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  Chapter One


  Her dress was black and her coat, with its black fox collar, but at night no one would know the fox was real. Her hat didnt look as if it were a creation. Not at night,
  not with her pale horn-rimmed glasses; no one would look twice at a girl with glasses over her face.


  Fifth Avenue was lighted, not with neon as Broadway, but it wasnt dark. Off the crosstown bus at Fiftieth, past the Cathedral, dark, yes, but there were people walking towards her and
  away from her, a young couple, students returning from a Carnegie concert, a goodly dressed man with heavy English brogans striding past her. And the windows beyond were light, the
  cosmeticians with the white down pussy cats pretending to grow on real pussy willow branches, the window of hand-created silver, the silver-etched imported chinabright candles on a
  bright street.


  Only five blocks to Fifty-fifth, only a half block down with a great hotel on the corner and chipmunk taxi drivers waiting for the carriage trade. Her key ring was tight in her black gloved
  hand, her black antelope purse tight under her arm.


  No reason to feel nervous at night, not even at eleven-thirty at night, in the heart of New York. Nothing ever happened to her kind of people; things happened to people living down those cross
  streets in old red bricks or old brownstones. Things threatened silver and gold dancers there in the Iridium Room across. But things didnt happen to her or anyone she knew.


  Five short blocks and the sound of her black heels striking the walks. There were other sounds but she didnt hear anything but the heels. The other walkers didnt seem to notice
  that hers were too loud. She crossed Fifty-fifth, turned down her side of the street.


  One delighted voice said, Griselda! Fancy seeing you!


  The other one was laughing. We thought youd never come!


  She could see the tall silk hats, the shining white scarves, the dark coats, the sticks under their arms. Even in shadow she knew she had never seen the faces.


  She was pleasant although wary. Im afraid youve made a mistake. Princeton boys or Yale, with a bit too much. But one had called her by name, by her own name.


  One of them laughed. Why, Griselda, how you talk!


  The other said, And you so late for your appointment!


  And we so patient.


  They were moving her down the street as soldiers moved a condemned man. There wasnt a policeman. There never was at night in this neighborhood, by day yes, riding his fine horse, keeping
  traffic moving, but not at night. And Con was thousands of miles away.


  She spoke insistently, Theres some mistake. You know there is. Youve never seen me before.


  They laughed uproariously. They had nice laughs, college boy laughs. She almost laughed with them, they were so merry. But each had a hand, ever so softly, under her elbow and she couldnt
  stop walking. They were moving her, even while they laughed, down the street to the two half-lighted windows, in one a swath of printed silk, in one two antique vases and an ostrich plume. If you
  turned between the shop windows, you went down a slightest incline to the door. It was locked at six. You opened it with your latch key, stepped into a small parquet vestibule; you rang for the
  elevator and waited. It was a self-running elevator, like in hospitals and old French pensions. Maybe that was why she was nervous, hearing her heels noisy on Fifth Avenue at night. She
  didnt like the feel of being shut in that elevator. But nothing happened to her kind. You pushed the four button and the car stopped at four. And then you were safe in Cons apartment,
  looking out of the windows, down at the cabs below, looking across the street where tall silk hats and furs came out of a great hotel.


  She could say to these two, Listen to me! A joke is a joke, boys, but you know that you dont know me and I dont know you and I want to go home now. If you dont stop
  this nonsense Ill speak to one of the drivers.


  Suppose they didnt stop it? She could even speak to the taxi drivers. And suppose they just laughed too, or ignored her, thought she was crazy? She knew what she would do, walk past that
  entry way, pretend she lived farther on. Cross Madison, on the corner another hotel and a brightly lighted cocktail bar. Shed go in there and speak to someone. She didnt want to speak
  to the taxi drivers.


  They were at the entrance to Cons. She moved her feet straight ahead, kept her eyes straight ahead, but two gloved hands gently on her two elbows veered her to the door.


  She said, Youre making a mistake. I dont live here.


  They laughed softly and the one on her left said, You wouldnt fool us, would you, Griselda? while the other opened her hand and took away her keys. He had the door open and
  held it for her. She didnt know what to do. She could run. She could scream. But she couldnt do either. She was afraid. It was a dream and whatever she did there would be one on
  either side of her making her turn their way. But this couldnt be real. Shed never seen either of them before.


