DEBORAH CRISTINA GUEDES DOS REIS 07/ 31692
MARIA STEFANIA CALDEIRA HENRIQUE 07/35914
NATHALIA LOUISE CORVELLO FILGUEIRAS 07/50760

Traduzindo
The Shining:

Uma realidade assustadora...

VOLUME Il - TEXTO-FONTE

Projeto Final do Curso de Letras — Traducgdo: Inglés

Universidade de Brasilia

Brasilia, novembro de 2011



Deborah Cristina Guedes dos Reis Matricula:
Maria Stefania Caldeira Henrique  Matricula: 07/3%691
Nathdlia Louise Corvello Filgueiras: 07/50760

TRADUZINDO THE SHINING

UMA REALIDADE ASSUSTADORA...

Trabalho apresentado ao Curso de Letras-
Tradugdo, Departamento de Linguas
Estrangeiras e Traducdo, Instituto de Letras,
da Universidade de Brasilia, para a disciplina
de Projeto Final.

Orientadora: Prof2. Dra. Alessandra Ramos
de Oliveira Harden
Co-orientador: Prof°. Ofal Ribeiro Fialho

Brasilia, DF, novembro de 2011



Sumario

1 JOBINTERVIEW ..ottt en ettt senene e 4
A4 SHADOWLAND .....cootiaiitieeetceeteee ettt ettt et se et ae et se et eete st eanennaeans 10
10 HALLORANN ....ooiiiiice ettt ettt ettt n e 17
11 THE SHINING ..ottt ettt ae et ennnesanas 23
16 DANNY coeee ettt ememt ettt ettt ettt r et e et e 31
17  THE DOCTOR'S OFFICE .....oiiuiieieeeteeeet et 44
21 NIGHT THOUGHTS ..o enes 56
28 "ITWAS HER!" Lottt ettt annesenas 65
37  THE BALLROOM .....oviiiiiieeeeeeee et aeeas 71
A1 DAYLIGHT cceeie ettt emee ettt eananaene e, 76
52 WENDY AND JACK ....ooiiiiiiiiieee et eete ettt et ne e aenes 79
55  THAT WHICH WAS FORGOTTEN ......cooiiiuiiiectcmeemee e 84



1 JOB INTERVIEW

Jack Torrance though®@fficious little prick

Ullman stood five-five, and when he moved, it washwhe prissy speed that
seems to be the exclusive domain of all small plumgn. The part in his hair was
exact, and his dark suit was sober but comfortihgm a man you can bring your
problems to, that suit said to the paying custorfierthe hired help it spoke more
curtly: This had better be good, you. There wasdacarnation in the lapel, perhaps so
that no one on the street would mistake Stuart &itlior the local undertaker.

As he listened to Ullman speak, Jack admitted maskif that he probably could
not have liked any man on that side of the deskndeuthe circumstances.

Ullman had asked a question he hadn't caught. Waatbad; Ullman was the
type of man who would file such lapses away in antae Rolodex for later
consideration.

"I'm sorry?"

"l asked if your wife fully understood what you wdwe taking on here. And
there's your son, of course.” He glanced down at dpplication in front of him.
"Daniel. Your wife isn't a bit intimidated by théea?"

"Wendy is an extraordinary woman."

"And your son is also extraordinary?"

Jack smiled, a big wide PR smile. "We like to thsi | suppose. He's quite
self-reliant for a five-year-old."

No returning smile from Ullman. He slipped Jaclgplacation back into the file.
The file went into a drawer. The desk top was nomgletely bare except for a blotter,
a telephone, a Tensor lamp, and an in/out baskeh &des of the in/out were empty,
too.

Ulliman stood up and went to the file cabinet in dmener. "Step around the
desk, if you will, Mr. Torrance. We'll look at thi®or plans.”

He brought back five large sheets and set them dowihe glossy walnut plain
of the desk. Jack stood by his shoulder, very mawiare of the scent of Ullman's
cologne.All my men wear English Leather or they wear najhat all came into his
mind for no reason at all, and he had to clamgdngue between his teeth to keep in a
bray of laughter. Beyond the wall, faintly, came tbounds of the Overlook Hotel's
kitchen, gearing down from lunch.

"Top floor," Ullman said briskly. "The attic. Abagkely nothing up there now but
bric-a-brac. The Overlook has changed hands setierat since World War 1l and it
seems that each successive manager has put emgrifiey don't want up in the attic. |
want rattraps and poison bait sowed around inomé& of the third-floor chambermaids
say they have heard rustling noises. | don't beligy not for a moment, but there



mustn't even be that one-in-a-hundred chance tregle rat inhabits the Overlook
Hotel."

Jack, who suspected that every hotel in the wodd & rat or two, held his
tongue.

"Of course you wouldn't allow your son up in theticatunder any
circumstances.”

"No," Jack said, and flashed the big PR smile agdumiliating situation. Did
this officious little prick actually think he wouldllow his son to goof around in a
rattrap attic full of junk furniture and God knevwhat else?

Uliman whisked away the attic floor plan and puintthe bottom of the pile.

"The Overlook has one hundred and ten guest gedrtiee said in a scholarly
voice. "Thirty of them, all suites, are here on thed floor. Ten in the west wing
(including the Presidential Suite), ten in the egnten more in the east wing. All of
them command magnificent views."

Could you at least spare the salestalk?

But he kept quiet. He needed the job.

Ullman put the third floor on the bottom of thegydnd they studied the second
floor.

"Forty rooms," Ullman said, "thirty doubles and tsimgles. And on the first
floor, twenty of each. Plus three linen closetseanh floor, and a storeroom which is at
the extreme east end of the hotel on the secomd #ind the extreme west end on the
first. Questions?"

Jack shook his head. Ullman whisked the secondiestdloors away.

"Now. Lobby level: Here in the center is the regisbn desk. Behind it are the
offices. The lobby runs for eighty feet in eithéredtion from the desk. Over here in the
west wing is the Overlook Dining Room and the Cathr Lounge. The banquet and
ballroom facility is in the east wing. Questions?"

"Only about the basement," Jack said. "For the evioairetaker, that's the most
important level of all. Where the action is, sspeak.”

"Watson will show you all that. The basement flgtan is on the boiler room
wall." He frowned impressively, perhaps to showt thast manager, he did not concern
himself with such mundane aspects of the Overloogtration as the boiler and the
plumbing. "Might not be a bad idea to put somedrdpwn there too. Just a minute..."

He scrawled a note on a pad he took from his ionat pocket (each sheet bore
the legend~rom the Desk of Stuart Ullman bold black script), tore it off, and dropped
it into the out basket. It sat there looking lomaso The pad disappeared back into
Uliman's jacket pocket like the conclusion of a me's trick. Now you see it, Jacky-
boy, now you don't. This guy is a real heavyweight.

They had resumed their original positions, Ullmaibd the desk and Jack in
front of it, interviewer and interviewee, supplitamd reluctant patron. Ullman folded
his neat little hands on the desk blotter and Idakieectly at Jack, a small, balding man
in a banker's suit and a quiet gray tie. The flowehis lapel was balanced off by a
small lapel pin on the other side. It read simplABF in small gold letters.



"I'l be perfectly frank with you, Mr. Torrance. Bért Shockley is a powerful
man with a large interest in the Overlook, whicbwhld a profit this season for the first
time in its history. Mr. Shockley also sits on Beard of Directors, but he is not a hotel
man and he would be the first to admit this. ButHas made his wishes in this
caretaking matter quite obvious. He wants you hitedill do so. But if | had been
given a free hand in this matter, | would not htaken you on."

Jack's hands were clenched tightly in his lap, warkagainst each other,
sweating Officious little prick, officious little prick, affious

"l don't believe you care much for me, Mr. Torranice

little prick, officious—

don't care. Certainly your feelings toward me playpart in my own belief that
you are not right for the job. During the seasoat thuns from May fifteenth to
September thirtieth, the Overlook employs one heddind ten people full-time; one
for every room in the hotel, you might say. | dahink many of them like me and |
suspect that some of them think I'm a bit of adralstThey would be correct in their
judgment of my character. | have to be a bit ofatérd to run this hotel in the manner
it deserves."

He looked at Jack for comment, and Jack flashedP®emile again, large and
insultingly toothy.

Ullman said: "The Overlook was built in the yea®07 to 1909. The closest
town is Sidewinder, forty miles east of here owwads that are closed from sometime in
late October or November until sometime in April. Man named Robert Townley
Watson built it, the grandfather of our present ntemiance man. Vanderbilts have
stayed here, and Rockefellers, and Astors, and@uisPFour Presidents have stayed in
the Presidential Suite. Wilson, Harding, Rooseait Nixon."

"l wouldn't be too proud of Harding and Nixon," Banurmured.

Ullman frowned but went on regardless. "It proved much for Mr. Watson,
and he sold the hotel in 1915. It was sold agaii982, in 1929, in 1936. It stood
vacant until the end of World War Il, when it wasrghased and completely renovated
by Horace Derwent, millionaire inventor, pilot,filproducer, and entrepreneur.”

"l know the name," Jack said.

"Yes. Everything he touched seemed to turn to goldxcept the Overlook. He
funneled over a million dollars into it before tliest postwar guest ever stepped
through its doors, turning a decrepit relic inteshwplace. It was Derwent who added
the roque court | saw you admiring when you arrived

"Roque?"

"A British forebear of our croquet, Mr. TorranceroGuet is bastardized roque.
According to legend, Derwent learned the game fiue social secretary and fell
completely in love with it. Ours may be the finesue court in America."

"l wouldn't doubt it," Jack said gravely. A roqueuct, a topiary full of hedge
animals out front, what next? A life-sized Unclegglly game behind the equipment
shed? He was getting very tired of Mr. Stuart Ulmbaut he could see that Ullman
wasn't done. Ullman was going to have his say,yehast word of it.



"When he had lost three million, Derwent sold it dogroup of California
investors. Their experience with the Overlook wasadly bad. Just not hotel people.

"In 1970, Mr. Shockley and a group of his assosidi@ught the hotel and turned
its management over to me. We have also run imethdor several years, but I'm happy
to say that the trust of the present owners in agertever wavered. Last year we broke
even. And this year the Overlook's accounts weitenrin black ink for the first time
in almost seven decades.”

Jack supposed that this fussy little man's pride yustified, and then his
original dislike washed over him again in a wave.

He said: "l see no connection between the Oveoadinittedly colorful history
and your feeling that I'm wrong for the post, MHmAn."

"One reason that the Overlook has lost so much ynbee in the depreciation
that occurs each winter. It shortens the profitgimaa great deal more thgou might
believe, Mr. Torrance. The winters are fantastjcalluel. In orderto cope with the
problem, I've installed a full-time winter caretake run theboiler and to heat different
parts of the hotel on a daily rotating basis.r&pair breakage as it occurs and to do
repairs, so the elements can't get a foothold. &@dnstantly alert to any and every
contingency. During our firswinter | hired a family instead of a single manefdwas
a tragedy. A horribléragedy.”

Uliman looked at Jack coolly and appraisingly.

"I made a mistake. | admit it freely. The man wakank."

Jack felt a slow, hot grin — the total antithesighe toothy PR grin — stretch
across his mouth. "Is that it? I'm surprised Alrdidell you. I've retired.”

"Yes, Mr. Shockley told me you no longer drink. &leo told me about your last
job ... your last position of trust, shall we s&g were teaching English in a Vermont
prep school. You lost your temper, | don't beliévesed to be any more specific than
that. But | do happen to believe that Grady's ¢esea bearing, and that is why | have
brought the matter of your ... uh, previous histortp the conversation. During the
winter of 1970-71, after we had refurbished the ek but before our first season, |
hired this... this unfortunate named Delbert Gradly.moved into the quarters you and
your wife and son will be sharing. He had a wifel &mo daughters. | had reservations,
the main ones being the harshness of the wintesoseand the fact that the Gradys
would be cut off from the outside world for five $ox months."

"But that's not really true, is it? There are thlepes here, and probably a
citizen’s band radio as well. And the Rocky Mounthliational Park is within helicopter
range and surely a piece of ground that big mua laachopper or two."

"I wouldn't know about that,” Ullman said. "The &btloes have a two-way
radio that Mr. Watson will show you, along with iatlof the correct frequencies to
broadcast on if you need help. The telephone lm¢ween here and Sidewinder are still
aboveground, and they go down almost every wirtteome point or other and are apt
to stay down for three weeks to a month and a Adlére is a snowmobile in the
equipment shed also."

"Then the place really isn't cut off."



Mr. Ulliman looked pained. "Suppose your son or ywife tripped on the stairs
and fractured his or her skull, Mr. Torrance. Wowylal think the place was cut off
then?"

Jack saw the point. A snowmobile running at topespeould get you down to
Sidewinder in an hour and a half ... maybe. A loglier from the Parks Rescue Service
could get up here in three hours ... under optinm@mditions. In a blizzard it would
never even be able to lift off and you couldn't édp run a snowmobile at top speed,
even if you dared take a seriously injured personimmto temperatures that might be
twenty-five below-or forty-five below, if you addexd the wind chill factor.

"In the case of Grady," Ullman said, "l reasonectmas Mr. Shockley seems to
have done in your case. Solitude can be damagiitgah. Better for the man to have
his family with him. If there was trouble, | thoughhe odds were very high that it
would be something less urgent than a fractured skuan accident with one of the
power tools or some sort of convulsion. A serioasecof the flu, pneumonia, a broken
arm, even appendicitis. Any of those things wouwdsiéhleft enough time.

"l suspect that what happened came as a resuttoofuch cheap whiskey, of
which Grady had laid in a generous supply, unbekrsdwo me, and a curious condition
which the old-timers call cabin fever. Do you kndie term?" Ullman offered a
patronizing little smile, ready to explain as samJack admitted his ignorance, and
Jack was happy to respond quickly and crisply.

"It's a slang term for the claustrophobic reactiost can occur when peopdee
shut in together over long periods of time. Thdifgeof claustrophobia iexternalized
as dislike for the people you happen to be shutiih. In extremecases it can result in
hallucinations and violence — murder has been dovexr such minor things as a
burned meal or an argument about whose turna éothe dishes."

Uliman looked rather nonplussed, which did Jaclkoddvof good. He decided to
press a little further, but silently promised Wergyywould stay cool.

"l suspect you did make a mistake at that. Did um& them?"

"He killed them, Mr. Torrance, and then committedcgle. He murdered the
little girls with a hatchet, his wife with a shotguand himself the same way. His leg
was broken. Undoubtedly so drunk he fell downstairs

Uliman spread his hands and looked at Jack sditeausly.

"Was he a high school graduate?"

"As a matter of fact, he wasn't,” Ullman said #distiffly. "I thought a, shall we
say, less imaginative individual would be less sp8ble to the rigors, the loneliness - "

"That was your mistake," Jack said. "A stupid mambore prone to cabin fever
just as he's more prone to shoot someone overdagaane or commit a spur-of-the-
moment robbery. He gets bored. When the snow catimeg's nothing to do but watch
TV or play solitaire and cheat when he can't gieihal aces out. Nothing to do but bitch
at his wife and nag at the kids and drink. It geted to sleep because there's nothing to
hear. So he drinks himself to sleep and wakes tip &ihangover. He gets edgy. And
maybe the telephone goes out and the TV aerialdbldown and there's nothing to do
but think and cheat at solitaire and get edgieredgler. Finally... boom, boom, boom.”

"Whereas a more educated man, such as yourself?"



"My wife and | both like to read. | have a play wwrk on, as Al Shockley
probably told you. Danny has his puzzles, his ¢otpbooks, and his crystal radio. |
plan to teach him to read, and | also want to tdachto snowshoe. Wendy would like
to learn how, too. Oh yes, | think we can keep kargy out of each other's hair if the TV
goes on the fritz." He paused. "And Al was tellthg truth when he told you | no longer
drink. 1 did once, and it got to be serious. Bhaven't had so much as a glass of beer in
the last fourteen months. | don't intend to brimg alcohol up here, and | don't think
there will be an opportunity to get arty after gmow flies."

"In that you would be quite correct,” Ullman sailBut as long as the three of
you are up here, the potential for problems is ipligd. | have told Mr. Shockley this,
and he told me he would take the responsibilitywNw@e told you, and apparently you
are also willing to take the responsibility — "

"l am."

"All right. I'll accept that, since | have littlehoice. But | would still rather have
an unattached college boy taking a year off. Wiadthaps you'll do. Now I'll turn you
over to Mr. Watson, who will take you through th@sbment and around the grounds.
Unless you have further questions?"

"No. None at all."

Uliman stood. "I hope there are no hard feelings, Tdrrance. There is nothing
personal in the things | have said to you. | ongntwvhat's best for the Overlook. It is a
great hotel. | want it to stay that way."

"No. No hard feelings." Jack flashed the PR griaiagbut he was glad Ullman
didn't offer to shake hands. There were hard fgsliAll kinds of them.
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4  SHADOWLAND

Danny weakened and went up for his milk and coo&teguarter past four. He gobbled
them while looking out the window, then went inkiss his mother, who was lying
down. She suggested that he stay in and watch rf&eS#reet” — the time would pass
faster — but he shook his head firmly and went kadkis place on the curb.

Now it was five o'clock, and although he didn't dav watch and couldn't tell
time too well yet anyway, he was aware of passing tby the lengthening of the
shadows, and by the golden cast that now tingedfteenoon light.

Turning the glider over in his hands, he sandeuris breath: "Skip to m Lou, n
| don't care ... skip to m Lou, n | don't caremy. master's gone away ... Lou, Lou, skip
to In Lou..."

They had sung that song all together at the dadkJill Nursery School he had
gone to back in Stovington. He didn't go to nursseiiool out here because Daddy
couldn't afford to send him anymore. He knew highapand father worried about that,
worried that it was adding to his loneliness (amdremore deeply, unspoken between
them, that Danny blamed them), but he didn't realiyt to go to that old Jack and Jill
anymore. It was for babies. He wasn't quite a kgykt, but he wasn't a baby anymore.
Big kids went to the big school and got a hot lunéinst grade. Next year. This year
was someplace between being a baby and a redkt kids all right. He did miss Scott
and Andy -mostly Scott- but it was still all right. seemed best to wait alone for
whatever might happen next.

He understood a great many things about his parants he knew that many
times they didn't like his understandings and maiimer times refused to believe them.
But someday they would have to believe. He wasertrb wait.

It was too bad they couldn't believe more, thouggpecially at times like now.
Mommy was lying on her bed in the apartment, jusius crying she was so worried
about Daddy. Some of the things she was worrieditalvere too grown-up for Danny
to understand-vague things that had to do withré#gcwith Daddy'sselfimagefeelings
of guilt and anger and the fear of what was to bexof them-but the two main things
on her mind right now were that Daddy had had akitewn in the mountainghien
why doesn't he cal)?or that Daddy had gone off to do the Bad Thingnby knew
perfectly well what the Bad Thing was since Sc&gronson, who was six months
older, had explained it to him. Scotty knew becausedaddy did the Bad Thing, too.
Once, Scotty told him, his daddy had punched hismight in the eye and knocked her
down. Finally, Scotty's dad and mom had gotten ¥@RCE over the Bad Thing, and
when Danny had known him, Scotty lived with his hestand only saw his daddy on
weekends. The greatest terror of Danny's life wag¢ARCE, a word that always
appeared in his mind as a sign painted in redréettdich were covered with hissing,
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poisonous snakes. In DIVORCE, your parents no Ipofiged together. They had a tug
of war over you in a court (tennis court? badmintonrt? Danny wasn't sure which or
if it was some other, but Mommy and Daddy had pllalgeth tennis and badminton at
Stovington, so he assumed it could be either) andhad to go with one of them and
you practically never saw the other one, and the gpou were with could marry
somebody you didn't even know if the urge camehmmt The most terrifying thing
about DIVORCE was that he had sensed the word+oceq, or whatever it was that
came to him in his understandings-floating arountis own parents' heads, sometimes
diffuse and relatively distant, sometimes as théeid obscuring and frightening as
thunderheads. It had been that way after Daddyspedi him for messing the papers up
in his study and the doctor had to put his arm @ast. That memory was already faded,
but the memory of the DIVORCE thoughts was clear &mrifying. It had mostly been
around his mommy that time, and he had been intaohserror that she would pluck
the word from her brain and drag it out of her nipumaking it real. DIVORCE. It was
a constant undercurrent in their thoughts, onéheffew he could always pick up, like
the beat of simple music. But like a beat, the redrihought formed only the spine of
more complex thoughts, thoughts he could not agyem begin to interpret. They came
to him only as colors and moods. Mommy's DIVORCa&utlihts centered around what
Daddy had done to his arm, and what had happengtbeihgton when Daddy lost his
job. That boy. That George Hatfield who got pisséfdat Daddy and put the holes in
their bug's feet. Daddy's DIVORCE thoughts were ancomplex, colored dark violet
and shot through with frightening veins of purecklaHe seemed to think they would
be better off if he left. That things would stopritmg. His daddy hurt almost all the
time, mostly about the Bad Thing. Danny could alnadways pick that up too: Daddy's
constant craving to go into a dark place and watcllor TV and eat peanuts out of a
bowl and do the Bad Thing until his brain woulddaeet and leave him alone.

But this afternoon his mother had no need to wany he wished he could go to
her and tell her that. The bug had not broken ddwaddy was not off somewhere
doing the Bad Thing. He was almost home now, ptiifgualong the highway between
Lyons and Boulder. For the moment his daddy wasven thinking about the Bad
Thing. He was thinking about...about...

Danny looked furtively behind him at the kitchemdow. Sometimes thinking
very hard made something happen to him. It madw$hi— real things — go away, and
then he saw things that weren't there. Once, mu &fter they put the cast on his arm,
this had happened at the supper table. They weatkiitg much to each other then. But
they were thinking. Oh yes. The thoughts of DIVORI&Hg over the kitchen table like
a cloud full of black rain, pregnant, ready to butswas so bad he couldn't eat. The
thought of eating with all that black DIVORCE araumade him want to throw up.
And because it had seemed desperately importanhatiethrown himself fully into
concentration and something had happened. Wherhe back to real things, he was
lying on the floor with beans and mashed potatoetis lap and his mommy was
holding him and crying and Daddy had been on trenphHe had been frightened, had
tried to explain to them that there was nothingmgorhat this sometimes happened to
him when he concentrated on understanding morewinat normally came to him. He
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tried to explain about Tony, who they called hisvisible playmate.”

His father had said: "He's having a Ha Loo Siriidcea He seems okay, but |
want the doctor to look at him anyway."

After the doctor left, Mommy had made him promisenever do that again, to
never scare them that way, and Danny had agreewaddrightened himself. Because
when he bad concentrated his mind, it had flown touhis daddy, and for just a
moment, before Tony had appeared (far away, adweeys did, calling distantly) and
the strange things had blotted out their kitchesh thie carved roast on the blue plate, for
just a moment his own consciousness had plungedighrhis daddy's darkness to an
incomprehensible word much more frightening thavORCE, and that word was
SUICIDE. Danny had never come across it again s1daddy's mind, and he had
certainly not gone looking for it. He didn't cafehe never found out exactly what that
word meant.

But he did like to concentrate, because sometinoay Would come. Not every
time. Sometimes things just got woozy and swimmyafaninute and then cleared —
most times, in fact — but at other times Tony woajgpear at the very limit of his
vision, calling distantly and beckoning...

It had happened twice since they moved to Boulded he remembered how
surprised and pleased he had been to find Tonyfdlamived him all the way from
Vermont. So all his friends hadn't been left befaftdr all.

The first time he had been out in the back yard mothing much had happened.
Just Tony beckoning and then darkness and a fewtesnater he had come back to
real things with a few vague fragments of memadke b jumbled dream. The second
time, two weeks ago, had been more interestingy,Tbackoning, calling from four
yards over: Danny ... come see".lt seemed that he was getting up, then fallirtg i
deep hole, like Alice into Wonderland. Then he Hsekn in the basement of the
apartment house and Tony had been beside him,imppimto the shadows at the trunk
his daddy carried all his important papers in, ey "THE PLAY."

"See?" Tony had said in his distant, musical voitts under the- stairs. Right
under the stairs. The movers put it right ... undtre stairs.”

Danny had stepped forward to look more closehhit tarvel and then he was
falling again, this time out of the back-yard swimghere he had been sitting all along.
He had gotten the wind knocked out of himself, too.

Three or four days later his daddy had been stagnaimound, telling Mommy
furiously that he had been all over the goddamnas¢ and the trunk wasn't there and
he was going to sue the goddam movers who hadk Iefimewhere between Vermont
and Colorado. How was he supposed to be ableighfiTHE PLAY" if things like this
kept cropping up?

Danny said, "No, Daddy. It's under the stairs. Twvers put it right under the
stairs."

Daddy had given him a strange look and had gonendovwsee. The trunk had
been there, just where Tony had shown him. Daddytélkeen him aside, had sat him on
his lap, and had asked Danny who let him down cdflad it been Tom from upstairs?
The cellar was dangerous, Daddy said. That was taylandlord kept it locked. If
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someone was leaving it unlocked, Daddy wanted towkrHe was glad to have his
papers and his "PLAY" but it wouldn't be worth at him, he said, if Danny fell down
the stairs and broke his ... his leg. Danny tokl father earnestly that he hadn't been
down in the cellar. That door was always lockedd Arommy agreed. Danny never
went down in the back hall, she said, becausestdeanp and dark and spidery. And he
didn't tell lies.

