The Veldt .~ , ° .. "

“Georce, I wish you'd look at the nursery.”
“What's wrong with it?”
“I don’t know.”
“Well, then.”
“I just want you to look at it, is all, or call a psychologist
in to look at it.”
“What would a psychologist want with a nursery?”
“You know very well what he’d want.” His wife paused in
the middle of the kitchen and watched the stove busy hum-
ming to itself, making supper for four. '
“It’s just that the nursery is different now than it was.”
“All right, let’s have a look.”
They walked down the hall of their soundproofed, Happy-
life Home, which had cost them thirty thousand dollars in-
stalled, this house which clothed and fed and rocked them to
sleep and played and sang and was good to them. Their ap-
proach sensitized a switch somewhere and the nursery light -
flicked on when they came within ten feet of it. Similarly, be-
hind them, in the halls, lights went on and off as they left
them behind, with a soft automaticity.
“Well,” said George Hadley.
. They stood on the thatched floor of the nursery. It was

forty feet across by forty feet long and thirty feet high; it had
cost half again as much as the rest of the house. “But noth-
ing’s too good for our children,” George had said.

The nursery was silent. It was empty as a jungle glade at
hot high noon. The walls were blank and two dimensional.
Now, as George and Lydia Hadley stood in the center of the
room, the walls began to purr and recede into crystalline dis-
tance, it seemed, and presently an African veldt appeared, in
three dimensions; on all sides, in colors reproduced to the
final pebble and bit of straw. The ceiling above them became
a deep sky with a hot yellow sun.

George Hadley felt the perspiration start on his brow.
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“Let’s get out of the sun,” he said. “This is a little too
real. But I don't see anything wrong.”

“Wait a moment, you'll see,” said his wife. R

Now the hidden odorophonics were beginning to blow
wind of odor at the two people in the middle of the baked
veldtland. The hot straw smell of lion grass, the cool green
smell of the hidden water hole, the great rusty smell of ani-
mals, the smell of dust like a red paprika in the hot air. And
now the sounds: the thump of distant antelope feet on grass
sod, the papery rustling of vultures. A shadow {Jassed throug|
the sky. The shadow flickered on George Hadley’s upturned,
sweating face.

“Filthy creatures,” he heard his wife say.

“The vultures.”

“You see, there are the lions, far over, that way. Now
they’re on their way to the water hole. They've just been eat-
ing,” said Lydia. “I don’t know what.”

“Some animal.” George Hadley put his hand up to shield
off the buming light from his squinted eyes. “A zebra or a
baby giraffe, maybe.”

“Are you sure?” His wife sounded peculiarly tense.

“No, it’s a little late to be sure,” he said, amused. “Noth-

" ing over there 1 can see but cleaned bone, and the vultures

dropping for what’s left.”

“Did you hear that scream?” she asked,

llNo."

“About a minute ago?”.

“Sorry, no.”

The lions were coming. And again George Hadley was
filled with admiration for the mechanical genius who had
conceived this room. A miracle of efficiency selling for an
absurdly low price. Every home should have one. Oh, oc-
casionally they frightened you with their clinical accuracy,
they startled you, gave you a twinge, but most of the time
what fun for everyone, not only your own son and daughter,
but for yourself when you felt like a quick jaunt to a foreign
land, a quick change of scenery. Well, here it wasl

