmen
were going through their routines. You
could hear the roller coasters thundering
along the tracks. the people inside the
roller coasters, screaming: you could
hear the bells and the guns cracking and
the crazy songs they play on calliopes.
And, far away. the occam, moving.
Everything was bright and gaudy and
cheap. [ walked for a while, stepping on
gum and candy apples, wondering why
1 was there.” Hall's eyes were closed. He
opencd them quickly and rubbed them.
“Hallway to the end, passing the penny
arcade, 1 saw a girl. She was about 22 or
23. White dress, very thin and tight
and a funny litde white hat. Her legs
were bare, nicely muscled and tan. She
was alone. I stopped and watched her
and I remember thinking, ‘She must
have a boylriend. He must be here
somewhere.” But she didn't scem to be
waiting for anvone, or looking. Un-
conscinusly, 1 hegan to follow her. At a
distance.

“She walked past a couple of con-
cessions, then she stopped at one called
The Whip and strolled in and went
for a ride. The air was hot. It caught
her dress as she went around and sent it
whirling. It didn't bother her at all. She
just held onto the bar and closed her
eyes, and—1 don't know, a kind of
ccstasy scemed 10 come over her. She
began to laugh. A high-pitched, musical
sound. I stood by the fence and watched
her. wondering why such a beautiful girl
should be laughing in a cheap camival
ride, in the middle of the night, all by
herscl. Then my hands froze on the
fence, because suddenly I saw that she
was looking at me. Every time the car
would whip around, she'd be looking.
And therc was something in her eyes,
something that said, Don't go away,
don't leave, don't move . . . The ride
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stopped and she got out and walked
over to me. As nawrally as if we'd
known each other for years, she put
her arm in mine, and said, "We've been
expecting you, Mr. Hall’ Her voice
was deep and soft, and her face, close
up, was even more heautiful than it had
seemed. Full, rich lips, a little wet; dark,
flashing eyes; a warm gleam to her flesh.
I didn’t answer. She laughed again and
wigged at my sleeve. ‘Come on, darling,’
she said. “We haven't much time.” And
we walked, almost running, to The Silver
Flash —a roller coaster, the highest on
the pier. 1 knew I shouldn't go on it
because of my heart condition, but she
wouldn't listen. She sid 1 had to. for
her. So we hought our tickets and got
into the first seat ol the car gl

Hall held his breath for a moment,
then let it out, slowly. As he relived the
cpisode, he found that it was easier to
stay awake. Much easier.

“That,” he said, “was the end of the
first dream. I woke up sweating and
wrembling, and thought about it most of
the day, wondering where it had all
come from. 1'd only been to Venice Pier
once in my life, with my mother. Years
o. But that night, just as iv'd hap-
pened with the scrials, the drcam picked
up exactly wheae it had left off, We were
scettling into the s Rough leather,
cracked and peeling, 1 recall. The grah-
bar iron, painted black, the paint
rubbed away in the center.

“1 wied to get out, thinking, ‘Now's
the time to do it; do it now or you'll
be too late!” Buu the girl held me, and
whispered to me. We'd be together. she
said. Close together. 1I I'd do this one
thing for her, she'd belong 1o me.
‘Please! Please!” she begged. Then the
wr started. A litde jerk; the kids be-
ginning o yell and sor the clack-
clack of the chain pulling up: and up,
slowly, o lute now, two ke for any-
thing, up the steep wooden hill . ..

“A third of the way to the top, with
her holding me, pressing herself against
me, I woke up again. Next night, we
went up a little farther. Next night, a
little farther. Foot by foot, slowly, up
the hill. At the halfway point, the girl
begun kissing me. And Lwughing. ook
down!" she told me. *Look down, Philip!
And 1 did and saw liwde people and
litde cars and everything tiny and un-
real.

“Finally we were within a few feet of
the crest. The night was black and the
wind was fast and cold now, and 1 was
s0 scared, so scared that 1 couldn’t move.
I'he girl laughed louder than ever, and
a strange expression came into  her
eyes. 1 remembered then how no one
clse had noticed her. Iow the ticket-
taker had taken the two stubs and
looked around questioningly.

*“Who are you? I screamed. And she
said, ‘Don’t you know? And she stood
up and pulled the grab-Lar out of my




hands. 1 leaned forward to get it.

“Then we reached the top. And I saw
her face and I knew what she was going
to do, instandy: 1 knew. I tried to get
back into the seat, but I felt her hands
on me then and I heard her voice, laugh-
ing. high, lawghing and shricking with
delight, and —"

Hall smashed his fist against the wall,
stopped and waited for calm to return.

When it did, he said, “That's the
whole thing, doctor. Now you know
why I don't dare to go to slecp. When I
do —and I'll have to. eventually; 1 real-
ize that! — the drcam go on. And
my heart won't take il

“I'he psychiatrist pressed a button on
his desk.

“Whoever she is,” Hall went on,
push me. And I'll fall. Hundreds
I'll see the cement rushing u

There was u click.
The office door opened.
in

the psychiatrist be-
d like you 10—
ip Ilall screamed. He stared at
the girl in the white nurse’s uniform
and took a step backward. "Oh, Christ!
No!™

“Mr. Hall, this is my receptionist,
Miss Thomas."

“No." Hall cried. “It's her. It isl And
1 know who she is now, God save me! I
an\ who she 1s!™
1 in the white uniform ook a
tentative step into the room,

Hall screamed n, threw his hands
over his face, turned and lncd to run.

A voice called, 'S 1

Hall felt the sh pain of the sill
against his knee. realized in one hideous
moment what was happening. Blindly
he reached out, grasping. But it was too
late. As if drawn by a giant force, he
tumbled through the open window, out
into the cold clear air.

“Hall?

All the way down, all the long and
endless way down past the 13 floors to the
gray, unyiclding, hard concrete, his mind
worked; and his cycs never closed . . .

“F'm afraid he's dead.” the psychiatrist
id, Temoving his fingers from Hall's
Wrist.

The girl in the white uniform made
a liwde gasping sound. “But.” she said,
“only a minute ago, I saw him, and he
was ——""

“I know. It's funny: when he came in,
1 told him to sit dot He did. And in
less than two seconds he was asleep. Tllcn
he gave that yell you heard and . . .

“Heart attack?”

“Yes.” The psychiatrist rubbed his
check thoughtfully. “Well,” he said. “I
guess there are worse ways to go. At
lcast he died peacefully.
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