  If she could reach the bells and push Gigs. He might be at home although he wasnt usually in this early. But one stood between her and the bells.


  She was almost tearful with helpless rage. I dont know why youre acting this way. You dont know me. You know you dont.


  Hands walked her inside. Others closed the door. They were on either side of her again and one rang for the elevator. She could hear it creaking its way down the shaft.


  One said to the other, I dont think Griselda likes us.


  The other put out his lower lip. I dont know why. We like us.


  They had such nice faces, as much as she could see of them, with the hats tilted over their eyes, the scarves high to their chins.


  One held the elevator door. The other said, You first, Griselda, but his hand was still soft on her arm while she stepped in. They followed, closed the door. One pushed button
  four.


  She was cold now. I dont know what this is all about. I dont know how you found out my name or where Im staying. But I do think youre carrying a joke too
  far.


  She had a fleeting suspicion that perhaps this was Cons idea of sport, or Gigs. But not Gig. He was too serious. Whatever it was she didnt like it. The elevator stopped. One
  was out; one behind her. One opened the door of her apartment, Cons apartment. They were inside, the door closed, the lights on. She stood in the middle of the floor watching them remove
  their tall hats, their white kid gloves, their white silk scarves, black formal overcoats; watching them lay down their sticks with the old-fashioned gold knobs topping them; watching them until
  they stood there, between her and the door, fashion plates in tails, white ties, opera pumps.


  And only then was she really afraid, and for such a fantastic reason. Because one had honey-colored hair, sleek to his head, and one had bat-black hair; one had very blue eyes and one very
  black; one had the golden tan coloring of blonds and one the olive tan coloring of brunettes. But outside of that they looked exactly alike, unbelievably, frighteningly, alike. It was as if an
  artist had taken the same photograph and colored one dark, one fair. They were identical twins. And she was afraid.


  The dark one was lighting a cigarette. The light one pulled up a comfortable cushioned chair. It was between her and the door. The dark one said, Con wont mind if we have a drink.
  Will you join us, Griselda?


  She didnt answer but her fear ebbed. They did know Con. And they knew the apartment because the dark one opened the door into the tiny cupboard kitchen and she could hear bottles and
  glasses. She took off her coat then, standing there in the middle of the floor, and her glasses. They were such handsome men and shed forgotten about wearing glasses. She put these on the
  mantel. The blond one took her coat and he opened the enormous closet of the living room, hung it on a hanger. She couldnt get to the entrance without passing him and even if she did it took
  two hands to turn that special bolt and open the door. She wasnt frightened now anyway. It was one of Cons jokes, something he considered funny.


  The twin in the kitchen called out, Bourbon or Scotch, Danny? and the blond one came away from the closet.


  Bourbon, if its good. Otherwise no. And what will you have, Griselda?


  She put her bag and gloves and hat on the table and sat on the couch. Danny sat beside her. She said, Ill have a glass of sherry. He passed her a cigarette from the box on
  the table but for himself took one from a case out of his pocket. His cigarette was a French one with a small gold D engraved on the tip. The letter really was engraved. She knew without feeling
  it.


  He called back, Griselda will join us with a glass of sherry, David.


  He was the best-looking man shed ever seen until David came in with the drinks and then he was. They both were. David sat in the easy chair that Danny had placed. Danny remained beside
  her on the couch. But she wasnt afraid now. She sipped the sherry.


  She spoke lightly, Wont you tell me now what this is all about?


  David drank. Not bad Scotch. Hows the Bourbon, Danny?


  Not bad at all.


  Did Con plan this? And why? Tell me about it. She was eager now to know. I was frightened at first when you spoke to me and came in here. Who are you?


  They laughed again, those joyous laughs of theirs, and she laughed too, and then she stopped with something like a shiver. She didnt know why. Maybe because David was looking into his
  glass and his face wasnt laughing. Only his throat was. Maybe because she couldnt see into Dannys blue eyes. They were like jewels, not real.


  He said, Still pretending you dont know us, Griselda?


  She put her wineglass down and she sat very straight and stiff. I dont know you. It seemed as if shed been saying those words for hours. Ive never seen
  you before. I dont know who you are. You dont know me. She was a little hysterical. Are you friends of Cons? You must be. Are you? What are you doing
  here?