"Then how did you know, doc?" Daddy asked.

"Tony showed me."

His mother and father had exchanged a look ovehé#l. This had happened
before, from time to time. Because it was frightgpithey swept it quickly from their
minds. But he knew they worried about Tony, Mommspezially, and he was careful
about thinking the way that could make Tony comeemghshe might see. But now he
thought she was lying down, not moving about in #ichen yet, and so he
concentrated hard to see if he could understand dddy was thinking about.

His brow furrowed and his slightly grimy hands aked into tight fists on his
jeans. He did not close his eyes-that wasn't nacgdsit he squinched them down to
slits and imagined Daddy's voice, Jack's voicenJoaniel Torrance's voice, deep and
steady, sometimes quirking up with amusement ope&l@ag even more with anger or
just staying steady because he was thinking. Thankf. Thinking about. Thinking...

(thinking)

Danny sighed quietly and his body slumped orctive as if all the muscles had
gone out of it. He was fully conscious; he sawdtreet and the girl and boy walking up
the sidewalk on the other side, holding hands bexthey were

(?in love?)

so happy about the day and themselves togethdneirday. He saw autumn
leaves blowing along the gutter, yellow cartwhedlgregular shape. He saw the house
they were passing and noticed how the roof wasreowith

(shingles. i guess it'll be no problem if the flag)s ok yeah that'll be all right.
that watson. christ what a character. wish thereswvagplace for him in "THE PLAY. " 'l
end up with the whole fucking human race in itdbn't watch out. yeah. shingles. are
there nails out there? oh shit forgot to ask himlweey're simple to get. sidewinder
hardware store. wasps. they're nesting this timgeaf. i might want to get one of those
bug bombs in case they're there when i rip up tbesbingles. new shingles. §ld

shingles. So that's what he was thinking abouthbdg gotten the job and was
thinking about shingles. Danny didn't know who Vdatswas, but everything else
seemed clear enough. And he might get to see asivasgt. Just as sure as his name
was

"Danny ... Dannee ..."

He looked up and there was Tony, far up the ststahding by a stop sign and
waving. Danny, as always, felt a warm burst of plga at seeing his old friend, but this
time he seemed to feel a prick of fear, too, aboiiy had come with some darkness
hidden behind his back. A jar-of wasps which whaleased would sting deeply.

But there was no question of not going.

He slumped further down on the curb, his handsnglithxly from his thighs and
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dangling below the fork of his crotch. His chin kammto his chest. Then there was a
dim, painless tug as part of him got up and raer8dny into funneling darkness.

"Dannee—"

Now the darkness was shot with swirling whitenesscoughing, whooping
sound and bending, tortured shadows that resolvechgelves into fir trees at night,
being pushed by a screaming gale. Snow swirleddanded. Snow everywhere.

"Too deep," Tony said from the darkness, and thexe a sadness in his voice
that terrified Danny. "Too deep to get out.”

Another shape, looming, rearing. Huge and rectawrgul sloping roof.
Whiteness that was blurred in the stormy darknbtmy windows. A long building
with a shingled roof. Some of the shingles wereegeg, newer. His daddy put them on.
With nails from the Sidewinder hardware store. Ntdwe snow was covering the
shingles. It was covering everything.

A green witchlight glowed into being on the frorittbe building, flickered, and
became a giant, grinning skull over two crossecdeson

"Poison,” Tony said from the floating darkness.i%ea."

Other signs flickered past his eyes, some in giledrrs, some of them on
boards stuck at leaning angles into the snowdiNG.SWIMMING. DANGER! LIVE
WIRES. THIS PROPERTY CONDEMNED. HIGH VOLTAGE. THIRDRAIL.
DANGER OF DEATH. KEEP OFF. KEEP OUT. NO TRESPASSINGOLATORS
WILL BE SHOT ON SIGHT. He understood none of theampletely — he couldn't
read! — but got a sense of all, and a dreamy tdlwated into the dark hollows of his
body like light brown spores that would die in sght.

They faded. Now he was in a room filled with sggarfurniture, a room that was
dark. Snow spattered against the windows like thr@and. His mouth was dry, his
eyes like hot marbles, his heart triphammeringigndhest. Outside there was a hollow
booming noise, like a dreadful door being throwneviFootfalls. Across the room was
a mirror, and deep down in its silver bubble a ingord appeared in green fire and
that word was: REDRUM.

The room faded. Another room. He knew

(would know)

this one. An overturned chair. A broken windowhsnow swirling in; already it
had frosted the edge of the rug. The drapes had peked free and hung on their
broken rod at an angle. A low cabinet lying orfatse.

More hollow booming noises, steady, rhythmic, Hwei Smashing glass.
Approaching destruction. A hoarse voice, the voddea madman, made the more
terrible by its familiarity:

Come out! Came out, you little shit! Take your roieai!

Crash. Crash. Crash. Splintering wood. A bellowrafje and satisfaction.
REDRUM. Coming.

Drifting across the room. Pictures torn off the laiah record player

(?Mommy's record player?)

overturned on the floor. Her records, Grieg, Hanted Beatles, Art Garfunkel,
Bach, Liszt, thrown everywhere. Broken into jagdpack pie wedges. A shaft of light
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coming from another room, the bathroom, harsh winjiet and a word flickering on
and off in the medicine cabinet mirror like a re@ eREDRUM, REDRUM, REDRUM

"No," he whispered. "No, Tony please — "

And, dangling over the white porcelain lip of thathtub, a hand. Limp. A slow
trickle of blood (REDRUM) trickling down one of tHengers, the third, dripping onto
the tile from the carefully shaped nail —

No oh no oh no —

(oh please, Tony, you're scaring me)

REDRUM REDRUM REDRUM

(stop it, Tony, stop it)

Fading.

In the darkness the booming noises grew loudeunddr still, echoing,
everywhere, all around.

And now he was crouched in a dark hallway, crouatrec blue rug with a riot
of twisting black shapes woven into its pile, listeg to the booming noises approach,
and now a Shape turned the corner and began to twavaed him, lurching, smelling of
blood and doom. It had a mallet in one hand amdag swinging it (REDRUM) from
side to side in vicious arcs, slamming it into thalls, cutting the silk wallpaper and
knocking out ghostly bursts of plasterdust:

Come on and take your medicine! Take it like a man!

The Shape advancing on him, reeking of that sweet-edor, gigantic, the
mallet head cutting across the air with a wickeskimg whisper, then the great hollow
boom as it crashed into the wall, sending the dusin a puff you could smell, dry and
itchy. Tiny red eyes glowed in the dark. The monstas upon him, it had discovered
him, cowering here with a blank wall at his backdAthe trapdoor in the ceiling was
locked.

Darkness. Drifting.

"Tony, please take me back, please, please — "

And he was back, sitting on the curb of Arapahoe Street, $hgt sticking
damply to his back, his body bathed in sweat. ;dars he could still hear that huge,
contrapuntal booming sound and smell his own uasehe voided himself in the
extremity of his terror. He could see that limp ¢hatangling over the edge of the tub
with blood running down one finger, the third, &hdt inexplicable word so much more
horrible than any of the others: REDRUM.

And now sunshine. Real things. Except for Tony, raw blocks up, only a
speck, standing on the corner, his voice faintlagtd and sweet. "Be careful, doc..."

Then, in the next instant, Tony was gone and Dadbgttered red bug was
turning the corner and chattering up the streetinfablue smoke behind it. Danny was
off the curb in a second, waving, jiving from oreof to the other, yelling: "Daddy!
Hey, Dad! Hi! Hi!"

His daddy swung the VW into the curb, killed theyiie, and opened the door.
Danny ran toward him and then froze, his eyes widgerHis heart crawled up into the
middle of his throat and froze solid. Beside hisldia in the other front seat, was a
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short-handled mallet, its head clotted with bload &air.

Then it was just a bag of groceries.

"Danny ... you okay, doc?"

"Yeah. I'm okay." He went to his daddy and buried face in Daddy's
sheepskin-lined denim jacket and hugged him tiggttt ttight. Jack hugged him back,
slightly bewildered.

"Hey, you don't want to sit in the sun like thadcdYou're drippin sweat."

"l guess | fell asleep a little. | love you, Dgdtbeen waiting."”

"l love you too, Dan. | brought home some stuffinkhyou're big enough to
carry it upstairs?"

"Sure am!"

"Doc Torrance, the world's strongest man," Jackl,sand ruffled his hair.
"Whose hobby is falling asleep on street corners."

Then they were walking up to the door and Mommy bathe down to the
porch to meet them and he stood on the secondhstégvatched them kiss. They were
glad to see each other. Love came out of them thelewe had come out of the boy and
girl walking up the street and holding hands. Dawag glad.

The bag of groceries — just a bag of groceries -aclded in his arms.
Everything was all right. Daddy was home. Mommy \easng him. There were no bad
things. And not everything Tony showed him alwagppened.

But fear had settled around his heart, deep anadtirk around his heart and
around that indecipherable word he had seen isgiig's mirror.
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10 HALLORANN

The cook didn't conform to Wendy's image of thaedspresort hotel kitchen personage
at all. To begin with, such a personage was calleldef nothing so mundane as a cook
— cooking was what she did in her apartment kitclveen she threw all the leftovers
into a greased Pyrex casserole dish and addedesodelirther, the culinary wizard of
such a place as the Overlook, which advertisedhénrésort section of the New York
Sunday Times should be small, rotund, and pasty-faced (rath&r the Pillsbury
Dough-Boy); he should have a thin pencilline mustéatike a forties musical comedy
star, dark eyes, a French accent, and a detegt@atsenality.

Hallorann had the dark eyes and that was all. He avéall black man with a
modest afro that was beginning to powder white hidé a soft southern accent and he
laughed a lot, disclosing teeth too white and teeneto be anything but 1950 —vintage
Sears and Roebuck dentures. Her own father had ahamhir, which he called
Roebuckers, and from time to time he would pusimtloait at her comically at the
supper table ... always, Wendy remembered now, wienmother was out in the
kitchen getting something else or on the telephone.

Danny had stared up at this black giant in blugeseand then had smiled when
Hallorann picked him up easily, set him in the &ad his elbow, and said: "You ain't
gonna stay up here all winter."

"Yes | am," Danny said with a shy grin.

"No, you're gonna come down to St. Pete's with ntelearn to cook and go out
on the beach every damn evenin watchin for cralght®’

Danny giggled delightedly and shook his head ndlorenn set him down.

"If you're gonna change your mind," Hallorann s&idnding over him gravely,
"you better do it quick. Thirty minutes from nowdaim in my car. Two and a half
hours after that, I'm sitting at Gate 32, Concous&tapleton International Airport, in
the mile-high city of Denver, Colorado. Three hoafter that, I'm rentin a car at the
Miama Airport and on my way to sunny St. Pete'siting to get inta my swimtrunks
and just laaafin up my sleeve at anybody stuckauht in the snow. Can you dig it,
my boy?"

"Yes, sir," Danny said, smiling.

Hallorann turned to Jack and Wendy. "Looks likéna boy there."

"We think he'll do," Jack said, and offered his dhaHallorann took it. "I'm Jack
Torrance. My wife Winnifred. Danny you've met."

"And a pleasure it was. Ma'am, are you a Winnia Breddie?"

"I'm a Wendy," she said, smiling.

"Okay. That's better than the other two, | thinkgiR this way. Mr. Ullman
wants you to have the tour, the tour you'll geté' $hook his head and said under his
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breath: "And won't | be glad to see the lashiof."

Hallorann commenced to tour them around the mostanse kitchen Wendy
had ever seen in her life. It was sparkling cldavery surface was coaxed to a high
gloss. It was more than just big; it was intimidgti She walked at Hallorann's side
while Jack, wholly out of his element, hung backitee with Danny. A long pegboard
hung with cutting instruments which went all theyieom paring knives to two handed
cleavers hung beside a four-basin sink. There wareadboard as big as their Boulder
apartment's kitchen table. An amazing array oh&tas-steel pots and pans hung from
floor to ceiling, covering one whole wall.

"I think I'll have to leave a trail of breadcrumégery time | come in," she said.

"Don't let it get you down," Hallorann said. "Itbgy, but it's still only a kitchen.
Most of this stuff you'll never even have to toubleep it clean, that's all | ask. Here's
the stove I'd be using, if | wagu. There are three of them in all, but this is th
smallest.

Smallest,she thought dismally, looking at it. There wereelive burners, two
regular ovens and a Dutch oven, a heated well pimtavhich you could simmer sauces
or bake beans, a broiler, and a warmer — plus komitlials and temperature gauges.

"All gas," Hallorann said. "You've cooked with daesfore, Wendy?"

"Yes... "

"l love gas," he said, and turned on one of thenérs. Blue flame popped into
life and he adjusted it down to a faint glow witdelicate touch. "I like to be able to see
the flame you're cookin with. You see where alldbeace burner switches are?"

"Yes."

"And the oven dials are all marked. Myself, | fatbe middle one because it
seems to heat the most even, but you use whicloexeyou like — or all three, for that
matter."

"A TV dinner in each one," Wendy said, and laughedkly.

Hallorann roared. "Go right ahead, if you likeeftla list of everything edible
over by the sink. You see it?"

"Here it is, Mommy!" Danny brought over two sheefspaper, written closely
on both sides.

"Good boy," Hallorann said, taking it from him andgfling his hair. "You sure
you don't want to come to Florida with me, my bagarn to cook the sweetest shrimp
creole this side of paradise?"

Danny put his hands over his mouth and giggled ratetated to his father's
side.

"You three folks could eat up here for a year, @égg)" Hallorann said. "We got a
cold-pantry, a walk-in freezer, all sorts of vedpabins, and two refrigerators. Come
on and let me show you."

For the next ten minutes Hallorann opened bins gow's, disclosing food in
such amounts as Wendy had never seen before. ddestpplies amazed her but did
not reassure her as much as she might have thabghidonner Party kept recurring to
her, not with thoughts of cannibalism (with allghood it would indeed be a long time
before they were reduced to such poor rations els ether), but with the reinforced
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idea that this was indeed a serious business: whew fell, getting out of here would
not be a matter of an hour's drive to Sidewinddrébmajor operation. They would sit
up here in this deserted grand hotel, eating tloal fthat had been left them like
creatures in a fairy tale and listening to theebittind around their snowbound eaves.
In Vermont, when Danny had broken his arm

(whenJackbroke Danny's arm)

she had called the emergency Medix squad, diahegnumber from the little
card attached to the phone. They had been at theehonly ten minutes later. There
were other numbers written on that little card. Yoauld have a police car in five
minutes and a fire truck in even less time than, thacause the fire station was only
three blocks away and one block over. There wasmta call if the lights went out, a
man to call if the shower stopped up, a man toit#ile TV went on the fritz. But what
would happen up here if Danny had one of his fagqspells and swallowed his
tongue?

(oh God what a thought!

What if the place caught on fire? If Jack fell dowre elevator shaft and
fractured his skull? What if — ?

(what if we have a wonderful time now stop it, Wheal!)

Hallorann showed them into the walk-in freezertfivghere their breath puffed
out like comic strip balloons. In the freezer itsaas if winter had already come.

Hamburger in big plastic bags, ten pounds in eaalp b dozen bags. Forty
whole chickens hanging from a row of hooks in treodrplanked walls. Canned hams
stacked up like poker chips, a dozen of them. Bdlmwchickens, ten roasts of beef, ten
roasts of pork, and a huge leg of lamb.

"You like lamb, doc?" Hallorann asked, grinning.

"I love it," Danny said immediately. He had nevadht.

"I knew you did. There's nothin like two good sBcef lamb on a cold night,
with some mint jelly on the side. You got the meilty here, too. Lamb eases the belly.
It's a noncontentious sort of meat."

From behind them Jack said curiously: "How did koow we called him doc?"

Hallorann turned around. "Pardon?"

"Danny: We call him doc sometimes. Like in the Bigsny cartoons."

"Looks sort of like a doc, doesn't be?" He wrinkled nose at Danny, smacked
his lips, and said, "Ehhhh, what's up, doc?"

Danny giggled and then Hallorann said something

(Sure you don't want to go to Florida, dgc?

to him, very clearly. He heard every word. He labk Hallorann, startled and a
little scared. Hallorann winked solemnly and turibedk to the food.

Wendy looked from the cook's broad, serge-clad lhacker son. She had the
oddest feeling that something had passed betwesn, thomething she could not quite
follow.

"You got twelve packages of sausage, twelve packafebacon,” Hallorann
said. "So much for the pig. In this drawer, twepbunds of butter.”

"Realbutter?" Jack asked.
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"The A-number-one.”

"l don't think I've had real butter since | was @ lback in Berlin, New
Hampshire."

"Well, you'll eat it up here until oleo seems atréHallorann said, and laughed.
"Over in this bin you got your bread — thirty loavef white, twenty of dark. We try to
keep racial balance at the Overlook, don't you kriidaw | know fifty loaves won't take
you through, but there's plenty of makings andhfriesbetter than frozen any day of the
week.

"Down here you got your fish. Brain food, right,o®

"Is it, Mom?"

"If Mr. Hallorann says so, honey." She smiled.

Danny wrinkled his nose. "l don't like fish."

"You're dead wrong," Hallorann said. "You just neliad any fish that likegou
This fish here will like you fine. Five pounds adinbow trout, ten pounds of turbot,
fifteen cans of tuna fish — "

"Oh yeah, | like tuna.”

"and five pounds of the sweetest-tasting sole ¢liat swam in the sea. My boy,
when next spring rolls around, you're gonna thadk..0' He snapped his fingers as if
he had forgotten something. "What's my name, nogtiess it just slipped my mind."

"Mr. Hallorann," Danny said, grinning. "Dick, to yofriends."

"That's right! And you bein a friend, you make ick"

As he led them into the far corner, Jack and Wendahanged a puzzled glance,
both of them trying to remember if Hallorann hafdltinem his first name.

"And this here | put in special,” Hallorann saitldpe you folks enjoy it."

"Oh really, you shouldn't have," Wendy said, touthk was a twenty-pound
turkey wrapped in a wide scarlet ribbon with a bmwtop.

"You got to have your turkey on Thanksgiving, Wetidyallorann said gravely.
"l believe there's a capon back here somewher€Haostmas. Doubtless you'll stumble
on it. Let's come on out of here now before wealth the peenumonia. Right, doc?"

"Right!"

There were more wonders in the cold-pantry. A heddooxes of dried milk
(Hallorann advised her gravely to buy fresh milktlee boy in Sidewinder as long as it
was feasible), five twelve-pound bags of sugarabog jug of blackstrap molasses,
cereals, glass jugs of rice, macaroni, spaghettiked cans of fruit and fruit salad; a
bushel of fresh apples that scented the whole rattin autumn; dried raisins, prunes,
and apricots ("You got to be regular if you wantb® happy,” Hallorann said, and
pealed laughter at the cold-pantry ceiling, whene old-fashioned light globe hung
down on an iron chain); a deep bin filled with gots; and smaller caches of tomatoes,
onions, turnips, squashes, and cabbages.

"My word," Wendy said as they came out. But seailh¢hat fresh food after her
thirty-dollar-a-week grocery budget so stunnedthat she was unable to say just what
her word was.

"I'm runnin a bit late," Hallorann said, checkinig watch, "so I'll just let you go
through the cabinets and the fridges as you gdéeden. There's cheeses, canned milk,
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sweetened condensed milk, yeast, bakin soda, asevidagjful of those Table Talk pies, a
few bunches of bananas that ain't even near toyape— "

"Stop," she said, holding up a hand and laughihijgnever remember it all. It’s
super. And | promise to leave the place clean.”

"That's all | ask." He turned to Jack. "Did Mr. kthn give you the rundown on
the rats in his belfry?"

Jack grinned. "He said there were possibly somthénattic, and Mr. Watson
said there might be some more down in the basermete must be two tons paper
down there, but I didn't see any shredded, a®ifthbeen using it tmake nests."

"That Watson," Hallorann said, shaking his headnock sorrow. "Ain't he the
foulest-talking man you ever ran on?"

"He's quite a character," Jack agreed. His owrefatlad been the foulest-talking
man Jack had ever run on.

"It's sort of a pity,” Hallorann said, leading thdrack toward the wide swinging
doors that gave on the Overlook dining room. "Thees money in that family, long
ago. It was Watson's granddad or great-granddad cank remember which — that
built this place.”

"So | was told," Jack said.

"What happened?" Wendy asked.

"Well, they couldn't make it go," Hallorann saidvdtson will tell you the whole
story — twice a day, if you let him. The old mart gdoee in his bonnet about the place.
He let it drag him down, | guess. He had two boyd ane of them was killed in a
riding accident on the grounds while the hotel st@tabuilding. That would have been
1908 or '09. The old man's wife died of the flugddhen it was just the old man and his
youngest son. They ended up getting took back araestakers in the same hotel the
old man had built."

"It is sort of a pity," Wendy said.

"What happened to him? The old man?" Jack asked.

"He plugged his finger into a light socket by mk&aand that was the end of
him," Hallorann said. "Sometime in the early tlagtibefore the Depression closed this
place down for ten years.

"Anyway, Jack, I'd appreciate it if you and yourfewwould keep an eye out for
rats in the kitchen, as well. If you should seerthe traps, not poison.”

Jack blinked. "Of course. Who'd want to put ratspaiin the kitchen?"

Hallorann laughed derisively. "Mr. Ullman, that'svax That was his bright idea
last fall. 1 put it to him, | said: "What if we ajjet up here next May, Mr. Ullman, and |
serve the traditional opening night dinner’' — whjgét happens to be salmon in a very
nice sauce — 'and everybody gits sick and the dactmes and says to you, "Ullman,
what have you been doing up here? You've got eightye richest folks in America
suffering from rat poisoning!" ™

Jack threw his head back and bellowed laughter.dMild Ullman say?"

Hallorann tucked his tongue into his cheek asefifg for a bit of food in there.
"He said: "Get some traps, Hallorann.""

This time they all laughed, even Danny, althoughwas not completely sure
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what the joke was, except it had something to ditn Wr. Ullman, who didn't know
everything after all.

The four of them passed through the dining roonptgrand silent now, with its
fabulous western exposure on the snow-dusted pdaish of the white linen
tablecloths had been covered with a sheet of talegr plastic. The rug, now rolled up
for the season, stood in one corner like a sentingjuard duty.

Across the wide room was a double set of batwingrglaand over them an old-
fashioned sign lettered in gilt scrifthe Colorado Lounge.

Following his gaze, Hallorann said, "If you're andm man, | hope you brought
your own supplies. That place is picked clean. Exyg®'s party last night, you know.
Every maid and bellhop in the place is goin arownth a headache today, me
included."”

"I don't drink," Jack said shortly. They went baokhe lobby.

It had cleared greatly during the half hour thespent in the kitchen. The long
main room was beginning to take on the quiet, deddook that Jack supposed they
would become familiar with soon enough. The highKeal chairs were empty. The
nuns who had been sitting by the fire were gond,tha fire itself was down to a bed of
comfortably glowing coals. Wendy glanced out irtte parking lot and saw that all but
a dozen cars had disappeared.

She found herself wishing they could get back ia YW and go back to
Boulder... or anywhere else.

Jack was looking around for Ullman, but he wasnthie lobby.

A young maid with her ash-blond hair pinned up en ihheck came over. "Your
luggage is out on the porch, Dick."

"Thank you, Sally." He gave her a peck on the feaeh "You have yourself a
good winter. Getting married, | hear."

He turned to the Torrances as she strolled awakskde twitching pertly. "lI've
got to hurry along if I'm going to make that plahaiant to wish you all the best. Know
you'll have it."

"Thanks," Jack said. "You've been very kind."

"I'll take good care of your kitchen," Wendy proetsagain. "Enjoy Florida.”

"l always do," Hallorann said. He put his handh@nknees and bent down to
Danny. "Last chance, guy. Want to come to Florida?"

"l guess not," Danny said, smiling.

"Okay. Like to give me a hand out to my car with bags?"

"If my mommy says | can.”

"You can,” Wendy said, "but you'll have to havettiecket buttoned.” She
leaned forward to do it but Hallorann was aheabesf his large brown fingers moving
with smooth dexterity.

"I'll send him right back in," Hallorann said.

"Fine," Wendy said, and followed them to the ddack was still looking around
for Ullman. The last of the Overlooks guests wdreoking out at the desk.
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11 THE SHINING

There were four bags in a pile just outside ther.dboree of them were giant, battered
old suitcases covered with black imitation alligatode. The last was an oversized
Zipper bag with a faded tartan skin.

"Guess you can handle that one, can't you?" Halloessked him. He picked up
two of the big cases in one hand and hoisted ther einder his arm.

"Sure," Danny said. He got a grip on it with bo#mbs and followed the cook
down the porch steps, trying manfully not to grand give away how heavy it was.