And here were the lions now, fifteen feet away, so real, so
feverishly and startlingly real that you could feel the prick-
ling fur on your hand, and your mouth was stuffed with the
dusty upholstery smell of their heated pelts, and the yellow
of them was in your eyes like the yellow of an exquisite
French tapestry, the yellows of lions and summer grass, and
the sound of the matted lion lungs exhaling on the silent
noontiide, and the smell of meat from the panting, dripping
mouths,
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The lions stood looking at George and Lydi ith
terrible green-yellow eyc:es.g & ydia Hadley with
“Wat_ch out!” screamed Lydia.
P‘g' lxoglsl caéne running at them.
ydia bolted and ran. Instinctively, George spra f
gel;'.hQutsxdc‘ai, 1lr]1 the hall, with the door s]agmmgd nl%ea\;:;
ghmg and she was crying, and tl ’
at the other's reaction. e, and they both stood appalled
::Geo'rgel"
“Lydxal Oh, my dear poor sweet Lydial”
'Iwhey almost got us!”
“Walls, Lydia, remember; crystal walls, that’s all th
Oh, _tlvley look real, I must admit—Africa in your p:r}io?r—&"
but it’s all dimensional superractionary, supersensitive color
film and mental ‘tape film behind glass screens. It’s all odorg-
phgil'ncs afnd' c?cz'msclsl, Lydia. Here’s my handkerchief.”
“Pm afraid. ¢ came to him and put her bod i
:lelanll’ ’amd cried steadily. “Did you see? Did you feel?y Iat'gsmtnos;
::Novg, Lydia .. .)”
on Xf?‘lli: :.e got to tell Wendy and Peter not to read any more
:‘Of course—of course.” He patted her.
‘Promise?”
I(Sure-"
“And 1 i
cotcad ock the nursery for a few days until I get my nerves
“You know how difficult Peter is about tha
. ] t. When I -
ﬁhed him a month ago by locking the nursery for elsgn apfl::vlv
ours—the tantrum he threw! And Wendy too. They live

. for the nursery.”

“It’s got to be locked, that’s all there i it.”
; 4 , to it.
“All right.” Reluctantly he locked tlre lﬁ “You"
beﬁrll (;vorkiilg too hard. You need a r:;;t."uge door. “You've
. “T'don’t know—I don’t know,” she said, blowing h
sitting down in a chair that immediately ’began tg rgkng;%,
lclomfogt her. Maybe I don’t have enough to do. Maybe I
ave time to think too much. Why don’t we shut the whole
ho‘l‘1§§ off for a few days and take a vacation?”
Jou mean you want to fry m ”
:‘Yes.” She nodded. 7y cegs for me?
“Qnd’ djl\mf my socks?”
. es.” rantic, watery-eyed i
“And sweep the house?”’ yed nodding.
Yes, yes—oh, yes!”

“But I thought that’s wh i
wouldn’t have to do anything?’\'”e bought this house, s0 we
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“That’s just it. I feel like I don’t belong here. The house is
wife and mother now and nursemaid. Can I compete with an
African veldt? Can I give a bath and scrub the children as
efficiently or quickly as the automatic scrub bath can? I can
not. And it isn’t just me. It’s you. You've been awfully nerv-
ous lately.” !

“I suppose I have been smoking too much.”

“You look as if you didn’t know what to do with yourself
in this house, either. You smoke a little more every morning
and drink a little more every afterncon and need a little more
sedative every night. You're beginning to feel unnecessary
too.”

“Am I?"” He paused and tried to feel into himself to see
what was really there.

“Oh, Georgel” She looked beyond him, at the nursery
door. “Those lions can’t get out of there, can they?”

He looked at the door and saw it tremble as it something
bad jumped against it from the other side.

“Of course not,” he said.

At dinner they ate alone, for Wendy and Peter were at a
special plastic carnival across town and had televised home
to say tﬁey’d be late, to go ahead eating. So George Hadley,
bemused, sat watching the dining-room table produce warm
dishes of food from its mechanical interior,

“We forgot the ketchup,” he said.

“Sorry,” said a small voice within the table, and ketchup
appeared.

As for the nursery, thought George Hadley, it won’t hurt
for the children to be locked out of it awhile. Too much of
anything isn’t good for anyone. And it was clearly indicated
that the children had been spending a little too much time on
Africa. That sun. He could feel it on his neck, still, like a hot
paw. And the lions. And the smell of blood. Remarkable how
the nursery caught the telepathic emanations of the children’s
minds and created life to fill their every desire. The children
thought lions, and there were lions. The children thought
zebras, and there were zebras. Sun—sun. Giraffes—giraffes.
Death and death.