  David pretended to sigh. You arent very hospitable, Griselda.


  She was near to tears again but she buffeted them. If you dont tell me right away what this is all about, Ill call the police.


  Danny said, not too quickly, but easily, I dont think youd do that, Griselda.


  David spread his thin hands, steel hands, you could tell. What would you tell the police? Two young men escort you home, enter your apartment with you, the door opened by your own key,
  join you in a quiet drink. You couldnt say we were housebreakers nor disturbers of the peace. You could say we attacked you, I presume, but youd have to tear yourself up a bit first.
  We wouldnt lay hands on you. And even then


  She knew she was beaten. They wouldnt permit her to call the police anyway. She said, You win. Ill be good. What do you want?


  David said, Weve just come to get our marbles.


  Danny said, Thats all. Then well finish our drinks and leave you.


  Then David looked at her and she was frightened again. His eyes, too, were jewels, not real, oblong black stones. You couldnt see into them nor beneath them. He smiled. We want our
  marbles. In particular one marble, a very blue one.


  Danny was pleasant. We dont care about the others. Just give us our very blue marble and well go.


  She held to her nerves. Maybe it was a dream, or maybe she was shut up in a crazy place. She wouldnt let go, scream and laugh and cry the way she wanted to. She tried to be natural, to be
  matter-of-fact. She couldnt help laughing a little.


  I havent your marbles. There arent any marbles here. You can look.


  They didnt say anything.


  She said, Ill buy you some tomorrow when the stores open. Ill send you some if you wish me too. Im sorry I havent any for you now.


  The dark David had stood up and he walked over to her until he was right in front of her. She was so frightened, for no reason, that she was shaking. He said, We only want one marble,
  Griselda. The very blue one.


  She screamed then. She didnt know why. Something about his eyes that were so dark, so opaque. Three things happened at once. She screamed. Dannys thumb and forefinger caught her
  wrist, not softly now, but as if they were pincers. And someone pounded on her door. Three more things happened. She stopped her scream, Dannys fingers were on her knee, and there was a
  call, Griselda, are you home?


  David spoke softly, You answer it, Griselda.


  She was afraid to walk to that door, her back to the twins, but she did. She didnt hurry but she wanted to.


  And outside was Gig, not six feet tall, not black handsome, nor golden handsome, not in evening attire. Just Gig, hardly taller than she, nondescript hair not combed very well, round spectacles
  over his round gray eyes, his old tweed working jacket over his pajamas, a book in his hand. She almost flung her arms around him. Gig, nice, sane Gig.


  He said, I didnt know you had company. I heard you come in and Id just found that passage


  She spoke rapidly, shrilly, on top of his words. Come in. Im not at all busy. She clung to his arm, pulled him inside. When she turned, the twins had their sticks under
  their arms, their hats on their heads.


  Danny said, Were just leaving.


  David said, Its been fun seeing you, Griselda.


  They had their coats, their scarves, their gloves as they spoke.


  She sidled Gig and herself past the door, leaving it wide for them.


  Danny echoed, Great fun, Griselda. See you soon.


  See you soon, David agreed.


  They closed the door behind them. She heard them open the heavy elevator door; it was waiting, no one had used it since they had come up. She heard the whine of the machinery taking the cage
  downward. Only then did she release Gigs arm. She plopped down on the floor and began to laugh and cry, to cry and laugh.


  2


  Gig said, Stop it! Stop it, Griselda! He looked so utterly bewildered, woebegone, she laughed harder, cried harder. But she choked out, Bolt that door. Lock
  and bolt that door.


  He told her, It is bolted. It bolts itself, Griselda. Are you crazy?


  She hugged her knees. I think I am. Somebodys crazy. Or everybodys crazy. She couldnt stop the awful noises she was making.


  He said, Youve got to stop it. Youll make yourself sick. Then he had an idea. He went into the kitchen and poured out half a tumbler of Scotch. He knelt down and
  pushed it up to her mouth. She drank it. It made her choke but it quieted her.


  He helped her up from the floor to the couch. Now can you tell me? Whats happened?


  She said she didnt know. She began, Does Con play marmarmar Then she started laughing again but she stopped herself. She couldnt say it without
  laughing. It was too ridiculous. Leggy Con, on the floor shooting marbles.