A sharp and cutting fall wind had come up sinceythad arrived; it whistled
across the parking lot, making Danny wince his eyesn to slits as he carried the
zipper bag in front of him, bumping on his kneeded errant aspen leaves rattled and
turned across the now mostly deserted asphalt,mgdkanny think momentarily of that
night last week when he had wakened out of histmghe and had heard — or thought
he heard, at least — Tony telling him not to go.

Hallorann set his bags down by the trunk of a b&ltyenouth Fury. "This ain't
much car,"” he confided to Danny, "just a rental jgly Bessie's on the other end. She's
a car. 1950 Cadillac, and does she run sweett2ll'lithe world. | keep her in Florida
because she's too old for all this mountain cligbiou need a hand with that?"

"No, sir,” Danny said. He managed to carry it th&t ken or twelve steps without
grunting and set it down with a large sigh of relie

"Good boy," Hallorann said. He produced a large tikeg from the pocket of his
blue serge jacket and unlocked the trunk. As hedithe bags in he said: "You shine on,
boy. Harder than anyone | ever met in my life. Amasixty years old this January.”

"Huh?"

"You got a knack," Hallorann said, turning to hifMe, I've always called it
shining. That's what my grandmother called it, t8be had it. We used to sit in the
kitchen when | was a boy no older than you and Hamg talks without even openin
our mouths."

"Really?"

Hallorann smiled at Danny's openmouthed, almosghuexpression and said,
"Come on up and sit in the car with me for a fewués. Want to talk to you." He
slammed the trunk.

In the lobby of the Overlook, Wendy Torrance sawduwn get into the passenger
side of Hallorann's car as the big black cook slithehind the wheel. A sharp pang of
fear struck her and she opened her mouth to tell theat Hallorann had not been lying
about taking their son to Florida — there was an&juping afoot. But they were only
sitting there. She could barely see the small siitie of her son's head, turned
attentively toward Hallorann's big one. Even as ttistance that small head had a set to
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it that she recognized — it was the way her sokddowhen there was something on
the TV that particularly fascinated him, or whenamel his father were playing old maid
or idiot cribbage. Jack, who was still looking anduor Ullman, hadn't noticed. Wendy
kept silent, watching Hallorann's car nervouslyndering what they could possibly be
talking about that would make Danny cock his héed way.

In the car Hallorann was saying: "Get you kindaelgnthinkin you were the
only one?"

Danny, who had been frightened as well as lonetyetomes, nodded. "Am | the
only one you ever met?" he asked.

Hallorann laughed and shook his head. "No, child, But you shine the
hardest."

"Are there lots, then?"

"No," Hallorann said, "but you do run across thénot of folks, they got a little
bit of shine to them. They don't even know it. Bugy always seem to show up with
flowers when their wives are feelin blue with thenthlies, they do good on school
tests they don't even study for, they got a go@a idow people are feelin as soon as
they walk into a room. | come across fifty or sitike that. But maybe only a dozen,
countin my gram, that knew they was shinin."

"Wow," Danny said, and thought about it. Then: Y@ know Mrs. Brant?"

"Her?" Hallorann asked scornfully. "She don't shihest sends her supper back
two-three times every night.”

"I know she doesn't,” Danny said earnestly. "Butyda know the man in the
gray uniform that gets the cars?"

"Mike? Sure, | know Mike. What about him?"

"Mr. Hallorann, why would she want his pants?"

"What are you talking about, boy?"

"Well, when she was watching him, she was timglshe would sure like to get
into his pants and | just wondered why — "

But he got no further. Hallorann had thrown his chémck, and rich, dark
laughter issued from his chest, rolling aroundhia tar like cannonfire. The seat shook
with the force of it. Danny smiled, puzzled, andast the storm subsided by fits and
starts. Hallorann produced a large silk handkefdihien his breast pocket like a white
flag of surrender and wiped his streaming eyes.

"Boy," he said, still snorting a little, "you ar@mna know everything there is to
know about the human condition before you makeltdanno if to envy you or not."

"But Mrs. Brant — "

"You never mind her," he said. "And don't go askpur mom, either. You'd only
upset her, dig what I'm sayin?"

"Yes, sir,” Danny said. He dug it perfectly welleHhad upset his mother that
way in the past.

"That Mrs. Brant is just a dirty old woman with #@oh, that's all you have to
know." He looked at Danny speculatively. "How haath you hit, doc?"

"Huh?"

"Give me a blast. Think at me. | want to know ifuygot as much as I think you
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do."

"What do you want me to think?"

"Anything. Just think it hard."

"Okay,” Danny said. He considered it for a momethten gathered his
concentration and flung it out at Hallorann. He Im&sder done anything precisely like
this before, and at the last instant some instiegtiart of him rose up and blunted some
of the thought's raw force-he didn't want to hurt. Miallorann. Still the thought
arrowed out of him with a force he never would haetieved. It went like a Nolan
Ryan fastball with a little extra on it.

(Gee I hope I don't hurt him)

And the thought was:

(111 HI, DICK!!)

Hallorann winced and jerked backward on the setié€th came together with
a hard click, drawing blood from his lower lip inthin trickle. His hands flew up
involuntarily from his lap to the level of his chieand then settled back again. For a
moment his eyelids fluttered limply, with no cormaes control, and Danny was
frightened.

"Mr. Hallorann? Dick? Are you okay?"

"I don't know," Hallorann said, and laughed weaklyhonest to God don't. My
God, boy, you're a pistol."

"I'm sorry," Danny said, more alarmed. "Should 1 gy daddy? I'll run and get
him."

"No, here | come. I'm okay, Danny. You just sithtighere. | feel a little
scrambled, that's all.”

"l didn't go as hard as | could,” Danny confessédvas scared to, at the last
minute."

"Probably my good luck you did ... my brains woublel leakin out my ears." He
saw the alarm on Danny's face and smiled. "No hdome. What did it feel like to
you?"

"Like I was Nolan Ryan throwing a fastball," he lied promptly.

"You like baseball, do you?" Hallorann was rubbimg temples gingerly.

"Daddy and me like the Angels,"” Danny said. "Thed BBox in the American
League East and the Angels in the West. We saWR#teSox against Cincinnati in the
World Series. | was a lot littler then. And Daddgsw..." Danny's face went dark and
troubled.

"Was what, Dan?"

"| forget," Danny said. He started to put his thumbhis mouth to suck it, but
that was a baby trick. He put his hand back indps

"Can you tell what your mom and dad are thinkinggnBy?" Hallorann was
watching him closely.

"Most times, if | want to. But usually | don't tty.

"Why not?"

"Well ..." he paused a moment, troubled. "It wolde like peeking into the
bedroom and watching while they're doing the thimat makes babies. Do you know
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that thing?"

"I have had acquaintance with it," Hallorann saiavgly.

"They wouldn't like that. And they wouldn't like npeeking at their thinks. It
would be dirty."

"l see."

"But | know how they're feeling,"” Danny said. "Irtahelp that. | know how
you're feeling, too. | hurt you. I'm sorry."

"It's just a headache. I've had hangovers that wemse. Can you read other
people, Danny?"

"l can't read yet at all,” Danny said, "except & f@ords. But Daddy's going to
teach me this winter. My daddy used to teach repdind writing in a big school.
Mostly writing, but he knows reading, too."

"I mean, can you tell what anybody is thinking?"

Danny thought about it.

"l can if it'sloud,” he said finally. "Like Mrs. Brant and the pan®@. like once,
when me and Mommy were in this big store to getsm@e shoes, there was this big
kid looking at radios, and he was thinking abouirtg one without buying it. Then he'd
think, what if | get caught? Then he'd think, Ilhpavant it. Then he'd think about
getting caught again. He was making himself sickuélit, and he was making me sick.
Mommy was talking to the man who sells the shoekvgent over and said, 'Kid, don't
take that radio. Go away.' And he got really scarewent away fast.”

Hallorann was grinning broadly. "I bet he did. Gau do anything else, Danny?
Is it only thoughts and feelings, or is there mbre?

Cautiously: "Is there more for you?"

"Sometimes," Hallorann said. "Not often. Sometimessometimes there are
dreams. Do you dream, Danny?"

"Sometimes,” Danny said, "I dream when I'm awakierATony comes." His
thumb wanted to go into his mouth again. He hacenésd anyone but Mommy and
Daddy about Tony. He made his thumb-sucking hanllags into his lap.

"Who's Tony?"

And suddenly Danny had one of those flashes of nstaleding that frightened
him most of all; it was like a sudden glimpse ofmgoincomprehensible machine that
might be safe or might be deadly dangerous. Hete@young to know which. He was
too young to understand.

"What's wrong?" he cried. "You're asking me allsthiecause you're worried,
aren't you? Why are you worried about me? Why ateworried aboutis?"

Hallorann put his large dark hands on the smalldslyoulders. "Stop," he said.
"It's probably nothin. But if it is somethin ... iygyou've got a large thing in your head,
Danny. You'll have to do a lot of growin yet befgau catch up to it, | guess. You got to
be brave about it."

"But | don'tunderstandthings!" Danny burst out. "I do but | don't! Peepl.
they feel things and | feel them, but | don't kneWwat I'm feeling!" He looked down at
his lap wretchedly. "l wish | could read. SometinT@ny shows me signs and | can
hardly read any of them."
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"Who's Tony?" Hallorann asked again.

"Mommy and Daddy call him my ‘invisible playmateDanny said, reciting the
words carefully. "But he's really real. At leasthink he is. Sometimes, when | try real
hard to understand things, he comes. He says, jPamvant to show you something.’'
And it's like | pass out. Only ... there are drealike you said.” He looked at Hallorann
and swallowed. "They used to be nice. But now l..can't remember the word for
dreams that scare you and make you cry."

"Nightmares?" Hallorann asked.

"Yes. That's right. Nightmares."

"About this place? About the Overlook?"

Danny looked down at his thumb-sucking hand agaies,” he whispered. Then
he spoke shrilly, looking up into Hallorann's fatBut | can't tell my daddy, and you
can't, either! He has to have this job becausé#'®nly one Uncle Al could get for him
and he has to finish his play or he might starngdhe Bad Thing again and | know
what that is, it's gettingrunk that's what it is, it's when he used to alwaydrhoek and
that was a Bad Thing to do!" He stopped, on thgeerf tears.

"Shh," Hallorann said, and pulled Danny's face rgfaihe rough serge of his
jacket. It smelled faintly of mothballs. "That's aght, son. And if that thumb likes your
mouth, let it go where it wants.” But his face wasibled.

He said: "What you got, son, | call it shinin one tBible calls it having visions,
and there's scientists that call it precognitiove read up on it, son. I've studied on it.
They all mean seeing the future. Do you understaat”

Danny nodded against Hallorann's coat.

"l remember the strongest shine | ever had that wdyn not liable to forget. It
was 1955. | was still in the Army then, stationeemseas in West Germany. It was an
hour before supper, and | was standin by the givky one of the KPs hell for takin too
much of the potato along with the peel. | saysréHEmme show you how that's done.’
He held out the potato and the peeler and themvtitde kitchen was gone. Bang, just
like that. You say you see this guy Tony beforbefore you have dreams?”

Danny nodded.

Hallorann put an arm around him. "With me it's dmebranges. All that
afternoon I'd been smellin them and thinkin notbifiit, because they were on the menu
for that night—we had thirty crates of ValenciaseB/body in the damn kitchen was
smellin oranges that night.

"For a minute it was like | had just passed outdAhen | heard an explosion
and saw flames. There were people screaming. Siesl heard this hissin noise that
could only be steam. Then it seemed like | gottke Icloser to whatever it was and |
saw a railroad car off the tracks and laying orside withGeorgia aced South Carolina
Railroad written on it, and | knew like a flash that my threr Carl was on that train and
it jumped the tracks and Carl was dead. Just hia¢. fThen it was gone and here's this
scared, stupid little KP in front of me, still haidbut that potato and the peeler. He says,
'‘Are you okay, Sarge?' And | says, No. My broth@rst been killed down in Georgia'
and when | finally got my momma on the overseaptabne, she told me how it was.

"But see, boy, | already knew how it was."
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He shook his head slowly, as if dismissing the mgmend looked down at the
wide-eyed boy.

"But the thing you got to remember, my boy, is tAikose things don't always
come true.l remember just four years ago | had a job co@kim boys' camp up in
Maine on Long Lake. So | am sittin by the boardgage at Logan Airport in Boston,
just waiting to get on my flight, and | start to elhoranges. For the first time in maybe
five years. So | say to myself, 'My God, what's aoon this crazy late show now?' and
| got down to the bathroom and sat on one of tietsoto be private. | never did black
out, but | started to get this feelin, stronger atrdnger, that my plane was gonna crash.
Then the feeling went away, and the smell of oranged | knew it was over. | went
back to the Delta Airlines desk and changed myhtltp one three hours later. And do
you know what happened?"

"What?" Danny whispered.

"Nothin!" Hallorann said, and laughed. He was radie to see the boy smile a
little, too. "Not one single thing! That old platended right on time and without a
single bump or bruise. So you see ... sometimesetfeelins don't come to anything."”

"Oh," Danny said.

"Or you take the race track. | go a lot, and | liguwdo pretty well. | stand by the
rail when they go by the starting gate, and sonmeiirget a little shine about this horse
or that one. Usually those feelins help me get weell. | always tell myself that
someday I'm gonna get three at once on three lbots sand make enough on the
trifecta to retire early. It ain't happened yett Bhere's plenty of times I've come home
from the track on shank's mare instead of in actdxiwith my wallet swollen up.
Nobody shines on all the time, except maybe for Goth heaven."”

"Yes, sir," Danny said, thinking of the time alma@stear ago when Tony had
showed him a new baby lying in a crib at their leirs Stovington. He had been very
excited about that, and had waited, knowing thidak time, but there had been no new
baby.

"Now you listen,"” Hallorann said, and took both[@dénny's hands in his own.
“I've had some bad dreams here, and I've had sawohdeelins. I've worked here two
seasons now and maybe a dozen times I've hadll,.nightmares. And maybe half a
dozen times I've thought I've seen things. No, htveay what. It ain't for a little boy
like you. Just nasty things. Once it had somethingo with those damn hedges clipped
to look like animals. Another time there was a méidlores Vickery her name was, and
she had a little shine to her, but | don't think &hew it. Mr. Uliman fired her ... do you
know what that is, doc?"

"Yes, sir," Danny said candidly, "my daddy got éirtom his teaching job and
that's why we're in Colorado, | guess.”

"Well, Ulliman fired her on account of her sayingg'shseen something in one of
the rooms where ... well, where a bad thing hapghembat was in Room 217, and |
want you to promise me you won't go in there, DaiNuot all winter. Steer right clear.”

"All right," Danny said. "Did the lady — the maides did she ask you to go

look?"

"Yes, she did. And there was a bad thing there..Butdon't think it was a bad
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thing that couldhurt anyone, Danny, that's what I'm tryin to say. Peoygh® shine can
sometimes see things that g@nnahappen, and | think sometimes they can see things
that did happen. But they're just like picturesibook. Did you ever see a picture in a
book that scared you, Danny?"

"Yes," he said, thinking of the story dluebeardand the picture where
Bluebeard'snew wife opens the door and sees all the heads.

"But you knew it couldn't hurt you, didn't you?"

"Ye — ess..." Danny said, a little dubious.

"Well, that's how it is in this hotel. | don't knomhy, but it seems that all the bad
things that ever happened here, there's littleggi®t those things still layin around like
fingernail clippins or the boogers that somebodstygust wiped under a chair. |1 don't
know why it should just be here, there's bad gemgsn just about every hotel in the
world, | guess, and I've worked in a lot of thenddrad no trouble. Only here. But
Danny, | don't think those things can hurt anyboée emphasized each word in the
sentence with a mild shake of the boy's should&a.if you should see something, in a
hallway or a room or outside by those hedges st.lpok the other way and when you
look back, it'll be gone. Are you diggin me?"

"Yes," Danny said. He felt much better, soothed.gdeup on his knees, kissed
Hallorann's cheek, and gave him a big hard hudokain hugged him back.

When he released the boy he asked: "Your folky, doa't shine, do they?"

"No, I don't think so."

"l tried them like | did you," Hallorann said. "Yomomma jumped the tiniest
bit. 1 think all mothers shine a little, you knoat, least until their kids grow up enough
to watch out for themselves. Your dad ..."

Hallorann paused momentarily. He had probed atbthgs father and he just
didn't know. It wasn't like meeting someone who hhd shine, or someone who
definitely did not. Poking at Danny's father ha@te.. strange, as if Jack Torrance had
something -something that he was hiding. Or something he was holdingp deeply
submerged in himself that it was impossible totget

"l don't think he shines at all,” Hallorann finishé'So you don't worry about
them. You just take care of youdbn't think there's anything here that can huniy®o
just be cool, okay?"

"Okay."

"Danny! Hey, doc!"

Danny looked around. "That's Mom. She wants mavefto go."

"I know you do," Hallorann said. "You have a goadd here, Danny. Best you
can, anyway."

"l will. Thanks, Mr. Hallorann. | feel a lot bettér

The smiling thought came in his mind:

(Dick, to my friends)

(Yes, Dick, okay)

Their eyes met, and Dick Hallorann winked.

Danny scrambled across the seat of the car andedpbe passenger side door.
As he was getting out, Hallorann said, "Danny?"
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"What?"

"If there Is trouble ... you give a call. A big bdnoller like the one you gave a
few minutes ago. | might hear you even way dowflorida. And if | do, I'll come on
the run.”

"Okay," Danny said, and smiled.

"You take care, big boy."

"I will."

Danny slammed the door and ran across the par&trtigward the porch, where
Wendy stood holding her elbows against the chiidviHallorann watched, the big grin
slowly fading.

| don't think there's anything here that can hon.y

| don'tthink

But what if he was wrong? He had known that this W& last season at the
Overlook ever since he had seen that thing in @itbtbb of Room 217. It had been

worse than any picture in any book, and from hleegbioy running to his mother looked
sosmall..

| don'tthink —
His eyes drifted down to the topiary animals.
Abruptly he started the car and put it in gear dral’e away, trying not to look

back. And of course he did, and of course the paral empty. They had gone back
inside. It was as if the Overlook had swallowedhe
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16 DANNY

Down the hall, in the bedroom, Wendy could hear tifpewriter Jack had carried up
from downstairs burst into life for thirty secondall silent for a minute or two, and
then rattle briefly again. It was like listening toachine- gun fire from an isolated
pillbox. The sound was music to her ears; Jackr@doeen writing so steadily since
the second year of their marriage, when he wratestbry thaEsquirehad purchased.
He said he thought the play would be done by tlieadrihe year, for better or worse,
and he would be moving on to something new. He baidlidn't care ifThe Little
Schoolstirred any excitement when Phyllis showed it adhudidn't care if it sank
without a trace, and Wendy believed that, too. @bmial act of his writing made her
immensely hopeful, not because she expected driegstfrom the play but because her
husband seemed to be slowly closing a huge doarroomful of monsters. He had had
his shoulder to that door for a long time now, &uiast it was swinging shut.

Every key typed closed it a little more.

"Look, Dick, look."

Danny was hunched over the first of the five batlegprimers Jack had dug up
by culling mercilessly through Boulder's myriad @aeghand bookshops. They would
take Danny right up to the second-grade readingll@/program she had told Jack she
thought was much too ambitious. Their son wasligtit, they knew that, but it would
be a mistake to push him too far too fast. Jackdgded. There would be no pushing
involved. But if the kid caught on fast, they woulld prepared. And now she wondered
if Jack hadn't been right about that, too.

Danny, prepared by four years of "Sesame Streat"tlaree years of “Electric
Company,” seemed to be catching on with almostysspeed. It bothered her. He
hunched over the innocuous little books, his ctystdio andbalsa glider on the shelf
above him, as though his life depended on leartongead. His small face was more
tense and paler than she liked in the close ang glozv of the goosenecked lamp they
had put in his room. He was taking it very seriguisbth the reading and the workbook
pages his father made up for him every afternoartuf® of an apple and a peach. The
word applewritten beneath in Jack's large, neatly madeipgnCircle the right picture,
the one that went with the word. And their son wiostare from the word to the
pictures, his lips moving, sounding out, actuayeatingit out, And with his double-
sized red pencil curled into his pudgy right fisg§ could now write about three dozen
words on his own.

His finger traced slowly under the words in thedexaAbove them was a picture
Wendy half-remembered from her own grammar schagbdnineteen years before. A
laughing boy with brown curly hair. A girl in a stharess, her hair in blond ringlets one
hand holding a jump rope. A prancing dog runninigraé large red rubber ball. The
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first-grade trinity. Dick, Jane, and Jip.

"See Jip run,” Danny read slowly. "Run, Jip, rumnRrun, run." He paused,
dropping his finger down a line. "See the ..." Hmtcloser, his nose almost touching
the page now. "See the ..."

"Not so close, doc," Wendy said quietly. "You'llrhyour eyes. It's-"

"Don't tell me!" he said, sitting up with a jerkiH/oice was alarmed. "Don't tell
me, Mommy, | can get it!"

"All right, honey," she said. "But it's not a biging. Really it's not."

Unheeding, Danny bent forward again. On his face araexpression that might
be more commonly seen hovering over a graduaterdeewam in a college gym
somewhere. She liked it less and less.

"See the ... buh. Aw. El. El. See the buhaw-el-8&& the buhawlBall!"
Suddenly triumphant. Fierce. The fierceness irvbhise scared herSee the balll

"That's right,” she said. "Honey, | think that'oagh for tonight.”

"A couple more pages, Mommy? Please?"

"No, doc." She closed the red-bound book firmlys"bedtime."

"Please?"

"Don't tease me about it, Danny. Mommy's tired."

"Okay." But he looked longingly at the primer.

"Go kiss your father and then wash up. Don't fotgddrush."

"Yeah."

He slouched out, a small boy in pajama bottoms feith and a large flannel top
with a football on the front and NEW ENGLAND PATRIS written on the back.

Jack's typewriter stopped, and she heard Danngisyhemack. "Night, Daddy."

"Goodnight, doc. How'd you do?"

"Okay, | guess. Mommy made me stop."

"Mommy was right. It's past eight-thirty. Goingttee bathroom?"

"Yeah."

“Good. There's potatoes growing out of your earsd Anions and carrots and
chives and — "

Danny's giggle, fading, then cut off by the firmickl of the bathroom door. He
was private about his bathroom functions, whilehbsite and Jack were pretty much
catch-as-catch-can. Another sign — and they weréptying all the time — that there
was another human being in the place, not justrbocacopy of one of them or a
combination of both. It made her a little sad. Sdayeher child would be a stranger to
her, and she would be strange to him ... but nosteenge as her own mother had
become to her. Please don't let it be that way,. Getlhim grow up and still love his
mother.

Jack's typewriter began its irregular bursts again.

Still sitting in the chair beside Danny's readiafgle, she let her eyes wander around her
son's room. The glider's wing had been neatly mendHés desk was piled high with
picture books, coloring books, old Spiderman cobaoks with the covers half torn off,
Crayolas, and an untidy pile of Lincoln Logs. Th&/\model was neatly placed above
these lesser things, its shrink-wrap still undiséal. He and his father would be putting
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it together tomorrow night or the night after if idgy went on at this rate, and never
mind the end of the week. His pictures of Pooh Bydre and Christopher Robin were
tacked neatly to the wall, soon enough to be replagith pin-ups and photographs of
dope- smoking rock singers, she supposed. Innocenexperience. Human nature,
baby. Grab it and growl. Still it made her sad. Ngear he would be in school and she
would lose at least half of him, maybe more, tofhiends. She and Jack had tried to
have another one for a while when things had sedamé@ going well at Stovington,
but she was on the pill again now. Things were unoertain. God knew where they
would be in nine months.

Her eyes fell on the wasps' nest.

It held the ultimate high place in Danny's roonstireg on a large plastic plate
on the table by his bed. She didn't like it, eMahwas empty. She wondered vaguely if
it might have germs, thought to ask Jack, thend#eche would laugh at her. But she
would ask the doctor tomorrow, if she could catah Wwith Jack out of the room. She
didn't like the idea of that thing, constructedniréhe chewings and saliva of so many
alien creatures, lying within a foot of her slegpson’s head.

The water in the bathroom was still running, and gbt up and went into the
big bedroom to make sure everything was okay. datkt look up; he was lost in the
world he was making, staring at the typewriteijtarfcigarette clamped in his teeth.

She knocked lightly on the closed bathroom roomou'Yokay, doc? You
awake?"

No answer.

"Danny?"

No answer. She tried the door. It was locked.

"Danny?" She was worried now. The lack of any sobedeath the steadily
running water made her uneasy. "Danny? Open the dooey."

No answer.

"Danny!"

"Jesus Christ, Wendy, | can't think if you're goittg pound on the door all
night.”

"Danny's locked himself in the bathroom and he dbvesmswer me!"

Jack came around the desk, looking put out. He kewbon the door once, hard.
"Open up, Danny. No games."

No answer.

Jack knocked harder. "Stop fooling, doc. Bedtinte@dtime. Spanking if you
don't open up."

He's losing his tempeshe thought, and was more afraid. He had nothdic
Danny in anger since that evening two years agbabthis moment he sounded angry
enough to do it.