That Iast, He chewed tastelessly on the meat that the table
had cut for him. Death thoughts. They were awfully young,
Wendy and Peter, for death thoughts. 8r, no, you were never
too young, really. Long before you knew what death was you
were wishing it on someone else. When you were two years old
you were shooting people with cap pistols.

But this—the long, ll?not African veldt-—the awful death in
the jaws of a lion. And repeated again and again.
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the I 1y door, He listened against it. Far away, a lion
He unlocked the door and o i

Uk pened it. Just b

;;:sxdg, he he‘{rd a faraway scream. And t{:clzsn arfg(z}rlix!]reoztre?ped
% hor;s, WI:IICh subsided quickly. om

e steppe intq Africa. How many times in th
had he opened this door and found Wonderlie;]nd, eA}?gg YS?;

over a very real-appearing moon-—al] the deli
! I elightf -
H;)irxx]sg (:fl at }rzaicgbgl{cleye world. How often had i1ge seléln Clg)élgt;satlx)s
SXy celling, or seen fountains of red f
heard angel voices singi s yellow hot Apier
; ging. But now, this yellow h i
this bake oven with murder the I Jerhaps Lydi i
1 heat. Perhaps Lydi 4
right. Perhaps they needed a lr'ltt] ‘ i o the s
wiich was growing a bit too réal %  onyea o the jantasy
: . 0 or ten-year-old chij
]‘;Vl?: alll1 ngltlﬁ to exercise one’s mind with }éymnasticc g}lrfar;elst
n w eg e lively child mind settled on one pattern ?
t seemed that, at a distance, fOr the past month, he had l{ea;rd

lions looked up from their feedi i .
d up eeding, watching him.
f;whtig gl}?ell}gixgrol v:vnast lEhedoplzen door_ througl% wilrﬂ:h'{;léecglrxlll(}l'
ing“her i o (ﬁy'ar hall, like a framed picture, eat-
away,” he said to the Ji
;Il'hei did not go. o ons. :
¢ knew the principle of the room e
ctly.
yogi zl;guﬁgts.m dilltever you thought woﬁd gppggru sent out
ve Aladdin and his lamp,” h |

:{éxe veldtland remained; the ]ionlz remiislil: .ped.

No(t)llllilg 011115’1 roomeill demgnd Aladdin!” he said.

;IAladd lgn hs ppened. The lions mumbled in their baked pelts.

€ went back to di «“ ’
saif}b“lt Bt e 01;13?}' "The fool room’s out of order,” he
r-__-,,

“8r what?” ’

“Or it can't respond,” said Lydig “ i
Iti?ve thought ?bput Africa and lioynsl aﬁndblficlililxllsesﬂle chldren

at the room’s in a rut.” § 50 many days

“Could be.”

“Or Peter’s set it to remain that way.”
11




“That’s just it. I feel like I don’t belong here. The house is
wife and mother now and nursemaid. Can I compete with an
African veldt? Can I give a bath and scrub the children as
efficiently or quickly as the automatic scrub bath can? I can
pot. And it isn’t just me. It’s you. You've been awfully nerv-
ous lately.”

“1 suppose I have been smoking too much.”

“You look as if you didn’t know what to do with yourself
in this house, either. You smoke a little more ever{ morning
and drink a little more every afternoon and need a ittle more
sedative every night. Youre beginning to feel unnecessary

”

“Am 1?” He paused and tried to feel into himself to see
what was really there,

“Oh, Georgel” She looked beyond him, at the nursery
door. “Those lions can’t get out of there, can they?”

He looked at the door and saw it tremble as i something
had jumped against it from the other side.

“Of course not,” he said.