  Gig was troubled. He begged, Try and tell me, Griselda. He was so sane. Or dont if youd rather not.


  She caught his hand. I want to tell you. Let me have a cigarette first. Then maybe I can make sense.


  He found the box, as usual he had only a smelly pipe in his pockets, and lit her cigarette.


  She leaned against the pillows. Ill tell you. Ive been nervous ever since I came, Gig, all this past week. I dont know why. Every night Ive been sort
  ofwell, frightenedcoming home from the theater, or from Anns. Whenever Ive been out alone, Ive beenwell, just plain scared.


  She didnt expect him to understand. He didnt. He blinked behind his spectacles. He wasnt an imaginator.


  She explained, Not really scared, Gig. Just uneasy. She twisted on the couch until she could see his face. Do you suppose something inside of us has premonitionswarns
  us to be careful? And yet if anyone had definitely told me, Id have laughed. Id have told them what I told myself. Things dont happen to people like us.


  He was packing his pipe. Well, they dont happen to people like me. But Id say from what Con has told me that quite a lot has happened to you in your twenty-four
  years.


  Oh, that. I dont mean that. She was impatient. I mean things likehorrible things She shivered a little.


  He was startled. Was tonight horrible?


  She could tell it now, although it didnt sound horrible, nor even as insane as it had been in happening. She told of the corner meeting, the entrance, all but the marbles. She
  couldnt speak of that yet.


  He asked, puzzled. They called you by name? And you didnt know them?


  Ive never seen them before in all my life. It might have been a joke. Do you thinkdid Con know them? Have you seen them before?


  He hadnt. Of course I dont know about Con. He has multitudes of friends. I dont know many of them by sight or otherwise. Living across the hall as we do we still
  dont see much of each other. You know New York. Thats why I was surprised to see you. I didnt even know you were coming East.


  She said, I know, but she wasnt thinking about Gigs surprised face when he came out of his apartment and saw her, surrounded by bags, opening the door of Cons
  apartment. She was thinking of marbles, of the ludicrousness of Con and marbles.


  He asked, You dont know who these men are?


  It wasnt a question but she answered, They called each other David and Danny. She repeated, DavidDanny.


  He was thoughtful. Theres Dave Clingused to be on the Times with Con, but it wasnt he. And then he asked, all at sea, But what did they
  want?


  She could tell him now, speak the insane words soberly, They wanted their marbles.


  Gigs mild eyes blinked.


  Particularly a very blue marble. She let him take it in before asking, Does that mean anything to you?


  He repeated, Their marblesa very blue marble.


  She asked, Did Con ever play marbles?


  My God, no! He said, Ive never heard anything like it. Marblesblue marbles


  One blue marble, she corrected.


  He was thoughtful, Do you think they were crazy?


  She nodded. Part of the time I thought so, butshe had to admit itthey were saner than I was.


  Were they he didnt know how to phrase itdid they offer any violence to you?


  She said they didnt, then she remembered tight fingers on her wrist, but she didnt correct herself.


  He wondered, sucking at his pipe, if they should notify the police. She shook her head. Theres nothing to notify about that I can see. They didnt do anything. Besides I
  dont know who they are. She yawned. That tumbler was beginning to have effect.


  He asked, I dont suppose youve seen anything of any marbles around hereor one blue marble?


  She yawned again. Of course not, Gig. I havent gone through Cons boxes in there, nor the drawers he left filled. But I dont think Id find marbles if I
  did.


  I dont imagine that you would, he agreed. It is strange. Its the strangest thing Ive ever heard of. What can we do? What can I do?


  She stood on her feet, a little dizzy from the dose. She said, You can stay here tonight.


  I couldnt do that!


  She was firm. Youll have to. Or let me stay with you. I wont be alone, Gig. Im afraid.


  He twittered, I couldnt stay all night with you, Griselda.


  You must. I wouldnt dare be alone.


  He didnt believe the men would return, but he didnt speak with much sincerity.


  She told him, You heard what they said.


  He had heard. But he didnt think theyd return tonight.


  She was serious, yawning again. It would be like them to come back tonight. They are She couldnt find the word.


  He supplied, Erratic.


  Yes. Crazy. She started to the bedroom but her toes stopped on the edge of the rug. You dont mind looking in there first, Gig?