"Danny, honey — " she began.

No answer. Only running water.

"Danny, if you make me break this lock | can guéganyou you'll spend the
night sleeping on your belly," Jack warned.

Nothing.
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"Break it," she said, and suddenly it was hardatk. "Quick." He raised one
foot and brought it down hard against the doohtright of the knob. The lock was a
poor thing; it gave immediately and the door shuwedeopen, banging the tiled
bathroom wall and rebounding halfway.

"Danny" she screamed.

The water was running full force in the basin. Besit, a tube of Crest with the
cap off. Danny was sitting on the rim of the bakthfcross the room, his toothbrush
clasped limply in his left hand, a thin foam of tigoaste around his mouth. He was
staring, trancelike, into the mirror on the frort the medicine cabinet above the
washbasin. The expression on his face was oneugdd horror, and her first thought
was that he was having some sort of epileptic sejzhat he might have swallowed his
tongue.

"Danny"

Danny didn't answer. Guttural sounds came fromthisat. Then she was
pushed aside so hard that she crashed into thé tagke and Jack was kneeling in front
of the boy.

"Danny," he said. "Danny, Danny!" He snapped higédrs in front of Danny's
blank eyes.

"Ah-sure," Danny said. "Tournament play. Strokerrku ..."

"Danny — "

"Roque!" Danny said, his voice suddenly deep, atmmanlike. "Roque. Stroke.
The roque mallet ... has two sid€&aaaaaa—"

"Oh Jack my Godavhat's wrong with hi"

Jack grabbed the boy's elbows and shook him haadnyps head rolled limply
backward and then snapped forward like a ballooa stick.

"Roque. Stroke. Redrum."

Jack shook him again, and Danny's eyes suddendyetle His toothbrush fell
out of his hand and onto the tiled floor with a Hrakck.

"What?" he asked, looking around. He saw his fattrezeling before him,
Wendy standing by the wall. "What?" Danny askedirggaith rising alarm. "W-W-
Wuh- What's wr-r-r — "

"Don't stuttef" Jack suddenly screamed into his face. Dannydaoigt in shock,
his body going tense, trying to draw away from flaiher, and then he collapsed into
tears. Stricken, Jack pulled him close. "Oh, horfay, sorry. I'm sorry, doc. Please.
Don't cry. I'm sorry. Everything's okay."

The water ran ceaselessly in the basin, and WeealdytHat she had suddenly
stepped into some grinding nightmare where timeb@ckward, backward to the time
when her drunken husband had broken her son's rarhad then mewled over him in
almost the exact same words.

(Oh honey. I'm sorry. I'm sorry, doc. Please. Sayspr

She ran to them both, pried Danny out of Jack'ssasomehow (she saw the
look of angry reproach on his face but filed it gwWar later consideration), and lifted
him up. She walked him back into the small bedrobDamny's arms clasped around her
neck, Jack trailing them.
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She sat down on Danny's bed and rocked him backaatid soothing him with
nonsensical words repeated over and over. She doogeat Jack and there was only
worry in his eyes now. He raised questioning eyerat her. She shook her head
faintly.

"Danny,"” she said. "Danny, Danny, Danny. 'S okaxg, ¢S fine."

At last Danny was quiet, only faintly tremblinglier arms.

Yet it was Jack he spoke to first, Jack who was siiting beside them on the
bed, and she felt the old faint pang

(It's him first and it's always been him first)

of jealousy. Jack had shouted at him, she had atedfdim, yet it was to his
father that Danny said,

"I'm sorry if | was bad."

"Nothing to be sorry for, doc.” Jack ruffled hisihdWhat the hell happened in
there?"

Danny shook his head slowly, dazedly. "I ... | d&now. Why did you tell me to
stop stuttering, Daddy? | don't stutter.”

"Of course not," Jack said heartily, but Wendy &eltold finger touch her heart.
Jack suddenly looked scared, as if he'd seen sorgethat might just have been a
ghost.

"Something about the timer..." Danny muttered.

"What? Jack was leaning forward, and Danny flincheden &rms.

"Jack, you're scaring him!" she said, and her voi@s high, accusatory. It
suddenly came to her that they were all scaredoBwhat?

"I don't know, | don't know," Danny was saying te father. "What ... what did |
say, Daddy?"

"Nothing," Jack muttered. He took his handkercHhitem his back pocket and
wiped his mouth with it. Wendy had a moment of tkatkening time-is-running-
backward feeling again. It was a gesture she rereegdbwell from his drinking days.

"Why did you lock the door, Danny?" she asked gefiWhy did you do that?"

"Tony," he said. "Tony told me to."

They exchanged a glance over the top of his head.

"Did Tony say why, son?" Jack asked quietly.

"I was brushing my teeth and | was thinking abowt m@ading,” Danny said.
"Thinking real hard. And ... and | saw Tony way doin the mirror. He said he had to
show me again."

"You mean he was behind you?" Wendy asked.

"No, he wagn the mirror." Danny was very emphatic on this pofk¥ay down
deep. And then | went through the mirror. The néihg | remember Daddy was
shaking me and | thought | was being bad again."

Jack winced as if struck.

"No, doc," he said quietly.

"Tony told you to lock the door?" Wendy asked, biog his hair.

"Yes."

"And what did he want to show you?"
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Danny tensed in her arms; it was as if the musaldss body had turned into
something like piano wire. "I don't remember," lads distraught. "I don't remember.
Don't ask me. | .l.don't remember nothing

"Shh," Wendy said, alarmed. She began to rock lgaina “It's all right if you
don't remember, hon. Sure it is."

At last Danny began to relax again.

"Do you want me to stay a little while? Read yatay?"

"No. Just the night light." He looked shyly at Hether. "Would you stay,
Daddy? For a minute?"

"Sure, doc."

Wendy sighed. "I'll be in the living room, Jack."

"Okay."

She got up and watched as Danny slid under thereodMe seemed very small.

"Are you sure you're okay, Danny?"

"I'm okay. Just plug in Snoopy, Mom."

"Sure."

She plugged in the night light, which showed Snolypyg fast asleep on top of
his doghouse. He had never wanted a night light they moved into the Overlook,
and then he had specifically requested one. Simeduoff the lamp and the overhead
and looked back at them, the small white circl®ahny's face, and Jack's above it. She
hesitated a moment
(and then | went through the mirjor

and then left them quietly.

"You sleepy?" Jack asked, brushing Danny's haihigfforehead.

"Yeah."

"Want a drink of water?"

"No..."

There was silence for five minutes. Danny was bglheath his hand. Thinking
the boy had dropped off, he was about to get upleade quietly when Danny said
from the brink of sleep:

"Roque.”

Jack turned back, all zero at the bone.

"Danny — ?"

"You'd never hurt Mommy, would you, Daddy?"

"No."

"Or me?"

"No."

Silence again, spinning out.

"Daddy?"

"What?"

"Tony came and told me about roque."”

"Did he, doc? What did he say?"

"l don't remember much. Except he said it was mngs. Like baseball. Isn't
that funny?"
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"Yes." Jack's heart was thudding dully in his chekiw could the boy possibly
know a thing like that? Roque was played by innjmgs like baseball but like cricket.

"Daddy ...?" He was almost asleep now.

"What?"

"What's redrum?"

“Red drum? Sounds like something an Indian migke t@n the warpath.”

Silence.

"Hey, doc?"

But Danny was asleep, breathing in long, slow stsokdack sat looking down at
him for a moment, and a rush of love pushed thrcughlike tidal water. Why had he
yelled at the boy like that? It was perfectly norfiea him to stutter a little. He had been
coming out of a daze or some weird kind of trarace] stuttering was perfectly normal
under those circumstances. Perfectly. And he hahid timer at all. It had been
something else, nonsense, gibberish.

How had he known roque was played in innings? Hawhe®ne told him?
Ullman? Hallorann?

He looked down at his hands. They were made irgbt,ticlenched fists of
tension

(god how i need a drink

and the nails were digging into his palms like tomgnds. Slowly he forced them
to open.

"I love you, Danny," he whispered. "God knows I"do.

He left the room. He had lost his temper againy anlittle, but enough to make
him feel sick and afraid. A drink would blunt tHatling, oh yes. It would blunt that

(Something about the timer)

and everything else. There was no mistake abosgetinrds at all. None. Each
had come out clear as a bell. He paused in thevlmgllooking back, and automatically
wiped his lips with his handkerchief.

* k%

Their shapes were only dark silhouettes in the gbdwihe night light. Wendy,
wearing only panties, went to his bed and tucked iniagain; he had kicked the covers
back. Jack stood in the doorway, watching as shehpu inner wrist against his
forehead.

"Is he feverish?"

"No." She kissed his cheek.

"Thank God you made that appointment,” he said hees came back to the
doorway. "You think that guy knows his stuff?"

“The checker said he was very good. That's allovknh

"If there's something wrong, I'm going to send ymd him to your mother's,
Wendy."

"No."

"I know," he said, putting an arm around her, "how feel."

"You don't know how | feel at all about her."
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"Wendy, there's no place else | can send you. Ymwikthat."

"If you came — "

"Without this job we're done," he said simply. "Yeoow that."

Her silhouette nodded slowly. She knew it.

"When | had that interview with Ullman, | thoughe lwas just blowing off his
bazoo. Now I'm not so sure. Maybe | really shouldate tried this with you two along.
Forty miles from nowhere."

"l love you," she said. "And Danny loves you eveare) if that's possible. He
would have been heartbroken, Jack. He will beotf gend us away."

"Don't make it sound that way."

"If the doctor says there's something wrong, ¢tbk for a job in Sidewinder,"
she said. "If | can't get one in Sidewinder, Daang | will go to Boulder. | can't go to
my mother, Jack. Not on those terms. Don't askimel just can't.”

"l guess | know that. Cheer up. Maybe it's notHing.

"Maybe."

"The appointment's at two?"

"Yes."

"Let's leave the bedroom door open, Wendy."

"l want to. But | think he'll sleep through now."

But he didn't.

* % %

Boom... boom... boomboomBOOMBOOM —

He fled the heavy, crashing, echoing sounds throtgisting, mazelike
corridors, his bare feet whispering over a deep-pihgle of blue and black. Each time
he heard the roque mallet smash into the wall sdraesvbehind him he wanted to
scream aloud. But he mustn't. He mustn't. A screanid give him away and then

(thenREDRUM

(Come out here and take your medicine, you fuckiyigady)

Oh and he could hear the owner of that voice comgngiing for him, charging
up the hall like a tiger in an alien blue-blackglen A man-eater.

(Come out here, you little son of a bitch!

If he could get to the stairs going down, if he Idoget off this third floor, he
might be all right. Even the elevator. If he cotdthember what had been forgotten. But
it was dark and in his terror he had lost his dagan. He had turned down one corridor
and then another, his heart leaping into his mdkéha hot lump of ice, fearing that
each turn would bring him face to face with the lanntiger in these halls.

The booming was right behind him now, the awfulriseashouting.

The whistle the head of the mallet made cuttingubh the air
(roque ... stroke ... roque ... stroke ... REDRUM

before it crashed into the wall. The soft whispérfeet on the jungle carpet.
Panic squirting in his mouth like bitter juice.

(You will remember what was forgotterbut would he? What was it?)
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He fled around another corner and saw with creepitigr horror that he was in
a cul-de-sac. Locked doors frowned down at him ftbnee sides. The west wing. He
was in the west wing and outside he could hearstbem whooping and screaming,
seeming to choke on its own dark throat filled vatiow.

He backed up against the wall, weeping with tenaw, his heart racing like the
heart of a rabbit caught in a snare. When his baak against the light blue silk
wallpaper with the embossed pattern of wavy lifés Jegs gave way and he collapsed
to the carpet, hands splayed on the jungle of woxiaas and creepers, the breath
whistling in and out of his throat.

Louder. Louder.

There was a tiger in the hall, and now the tiges yust around the corner, still
crying out in that shrill and petulant and lunatage, the roque mallet slamming,
because this tiger walked on two legs and it was —

He woke with a sudden indrawn gasp, sitting boligiy in bed, eyes wide and
staring into the darkness, hands crossed in frohisdace.

Something on one hand. Crawling.

Wasps. Three of them.

They stung him then, seeming to needle all at oand, that was when all the
images broke apart and fell on him in a dark fland he began to shriek into the dark,
the wasps clinging to his left hand, stinging agaid again.

The lights went on and Daddy was standing thet@dgrshorts, his eyes glaring.
Mommy behind him, sleepy and scared.

"Get them off me!" Danny screamed.

"Oh my God," Jack said. He saw.

"Jack, what's wrong with him? What's wrong?"

He didn't answer her. He ran to the bed, scoopddammy's pillow, and slapped
Danny's thrashing left hand with it. Again. AgaWendy saw lumbering, insectile
forms rise into the air, droning.

"Get a magazine!" he yelled over his shoulder. I"tiém!"

"Wasps?" she said, and for a moment she was ihgidlf, almost detached in
her realization. That her mind cross-patched, amakedge was connected to emotion.
"Wasps, oh Jesus, Jack, you said — "

"Shut the fuck up and kill thent¥é roared"Will you do what | say!

One of them had landed on Danny's reading deskid&lkea coloring book off
his worktable and slammed it down on the waspfttd viscous brown smear.

"There's another one on the curtain,” he said,randut past her with Danny in
his arms.

He took the boy into their bedroom and put him oend¥'s side of the
makeshift double. "Lie right there, Danny. Dontnw back until | tell you.
Understand?"

His face puffed and streaked with tears, Danny eddd

"That's my brave boy."

Jack ran back down the hall to the stairs. Behindhe heard the coloring book
slap twice, and then his wife screamed in paindida‘t slow but went down the stairs
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two by two into the darkened lobby. He went throlilman's office into the kitchen,
slamming the heavy part of his thigh into the coroé Ullman's oak desk, barely
feeling it. He slapped on the kitchen overheads @odsed to the sink. The washed
dishes from supper were still heaped up in thendrawhere Wendy had left them to
drip-dry. He snatched the big Pyrex bowl off th@.té dish fell to the floor and
exploded. Ignoring it, he turned and ran back tghotine office and up the stairs.

Wendy was standing outside Danny's door, breathergl. Her face was the
color of table linen. Her eyes were shiny and ftay hair hung damply against her
neck. "I got all of them," she said dully, "but osteing me. Jack, you said they were all
dead." She began to cry.

He slipped past her without answering and carriedRyrex bowl over to the
nest by Danny's bed. It was still. Nothing thera. tBe outside, anyway. He slammed
the bowl down over the nest.

"There," he said. "Come on."

They went back into their bedroom.

"Where did it get you?" he asked her.

"My ... on my wrist."

"Let's see.”

She showed it to him. Just above the braceletneklibetween wrist and palm,
there was a small circular hole. The flesh arotinebs puffing up.

"Are you allergic to stings?" he asked. "Think Hdfd/ou are, Danny might be.
The fucking little bastards got him five or six 8"

"No," she said, more calmly. "I ... | just haterthehat's allHatethem."

Danny was sitting on the foot of the bed, holding lleft hand and looking at
them. His eyes, circled with the white of shoclgked at Jack reproachfully.

"Daddy, you said you killed them all. My hand t raally hurts."

"Let's see it, doc ... no, I'm not going to touthlThat would make it hurt even
more. Just hold it out."

He did and Wendy moaned. "Oh Danny ... oh, your paod!"

Later the doctor would count eleven separate stiNgsv all they saw was a
dotting of small holes, as if his palm and fingkesl been sprinkled with grains of red
pepper. The swelling was bad. His hand had beguodi like one of those cartoon
images where Bugs Bunny or Daffy Duck had just stea himself with a hammer.

"Wendy, go get that spray stuff in the bathroongshid.

She went after it, and he sat down next to Danmysipped an arm around his
shoulders

"After we spray your hand, | want to take some Rutts of it, doc. Then you
sleep the rest of the night with us, ‘kay?"

"Sure," Danny said. "But why are you going to taketures?"

"So maybe we can sue the ass out of some people.”

Wendy came back with a spray tube in the shapecbémical fire extinguisher.

"This won't hurt, honey," she said, taking off ttes.

Danny held out his hand and she sprayed both siatdst gleamed. He let out a
long, shuddery sigh.
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"Does it smart?" she asked.

"No. Feels better."

"Now these. Crunch them up." She held out five geaftavored baby aspirin.
Danny took them and popped them into his mouthbgynene.

"Isn't that a lot of aspirin?" Jack asked.

"It's a lot of stings," she snapped at him angtipu go and get rid of that nest,
John Torrance. Right now."

"Just a minute."

He went to the dresser and took his Polaroid Sq&#@oter out of the top
drawer. He rummaged deeper and found some flaskcube

"Jack, what are you doing?" she asked, a littledmczally.

"He's gonna take some pictures of my hand," Darmg gravely, "and then
we're gonna sue the ass out of some people. Righi?"

"Right,” Jack said grimly. He had found the flastaehment, and he jabbed it
onto the camera. "Hold it out, son. I figure abig thousand dollars a sting."

"What are youalking about?" Wendy nearly screamed.

"I'll tell you what," he said. "I followed the dicgons on that fucking bug bomb.
We're going to sue them. The damn thing was defectiad to have been. How else
can you explain this?"

"Oh," she said in a small voice.

He took four pictures, pulling out each coveredipfor Wendy to time on the
small locket watch she wore around her neck. Dafasginated with the idea that his
stung hand might be worth thousands and thousandsllars, began to lose some of
his fright and take an active interest. The handktbed dully, and he had a small
headache.

When Jack had put the camera away and spread itits put on top of the
dresser to dry, Wendy said: "Should we take hirthéodoctor tonight?"

"Not unless he's really in pain,” Jack said. "lperson has a strong allergy to
wasp venom, it hits within thirty seconds."

"Hits? What do you — "

"A coma. Or convulsions."

"Oh. Oh my Jesus." She cupped her hands over bewsland hugged herself,
looking pale and wan.

"How do you feel, son? Think you could sleep?"

Danny blinked at them. The nightmare had faded taudl, featureless
background in his mind, but he was still frightened

"If I can sleep with you."

"Of course,” Wendy said. "Oh honey, I'm so sorry."

"It's okay, Mommy."

She began to cry again, and Jack put his handseorstoulders. "Wendy, |
swear to you that | followed the directions.”

"Will you get rid of it in the morning? Please?"

"Of course | will."

The three of them got in bed together, and Jackakasit to snap off the light
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over the bed when he paused and pushed the caaksrstead. "Want a picture of the
nest, too."

"Come right back."

"I will."

He went to the dresser, got the camera and thdéldasicube, and gave Danny a
closed thumb-and-forefinger circle. Danny smiled gave it back with his good hand.

Quite a kidhe thought as he walked down to Danny's roatnof that and then
some.

The overhead was still on. Jack crossed to the ketlp, and as he glanced at
the table beside it, his skin crawled into goossltil The short hairs on his neck prickled
and tried to stand erect.

He could hardly see the nest through the clearxPgoevl. The inside of the
glass was crawling with wasps. It was hard to helv many. Fifty at least. Maybe a
hundred.

His heart thudding slowly in his chest, he took pistures and then set the
camera down to wait for them to develop. He wipedlips with the palm of his hand.
One thought played over and over in his mind, aulp@rith

(You lost your temper. You lost your temper. Youyosr tempe)

an almost superstitious dread. They had come b#ekad killed the wasps but
they had come back.

In his mind he heard himself screaming into higttened, crying son's face:
Don't stuttet

He wiped his lips again.

He went to Danny's worktable, rummaged in its drayand came up with a big jigsaw
puzzle with a fiberboard backing. He took it owethe bedtable and carefully slid the
bowl and the nest onto it. The wasps buzzed anigisigle their prison. Then, putting
his hand firmly on top of the bowl so it wouldrips he went out into the hall.

"Coming to bed, Jack?" Wendy asked.

"Coming to bed, Daddy?"

"Have to go downstairs for a minute," he said, mghiis voice light.

How had it happened? How in God’s name?

The bomb sure hadn’t been a dud. He had seen itle wihite smoke start to
puff out of it when he had pulled the ring. And wiHge had gone up two hours later, he
had shaken a drift of small dead bodies out ohtble in the top.

Then how? Spontaneous regeneration?

That was crazy. Seventeenth-century bullshit. lisséicin't regenerate. And even
if wasp eggs could mature full-grown insects inlt@ehours, this wasn't the season in
which the queen laid. That happened in April or Megll was their dying time.

A living contradiction, the wasps buzzed furioushder the bowl.

He took them downstairs and through the kitchenback there was a door
which gave on the outside. A cold night wind blegaiast his nearly naked body, and
his feet went numb almost instantly against thel @ancrete of the platform he was
standing on, the platform where milk deliveries evarade during the hotel's operating
season. He put the puzzle and the bowl down céyeéuid when he stood up he looked
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at the thermometer nailed outside the door. FRESHWITH 7-UP, the thermometer
said, and the mercury stood at an even twentyedegrees. The cold would kill them by
morning. He went in and shut the door firmly. Afeermoment's thought he locked it,
too.

He crossed the kitchen again and shut off thedigHe stood in the darkness for
a moment, thinking, wanting a drink. Suddenly tlwteh seemed full of a thousand
stealthy sounds: creakings and groans and thendlfyas the wind under the eaves
where more wasps' nests might be hanging like gidadt.

They had come back.

And suddenly he found that he didn't like the Owekl so well anymore, as if it
wasn't wasps that had stung his son, wasps thatmiradulously lived through the bug
bomb assault, but the hotel itself.

His last thought before going upstairs to his veifiel son

(from now on you will hold your temper. No Matterat/h

was firm and hard and sure.

As he went down the hall to them he wiped his With the back of his hand.
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17 THE DOCTOR'S OFFICE

Stripped to his underpants, lying on the examimatiable, Danny Torrance
looked very small. He was looking up at Dr. ("Jaal me Bill") Edmonds, who was
wheeling a large black machine up beside him. Damtigd his eyes to get a better
look at it.

"Don't let it scare you, guy," Bill Edmonds saidt's'an electroencephalograph,
and it doesn't hurt."

"Electro —"

"We call it EEG for short. I'm going to hook a bunef wires to your head —
no, not stick them in, only tape them — and thespenthis part of the gadget will
record your brain waves."

"Like on "The Six Million Dollar Man'?"

"About the same. Would you like to be like Stevesthuwhen you grow up?"

"No way," Danny said as the nurse began to tapevttes to a number of tiny
shaved spots on his scalp. "My daddy says that dayniee'll get a short circuit and then
he'll be up sh ... he'll be up the creek.”

"I know that creek well," Dr. Edmonds said amialilive been up it a few times
myself, sans paddle. An EEG can tell us lots afghj Danny."

"Like what?"

"Like for instance if you have epilepsy. That'sttd problem where — "

"Yeah, | know what epilepsy is."

"Really?"

"Sure. There was a kid in my nursery school back/ermont — | went to
nursery school when | was a little kid — and he ha#le wasn't supposed to use the
flashboard."

"What was that, Dan?" He had turned on the macHihm lines began to trace
their way across graph paper.

"It had all these lights, all different colors. Amghen you turned it on, some
colors would flash but not all. And you had to cbthre colors and if you pushed the
right button, you could turn it off. Brent couldn'$e that."

"That's because bright flashing lights sometimesean epileptic seizure."”

"You mean using the flashboard might've made Bpénh a fit?"

Edmonds and the nurse exchanged a brief, amusedegldinelegantly but
accurately put, Danny."

"What?"

"l said you're right, except you should say "sazurstead of "pitch a fit." That's
not nice ... okay, lie just as still as a mouse.fow

"Okay."
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"Danny, when you have these ... whatever they a@esjou ever recall seeing
bright flashing lights before?"

"No... "

"Funny noises? Ringing? Or chimes like a doorbell?"

"Huh-uh."

"How about a funny smell, maybe like oranges or dist? Or a smell like
something rotten?"

"No, Sir."

"Sometimes do you feel like crying before you past’ Even though you don't
feel sad?"

"No way."

"That's fine, then."

"Have | got epilepsy, Dr. Bill?"

"l don't think so, Danny. Just lie still. Almost "

The machine hummed and scratched for another fireutes and then Dr.
Edmonds shut it off.

"All done, guy,” Edmonds said briskly. "Let Sallgtgthose electrodes off you
and then come into the next room. | want to haklatalk with you. Okay?"

"Sure."

"Sally, you go ahead and give him a tine test leef@ comes in."

"All right.”

Edmonds ripped off the long curl of paper the maeHhiad extruded and went
into the next room, looking at it.

"I'm going to prick your arm just a little," the rae said after Danny had pulled
up his pants. "It's to make sure you don't have TB.

"They gave me that at my school just last yearfimasaid without much hope.

"But that was a long time ago and you're a big oy, right?"

"l guess so," Danny sighed, and offered his arrfougacrifice.

When he had his shirt and shoes on, he went thrtheglsliding door and into
Dr. Edmonds's office. Edmonds was sitting on thgeedf his desk, swinging his legs
thoughtfully.

"Hi, Danny."

"Hi."

"How's that hand now?" He pointed at Danny's kefind, which was lightly
bandaged.