At dinner they ate alone, for Wendy and Peter were at a
special plastic carnival across town and had televised home
to say tﬁey’d be late, to go ahead eating. So George Hadley,
bemused, sat watching the dining-room table produce warm
dishes of food from its mechanical interior.

“We forgot the ketchup,” he said.

“Sorry,” said a small voice within the table, and ketchup
appeared.

As for the nursery, thought George Hadley, it won’t hurt
for the children to be locked out of it awhile. Too much of
anything isn’t good for anyone. And it was clearly indicated
that the children had been spending a little too much time on
Africa. That sun. He could feel it on his neck, still, like a hot
paw. And the lions. And the smell of blood. Remarkable how
the nursery caught the telepathic emanations of the children’s
minds and created life to fill their every desire. The children
thought lions, and there were lions. The children thought
zebras, and there were zebras. Sun—sun. Giraffes—girafies.
Death and death.

That last. He chewed tastelessly on the meat that the table
had cut for him. Death thoughts. They were awfully young,
Wendy and Peter, for death thoughts. Or, no, you were never
too young, really. Long before you knew what death was you
were wishing it on someone else. When you were two years old
you were shooting people with cap pistols.

But this—the long, hot African veldt—the awful death in
the jaws of a lion. And repeated again and again.

10

;

) .
“Where are you going?”
¢ g?
He didn’t answer Lydi i
Lydia. Preoccupied, he let the 1i
:giﬂ)rrl 1(1):13 ;hyez:ii ng hi:ln' ig(tinguish behind him as l?e lpsildt:leg;otvo,
fhe o - He listened against it. Far away, a lion
He unlocked the door and ope i
S ned it.
g)lsxdlol;, he heard a faraway screz})m. Anld t{:::sx: :r?f)(glill'lfoﬂe ped
EI:-I or;s, whdlch sulj:ided quickly. aom
e stepped into Africa. How many ti i
: y times in th
}ﬁgc {(16 qu&rlx:dotrluf\ ﬂgcéi and (gm]md lQ/I)Vonderland, eAlleilgcta yﬁ?;
] A n and his Magical Lam ’
(I:\l/]ex?lzklvréheaia(l)f Oz, or Dr. Doolittle, or the cox% jx(l)xrng?sk
s, smparg ool e deiEl cont
Byime o the ey ehieye - How often had he seen Pegasus
} g, or seen fountains of red
heard angel voices singi s Yellons Tk or
: S ging. But now, this yello i
S%i}sltb%’lgh?;ntl:‘g;h mt(llr((iier iln the heat. gerllavgshﬂ}t'dﬁﬁ;f:;
it. hey needed a little vacation f th
which was growing a bit too real f o ol asy
: . or ten-year-ol i
ml: \?vllll glglgﬁet%veéercgﬁdone’s mind with }éyxxrmga(slticclllf?rlrfar;ielst
y child mind settled on o ?
%ii) ;eemed_ that, at a distance, for the past mc;rﬁ}?a}tl?;gd. hea c;;
ki h?srsotirclir}lfgc,l (z)l(r)x:l f}rsgllﬁd_ the]ir strong odor seepi’ng as far avﬁgy
. eing busy, he had paid it i
lioﬁgse?;gi elgal?ée’f,rcs;;?ogh on fthc:h African glr)asslalncll1 (;laotrtlznt'is)ﬁlé
1 up eir feeding, watching him. .
sﬂ:ewhtig vtmh?ell!f'umc)ln was the open door througl% wirysllrggecgggc};
seeh te, far down the dark hall, like a framed pict
g her dmne}r ﬁbstractedly. preture, cat
away,” he said to the li
'II{'heKndid not go. ¢ froms. )
e knew the principle of the room
exactly.
yon‘xli il;guﬁg‘z. X]V}Clla(l]t_ever ﬁou thought woulgl fppZ;)ru sent out
addin and his lamp,” h ]
:.!21:16 veldtland remained; the lionl; remeaisx?:é) ped.
Noggggo}rlxé roomzil 'Isllc]:mqnd Aladdin!” he said.
;IAladdinl" ppened. The lions mumbled in their baked pelts.
e went back to di “ ¢
sal‘q ot e Ollrlxge"r The fool room’s out of order,” he
r_"
:jgr what?” ’
r it can't respond,” said Lydia « i
lt}:we thought gbgut Africa and lioynsl aﬁndblficl?ilxl)se the hildren
at the room’s in a rut.” & 50 many days
::Could be.”
Or Peter’s set it to remain that way.”