  He stammered, N-no. Of course I dont. He was a professor and not very tall but his shoulders were brawny.


  Only two rooms at Cons, an old apartment building in the middle of the city. Shops on the street floor and the first floor. Only four floors of apartments, two to the floor, and the small
  single above where the superintendent lived. Fourth floor was safe, Cons on the front, Gigs on the back. Two rooms at Cons, the great high-ceilinged living room with the
  wood-burning fireplace, the extra large closet, the cupboard kitchen; bedroom with the same high ceiling, the like fireplace, a smaller closet, and a great bathroom. No way to get into the bathroom
  but the bedroom door and a small skylight window opening into a shaft. But in the bedroom a door leading to the backstairs which you must use if the elevator was out of order or stuck. Con had
  warned of the peculiarities of the elevator but it hadnt gone wrong in her week of residence. Double bolts on the door to the backstairs. Each night she had peered at those bolts, making
  certain they were caught. But she hadnt touched them; she was afraid something might be standing outside. She heard Gig there now opening those bolts and the door. She shivered. She heard
  him close and bolt again.


  When he returned he said, Its perfectly safe. I even looked in the shower curtain and under the bed. No one could get under that low-set modern bed. He felt the stem of his
  pipe. But if youre afraid I will stay here on the couch.


  She said, No, you wont. Youll stay in the bedroom. Ill sleep in a chair and you take the bed. Or if you insist Ill help you move the couch in there. But I
  wont stay alone. She touched his sleeve. Im not afraid of you, Gig. Im afraid of them.


  He didnt look at her. Whatever you say, Griselda. He began picking up the empty glasses and taking them to the kitchen. She went in the bedroom but she didnt close
  the door between. For his sake she undressed in the bathroom, put on her white satin pajamas and her white tweed man-like dressing gown. She turned down the bed and called to him.


  He came in. He said, I suppose I shouldnt have washed the tumblers.


  She shook her head. Of course not. Bette comes at nine.


  I mean fingerprints.


  Her mouth made an O. I didnt think. But it wouldnt do any good. She took two extra blankets from the old cherrywood cabinet. Theres no reason for either
  of us to sleep in the chair. The beds enormous. Ill sleep inside and you out. She felt mid-Victorian, but he was such a mouse. She spoke coaxingly, Youll be more
  comfortable than in a chair and you have to teach tomorrow.


  He was like a little boy. All right, Griselda. He took off his spectacles and laid them on the left bed table.


  She put her white coat on the foot of the bed and edged into the right-hand place. He lay far at the left and pulled the blankets over him. He didnt remove his coat.


  She asked, Do you think it would hurt to leave one lamp on?


  He didnt complain but he did say, I cant sleep with a light on.


  He had been too helpful. She turned out the lamp. It was like being in bed alone, but she could hear breathing. She felt safe. Then she asked, What did you meanplenty of things
  happen to me?


  He was apologetic. It seems as if they do. Going to California four years ago to visit your aunt, like any popular society girl, and having the movies insist on starring you. Being really
  a great star when barely out of your teensthen leaving pictures entirely in one year despite all the offers they made. And now starting out again as a designer He broke off,
  Con told me this.


  She yawned. Uh-huh. But that isnt really having things happen. I just photograph.


  He said professorially, Acting takes more than photography. Although you have beauty.


  She didnt answer. People thought she had beauty. She didnt. Regular features were to be expected in ordinary people, and gray eyes were nothing. Hers looked big and bright because
  she needed glasses. Without glasses the straining widened the pupils. Her only real beauty was her hair, freak hair, naturally golden. It had retained unaided the gold of a childs hair, of a
  princess. She liked the way she wore it now, like a wig it was, turned below her ears, smoothed away from her forehead. Her skin and figure were good but that too was ordinary, to be expected when
  one swam and danced and rode and didnt gorge on sugars. Nothing sensational about her. She had hated being in the pictures even that one year, being fussed over.


  He wondered, Perhaps they had seen you in pictures.


  She said sleepily, But they called me by my own name, Griseldanot Mariel York. And Ive been off the screen three years.


  He spoke as sleepily, Thats right.


  She was almost sliding into deep sleep when he spoke again.


  I really dont like staying here. Con is my friend.


  She broke in rudely, Dont be ridiculous. You know Con and I have been divorced for four years.
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