"Pretty good."

"Good. | looked at your EEG and it seems finat Bm going to send it to a
friend of mine in Denver who makes his living resglthose things. | just want to make
sure."

"Yes, Sir."

"Tell me about Tony, Dan."

Danny shuffled his feet. "He's just an invisibiend,” he said. "I made him up.
To keep me company.”

Edmonds laughed and put his hands on Danny'slddrsu "Now that's what
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your Mom and Dad say. But this is just betweengug, I'm your doctor. Tell me the
truth and I'll promise not to tell them unless yay | can."”

Danny thought about it. He looked at Edmonds thed, with a small effort of
concentration, he tried to catch Edmonds's thoughtst least the color of his mood.
And suddenly he got an oddly comforting image is Iead: file cabinets, their doors
sliding shut one after another, locking with a kli®Vritten on the small tabs in the
center of each door was: A-C, SECRET; D-G, SECR&IH so on. This made Danny
feel a little easier.

Cautiously he said: "l don't know who Tony is."

"Is he your age?"

"No. He's at least eleven. | think he might lvereolder. I've never seen him
right up close. He might be old enough to drivear'c

"You just see him at a distance, huh?"

"Yes, Sir."

"And he always comes just before you pass out?"

"Well, | don't pass out. It's like | go with hirAnd he shows me things."

"What kind of things?"

"Well ..." Danny debated for a moment and theld Edmonds about Daddy's
trunk with all his writing in it, and about how timeovers hadn't lost it between Vermont
and Colorado after all. It had been right underdfaérs all along.

"And your daddy found it where Tony said he vetil

"Oh yes, sir. Only Tony didrtell me. He showed me."

"I understand. Danny, what did Tony show you kight? When you locked
yourself in the bathroom?"

"I don't remember,"” Danny said quickly.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, sir."

"A moment ago | saigiou locked the bathroom door. But that wasn't righdsw
it? Tonylocked the door.”

"No, sir. Tony couldn't lock the door becausedm real. He wanted me to do it,
so | did. I locked it."

"Does Tony always show you where lost thing®@'are

"No, sir. Sometimes he shows me things thaganeg to happen.”

"Really?"

"Sure. Like one time Tony showed me the amusésramd wild animal park in
Great Barrington. Tony said Daddy was going to talesthere for my birthday. He did,
too."

"What else does he show you?"

Danny frowned. "Signs. He's always showing mupist old signs And | can't
read them, hardly ever.”

"Why do you suppose Tony would do that, Danny?"

"I don't know." Danny brightened. "But my dadalyd mommy are teaching me
to read, and I'm trying real hard."

"So you can read Tony's signs."
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"Well, | really want to learn. But that too, yea

"Do you like Tony, Danny?"

Danny looked at the tile floor and said nothing.

"Danny?"

"It's hard to tell,” Danny said. "l used to. dad to hope he'd come every day,
because he always showed me good things, espesiatdg Mommy and Daddy don't
think about DIVORCE anymore.” Dr. Edmonds's gazergéned, but Danny didn't
notice. He was looking hard at the floor, conceirgaon expressing himself. "But now
whenever he comes he shows me bad thiAggul things. Like in the bathroom last
night. The things he shows me, they sting me Iiasé wasps stung me. Only Tony's
things sting me up here." He cocked a finger grsawl his temple, a small boy
unconsciously burlesquing suicide.

"What things, Danny?"

"l can't remember!" Danny cried out, agonizdd tell you if I could! It's like |
can't remember because it's so bad | don't wartbember. All | can remember when |
wake up is REDRUM."

"Reddrumor redrum?"

"Rum. "

"What's that, Danny?"

"I don't know."

"Danny?"

"Yes, sir?"

"Can you make Tony come now?"

"l don't know. He doesn't always come. | doa&reknow if | want him to come
anymore."

"Try, Danny. I'll be right here."

Danny looked at Edmonds doubtfully. Edmonds madeincouragement.

Danny let out a long, sighing breath and nodd&dt | don't know if it will
work. | never did it with anyone looking at me b&foAnd Tony doesn't always come,
anyway."

"If he doesn't, he doesn't,” Edmonds said. st juant you to try."

"Okay."

He dropped his gaze to Edmonds's slowly swindiraders and cast his mind
outward toward his mommy and daddy. They were kengeplace ... right beyond that
wall with the picture on it, as a matter of fact.the waiting room where they had come
in. Sitting side by side but not talking. Leafirgdugh magazines. Worried. About him.

He concentrated harder, his brow furrowing,rgyto get Into the feeling of his
mommy's thoughts. It was always harder when theemieright there in the room with
him. Then he began to get it. Mommy was thinkingudka sister. Her sister. The sister
was dead. His mommy was thinking that was the riiaimg that turned her mommy
into such a

(bitch?)

into such an old biddy. Because her sister hedl. &s a little girl she was

(hit by a car oh god i could never stand anythirkg lthat again like aileen but
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what if he's sick really sick cancer spinal meniisgieukemia brain tumor like john

gunther's son or muscular dystrophy oh jeez kidsdge get leukemia all the time
radium treatments chemotherapy we couldn't affergtlaing like that but of course they
just can't turn you out to die on the street cagytand anyway he's all right all right all

right you really shouldn't let yourself think

(Danny—)

(@bout aileen and

(Dannee—)

(that can

(Dannee 4

But Tony wasn't there. Only his voice. And ataded, Danny followed it down
into darkness, falling and tumbling down some mdmite between Dr. Bill's swinging
loafers, past a loud knocking sound, further, &tod cruised silently by in the darkness
with some horrible thing lolling in it, past a saufike sweetly chiming church bells,
past a clock under a dome of glass.

Then the dark was pierced feebly by a singlet)ifestooned with cobwebs. The
weak glow disclosed a stone floor that looked damg unpleasant. Somewhere not far
distant was a steady mechanical roaring soundmioid, not frightening. Soporific. It
was the thing that would be forgotten, Danny thawgth dreamy surprise.

As his eyes adjusted to the gloom he could see Jostyahead of him, a
silhouette. Tony was looking at something and Dasitngined his eyes to see what it
was.

(Your daddy. See your dadd}y

Of course he did. How could he have missed lewen in the basement light's
feeble glow? Daddy was kneeling on the floor, casthe beam of a flashlight over old
cardboard boxes and wooden crates. The cardboass beere mushy and old; some of
them had split open and spilled drifts of paperootite floor. Newspapers, books,
printed pieces of paper that looked like bills. Heéddy was examining them with great
interest. And then Daddy looked up and shone laishfight in another direction. Its
beam of light impaled another book, a large white d®wound with gold string. The
cover looked like white leather. It was a scrapbda&nny suddenly needed to cry out
to his daddy, to tell him to leave that book alaihe@t some books should not be opened.
But his daddy was climbing toward it.

The mechanical roaring sound, which he now rezeghas the boiler at the
Overlook which Daddy checked three or four time®rgvday, had developed an
ominous, rhythmic hitching. It began to sound likelike pounding. And the smell of
mildew and wet, rotting paper was changing to sbmgtelse — the high, junipery
smell of the Bad Stuff. It hung around his dadd la vapor as he reached for the book
... and grasped it.

Tony was somewhere in the darkness

(This inhuman place makes human monsters. This iainytace

repeating the same incomprehensible thing overoaer.

(makes human monsters

Falling through darkness again, now accomparfgdthe heavy, pounding
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thunder that was no longer the boiler but the soafna whistling mallet striking silk-
papered walls, knocking out whiffs of plaster dustouching helplessly on the blue-
black woven jungle rug.

(Come out

(This inhuman plage

(and take your medicine!)

(makes human monsters

With a gasp that echoed in his own head he ¢gehmmself out of the darkness.
Hands were on him and at first he shrank backkithghthat the dark thing in the
Overlook of Tony's world had somehow followed hiack into the world of real things
— and then Dr. Edmonds was saying: "You're alhtigdanny. You're all right.
Everything is fine."

Danny recognized the doctor, then his surrougglin the office. He began to
shudder helplessly. Edmonds held him.

When the reaction began to subside, Edmondsia%¥eu said something about
monsters, Danny — what was it?"

"This inhuman place," he said gutturally. "Tawld me... this inhuman place ...
makes ... makes ..." He shook his head. "Can't merme"

“Try!"

"l can't."

"Did Tony come?"

"Yes."

"What did he show you?"

"Dark. Pounding. | don't remember."

"Where were you?"

"Leave me alone! | don't remember! Leave me alomt# began to sob
helplessly in fear and frustration. It was all godissolved into a sticky mess like a wet
bundle of paper, the memory unreadable.

Edmonds went to the water cooler and got himajpep cup of water. Danny
drank it and Edmonds got him another one.

"Better?"

"Yes."

"Danny, | don't want to badger you ... tease gbaut this, | mean. But can you
remember anything abobeforeTony came?"

"My mommy," Danny said slowly. "She's worriecoabme."

"Mothers always are, guy."

"No ... she had a sister that died when she avéttle girl. Aileen. She was
thinking about how Aileen got hit by a car and threide her worried about me. | don't
remember anything else."

Edmonds was looking at him sharply. "Just now wslas thinking that? Out in
the waiting room?"

"Yes, sir."

"Danny, how would you know that?"

"I don't know," Danny said wanly. "The shiningyuess."
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"The what?"

Danny shook his head very slowly. "I'm awfuktr Can't | go see my mommy
and daddy? | don't want to answer any more questitm tired. And my stomach
hurts."

"Are you going to throw up?"

"No, sir. | just want to go see my mommy anddiad

"Okay, Dan." Edmonds stood up. "You go on out s@e them for a minute, then
send them in so | can talk to them. Okay?."

"Yes, sir."

"There are books out there to look at. You hkeks, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," Danny said dutifully.

"You're a good boy, Danny."

Danny gave him a faint smile.

* % %

"I can't find a thing wrong with him," Dr. Edmondsaid to the Torrances. "Not

physically. Mentally, he's bright and rather tocagmative. It happens. Children have to
grow into their imaginations like a pair of oversizshoes. Danny's is still way too big
for him. Ever had his IQ tested?"

"I don't believe in them,"” Jack said. "They wgjhdjacket the expectations of
both parents and teachers."

Dr. Edmonds nodded. "That may be. But if you wist him, | think you'd find
he's right off the scale for his age group. Hisbatmbility, for a boy who is five going
on six, is amazing."

"We don't talk down to him," Jack said with ace of pride.

"l doubt if you've ever had to in order to malaurself understood.” Edmonds
paused, fiddling with a pen. "He went into a tramdgle | was with him. At my request.
Exactly as you described him in the bathroom laghtn All his muscles went lax, his
body slumped, his eyeballs rotated outward. Textbentto- hypnosis. | was amazed. |
still am.”

The Torrances sat forward. "What happened?" Weasked tensely, and
Edmonds carefully related Danny's trance, the medt@hrase from which Edmonds
had only been able to pluck the word "monsters¢' ‘thark,"” the "pounding.” The
aftermath of tears, near-hysteria, and nervousatbm

"Tony again," Jack said.

"What does it mean?" Wendy asked. "Have youideg?"

"A few. You might not like them."

"Go ahead anyway," Jack told him.

"From what Danny told me, his “invisible friengdlas truly a friend until you
folks moved out here from New England. Tony hasyddcome a threatening figure
since that move. The pleasant interludes have becamghtmarish, even more
frightening to your son because he can't rememkactly what the nightmares are
about. That's common enough. We all remember @aspiht dreams more clearly than
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the scary ones. There seems to be a buffer somevioleéiveen the conscious and the
subconscious, and one hell of a bluenose livekaret This censor only lets through a
small amount, and often what does come through néy symbolic. That's
oversimplified Freud, but it does pretty much ddscmiwhat we know of the mind's
interaction with itself."

"You think moving has upset Danny that badlyZndy asked.

"It may have, if the move took place under tratimcircumstances,” Edmonds
said. "Did it?"

Wendy and Jack exchanged a glance.

"I was teaching at a prep school," Jack saidlgid'l lost my job."

"l see," Edmonds said. He put the pen he bad pkg/ing with firmly back in
its holder. "There's more here, I'm afraid. It nieey painful to you. Your son seems to
believe you two have seriously contemplated divoree spoke of it in an offhand way,
but only because he believes you are no longeridenmsg it."

Jack's mouth dropped open, and Wendy recoiléidséepped. The blood drained
from her face.

"We never even discussed it!" she said. "Ndtont of him, not even in front of
each other! We — "

"I think it's best if you understand everythimgpctor,” Jack said. "Shortly after
Danny was born, | became an alcoholic. I'd hadirsuoirg problem all the way through
college, it subsided a little after Wendy and | j@bpped up worse than ever after
Danny was born and the writing | consider to beresl work was going badly. When
Danny was three and a half, he spilled some bearmmch of papers | was working on
... papers | was shuffling around, anyway ... hBndwell ... oh shit." His voice broke,
but his eyes remained dry and unflinching. "It stsiso goddam beastly said out loud. |
broke his arm turning him around to spank him. €mwenths later | gave up drinking. |
haven't touched it since."

"I see,"” Edmonds said neutrally. "I knew the drad been broken, of course. It
was set well." He pushed back from his desk aldthd crossed his legs. "If | may be
frank, it's obvious that he's been in no way abusade then. Other than the stings,
there's nothing on him but the normal bruises aadhs that any kid has in abundance.”

"Of course not," Wendy said hotly. "Jack didngan— "

"No, Wendy," Jack said. "I meant to do it. | ggesomeplace inside | really did
mean to do that to him. Or something even worse.'lddked back at Edmonds again.
"You know something, Doctor? This is the first tinlee word divorce has been
mentioned between us. And alcoholism. And childtibgaThree firsts in five minutes."

"That may be at the root of the problem," Ednsosdid. "I am not a psychiatrist.
If you want Danny to see a child psychiatrist, hcecommend a good one who works
out of the Mission Ridge Medical Center in BouldBut | am fairly confident of my
diagnosis. Danny is an intelligent, imaginativesgeptive boy. | don't believe he would
have been as upset by your marital problems adgbaved. Small children are great
accepters. They don't understand shame, or thetadede things."

Jack was studying his hands. Wendy took onbehtand squeezed it.

"But he sensed the things that were wrong. Cmedng them from his point of
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view was not the broken arm but the broken — oekireg — link between you two.
He mentioned divorce to me, but not the broken &ktinen my nurse mentioned the set
to him, he simply shrugged if off. It was no pressthing. "It happened a long time ago'
is what | think he said."

"That kid," Jack muttered. His jaws were clampegetber, the muscles in the
cheeks standing out. "We don't deserve him."

"You have him, all the same,” Edmonds said dryi\t. dny rate, he retires into a
fantasy world from time to time. Nothing unusuababthat; lots of kids do. As | recall,
| had my own invisible friend when | was Danny'®ag talking rooster named Chug-
Chug. Of course no one could see Chug-Chug butlmad two older brothers who
often left me behind, and in such a situation Clingig came in mighty handy. And of
course you two must understand why Danny's inwasitiend is named Tony instead of
Mike or Hal or Dutch."

"Yes," Wendy said.

"Have you ever pointed it out to him?"

"No," Jack said. "Should we?"

"Why bother? Let him realize it in his own timay his own logic. You see,
Danny's fantasies were considerably deeper thasethitat grow around the ordinary
invisible friend syndrome, but he felt he neededylthat much more. Tony would
come and show him pleasant things. Sometimes amalzings. Always good things.
Once Tony showed him where Daddy's lost trunk wasnder the stairs. Another time
Tony showed him that Mommy and Daddy were goingate him to an amusement
park for his birthday — "

"At Great Barrington!" Wendy cried. "But how ddihe know those things? It's
eerie, the things he comes out with sometimes. Atras if — "

"He had second sight?" Edmonds asked, smiling.

"He was born with a caul," Wendy said weakly.

Edmonds's smile became a good, hearty laugh. aladt Wendy exchanged a
glance and then also smiled, both of them amazeHoat easy it was. Danny's
occasional "lucky guesses" about things was somgthlse they had not discussed
much.

"Next you'll be telling me he can levitate," Boimals said, still smiling. "No, no,
no, I'm afraid not. It's not extrasensory but gamwd human perception, which in
Danny's case is unusually keen. Mr. Torrance, levkyour trunk was under the stairs
because you had looked everywhere else. Proceslmohation, what? It's so simple
Ellery Queen would laugh at it. Sooner or later yauld have thought of it yourself.

"As for the amusement park at Great Barringtdmpse idea was that originally?
Yours or his?"

"His, of course,” Wendy said. "They advertised al the morning children's
programs. He was wild to go. But the thing is, @octve couldn't afford to take him.
And we had told him so."

"Then a men's magazine I'd sold a story to backd71 sent a check for fifty
dollars,"” Jack said. "They were reprinting the wgtior an annual, or something. So we
decided to spend it on Danny."
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Edmonds shrugged. "Wish fulfillment plus a ludgincidence.”

"Goddammit, | bet that's just right," Jack said.

Edmonds smiled a little. "And Danny himself totee that Tony often showed
him things that never occurred. Visions based aityfgperception, that's all. Danny is
doing subconsciously what these so-called mystiod anind readers do quite
consciously and cynically. | admire him for it. life doesn't cause him to retract his
antennae, | think he'll be quite a man."

Wendy nodded — of course she thought Danny wbalduite a man — but the
doctor's explanation struck her as glib. It tastedre like margarine than butter.
Edmonds had not lived with them. He had not beamwettwhen Danny found lost
buttons, told her that maybe th& Guidewas under the bed, that he thought he better
wear his rubbers to nursery school even thoughstimewas out ... and later that day
they had walked home under her umbrella throughptheing rain. Edmonds couldn't
know of the curious way Danny had of preguessirggntiboth. She would decide to
have an unusual evening cup of tea, go out in itikeén and find her cup out with a tea
bag in it. She would remember that the books weeat the library and find them all
neatly piled up on the hall table, her library cardtop. Or Jack would take it into his
head to wax the Volkswagen and find Danny alreaatytloere, listening to tinny top-
forty music on his crystal radio as he sat on tmb ¢o watch.

Aloud she said, "Then why the nightmares now\tild Tony tell him to lock
the bathroom door?"

"l believe it's because Tony has outlived hidulsess,” Edmonds said. "He was
born — Tony, not Danny — at a time when you andrylousband were straining to
keep your marriage together. Your husband was uhgnkoo much. There was the
incident of the broken arm. The ominous quiet betwgou."

Ominous quiet, yes, that phrase was the realgthanyway. The stiff, tense
meals where the only conversation had been plessetpe butter or Danny, eat the rest
of your carrots or may | be excused, please. Thketaiwhen Jack was gone and she had
lain down, dry-eyed, on the couch while Danny wattA'V. The mornings when she
and Jack had stalked around each other like twoyarags with a quivering, frightened
mouse between them. It all rang true;

(dear God, do old scars ever stop hurting?)

horribly, horribly true.

Edmonds resumed, "But things have changed. Yawkschizoid behavior is a
pretty common thing in children. It's accepted,saese all we adults have this unspoken
agreement that children are lunatics. They havssiioe friends. They may go and sit in
the closet when they're depressed, withdrawing filoenworld. They attach talismanic
importance to a special blanket, or a teddy bea gtuffed tiger. They suck their
thumbs. When an adult sees things that aren't ,theeeconsider him ready for the
rubber room. When a child says he's seen a trdlistbedroom or a vampire outside the
window, we simply smile indulgently. We have a @estence explanation that explains
the whole range of such phenomena in children — "

"He'll grow out of it," Jack said.

Edmonds blinked. "My very words," he said. "Yé&ow | would guess that
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Danny was in a pretty good position to developlaffedged psychosis. Unhappy home
life, a big imagination, the invisible friend whaa®/ so real to him that he nearly became
real to you. Instead of growing out of' his childdoschizophrenia, he might well have
grown into it."

"And become autistic?" Wendy asked. She had sedsmit autism. The word
itself frightened her; it sounded like dread andtevkilence.

"Possible but not necessarily. He might simpbvén entered Tony's world
someday and never come back to what he callsthiegs." "

"God," Jack said.

"But now the basic situation has changed dral§gicMr. Torrance no longer
drinks. You are in a new place where conditionsehtorced the three of you into a
tighter family unit than ever before — certainlgttter than my own, where my wife
and kids may see me for only two or three houraya @ my mind, he is in the perfect
healing situation. And | think the very fact that Is able to differentiate so sharply
between Tony's world and ‘real things' says abouathe fundamentally healthy state
of his mind. He says that you two are no longersatering divorce. Is he as right as |
think he is?"

"Yes," Wendy said, and Jack squeezed her hahdi almost painfully. She
squeezed back.

Edmonds nodded. "He really doesn't need Tonynang. Danny is flushing him
out of his system. Tony no longer brings pleas#ibrs but hostile nightmares that are
too frightening for him to remember except fragnaeiht. He internalized Tony during
a difficult — desperate — life situation, and Torsy not leaving easily. But hes
leaving. Your son is a little like a junkie kickirtige habit.”

He stood up, and the Torrances stood also.

"As | said, I'm not a psychiatrist. If the nigkdres are still continuing when your
job at the Overlook ends next spring, Mr. Torraricerould strongly urge you to take
him to this man in Boulder."

"l will."

"Well, let's go out and tell him he can go hdhi&jmonds said.

"l want to thank you," Jack told him painfully.feel better about all this than |
have in a very long time."

"So do I," Wendy said.

At the door, Edmonds paused and looked at Wéiity.you or did you have a
sister, Mrs. Torrance? Named Aileen?"

Wendy looked at him, surprised. "Yes, | did. S¥a&s killed outside our home in
Somersworth, New Hampshire, when she was six amaisiten. She chased a ball into
the street and was struck by a delivery van.”

"Does Danny know that?"

"l don't know. | don't think so."

"He says you were thinking about her in the imgitoom."

"l was," Wendy said slowly. "For the first tinre... oh, | don't know how long."

"Does the word 'redrum' mean anything to eitifgrou?"

Wendy shook her head but Jack said, "He merdidhat word last night, just
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before he went to sleep. Red drum."

"No, rum," Edmonds corrected. "He was quite emphatic atfmitRum As in
the drink. The alcoholic drink."

"Oh," Jack said. "It fits in, doesn't it?" Heptohis handkerchief out of his back
pocket and wiped his lips with it.

"Does the phrase "the shining’ mean anythingt®y

This time they both shook their heads.

"Doesn't matter, | guess,” Edmonds said. He egpe¢he door into the waiting
room. "Anybody here named Danny Torrance that waké&lto go home?"

"Hi, Daddy! Hi, Mommy!" He stood up from the slntable where he had been
leafing slowly through a copy &Where the Wild Things Agnd muttering the words he
knew aloud.

He ran to Jack, who scooped him up. Wendy rdifflis hair.

Edmonds peered at him. "If you don't love younnmmy and daddy, you can stay
with good old Bill."

"No, sir!" Danny said emphatically. He slung camen around Jack's neck, one
arm around Wendy's, and looked radiantly happy.

"Okay," Edmonds said, smiling. He looked at Wen®fou call if you have any
problems."

"Yes."

"l don't think you will," Edmonds said, smiling.
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21 NIGHT THOUGHTS

It was ten o'clock. Their quarters were fillediwitounterfeit sleep.

Jack lay on his side facing the wall, eyes opstening to Wendy's slow and
regular breathing. The taste of dissolved aspirm@s wtill on his tongue, making it feel
rough and slightly numb. Al Shockley had calledjaarter of six, quarter of eight back
East. Wendy had been downstairs with Danny, siitinfgont of the lobby fireplace and
reading.

"Person to person,” the operator said, "for Mck Torrance."

"Speaking." He had switched the phone to hiditrigand, had dug his
handkerchief out of his back pocket with his leftd had wiped his tender lips with it.
Then he lit a cigarette.

Al's voice then, strong in his ear: "Jacky-boyjatvin the name of God are you
up to?"

"Hi, AL." He snuffed the cigarette and groped tioe Excedrin bottle.

"What's going on, Jack? | got this weird phoma#l f'om Stuart Ullman this
afternoon. And when Stu Ullman calls long-distancé of his own pocket, you know
the shit has hit the fan.”

"Ullman has nothing to worry about, Al. Neithe you."

"What exactly is the nothing we don't have tormyabout? Stu made it sound
like a cross between blackmail antllational Enquirerfeature on the Overlook. Talk to
me, boy."

"I wanted to poke him a little,” Jack said. "Wihé came up here to be
interviewed, he had to drag out all my dirty launddrinking problem. Lost your last
job for racking over a student. Wonder if you're tight man for this. Et cetera. The
thing that bugged me was that he was bringindhalup because he loved the goddamn
hotel so much. The beautiful Overlook. The tradiibOverlook. The bloody sacred
Overlook. Well, | found a scrapbook in the basem8ntmebody had put together all the
less savory aspects of Ullman's cathedral, andokdd to me like a little black mass
had been going on after hours."”

"l hope that's metaphorical, Jack."” Al's voioersded frighteningly cold.

"Itis. But I did find out — "

"I know the hotel's history."”