11




quBut it’s not Africa now, it’s Green Mansions country and
ma.” . : ’

“I have a feeling it'll be Africa again before then.”

A moment later they heard the screams.

Two screams. Two people screaming from downstairs. And
then a roar of lions.

“Wendy and Peter aren’t in their rooms,” said his wife.

He lay in his bed with his beating heart. “No,” he said.
“They’ve broken into the nursery.”

“Those screams—they sound familiar.”

“Do they?”

“Yes, awfully.”

And although their beds tried very hard, the two adults
couldn’t be rocked to sleep for another hour. A smell of cats

was in the night air.

“Father?” said Peter.

“Yes.”
Peter looked at his shoes. He never looked at his father any

more, nor at his mother. “You aren’t going to lock up the
nursery for good, are you?”

“That all depends.”

“On what?”” snapped Peter.

“On you and your sister. If you intersperse this Africa with
a little variety—oh, Sweden perhaps, or Denmark or
China 4

“I thought we were free to play as we wished.”

“You are, within reasonable bounds.”

“What'’s wrong with Africa, Father?”

“Oh, so now you admit you have been conjuring up Africa,
do you?”

\ “I wouldn’t want the nursery locked up,” said Peter coldly.

‘Ever.” ’

- “Matter of fact, we’re thinking of turning the whole house
off for about a month. Live sort of a carefree one-for-all exis-
tence.”

“That sounds dreadfull Would I have to tie my own shoes
instead of letting the shoe tier do it? And brush my own
teeth and comb my hair and give myself a bath?”

“It would be fun for a change, don’t you think?”

“No, it would be horrid. I didn’t like it when you took out
the picture painter last month.”

“That’s because I wanted you to learn to paint all by your-
self, son.” .

“I don’t want to do anything but look and listen and smell;
what else is there to do?”

“All right, go play in Africa.”
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“Will you shut off the ilouse i »
: : : so ”
‘ F\(/]e re tﬁz}nsxdering it.” metime soon?
on’t think you'd better consider it any mo »
“I won't h’a}ve any threats from my sori’l” re, Father.
Very well.” And Peter strolled off to the nursery.
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“Am I on time?” said David McCl
::Breakfast?” asked George Hadley.ean.
“;I)Tgay:lks, hagl some, V\;’lhat’s the trouble?”
vid, you're a psychologist.”
:“I should hope so.P’ velologist
Well, then, have a look at our nursery. You saw it a year