Jack ran a hand through his hair. "So | called tp and poked him with it. |
admit it wasn't very bright, and | sure wouldn'tilagain. End of story."

"Stu says you're planning to do a little dir&gshdry-airing yourself."

"Stu is an asshole!" he barked into the phohtld him | had an idea of writing
about the Overlook, yes. | do. | think this placenis an index of the whole post-World
War Il American character. That sounds like anait&tl claim, stated so baldly ... | know
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it does ... but it's all here, Al' My God, it coub@ a great book. But it's far in the future,
| can promise you that, I've got more on my plagatrnow than | can eat, and — "

"Jack, that's not good enough."

He found himself gaping at the black receivettta phone, unable to believe
what he had surely heard. "What? Al, did you saf"—

"l said what | said. How long is far in the fegy Jack? For you it may be two
years, maybe five. For me it's thirty or forty, base | expect to be associated with the
Overlook for a long time. The thought of you doisgme sort of a scum-job on my
hotel and passing it off as a great piece of Anagrieriting, that makes me sick."

Jack was speechless.

"| tried to help you, Jacky-boy. We went througlke war together, and | thought
| owed you some help. You remember the war?"

"I remember it,” he muttered, but the coals of mésent had begun to glow
around his heart. First Ullman, then Wendy, now\&hat was this? National Let's Pick
Jack Torrance Apart Week? He clamped his lips nigtely together, reached for his
cigarettes, and knocked them off onto the floord Hiee ever liked this cheap prick
talking to him from his mahogany-lined den in VemtfdoHad he really?

"Before you hit that Hatfield kid," Al was saying had talked the Board out of
letting you go and even had them swung around tsidering tenure. You blew that
one for yourself. | got you this hotel thing, aediguiet place for you to get yourself
together, finish your play, and wait it out untiaily Effinger and | could convince the
rest of those guys that they made a big mistakev tooks like you want to chew my
arm off on your way to a bigger killing. Is thaktlway you say thanks to your friends,
Jack?"

"No," he whispered.

He didn't dare say more. His head was throbirtig the hot, acid-etched words
that wanted to get out. He tried desperately toktlof Danny and Wendy, depending on
him, Danny and Wendy sitting peacefully downstairfront of the fire and working on
the first of the second-grade reading primers,kihip everything was A-OK. If he lost
this job, what then? Off to California in that tireld VW with the disintegrating fuel
pump like a family of dustbowl Okies? He told hirigee would get down on his knees
and beg Al before he let that happen, but stillwloeds struggled to pour out, and the
hand holding the hot wires of his rage felt greased

"What?" Al said sharply.

"No," he said. "That is not the way | treat migmds. And you know it."

"How do | know it? At the worst, you're plannitgsmear my hotel by digging
up bodies that were decently buried years ago. & best, you call up my
temperamental but extremely competent hotel managérwork him into a frenzy as
part of some ... some stupid kid's game."

"It was more than a game, Al. It's easier fou.ygou don't have to take some
rich friend's charity. You don't need a friend oud because you are the court. The fact
that you were one step from a brown-bag lush goegypmuch unmentioned, doesn't
it?"

"l suppose it does," Al said. His voice had greg a notch and he sounded tired
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of the whole thing. "But Jack, Jack ... | can'tthiglat. | can't change that."

"I know," Jack said emptily. "Am | fired? | guegou better tell me if | am."

"Not if you'll do two things for me."

"All right.”

"Hadn't you better hear the conditions befone stocept them?"

"No. Give me your deal and I'll take it. Thedd/endy and Danny to think about.
If you want my balls, I'll send them airmail.”

"Are you sure selfpity is a luxury you can atfpdack?"

He had closed his eyes and slid an Excedrindmvinis dry lips. "At this point |
feel it's the only one | can afford. Fire awayyo.pun intended.”

Al was silent for a moment. Then he said: "Firet more calls to Ullman. Not
even if the place burns down. If that happens, tb&lmaintenance man, that guy who
swears all the time, you know who | mean ..."

"Watson."

"Yes."

"Okay. Done."

"Second, you promise me, Jack. Word of honor. bdok about a famous
Colorado mountain hotel with a history."

For a moment his rage was so great that be lijecalild not speak. The blood
beat loudly in his ears. It was like getting a datim some twentieth- century Medici
prince ... no portraits of my family with their warshowing, please, or back to the
rabble you'll go. | subsidize no pictures but preittures. When you paint the daughter
of my good friend and business partner, please birtitmark or back to the rabble
you'll go. Of course we're friends... we are bathlized men aren't we? We've shared
bed and board and bottle. We'll always be frieadsl, the dog collar | have on you will
always be ignored by mutual consent, and I'll tig&ed and benevolent care of you. All
| ask in return is your soul. Small item. We caermvgnore the fact that you've handed
it over, the way we ignore the dog collar. Remembey talented friend, there are
Michelangelos begging everywhere in the streeRarhe ...

"Jack? You there?"

He made a strangled noise that was intended tbeéoword yes.

Al's voice was firm and very sure of itself. r8ally don't think I'm asking so
much, Jack. And there will be other books. You jcat't expect me to subsidize you
while you ..."

"All right, agreed."

"I don't want you to think I'm trying to contrgbur artistic life, Jack. You know
me better than that. It's just that "

“Al?”

"What?"

"Is Derwent still involved with the Overlook? ®ehow?"

"l don't see how that can possibly be any canoéyours, Jack.”

"No," he said distantly. "I suppose it isn'tstan, Al, I think | hear Wendy
calling me for something. I'll get back to you."

"Sure thing, Jacky-boy. We'll have a good téllaw are things? Dry?"
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(YOU'VE GOT YOUR POUND OF FLESH BLOOD AND ALL N@ CAN'T
YOU LEAVE ME ALONE?)

"As a bone."

"Here too. I'm actually beginning to enjoy selyi If — "

"I'll get back, Al. Wendy — "

"Sure. Okay."

And so he had hung up and that was when thepsdoad come, hitting him like
lightning bolts, making him curl up in front of thelephone like a penitent, hands over
his belly, head throbbing like a monstrous bladder.

The moving wasp, having stung moves on ...

It had passed a little when Wendy came upstaics asked him who had been
on the phone.

"Al," he said. "He called to ask how things wgmng. | said they were fine."

"Jack, you look terrible. Are you sick?"

"Headache's back. I'm going to bed early. Noeérysng to write."

"Can | get you some warm milk?"

He smiled wanly. "That would be nice."

And now he lay beside her, feeling her warm gledping thigh against his own.
Thinking of the conversation with Al, how he hadwgled, still made him hot and cold
by turns. Someday there would be a reckoning. Sagntdtere would be a book, not the
soft and thoughtful thing he had first consideredt a gem- hard work of research,
photo section and all, and he would pull apart &mtire Overlook history, nasty,
incestuous ownership deals and all. He would spreatl out for the reader like a
dissected crayfish. And if Al Shockley had connaasi with the Derwent empire, then
God help him.

Strung up like piano wire, he lay staring irtte tlark, knowing it might be hours
yet before he could sleep.

* % %

Wendy Torrance lay on her back, eyes closed, lisgeto the sound of her husband's
slumber — the long inhale, the brief hold, the IHlig guttural exhale. Where did he go
when he slept, she wondered. To some amusementg&keat Barrington of dreams
where all the rides were free and there was no-mibher along to tell them they'd had
enough hotdogs or that they'd better be goingay twanted to get home by dark? Or
was it some fathoms-deep bar where the drinkingmnstopped and the batwings were
always propped open and all the old companions \gatkered around the electronic
hockey game, glasses in hand, Al Shockley promiaerdng them with his tie loosened
and the top button of his shirt undone? A place reehlgoth she and Danny were
excluded and the boogie went on endlessly?

Wendy was worried about him, the old, helplessrythat she had hoped was
behind her forever in Vermont, as if worry couldrshow not cross state lines. She
didn't like what the Overlook seemed to be doindgaok and Danny.

The most frightening thing, vaporous and unmemth perhaps unmentionable,
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was that all of Jack's drinking symptoms had corxekpone by one ... all but the drink
itself. The constant wiping of the lips with hand landkerchief, as if to rid them of
excess moisture. Long pauses at the typewritere rhalls of paper in the wastebasket.
There had been a bottle of Excedrin on the telephahle tonight after Al had called
him, but no water glass. He had been chewing thgamaHe got irritated over little
things. He would unconsciously start snapping ligers in a nervous rhythm when
things got too quiet. Increased profanity. She Ibeglun to worry about his temper, too.
It would almost come as a relief if he would logeblow off steam, in much the same
way that he went down to the basement first thmthe morning and last thing at night
to dump the press on the boiler. It would almosgbed to see him curse and kick a
chair across the room or slam a door. But thosggthialways an integral part of his
temperament, had almost wholly ceased. Yet shehwafkeling that Jack was more and
more often angry with her or Danny, but was refgsio let it out. The boiler had a
pressure gauge: old, cracked, clotted with grdastestill workable. Jack had none. She
had never been able to read him very well. Danmyd;dout Danny wasn't talking.

And the call from Al. At about the same timehdad come, Danny had lost all
interest in the story they had been reading. Hehlef to sit by the fire and crossed to
the main desk where Jack had constructed a roaftwdnys matchbox cars and trucks.
The Violent Violet Volkswagen was there and Danag bbegun to push it rapidly back
and forth. Pretending to read her own book butalgtdooking at Danny over the top
of it, she had seen an odd amalgam of the waysastielack expressed anxiety. The
wiping of the lips. Running both hands nervouslyotlgh his hair, as she had done
while waiting for Jack to come home from his rowfdhe bars. She couldn't believe Al
had called just to "ask how things were going.Yydlu wanted to shoot the bull, you
called Al. When Al called you, that was business.

Later, when she had come back downstairs, stidduend Danny curled up by
the fire again, reading the second-grade-primeremtlves of Joe and Rachel at the
circus with their daddy in complete, absorbed aiven The fidgety distraction had
completely disappeared. Watching him, she had b&ank again by the eerie certainty
that Danny knew more and understood more than thaseroom for in Dr. ("Just call
me Bill") Edmonds's philosophy.

"Hey, time for bed, doc,” she'd said.

"Yeah, okay." He marked his place in the book stedd up.

"Wash up and brush your teeth."

"Okay."

"Don't forget to use the floss."

"l won't."

They stood side by side for a moment, watchirggwax and wane of the coals
of the fire. Most of the lobby was chilly and dsafbut this circle around the fireplace
was magically warm, and hard to leave.

"It was Uncle Al on the phone," she said caguall

"Oh yeah?" Totally unsurprised.

"I wonder if Uncle Al was mad at Daddy," shedsaitill casually.

"Yeah, he sure was," Danny said, still watchiing fire. "He didn't want Daddy
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to write the book."

"What book, Danny?"

"About the hotel."

The question framed on her lips was one she Jaok had asked Danny a
thousand timed4ow do you know that8he hadn't asked him. She didn't want to upset
him before bed, or make him aware that they wesealty discussing his knowledge of
things he had no way of knowing at all. And he kidw, she was convinced of that. Dr.
Edmonds's patter about inductive reasoning andosisietous logic was just that: patter.
Her sister ... how had Danny known she was thinkingut Aileen in the waiting room
that day? And

(I dreamed Daddy had an accidgnt

She shook her head, as if to clear it. "Go wagshdoc.”

"Okay." He ran up the stairs toward their quatt&rowning, she had gone into
the kitchen to warm Jack's milk in a saucepan.

And now, lying wakeful in her bed and listenitagher husband's breathing and
the wind outside (miraculously, they'd had only theo flurry that afternoon; still no
heavy snow), she let her mind turn fully to herdlyy troubling son, born with a caul
over his face, a simple tissue of membrane thatod®esaw perhaps once in every seven
hundred births, a tissue that the old wives' taéed betokened the second sight.

She decided that it was time to talk to Danngutlthe Overlook ... and high
time she tried to get Danny to talk to her. Tomatréor sure. The two of them would
be going down to the Sidewinder Public Library & sf they could get him some
second-grade-level books on an extended loan thrthegywinter, and she would talk to
him. And frankly. With that thought she felt a |kteasier, and at last began to drift
toward sleep.

* % %

Danny lay awake in his bedroom, eyes open, left angircling his aged and slightly
worse-for-wear Pooh (Pooh had lost one shoe-b@yenand was oozing stuffing from
half a dozen sprung seams), listening to his pargeep in their bedroom. He felt as if
he were standing unwilling guard over them. Thétsgvere the worst of all. He hated
the nights and the constant howl of the wind arailnedwvest side of the hotel.

His glider floated overhead from a string. Os hureau the VW model, brought
up from the roadway setup downstairs, glowed a yitiiorescent purple. His books
were in the bookcase, his coloring books on thek.dAsplace for everything and
everything in its placeMommy said.Then you know where it is when you wanBiit
now things had been misplaced. Things were missiigrse still, things had been
added things you couldn't quite see, like in one ofgl@ictures that said CAN YOU
SEE THE INDIANS? And if you strained and squintgdu could see some of them
the thing you had taken for a cactus at first gtam@s really a brave with a knife
clamped in his teeth, and there were others higlirthe rocks, and you could even see
one of their evil, merciless faces peering throtilghspokes of a covered wagon wheel.
But you could never see all of them, and that whatwnade you uneasy. Because it
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was the ones you couldn't see that would snealebmt you, a tomahawk in one hand
and a scalping knife in the other ...

He shifted uneasily in his bed, his eyes seagcbut the comforting glow of the
night light. Things were worse here. He knew thaicmfor sure. At first they hadn't
been so bad, but little by little ... his daddy ugbt about drinking a lot more.
Sometimes he was angry at Mommy and didn't know. Wegywent around wiping his
lips with his handkerchief and his eyes were faayand cloudy. Mommy was worried
about him and Danny, too. He didn't have to shime her to know that; it had been in
the anxious way she had questioned him on theldafire hose had seemed to turn into
a snake. Mr. Hallorann said he thought all motlvensld shine a little bit, and she had
known on that day that something had happenedn&uthat.

He had almost told her, but a couple of thingd held him back. He knew that
the doctor in Sidewinder had dismissed Tony andthiveys that Tony showed him as
perfectly

(well almost)

normal. His mother might not believe him if loddt her about the hose. Worse,
she might believe him in the wrong way, might thirkwas LOSING HIS MARBLES.
He understood a little about LOSING YOUR MARBLESt@s much as he did about
GETTING A BABY, which his mommy had explained tarhthe year before at some
length, but enough.

Once, at nursery school, his friend Scott hamtpd out a boy named Robin
Stenger, who was moping around the swings witlca #most long enough to step on.
Robin's father taught arithmetic at Daddy's schaolkl Scott's daddy taught history
there. Most of the kids at the nursery school vessociated either with Stovington Prep
or with the small IBM plant just outside of townhd prep kids chummed in one group,
the IBM kids in another. There were cross- frienpgshof course, but it was natural
enough for the kids whose fathers knew each otherdre or less stick together. When
there was an adult scandal in one group, it alralveays filtered down to the children
in some wildly mutated form or other, but it rarghynped to the other group.

He and Scotty were sitting in the play rockgisivhen Scotty jerked his thumb
at Robin and said: "You know that kid?"

"Yeah," Danny said.

Scott leaned forward. "His dad LOST HIS MARBLESt night. They took him
away."

"Yeah? Just for losing some marbles?"

Scotty looked disgusted. "He went crazy. YouwadScott crossed his eyes,
flopped out his tongue, and twirled his index firgm large elliptical orbits around his
ears. "They took him to THE BUGHOUSE."

"Wow," Danny said. "When will they let him corback?"

"Never-never-never," Scotty said darkly.

In the course of that day and the next, Danmaydéhat

a.) Mr. Stenger had tried to kill everybody in fasnily, including Robin, with
his World War 1l souvenir pistol,

b.) Mr. Stenger ripped the house to pieces wielevas STINKO,;
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c.) Mr. Stenger had been discovered eating d bbwead bugs and grass like
they were cereal and milk and crying while he did i

d.) Mr. Stenger had tried to strangle his wiféhva stocking when the Red Sox
lost a big ball game.

Finally, too troubled to keep it to himself, lad asked Daddy about Mr.
Stenger. His daddy had taken him on his lap andexgthined that Mr. Stenger had
been under a great deal of strain, some of it abisuiamily and some about his job and
some of it about things that nobody but doctorddoumderstand. He had been having
crying fits, and three nights ago he had gottemgrgnd couldn't stop it and had broken
a lot of things in the Stenger home. It wasn't LIGIYOUR MARBLES, Daddy said,
it was HAVING A BREAKDOWN, and Mr. Stenger wasnt &8 BUGHOUSE but in a
SANNY-TARIUM. But despite Daddy's careful explamats, Danny was scared. There
didn't seem to be any difference at all between INGS YOUR MARBLES and
HAVING A BREAKDOWN, and whether you called it a BUW®WUSE or a
SANNYTARIUM, there were still bars on the windowsdathey wouldn't let you out if
you wanted to go. And his father, quite innocentigd confirmed another of Scotty's
phrases unchanged, one that filled Danny with aigamnd unformed dread. In the place
where Mr. Stenger now lived, there were THE MENTNE WHITE COATS. They
came to get you in a truck with no windows, a trtitkt was gravestone gray. It rolled
up to the curb in front of your house and THE MBWNTHE WHITE COATS got out
and took you away from your family and made yoe lim a room with soft walls. And
if you wanted to write home, you had to do it w@hayolas.

"When will they let him come back?" Danny askesifather.

"Just as soon as he's better, doc."

"But when will that be?" Danny had persisted.

"Dan," Jack said, "NO ONE KNOWS."

And that was the worst of all. It was anotheywésaying never-never-never. A
month later, Robin's mother took him out of nurssekiool and they moved away from
Stovington without Mr. Stenger.

That had been over a year ago, after Daddy stbpgking the Bad Stuff but
before he had lost his job. Danny still thought w@thid often. Sometimes when he fell
down or bumped his head or had a bellyache, hedvoedjin to cry and the memory
would flash over him, accompanied by the fear Heatvould not be able to stop crying,
that he would just go on and on, weeping and wgiluntil his daddy went to the
phone, dialed it, and said: "Hello? This is Jackdiace at 149 Mapleline Way. My son
here can't stop crying. Please send THE MEN IN ™RITE COATS to take him to
the SANNY-TARIUM. That's right, he's LOST HIS MARHBS. Thank you." And the
gray truck with no windows would come rolling uphs door, they would load him in,
still weeping hysterically, and take him away. Wh&auld he see his mommy and
daddy again? NO ONE KNOWS.

It was this fear that had kept him silent. Aryeler, he was quite sure that his
daddy and mommy wouldn't let him be taken awaythoking a fire hose was a snake,
his rational mind was sure of that, but still, when he thoughtelling them, that old
memory rose up like a stone filling his mouth ahacking words. It wasn't like Tony;
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Tony had always seemed perfectly natural (until had dreams, of course), and his
parents had also seemed to accept Tony as a mdéessonatural phenomenon. Things
like Tony came from being BRIGHT, which they botsamed he was (the same way
they assumed they were BRIGHT), but a fire hose tilmmed into a snake, or seeing
blood and brains on the wall of the Presidentiae&when no one else could, those
things would not be natural. They had already tdkemto see a regular doctor. Was it
not reasonable to assume that THE MEN IN THE WHO®ATS might come next?

Still he might have told them except he was sswener or later, that they would
want to take him away from the hotel. And he wardedperately to get away from the
Overlook. But he also knew that this was his daglthst chance, that he was here at the
Overlook to do more than take care of the placewHdsg here to work on his papers. To
get over losing his job. To love Mommy/Wendy. Anatilivery recently, it had seemed
that all those things were happening. It was oatgly that Daddy had begun to have
trouble. Since he found those papers.

(This inhuman place makes human monsters.

What did that mean? He had prayed to God, but l&zain't told him. And what
would Daddy do if he stopped working here? He hatitto find out from Daddy's
mind, and had become more and more convinced thatypdidn't know. The strongest
proof had come earlier this evening when Uncle aAdl Italled his daddy up on the
phone and said mean things and Daddy didn't dgrarsghing back because Uncle Al
could fire him from this job just the way that MGrommert, the Stovington headmaster,
and the Board of Directors had fired him from hib@olteaching job. And Daddy was
scared to death of that, for him and Mommy as aghimself.

So he didn't dare say anything. He could onlyctvdnelplessly and hope that
there really weren't any Indians at all, or if th@rere that they would be content to wait
for bigger game and let their little three-wagairrpass unmolested.

But he couldn't believe it, no matter how haedted.

Things were worse at the Overlook now.

The snow was coming, and when it did, any pdptions he had would be
abrogated. And after the snow, what? What then,nwthey were shut in and at the
mercy of whatever might have only been toying wfithm before?

(Come out here and take your medic)ne!

What then? REDRUM.

He shivered in his bed and turned over again.cHeld read more now.
Tomorrow maybe he would try to call Tony, he wotitg to make Tony show him
exactly what REDRUM was and if there was any waycbeld prevent it. He would
risk the nightmares. He hadkaow

Danny was still awake long after his parentsefasleep had become the real
thing. He rolled in his bed, twisting the sheetgppling with a problem years too big
for him, awake in the night like a single sentirmal picket. And sometime after
midnight, he slept too and then only the wind waslke, prying at the hotel and
hooting in its gables under the bright gimlet gakthe stars.
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28 "IT WAS HER!"

Jack had stood on the stairs, listening to the ringy comforting sounds coming
muffled through the locked door, and slowly his fusion had given way to anger.
Things had never really changed. Not to Wendy. bi@dcbe off the juice for twenty
years and still when he came home at night anaéstigaced him at the door, he would
see/ sense that little flare of her nostrils astakd to divine scotch or gin fumes riding
the outbound train of his exhalation. She was adngging to assume the worst; if he
and Danny got in a car accident with a drunkendolian who had had a stroke just
before the collision, she would silently blame Dgarnjuries on him and turn away.

Her face as she had snatched Danny away iupsefore him and he suddenly
wanted to wipe the anger that had been on it otht s fist.

She had no goddam right!

Yes, maybe at first. He had been a lush, heduwet terrible things. Breaking
Danny's arm had been a terrible thing. But if a mefarms, doesn't he deserve to have
his reformation credited sooner or later? And ifdoesn't get it, doesn't he deserve the
game to go with the name? If a father constantijuses his virginal daughter of
screwing every boy in junior high, must she notast grow weary (enough) of it to
earn her scoldings? And if a wife secretly-and smsecretly-continues to believe that
her teetotaling husband is a drunk ...

He got up, walked slowly down to the first-flol@nding, and stood there for a
moment. He took his handkerchief from his back eockiped his lips with it, and
considered going down and pounding on the bedromon demanding to be let in so he
could see his son. She had no right to be so godhiigithanded.

Well, sooner or later she'd have to come ougasshe planned a radical sort of
diet for the two of them. A rather ugly grin touchleis lips at the thought. Let her come
to him. She would in time.

He went downstairs to the ground floor, stoadlassly by the lobby desk for a
moment, then turned right. He went into the diniogm and stood just inside the door.
The empty tables, their white linen cloths neatBaned and pressed beneath their clear
plastic covers, glimmered up at him. All was desgriow but

(Dinner Will Be Served at 8 P.M.
Un-Masking and Dancing At Midnight

Jack walked among the tables, momentarily forggehis wife and son upstairs,
forgetting the dream, the smashed radio, the sulde trailed his fingers over the slick
plastic dustcovers, trying to imagine how it muavé been on that hot August night in
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1945, the war won, the future stretching ahead awows and new, like a land of
dreams. The bright and particolored Japanese temteung the whole length of the
circular drive, the golden-yellow light spillingdm these high windows that were now
drifted over with snow. Men and women in costumereha glittering princess, there a
high-booted cavalier, flashing jewelry and flashwg every where, dancing, liquor
flowing freely, first wine and then cocktails arfteh perhaps boilermakers the level of
conversation going up and up and up until the jotly rang out from the bandmaster's
podium, the cry of "Unmask! Unmask!"

(And the Red Death held sway ...

He found himself standing on the other side ofdimng room, just outside the
stylized batwing doors of the Colorado Lounge whene that night in 1945, all the
booze would have been free.

(Belly up to the bar, pardner, the drinks're on Hoaise)

He stepped through the batwings and into the ,diedgeed shadows of the bar.
And a strange thing occurred. He had been in heferd, once to check the inventory
sheet Ullman had left, and he knew the place had B&ipped clean. The shelves were
totally bare. But now, lit only murkily by the lighwhich filtered through from the
dining room (which was itself only dimly lit becausf the snow blocking the
windows), he thought he saw ranks and ranks ofdsotvinkling mutedly behind the
bar, and syphons, and even beer dripping from pigots of all three highly polished
taps. Yes, he could even smell beer, that dampfamdented and yeasty odor, no
different from the smell that had hung finely m@éstound his father's face every night
when he came home from work.

Eyes widening, he fumbled for the wall switcmdathe low, intimate bar-
lighting came on, circles of twenty-watt bulbs eemged on the tops of the three
wagon-wheel chandeliers overhead.

The shelves were all empty. They had not evepetigathered a good coat of
dust. The beer taps were dry, as were the chroaiasdbeneath them. To his left and
right, the velvet-upholstered booths stood like math high backs, each one designed
to give a maximum of privacy to the couple insi@&raight ahead, across the red-
carpeted floor, forty barstools stood around theséshoe-shaped bar. Each stool was
upholstered in leather and embossed with cattledsra— Circle H, Bar D Bar (that was
fitting), Rocking W, Lazy B.

He approached it, giving his head a little shakbewilderment as he did so. It
was like that day on the playground when ... betéhwvas no sense in thinking about
that. Still he could have sworn he had seen thosieb, vaguely, it was true, the way
you see the darkened shapes of furniture in a nobare the curtains have been drawn.
Mild glints on glass. The only thing that remaineas that smell of beer, and Jack knew
that was a smell that faded into the woodwork adrg\bar in the world after a certain
period of time, not to be eradicated by any cleameznted. Yet the smell here seemed
sharp ... almost fresh.

He sat down on one of the stools and proppeclbews on the bar's leather-
cushioned edge. At his left hand was a bowl fonpésa now empty, of course. The first
bar he'd been in for nineteen months and the danmmagl was dry just his luck. All the
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same, a bitterly powerful wave of nostalgia swemrdiim, and the physical craving for
a drink seemed to work itself up from his bellyHtis throat to his mouth and nose,
shriveling and wrinkling the tissues as it wentkimg them cry out for something wet
and long and cold.

He glanced at the shelves again in wild, irraichope but the shelves were just
as empty as before. He grinned in pain and frustraHis fists, clenching slowly, made
minute scratchings on the bar's leather-padded. edge

"Hi, Lloyd," he said. "A little slow tonight, rst it?"

Lloyd said it was. Lloyd asked him what it woudd.

"Now I'm really glad you asked me that," Jackdsdreally glad. Because |
happen to have two twenties and two tens in myawvalhd | was afraid they'd be sitting
there until sometime next April. There isn't a Se#even around here, would you
believe it? And | thought they had Seven-Elevengherfuckingmoon”

Lloyd sympathized.

"So here's what,"” Jack said. "You set me up\em éwenty martinis. An even
twenty, just like that, kazang. One for every mohile been on the wagon and one to
grow on. You can do that, can't you? You aren'ttosy?"

Lloyd said he wasn't busy at all.

"Good man. You line those martians up right gléme bar and I'm going to take
them down, one by one. White man's burden, Lloydmay."

Lloyd turned to do the job. Jack reached in®gocket for his money clip and
came out with an Excedrin bottle instead. His moclgy was on the bedroom bureau,
and of course his skinny-shanks wife had locked dihof the bedroom. Nice going,
Wendy. You bleeding bitch.

"I seem to be momentarily light,” Jack said. W my credit in this joint,
anyhow?"

Lloyd said his credit was fine.

"That's super. | like you, Lloyd. You were alvgaye best of them. Best damned
barkeep between Barre and Portland, Maine. Portarejon for that matter.”

Lloyd thanked him for saying so.

Jack thumped the cap from his Excedrin bottlok two tablets out, and
flipped them into his mouth. The familiar acid-coefimg taste flooded in.

He had a sudden sensation that people were wwgtbim, curiously and with
some contempt. The booths behind him were full retheere graying, distinguished
men and beautiful young girls, all of them in coséy watching this sad exercise in the
dramatic arts with cold amusement.

Jack whirled on his stool.

The booths were all empty, stretching away ftbmlounge door to the left and
right, the line on his left cornering to flank thar's horseshoe curve down the short
length of the room. Padded leather seats and b&tkaming dark Formica tables, an
ashtray on each one, a book of matches in eachagskite word<Colorado Lounge
stamped on each in gold leaf above the batwing-bthaoar.

He turned back, swallowing the rest of the disag Excedrin with a grimace.

"Lloyd, you're a wonder," he said. "Set up aliyearour speed is only exceeded
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by the soulful beauty of your Neapolitan ey8alud"

Jack contemplated the twenty imaginary drinkg martini glasses blushing
droplets of condensation, each with a swizzle pakedugh a plump green olive. He
could almost smell gin on the air.

"The wagon,” he said. "Have you ever been acqediwith a gentleman who
has hopped up on the wagon?"

Lloyd allowed as how he had met such men fronetio time.

"Have you ever renewed acquaintances with suctama after he hopped back
off?"

Lloyd could not, in all honesty, recall.

"You never did, then," Jack said. He curled h&d around the first drink,
carried his fist to his mouth, which was open, &urded his fist up. He swallowed and
then tossed the imaginary glass over his shoulde. people were back again, fresh
from their costume ball, studying him, laughing inehtheir hands. He could feel them.
If the backbar had featured a mirror instead os¢hdamn stupid empty shelves, he
could have seen them. Let them stare. Fuck themahgbody stare who wanted to
stare.

"No, you never did," he told Lloyd. "Few men ewveturn from the fabled
Wagon, but those who do come with a fearful taléetb When you jump on, it seems
like the brightest, cleanest Wagon you ever saty) tein-foot wheels to keep the bed of
it high out of the gutter where all the drunks kEgng around with their brown bags
and their Thunderbird and their Granddad Flashfsskdl Bourbon. You're away from
all the people who throw you nasty looks and tell yo clean up your act or go put it
on in another town. From the gutter, that's thedtdookin Wagon you ever saw, Lloyd
my boy. All hung with bunting and a brass bandriont and three majorettes to each
side, twirling their batons and flashing their pastat you. Man, you got to get on that
Wagon and away from the juicers that are straicgngned heat and smelling their own
puke to get high again and poking along the gdittebutts with half an inch left below
the filter.”

He drained two more imaginary drinks and tostesl glasses back over his
shoulder. He could almost hear them smashing orfldbe And goddam if he wasn't
starting to feel high. It was the Excedrin.

"So you climb up,” he told Lloyd. "and ain't yglad to be there. My God yes,
that's affirmative. That Wagon is the biggest aedtlfloat in the whole parade, and
everybody is lining the streets and clapping andedng and waving, all for you.
Except for the winos passed out in the gutter. €hmsys used to be your friends, but
that's all behind you now."

He carried his empty fist to his mouth and sldidown another — four down,
sixteen to go. Making excellent progress. He swayétlle on the stool. Let em stare, if
that was how they got off. Take a picture, folkd,last longer.

"Then you start to see things, Lloydy-my-boy.ings you missed from the
gutter. Like how the floor of the Wagon is nothibgt straight pine boards, so fresh
they're still bleeding sap, and if you took youoss off you'd be sure to get a splinter.
Like how the only furniture in the Wagon is thesad benches with high backs and no
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cushions to sit on, and in fact they are nothinggaws with a songbook every five feet
or so. Like how all the people sitting in the pesvsthe Wagon are these flatchested el
birdos in long dresses with a little lace aroungl ¢bllar and their hair pulled back into
buns until it's so tight you can almost hear ieaoning. And every face is flat and pale
and shiny, and they're all singing "Shall we gathethe riiiiver, the beautiful, the
organ and tellin em to sing louder, sing louderd Ammebody slams a songbook into
your hands and says, 'Sing it out, brother. If ga@pect to stay on this Wagon, you got
to sing morning, noon, and night. Especially ahhigAnd that's when you realize what
the Wagon really is, Lloyd. It's a church with barsthe windows, a church for women
and a prison for you."

He stopped. Lloyd was gone. Worse still, he hader been there. The drinks
had never been there. Only the people in the bpttegpeople from the costume party,
and he could almost hear their muffled laughtethay held their hands to their mouths
and pointed, their eyes sparkling with cruel pimp®iof light.

He whirled around again. "Leave me — "

(alone?)

All the booths were empty. The sound of laughtsi died like a stir of autumn
leaves. Jack stared at the empty lounge for adickme, his eyes wide and dark. A
pulse beat noticeably in the center of his forehéadhe very center of him a cold
certainty was forming and the certainty was thatvas losing his mind. He felt an urge
to pick up the bar stool next to him, reverse itd o through the place like an
avenging whirlwind. Instead he whirled back arotmthe bar and began to bellow:

"Roll me over
In the clo-ho-ver,
Roll me over, lay me down and do it again."

Danny's face rose before him, not Danny's nofat, lively and alert, the eyes
sparkling and open, but the catatonic, zombiel&eefof a stranger, the eyes dull and
opague, the mouth pursed babyishly around his thiitat was he doing, sitting here
and talking to himself like a sulky teen-ager whHea son was upstairs, someplace,
acting like something that belonged in a paddednrcacting the way Wally Hollis said
Vic Stenger had been before the men in the whigé¢sdoad to come and take him away?

(But I never put a hand on him! Goddammit, | dign't!

"Jack?" The voice was timid, hesitant.

He was so startled he almost fell off the stebirling it around. Wendy was
standing just inside the batwing doors, Danny @@dh her arms like some waxen
horror show dummy. The three of them made a tabileauJack felt very strongly; it
was just before the curtain of Act Il in some aiuti temperance play, one so poorly
mounted that the prop man had forgotten to stoelstielves of the Den of Iniquity.

"I never touched him," Jack said thickly. "I eewave since the night | broke his
arm. Not even to spank him."

"Jack, that doesn't matter now. What matters is
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"This matters' he shouted. He brought one fist crashing dowrthenbar, hard
enough to make the empty peanut dishes juthpdtters, goddammit, it mattets

"Jack, we have to get him off the mountain. He's

Danny began to stir in her arms. The slack, gnegpression on his face had
begun to break up like a thick matte of ice ovensduried surface. His lips twisted, as
if at some weird taste. His eyes widened. His haraise up as if to cover them and
then dropped back.

Abruptly he stiffened in her arms. His back &atthnto a bow, making Wendy
stagger. And he suddenly began to shriek, mad sothvad escaped his straining throat
in bolt after crazy, echoing bolt. The sound seeneedll the empty downstairs and
come back at them like banshees. There might haen a hundred Dannys, all
screaming at once.

"JacK" she cried in terror.Oh God Jack what's wrong with Hh

He came off the stool, numb from the waist domoye frightened than he had
ever been in his life. What hole had his son patkedugh and into? What dark nest?
And what had been in there to sting him?

"Danny!" he roared. "Danny!"

Danny saw him. He broke his mother's grip witbualden, fierce strength that
gave her no chance to hold him. She stumbled bgakst one of the booths and nearly
fell into it.

"Daddy" he screamed, running to Jack, his eyes huge afiijhted. 'Oh
Daddy Daddy, it was her! Her! Her! Oh Daaaaahdeeé —

He slammed into Jack's arms like a blunt armmaking Jack rock on his feet.
Danny clutched at him furiously, at first seemimgpummel him like a fighter, then
clutching his belt and sobbing against his shatkJcould feel his son's face, hot and
working, against his belly.

Daddy, it was her.

Jack looked slowly up into Wendy's face. Hisseyere like small silver coins.

"Wendy?" Voice soft, nearly purring. "Wendy, wiagd you do to him?"

Wendy stared back at him in stunned disbelief, face pallid. She shook her
head.

"Oh Jack, you must know — "

Outside it had begun to snow again.
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37 THE BALLROOM

It was the first of December.

Danny was in the east-wing ballroom, standing omwer-stuffed, high-backed
wing chair, looking at the clock under glass. ttcgt in the center of the ballroom's high,
ornamental mantelpiece, flanked by two large ivelgphants. He almost expected the
elephants would begin to move and try to gore hiithh Wheir tusks as he stood there,
but they were moveless. They were "safe." Sincenitjet of the elevator he had come
to divide all things at the Overlook into two cabeigs. The elevator, the basement, the
playground, Room 217, and the Presidential Suiteds Suite, not Sweet; he had seen
the correct spelling in an account book Daddy heehlreading at supper last night and
had memorized it carefully) — those places weresai®." Their quarters, the lobby,
and the porch were "safe." Apparently the ballrogas, too.

(The elephants are, anyway.)

He was not sure about other places and so avdigsa dn general principle.

He looked at the clock inside the glass dome. K wader glass because all its
wheels and cogs and springs were showing. A chromsgteel track ran around the
outside of these works, and directly below the kilace there was a small axis bar with
a pair of meshing cogs at either end. The hantlseoflock stood at quarter past Xl, and
although he didn't know Roman numerals he couldsgumsy the configuration of the
hands at what time the clock had stopped. The citeid on a velvet base. In front of
it, slightly distorted by the curve of the dome swaacarefully carved silver key.

He supposed that the clock was one of the thingawdsn't supposed to touch,
like the decorative fire-tools in their brass-bowabinet by the lobby fireplace or the
tall china highboy at the back of the dining room.

A sense of injustice and a feeling of angry rebalkuddenly rose in him and
(never mind what i'm not supposed to touch, jusenevind. touched me, hasn't it?
played with me, hasn't if?

It had. And it hadn't been particularly careful tmbreak him, either. Danny put
his hands out, grasped the glass dome, and lifeslde. He let one finger play over the
works for a moment, the pad of his index finger togn against the cogs, running
smoothly over the wheels. He picked up the silay. IFor an adult it would have been
uncomfortably small, but it fitted his own finggpsrfectly. He placed it in the keyhole
at the center of the clockface. It went firmly homvéh a tiny click, more felt than
heard. It wound to the right, of course; clockwise.

Danny turned the key until it would turn no moreldhen removed it. The clock
began to tick. Cogs turned. A large balance wheeted back and forth in semicircles.
The hands were moving. If you kept your head pdsfenotionless and your eyes wide
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open, you could see the minute hand inching alomgtd its meeting some forty-five
minutes from now with the hour hand. At XII.
(And the Red Death held sway over all.)

He frowned, and then shook the thought away. It avii®ught with no meaning
or reference for him.

He reached his index finger out again and pushedntimute band up to the
hour, curious about what might happen. It obvioushsn't a cuckoo clock, but that
steel rail had to have some purpose.

There was a small, ratcheting series of clicks, thed the clock began to tinkle
Strauss's "Blue Danube Waltz." A punched roll aftltlno more than two inches in
width began to unwind. A small series of brasskets rose and fell. From behind the
clockface two figures glided into view along theedttrack, ballet dancers, on the left a
girl in a fluffy skirt and white stockings, on thight a boy in a black leotard and ballet
slippers. Their hands were held in arches over theads. They came together in the
middle, in front of VI.

Danny espied tiny grooves in their sides, just Welbeir armpits. The axis bar
slipped into these grooves and he heard anothdt shc. The cogs at either end of
the bar began to turn. "The Blue Danube" tinklelge @ancers' arms came down around
each other. The boy flipped the girl up over hiachand then whirled over the bar. They
were now lying prone, the boy's head buried ben#dahgirl's short ballet skirt, the
girl's face pressed against the center of the begtard. They writhed in a mechanical
frenzy.

Danny's nose wrinkled. They were kissing peepeleat made him feel sick.

A moment later and things began to run backware By whirled back over
the axis bar. He flipped the girl into an upriglespion. They seemed to nod knowingly
at each other as their hands arched back overhbanls. They retreated the way they
had come, disappearing just as "The Blue Danubéshed. The clock began to strike a
count of five chimes.

(Midnight! Stroke of midnighy!

(Hooray for maskg!

Danny whirled on the chair, almost falling down.eTballroom was empty.
Beyond the double cathedral window he could seshfsmow beginning to sift down.
The huge ballroom rug (rolled up for dancing, ofise), a rich tangle of red and gold
embroidery, lay undisturbed on the floor. Spacemhad it were small, intimate tables
for two, the spidery chairs that went with eachngezl with legs pointing at the ceiling.

The whole place was empty.

But it wasn't really empty. Because here in ther@ek things just went on and
on. Here in the Overlook all times were one. Theas an endless night in August of
1945, with laughter and drinks and a chosen shifemggoing up and coming down in
the elevator, drinking champagne and popping dastgrs in each other's faces. It was
a not-yet-light morning in June some twenty yeaterl and the organization hitters
endlessly pumped shotgun shells into the torn dedding bodies of three men who
went through their agony endlessly. In a room @nsécond floor a woman lolled in her
tub and waited for visitors.
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In the Overlook all things had a sort of life. lasvas if the whole place had been
wound up with a silver key. The clock was runnifige clock was running.

He was that key, Danny thought sadly. Tony had @@imm and he had just let
things go on.

(I'm just five)

he cried to some half-felt presence in the room.

(Doesn't it make any deference that I'm just fjive?

There was no answer.

He turned reluctantly back to the clock.

He had been putting it off, hoping that somethinguid happen to help him
avoid trying to call Tony again, that a ranger vebabme, or a helicopter, or the rescue
team; they always came in time on his TV programms people were saved. On TV the
rangers and the SWAT squad and the paramedics wefgendly white force
counterbalancing the confused evil that he perceinethe world; when people got in
trouble they were helped out of it, they were fixaol They did not have to help
themselves out of trouble.

(Please?

There was no answer.

No answer, and if Tony came would it be the samgbtmare? The booming, the
coarse and petulant voice, the blueblack rug InekesRedrun?

But what else?

(Please oh pleage

No answer.

With a trembling sigh, he looked at the clockfaCegs turned and meshed with
other cogs. The balance wheel rocked hypnoticaltikkand forth. And if you held your
head perfectly still, you could see the minute hargkping inexorably down from XIi
to V. If you held your bead perfectly still you ddisee that —

The clockface was gone. In its place was a rouadkbhole. It led down into
forever. It began to swell. The clock was gone. dwn behind it. Danny tottered and
then fell into the darkness that had been hidirtgrizethe clockface all along.

The small boy in the chair suddenly collapsed aag ih it at a crooked
unnatural angle, his head thrown back, his eyemgtaightlessly at the high ballroom
ceiling.

Down and down and down and down to —

— the hallway, crouched in the hallway, and he mmadle a wrong turn, trying to
get back to the stairs he had made a wrong turmanwdAND NOW —

— he saw he was in the short dead-end corridorl¢ladadnly to the Presidential
Suite and the booming sound was coming closerrdgae mallet whistling savagely
through the air, the head of it embedding itsetb ithe wall, cutting the silk paper,
letting out small puffs of plaster dust.

(Goddammit, come out here! Take your

But there was another figure in the hallway. Slaetinonchalantly against the
wall just behind him. Like a ghost.

No, not a ghost, but all dressed in white. Dresseudhites.
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(I'll find you, you goddam little whoremastering RUIN

Danny cringed back from the sound. Coming up thenrttard-floor hall now.
Soon the owner of that voice would round the corner

(Come here! Come here, you little shit!

The figure dressed in white straightened up a&]Jittmoved a cigarette from the
corner of his mouth, and plucked a shred of tobdoom his full lower lip. It was
Hallorann, Danny saw. Dressed in his cook's whitstead of the blue suit he had been
wearing on closing day.

"If there is trouble,” Hallorann said, "you givecall. A big loud holler like the
one that knocked me back a few minutes ago. | minglar you even way down in
Florida. And if | do, I'll come on the run. I'll age on the run. I'll come on the — "

(Come now, then! Come now, come NOW! Oh Dick | geadve all need

" — run. Sorry, but | got to run. Sorry, Danny ddiel ole doc, but | got to run.
It's sure been fun, you son of a gun, but | gdtuoy, | got to run.”

(No)

But as he watched, Dick Hallorann turned, put igarette back into the corner
of his mouth, and stepped nonchalantly throughwihié

Leaving him alone.

And that was when the shadow-figure turned the emrmuge in the hallway's
gloom, only the reflected red of its eyes clear.

(There you are! Now I've got you, you fuck! Nowtd¢Hch you)

It lurched toward him in a horrible, shambling rtime roque mallet swinging up
and up and up. Danny scrambled backward, screaraimd)suddenly he was through
the wall and falling, tumbling over and over, dottxe hole, down the rabbit hole and
into a land full of sick wonders.

Tony was far below him, also falling.

(I can't come anymore, Danny ... he won't let me gea ... none of them will
let me near you ... get Dick .. . get Dick ...

"Tony! he screamed.

But Tony was gone and suddenly he was in a darkrdut not entirely dark.
Muted light spilling from somewhere. It was MommydaDaddy's bedroom. He could
see Daddy's desk. But the room was a dreadful deamHe had been in this room
before. Mommy's record player overturned on therfléler records scattered on the
rug. The mattress half off the bed. Pictures ripfrech the walls. His cot lying on its
side like a dead dog, the Violent Violet Volkswageuashed to purple shards of plastic.

The light was coming from the bathroom door, hgén. Just beyond it a hand
dangled limply, blood dripping from the tips of tfiegers. And in the medicine cabinet
mirror, the word REDRUM flashing off and on.

Suddenly a huge clock in a glass bowl materialinefont of it. There were no
hands or numbers on the clockface, only a dateeariin red: DECEMBER 2. And
then, eyes widening in horror, he saw the word REDRreflecting dimly from the
glass dome, now reflected twice. And he saw thspadled MURDER.

Danny Torrance screamed in wretched terror. The aeas gone from the
clockface. The clockface itself was gone, repldogé@ circular black hole that swelled
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and swelled like a dilating iris. It blotted outezything and he fell forward, beginning
to fall, falling, he was —

* % %

— falling off the chair.
For a moment he lay on the ballroom floor, breajtbard.
REDRUM.
MURDER.
REDRUM.
MURDER.
(The Red Death held sway over pall!
(Unmask! Unmask!
And behind each glittering lovely mask, the aswyeseen face of the shape that
chased him down these dark hallways, its red eydsning, blank and homicidal.
Oh, he was afraid of what face might come to lighen the time for unmasking
came around at last.
(DICK!)
he screamed with all his might. His head seemesthitcer with the force of it.
("' OH DICK OH PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE COME !lI)
Above him the clock he had wound with the silvey kentinued to mark off the
seconds and minutes and hours.
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41 DAYLIGHT

Danny awoke with a muffled gasp from a terribleasne There had been an explosion.
A fire. The Overlook was burning up. He and his maoynwere watching it from the
front lawn.

Mommy had said: "Look, Danny, look at the hedfes

He looked at them and they were all dead. Tleaives had turned a suffocant
brown. The tightly packed branches showed througk the skeletons of half-
dismembered corpses. And then his daddy had butsbfahe Overlook's big double
doors, and he was burning like a torch. His clotherse in flames, his skin had acquired
a dark and sinister tan that was growing darketheymoment, his hair was a burning
bush.

That was when he woke up, his throat tight iétr, his hands clutching at the
sheet and blankets. Had he screamed? He lookedabs mother. Wendy lay on her
side, the blankets up to her chin, a sheaf of stalared hair lying against her cheek.
She looked like a child herself. No, he hadn't scred.

Lying in bed, looking upward, the nightmare bedga drain away. He had a
curious feeling that some great tragedy

(fire? explosion?)

had been averted by inches. He let his mind dtf, searching for his daddy,
and found him standing somewhere below. In theyobBlanny pushed a little harder,
trying to get inside his father. It was not goo&cBuse Daddy was thinking about the
Bad Thing. He was thinking how

(good just one or two would be i don't care sun&rdkie yardarm somewhere in
the world remember how we used to say that alagahtonic bourbon with just a dash
of bitters scotch and soda rum and coke tweedleghoitweedledee a drink for me and
a drink for thee the martians have landed somewimetiee world princeton or houston
or stokely on carmichael some fucking place aftetisathe season and none of us)are

(GET OUT OF HIS MIND, YOU LITTLE SH)T

He recoiled in terror from that mental voices l@yes widening, his hands
tightening into claws on the counterpane. It hableén the voice of his father but a
clever mimic. A voice he knew. Hoarse, brutal, yetlerpointed with a vacuous sort of
humor.

Was it so near, then?

He threw the covers back and swung his feetoatd the floor. He kicked his
slippers out from under the bed and put them onwelet to the door and pulled it open
and hurried up to the main corridor, his slippefeet whispering on the nap of the
carpet runner. He turned the corner.

There was a man on all fours halfway down the dorribetween him and the
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stairs.

Danny froze.

The man looked up at him. His eyes were tiny i@td He was dressed in some
sort of silvery, spangled costume. A dog costumenry realized. Protruding from the
rump of this strange creation was a long and flojgdywith a puff on the end. A zipper
ran up the back of the costume to the neck. Teetth@f him was a dog's or wolf's head,
blank eyesockets above the muzzle, the mouth opammeaningless snarl that showed
the rug's black and blue pattern between fangsattyatared to be papier-maché.

The man's mouth and chin and cheeks were smeattetlood.

He began to growl at Danny. He was grinning, that growl was real. It was
deep in his throat, a chilling primitive sound. TiHee began to bark. His teeth were also
stained red. He began to crawl toward Danny, draggis boneless tail behind him.
The costume dog's head lay unheeded on the cajpetag vacantly over Danny's
shoulder.

"Let me by," Danny said.

"I'm going to eat you, little boy," the dogmamsaered, and suddenly a fusillade
of barks came from his grinning mouth. They werenho imitations, but the savagery
in them was real. The man's hair was dark, greagdd sweat from his confining
costume. There was a mixture of scotch and changpaghis breath.

Danny flinched back but didn't run. "Let me by."

"Not by the hair of my chinny-chin-chin," the gloan replied. His small red
eyes were fixed attentively on Danny's face. Hdioaed to grin. "I'm going to eat you
up, little boy. And | think I'll start with your pimp little cock”

He began to prance skittishly forward, makirtgileaps and snarling.

Danny's nerve broke. He fled back into the shwaflway that led to their
guarters, looking back over his shoulder. There avasries of mixed howls and barks
and growls, broken by slurred mutterings and giggle

Danny stood in the hallway, trembling.

"Get it up!" the drunken dogman cried out froraund the corner. His voice was
both violent and despairing. "Get it up, Harry ymitch-bastard! | don't care how many
casinos and airlines and movie companies you ownbilv what you like in the privacy
of your own h-home! Get it up! I'huff... and I'll puff ... until Harry Derwent's all
bloowwwwn dowt¥i He ended with a long, chilling howl that seemedturn into a
scream of rage and pain just before it dwindled off

Danny turned apprehensively to the closed bedrdoor at the end of the
hallway and walked quietly down to it. He openedntd poked his head through. His
mommy was sleeping in exactly the same positionod®was hearing this but him.

He closed the door softly and went back up ®itttersection of their corridor
and the main hall, hoping the dogman would be gtireeyvay the blood on the walls of
the Presidential Suite had been gone. He peekedétbe corner carefully.

The man in the dog costume was still there. He jput his head back on and
was now prancing on all fours by the stairwell,sthg his tail. He occasionally leaped
off the rug and came down making dog grunts irtlinisat.

"Woof! Woof! Bowwowwow!Grrrrrr 1"
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These sounds came hollowly out of the mask'Bzety snarling mouth, and
among them were sounds that might have been sdasgiter.

Danny went back to the bedroom and sat downi®aodt, covering his eyes with
his hands. The hotel was running things now. Magbdirst the things that had
happened had only been accidents. Maybe at fiesthings he had seen really were like
scary pictures that couldn't hurt him. But now tioéel was controlling those things and
theycould hurt. The Overlook hadn't wanted him to go tofather. That might spoil all
the fun. So it had put the dogman in his way, mstit had put the hedge animals
between them and the road.

But his daddy could come here. And sooner er lais daddy would.

He began to cry, the tears rolling silently dows cheeks. It was too late. They
were going to die, all three of them, and when @werlook opened next late spring,
they would be right here to greet the guests aliig the rest of the spooks. The
woman in the tub. The dogman. The horrible darkghhat had been in the cement
tunnel. They would be —

(Stop! Stop that noW

He knuckled the tears furiously from his eyes. Hrild try as hard as he could
to keep that from happening. Not to himself, nohi® daddy and mommy. He would
try as hard as he could.

He closed his eyes and sent his mind out igla, tard crystal bolt.

("' DICK PLEASE COME QUICK WE'RE IN BAD
TROUBLE DICK WE NEEpP

And suddenly, in the darkness behind his eyesthing that chased him down
the Overlook's dark halls in his dreams was thagef there, a huge creature dressed in
white, its prehistoric club raised over its head:

"I'l make you stop it! You goddam puppy! I'll makeu stop it because | am
your FATHER'

"No" He jerked back to the reality of the bedroons bByes wide and staring,
the screams tumbling helplessly from his mouthiasriother bolted awake, clutching
the sheet to her breasts.

"No Daddy no no ne-"

And they both heard the vicious, descending gwinthe invisible club, cutting
the air somewhere very close, then fading awaylémee as he ran to his mother and
hugged her, trembling like a rabbit in a snare.

The Overlook was not going to let him call Didlat might spoil the fun, too.

They were alone.

Outside the snow came harder, curtaining thdrfrah the world.
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52 WENDY AND JACK

Wendy risked another glance over her shoulder. daskon the sixth riser, clinging to
the banister much as she was doing herself. Hestilgrinning, and dark blood oozed
slowly through the grin and slipped down the lifidnis jaw. He bared his teeth at her.

"I'm going to bash your brains in. Bash thenhritp fuck in." He struggled up
another riser.

Panic spurred her, and the ache in her sidendshred a little. She pulled herself
up as fast as she could regardless of the paikin@gonvulsively at the banister. She
reached the top and threw a glance behind her.

He seemed to be gaining strength rather thangads He was only four risers
from the top, measuring the distance with the rogadlet in his left hand as he pulled
himself up with his right.

"Right behind you," he panted through his bloggy, as if reading her mind.
"Right behind you now, bitch. With your medicine."”

She fled stumblingly down the main corridor, tiaipressed to her side.

The door to one of the rooms jerked open andcia with a green ghoulmask on
popped out. Great party, isn't i?" He screamed into her face, and pulled the waxed
string of a party-favor. There was an echoing bang suddenly crepe streamers were
drifting all around her. The man in the ghoulmaskkted and slammed back into his
room. She fell forward onto the carpet, full-lengtter right side seemed to explode
with pain, and she fought off the blackness of mscmusness desperately. Dimly she
could hear the elevator running again, and berteatlsplayed fingers she could see that
the carpet pattern appeared to move, swaying améhtyvsinuously.

The mallet slammed down behind her and she threnself forward, sobbing.
Over her shoulder she saw Jack stumble forwardrbalence, and bring the mallet
down just before he crashed to the carpet, exgedimright splash of blood onto the
nap.

The mallet head struck her squarely betweenstimilder blades and for a
moment the agony was so great that she could omithey hands opening and
clenching. Something inside her had snapped — atléhkard it clearly, and for a few
moments she was aware only in a muted, muffled asyf she were merely observing
these things through a cloudy wrapping of gauze.

Then full consciousness came back, terror andwigh it.

Jack was trying to get up so he could finishjtie

Wendy tried to stand and found it was impossildectric bolts seemed to
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course up and down her back at the effort. Sherbégarawl along in a sidestroke
motion. Jack was crawling after her, using the eomallet as a crutch or a cane.

She reached the comer and pulled herself argunding her hands to yank at
the angle of the wall. Her terror deepened — sheldvoot have believed that possible,
but it was. It was a hundred times worse not talile to see him or know how close he
was getting. She tore out fistfuls of the carpgtpmag pulling herself along, and she
was halfway down this short hall before she notitieel bedroom door was standing
wide open.

(Danny! O Jesus

She forced herself to her knees and then cldwegdway to her feet, fingers
slipping over the silk wallpaper. Her nails pullé@tle strips of it loose. She ignored the
pain and halfwalked, half-shambled through the dagras Jack came around the far
corner and began to lunge his way down toward ffenaoor, leaning on the roque
mallet.

She caught the edge of the dresser, held herpedfgainst it, and grabbed the
doorframe.

Jack shouted at her: "Don't you shut that dGmdidam you, don't yodare shut
it!"

She slammed it closed and shot the bolt. Hehiaid pawed wildly at the junk
on the dresser, knocking loose coins onto the fldogre they rolled in every direction.
Her hand seized the key ring just as the mallesiddd down against the door, making
it tremble in its frame. She got the key into theki on the second stab and twisted it to
the right. At the sound of the tumblers fallingcklacreamed. The mallet came down
against the door in a volley of booming blows timstde her flinch and step back. How
could he be doing that with a knife in his back?afhwas he finding the strength? She
wanted to shriekVhy aren't you deadat the locked door.

Instead she turned around. She and Danny would ttago into the attached
bathroom and lock that door, too, in case Jackadlgtaould break through the bedroom
door. The thought of escaping down the dumb-watexft crossed her mind in a wild
burst, and then she rejected it. Danny was smalligm to fit into it, but she would be
unable to control the rope pull. He might go craghall the way to the bottom.

The bathroom it would have to be. And if Jactkder through into there —

But she wouldn't allow herself to think of it.

"Danny, honey, you'll have to wake up n — "

But the bed was empty.

When he had begun to sleep more soundly, shéhinan the blankets and one
of the quilts over him. Now they were thrown back.

"Il get you!" Jack howled. "I'll get .both ojou!" Every other word was
punctuated with a blow from the roque hammer, yently ignored both. All of her
attention was focused on that empty bed.

"Come out here! Unlock this goddam ddor

"Danny?" she whispered.

Of course ... when Jack had attacked her. Itdoadke through to him, as violent
emotions always seemed to. Perhaps he'd evenlseerhble thing in a nightmare. He
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was hiding.

She fell clumsily to her knees, enduring anothalt of pain from her swollen
and bleeding leg, and looked under the bed. Nothimege but dustballs and Jack's
bedroom slippers.

Jack screamed her name, and this time when tiegsthhe mallet, a long splinter
of wood jumped from the door and clattered off laedwood planking. The next blow
brought a sickening, splintering crack, the souhdrg kindling under a hatchet. The
bloody mallet head, now splintered and gougedsiovtn right, bashed through the new
hole in the door, was withdrawn, and came downrmaga&nding wooden shrapnel flying
across the room.

Wendy pulled herself to her feet again usingftioe of the bed, and hobbled
cross the room to the closet. Her broken ribs stdlat her, making her groan.

"Danny?"

She brushed the hung garments aside franticatljne of them slipped their
hangers and ballooned gracelessly to the floomBenot in the closet.

She hobbled toward the bathroom and as sheedahk door she glanced back
over her shoulder. The mallet crashed through agadening the hole, and then a hand
appeared, groping for the bolt. She saw with hothat she had left Jack's key ring
dangling from the lock.

The hand yanked the bolt back, and as it did stouck the bunched keys. They
jingled merrily. The hand clutched them victorigusl

With a sob, she pushed her way into the bathrandhslammed the door just as
the bedroom door burst open and Jack charged thytegjowing.

Wendy ran the bolt and twisted the spring ldokking around desperately. The
bathroom was empty. Danny wasn't here, either. Andhe caught sight of her own
bloodsmeared, horrified face in the medicine cabmaror, she was glad. She had
never believed that children should be withessi#olittle quarrels of their parents. And
perhaps the thing that was now raving through thérdom, overturning things and
smashing them, would finally collapse before it ldogo after her son. Perhaps, she
thought, it might be possible for her to inflicteewvmore damage on it ... kill it, perhaps.

Her eyes skated quickly over the bathroom's inaeproduced porcelain
surfaces, looking for anything that might serveaaseapon. There was a bar of soap,
but even wrapped in a towel she didn't think it lgdoe lethal enough. Everything else
was bolted down. God, was there nothing she cood d

Beyond the door, the animal sounds of destroatient on and on, accompanied
by thick shouts that they would "take their medetiand "pay for what they'd done to
him." He would "show them who's boss,"” They wer@rthless puppies,” the both of
them.

There was a thump as her record player was wwed, a hollow crash as the
secondhand TV's picture tube was smashed, theetwkivindowglass followed by a
cold draft under the bathroom door. A dull thudttzes mattresses were ripped from the
twin beds where they had slept together, hip to Bgomings as Jack struck the walls
indiscriminately with the mallet.

There was nothing of the real Jack in that hogylimaundering, petulant voice,
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though. It alternately whined in tones of selfpatyd rose in lurid screams; it reminded
her chillingly of the screams that sometimes raséhe geriatrics ward of the hospital
where she had worked summers as a high schooBkidgile dementia. Jack wasn't out
there anymore. She was hearing the lunatic, rawange of the Overlook itself.

The mallet smashed into the bathroom door, kimgckut a huge chunk of the
thin paneling. Half of a crazed and working facaed in at her. The mouth and cheeks
and throat were lathered in blood, the single éyeuld see was tiny and piggish and
glittering.

"Nowhere left to run, you cunt," it panted at hlerough its grin. The mallet
descended again, knocking wood splinters intoubeanhd against the reflecting surface
of the medicine cabinet

("' The medicine cabinet !!)

A desperate whining noise began to escape henesvhirled, pain temporarily
forgotten, and threw the mirror door of the cabibatk. She began to paw through its
contents. Behind her that hoarse voice bellowe@&réH come now! Here | come now,
you pig!" It was demolishing the door in a machikelfrenzy.

Bottles and jars fell before her madly searchfimggers — cough syrup,
Vaseline, Clairol Herbal Essence shampoo, hydrgegoxide, benzocaine — they fell
into the sink and shattered.

Her hand closed over the dispenser of doubleegdgzor blades just as she
heard the hand again, fumbling for the bolt andsiréeng lock.

She slipped one of the razor blades out, furgbéihit, her breath coming in
harsh little gasps. She had cut the ball of hemthhuShe whirled around and slashed at
the hand, which had turned the lock and was nowbfung for the bolt.

Jack screamed. The hand was jerked back.

Panting, holding the razor blade between hemthand index finger, she waited
for him to try again. He did, and she slashed. Eteamed again, trying to grab her
hand, and she slashed at him again. The razor bladed in her hand, cutting her
again, and dropped to the tile floor by the toilet.

Wendy slipped another blade out of the dispeasdrwaited.

Movement in the other room —

(?? going away ??)

And a sound coming through the bedroom windowndtor. A high, insectile
buzzing sound.

A roar of anger from Jack and then — yes, yBbs, ®as sure of it — he was
leaving the caretaker's apartment, plowing thraihghwreckage and out into the hall.

(?? Someone coming a ranger Dick Hallorann ??)

"Oh God," she muttered brokenly through a mottht seemed filled with
broken sticks and old sawdust. "Oh God, oh please."

She had to leave now, had to go find her sotheg could face the rest of this
nightmare side by side. She reached out and fumdtlébe bolt. Her arm seemed to
stretch for miles. At last she got it to come fr8be pushed the door open, staggered
out, and was suddenly overcome by the horribleassst that Jack had only pretended
to leave, that he was lying in wait for her:
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Wendy looked around. The room was empty, thadivoom too. Jumbled,
broken stuff everywhere.

The closet? Empty.

Then the soft shades of gray began to wash leeeand she fell down on the
mattress Jack had ripped from the bed, semiconsciou
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55 THAT WHICH WAS FORGOTTEN

Wendy came to a little at a time, the graynessndrgiaway, pain replacing it: her back,
her leg, her side ... she didn't think she wouldabke to move. Even her fingers hurt,
and at first she didn't know why.

(The razor blade, that's why

Her blond hair, now dank and matted, hung indyes. She brushed it away and
her ribs stabbed inside, making her groan. Now she a field of blue and white
mattress, spotted with blood. Her blood, or mayhek'3. Either way it was till fresh.
She hadn't been out long. And that was importachlise —

(?Why?)

Because —

It was the insectile, buzzing sound of the mdhat she remembered first. For a
moment she fixed stupidly on the memory, and thenaisingle vertiginous and
nauseating swoop, her mind seemed to pan back,spder everything at once.

Hallorann. It must have been Hallorann. Why elssuld Jack have left so
suddenly, without finishing it ... without finistg her?

Because he was no longer at leisure. He hadddfanny quickly and ... and do
it before Hallorann could put a stop to it.

Or had it happened already?

She could hear the whine of the elevator risipghe shatft.

(No God please no the blood the blood's still frdsn't let it have happened
already)

Somehow she was able to find her feet and statfgeugh the bedroom and
across the ruins of the living room to the shatidrent door. She pushed it open and
made it out into the hall.

"Danny!" she cried, wincing at the pain in héest. "Mr. Hallorann! Is anybody
there?Anybody"

The elevator had been running again and nowntecto a stop. She heard the
metallic crash of the gate being thrown back arehtthought she heard a speaking
voice. It might have been her imagination. The wivels too loud to really be able to
tell.

Leaning against the wall, she made her way updaorner of the short hallway.
She was about to turn the corner when the screaae fier, floating down the stairwell
and the elevator shaft:

"Danny! Come here, you pup! Come here and takkatdimah'

Jack. On the second or third floor. Looking Banny.

She got around the corner, stumbled, almostHt breath caught in her throat.
Something
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(someone?)

huddled against the wall about a quarter ofahg down from the stairwell. She
began to hurry faster, wincing every time her weiggme down on her hurt leg. It was
a man, she saw, and as she drew closer, she wuatktste meaning of that buzzing
motor.

It was Mr. Hallorann. He had come after all.

She eased to her knees beside him, offeringiipaherent prayer that he was
not dead. His nose was bleeding, and a terriblé gbiblood had spilled out of his
mouth. The side of his face was a puffed purpleseriBut he was breathing, thank God
for that. It was coming in long, harsh draws thaiak his whole frame.

Looking at him more closely, Wendy's eyes wider@ne arm of the parka he
was wearing was blackened and singed. One sidenaflibeen ripped open. There was
blood in his hair and a shallow but ugly scratciwddhe back of his neck.

(My God, what's happened to him?

"Danny" the hoarse, petulant voice roared from abovemthé&Get out here,
goddammit’

There was no time to wonder about it now. Shgabeto shake him, her face
twisting at the flare of agony in her ribs. Heresiglt hot and massive and swollen.

(What if they're poking my lung whenever | mgve?

There was no help for that, either. If Jack anny, he would kill him, beat
him to death with that mallet as he had tried tdaaber.

So she shook Hallorann, and then began to Blepmbruised side of his face
lightly.

"Wake up,"” she said. "Mr. Hallorann, you've gmtvake up. Please ... please ..."

From overhead, the restless booming sounds efnthllet as Jack Torrance
looked for his son.

* % %

Danny stood with his back against the door, lookaigthe right angle where the
hallways joined. The steady, irregular booming sbof the mallet against the walls
grew louder. The thing that was after him screaamsd howled and cursed. Dream and
reality had joined together without a seam.

It came around the corner.

In a way, what Danny felt was relief. It was hat father. The mask of face and
body had been ripped and shredded and made irad gke. It was not his daddy, not
this Saturday Night Shock Show horror with its irg@l eyes and hunched and hulking
shoulders and blood-drenched shirt. It was notdaddy.

"Now, by God," it breathed. It wiped its lipstvia shaking hand. "Now you'll
find out who is the boss around here. You'll s&s.rlot you they want. It's méle.
Me!"

It slashed out with the scarred hammer, its todiead now shapeless and
splintered with countless impacts. It struck thdlwautting a circle in the silk paper.
Plaster dust puffed out. It began to grin.
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"Let's see you pull any of your fancy tricks nbw muttered. "I wasn't born
yesterday, you know. Didn't just fall off the hayadk, by God. I'm going to do my
fatherly duty by you, boy."

Danny said: "You're not my daddy."

It stopped. For a moment it actually looked utaiar as if not sure who or what
it was. Then it began to walk again. The hammerstidd out, struck a door panel and
made it boom hollowly.

"You're a liar," it said. "Who else would | beave the two birthmarks, | have
the cupped navel, even the pecker, my boy. Ask yoather."

"You're a mask," Danny said. "Just a false faé¢e only reason the hotel needs
to use you is that you aren't as dead as the otBetswhen it's done with you, you
won't be anything at all. You don't scare me."

"I'll scare you!" it howled. The mallet whistldigrcely down, smashing into the
rug between Danny's feet. Danny didn't flinch. "Yed about me! You connived with
her! You plotted against méind you cheated! You copied that final ekaithe eyes
glared out at him from beneath the furred browseréhwvas an expression of lunatic
cunning in them. "I'll find it, too. It's down imé basement somewhere. I'll find it. They
promised me | could look all | want." It raised timallet again.

"Yes, they promise,” Danny said, "but they lietie mallet hesitated at the top of
its swing.

* % %

Hallorann had begun to come around, but Wendy dtadped patting his cheeks. A
moment ago the wordgou cheated! You copied that final exanad floated down
through the elevator shaft, dim, barely audiblerdlae wind. From somewhere deep in
the west wing. She was nearly convinced they waréhe third floor and that Jack —
whatever had taken possession of Jack — had foamhyD There was nothing she or
Hallorann could do now.

"Oh doc," she murmured. Tears blurred her eyes.

"Son of a bitch broke my jaw," Hallorann mutektaickly, "and myhead..." He
worked to sit up. His right eye was purpling rapidind swelling shut. Still, he saw
Wendy.

"Missus Torrance — "

"Shhhh," she said.

"Where is the boy, Missus Torrance?"

"On the third floor," she said. "With his father

* % %

"They lie,” Danny said again. Something had gorreuph his mind, flashing like a
meteor, too quick, too bright to catch and holdlyQhe tail of the thought remained.
(it's down in the basement somewhere
(you will remember what your father forgot
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"You ... you shouldn't speak that way to youhés," it said hoarsely. The mallet
trembled, came down. "You'll only make things worfee yourself. Your... your
punishment. Worse." It staggered drunkenly ancedtat him with maudlin selfpity that
began to turn to hate. The mallet began to risenaga

"You're not my daddy,"” Danny told it again. "Anfdthere's a little bit of my
daddy left inside you, he knows they lie here. Ktreng is a lie and a cheat. Like the
loaded dice my daddy got for my Christmas stockasy Christmas, like the presents
they put in the store windows and my daddy saysethaothing in them, no presents,
they're just empty boxes. Just for show, my dadgs.syou're it, not my daddy. You're
the hotel. And when you get what you want, you wgive my daddy anything because
you're selfish. And my daddy knows that. You hadrake him drink the Bad Stuff.
That's the only way you could get him, you lyintséaface."

"Liar! Liar!" The words came in a thin shriekhd mallet wavered wildly in the
air.

"Go on and hit me. But you'll never get what yeant from me."

The face in front of him changed. It was hargay how; there was no melting
or merging of the features. The body trembled #ygrand then the bloody hands
opened like broken claws. The mallet fell from thand thumped to the rug. That was
all. But suddenly his daddy was there, lookingiat m mortal agony, and a sorrow so
great that Danny's heart flamed within his cheke Touth drew down in a quivering
bow.

"Doc," Jack Torrance said. "Run away. Quick. Aathember how much | love
you."

"No," Danny said.

"Oh Danny, for God's sake — "

"No," Danny said. He took one of his fathersdaly hands and kissed it.

"It's almost over."

* % %

Hallorann got to his feet by propping his back agathe wall and pushing himself up.
He and Wendy stared at each other like nightmangvars from a bombed hospital.

"We got to get up there," he said. "We havedip mim."

Her haunted eyes stared into his from her cpalk-face. "It's too late," Wendy
said. "Now he can only help himself."

A minute passed, then two. Three. And they hdaatlove them, screaming, not
in anger or triumph now, but in mortal terror.

"Dear God," Hallorann whispered. "What's happgff

"l don't know," she said.

"Has it killed him?"

"l don't know."

The elevator clashed into life and began to eledavith the screaming, raving
thing penned up inside.
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* % %

Danny stood without moving. There was no placeddccrun where the Overlook was
not. He recognized it suddenly, fully, painlesstgr the first time in his life he had an
adult thought, an adult feeling, the essence ofelserience in this bad place — a
sorrowful distillation:

(Mommy and Daddy can't help me and I'm alpne

"Go away," he said to the bloody stranger imfrof him. "Go on. Get out of
here."

It bent over, exposing the knife handle in i&ch Its hands closed around the
mallet again, but instead of aiming at Danny, wersed the handle, aiming the hard side
of the roque mallet at its own face.

Understanding rushed through Danny.

Then the mallet began to rise and descend,ay&sty the last of Jack Torrance's
image. The thing in the hall danced an eerie, §hgfpolka, the beat counterpointed by
the hideous sound of the mallet head striking agaith again. Blood splattered across
the wallpaper. Shards of bone leaped into the ik& broken piano keys. It was
impossible to say just how long it went on. But wheturned its attention back to
Danny, his father was gone forever. What remainedhe face became a strange,
shifting composite, many faces mixed imperfectlipione. Danny saw the woman in
217; the dogman; the hungry boy- thing that hadhbee¢he concrete ring.

"Masks off, then," it whispered. "No more intgstions."

The mallet rose for the final time. A tickingwsal filled Danny's ears.

"Anything else to say?" it inquired. "Are yourswou wouldn't like to run? A
game of tag, perhaps? All we have is time, you knfnwveternity of time. Or shall we
end it? Might as well. After all, we're missing tharty."

It grinned with broken-toothed greed.

And it came to him. What his father had forgotte

Sudden triumph filled his face; the thing sawant hesitated, puzzled.

"The boiler!" Danny screamed. "It hasn't been dumgiede this morning! It's
going up! It's going to explodle

An expression of grotesque terror and dawnirgization swept across the
broken features of the thing in front of him. Thallet dropped from its fisted hands
and bounced harmlessly on the black and blue rug.

"The boiler!" it cried. "Oh no! That can't belaled! Certainly not! No! You
goddamned little pup! Certainly not! Oh, oh, oh — "

"It is!" Danny cried back at it fiercely. He began to fleuand shake his fists at
the ruined thing before him. "Any minute now! | kmat! The boiler, Daddy forgot the
boiler! And you forgot it, toy

"No, oh no, it mustn't, it can't, you dirty l@tboy, I'l make you take your
medicine, I'll make you take every drop, oh nopoh— "

It suddenly turned tail and began to shambleyaWwar a moment its shadow
bobbed on the wall, waxing and waning. It trailegs behind itself like wornout party
streamers.



89

Moments later the elevator crashed into life.

Suddenly the shining was on him

(mommy mr. hallorann dick to my friends togethevelihey're alive got to get
out it's going to blow going to blow sky-h)gh

like a fierce and glaring sunrise and he ran. Ooet kicked the bloody,
misshapen roque mallet aside. He didn't notice.

Crying, he ran for the stairs.

They bad to get out.