ago whe . . : -
algmut it It‘hg?xl?l"dwpped by; did you notice anything peculiar

“Can't say I did; the usual violences, a
_ _ 5 , a tend
ilxght paranoia here or there, usnal in childrenell;gatu(?gatrl?ea
ee'% ee}r’se‘;:;]lg:e(z1 lzly paretrll]ts onlllstantly, but, oh, really nothing.”
L own the hall. “I locked the n " ex-
ﬁlnil:urlﬁdhtthei ffltth:}rl’ ‘and the children broke bacl?gflirgitllc)ﬁlriixg
fhe togs nt. 1 et them stay so they could form the patterns for
There was a terrible screamin
1 as a terril g from the nursery.
. There it is,” said George Hadley. “See what you make of
They walked in on the children with i
out ra
:ﬂ]{xe screatrsrgz1 had faded. The lions were fee%lx?rlxr;g'
un outside a moment, children,” said Geo
“No, don’t change the ' inati o e ey
I ‘t;]&eyhare. Chan g mental combination. Leave the walls
ith the children gone, the two t i
lions clustered at a distance. i ith grent el ying the
i wIas thﬁy had oot ¢, eating with great relish whatever
- “I wish I knew what it was,” said Ge H “
times I can almost see. D think if L bsght L peoome:
bixB)culars alm and————’E) you think if I brought high-powered
avid McClean laughed dryly, « i
1 y. “Hardly.” H
stu‘fly all four walls.. “How long has this bgen go?n tuorgg'c} o
“A little over a month.” &
“It certainly doesn’t feel good.”
- “IIVI wacllﬂ, fa(c;ts, not feelings.” -
¥y dear L>eorge, a psychologist never saw a fact in his I;
?o((z) c(l)nllytfglears alglczut tfeelin}gs; vague things. This d(l:?csg}i Ifltfgl
X you. ‘Irust my hunches and my insti
;105];3 for something bad. This is very bad. I{/Iy aclll\}icct;.ti) l;’?)‘l,lel.:
0 have the whole damn room torn down and your children

brought to i
“I5 it that badp ) during the next year for treatment.”
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“I'm afraid so.-One of the original uses of these nurseries
was so that we could study the patterns left on the walls by
the child’s mind, study at our leisure, and help the child. In
this case, however, the room has become a channel toward—
destructive thoughts, instead of a release away from them.”

“Didn’t you sense this before?”

“I sensed only that you had spoiled your children more than
most. And now you’re letting them down in some way. What
way?”’

“I wouldn’t let them go to New York.”

“What else?”
“T’ve taken a few machines from the house and threatened

them, a month ago, with closing up the nursery unless they did
their homework. I did close it for a few days to show I meant
business.”

“Ah, hal”

“Does that mean anything?”

“Everything. Where before they had a Santa Claus now -

they have a Scrooge. Children prefer Santas. You've let this
room and this house replace you and your wife in your chil-

‘dren’s affections. This room is their mother and father, far

more important in-their lives than their real parents. And now

ou come along and want to shut it off. No wonder there’s

atred here. You can feel it coming out of the sky. Feel that
sun. George, you'll have to change your life. Like too many
others, you’ve built it around creature comforts. Why, you’d
starve tomorrow if something went wrong in your kitchen. You
wouldn’t know how to tap an egg. Nevertheless, turn every-
thing off. Start new. It'll take time. But we’ll make good chil-
dren out of bad in a year, wait and see.”

“But won't the shock be too much for the children, shut-
ting the room up abruptly, for good?”

- “I don’t want them going any deeper into this, that’s all.”

The lions were finished with their red feast.

The lions were standing on the edge of the clearing watch-
ing the two men.

“Now I'm feeling persecuted,” said McClean. “Let’s get
out of here. I never have cared for these damned rooms. Make
me nervous.”

“The lions look real, don’t they?” said George Hadley. “I
don’t suppose there’s any wa "

“What?” '

“—that they could become real?”

“Not that I know.”

“IS\Iome flaw in the machinery, a tampering or something?”

4 o.l'

They went to the door.
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“T don’t iman: R .
the £ ﬂo]x;: imagine tbe room will like being turned off,” said

“Nothing ever likes to di
- Vel e—even a room.”
“{) wonder if it hates me for wanting to switch it off?”
“Youa::zr:no;?) lllso :vhli(;klgalzound here today,” said David McClean
1 ” T 1
up“ia\lbl,(,)cgy o it | Tﬁisa sg‘cl)?sr?."Hello. He bent and picked
0. George Hadley's face was rigid, “] i
hey wons B¢ L rigid. “It belongs to Lydia.”
that kiiog ot : ryf.use box togetﬁler and threw the switch
The two children” were in hysterics. They screamed and

pranced and threw thj
and jumped at the fulrrxlﬁgurzh ¢ yelled and sobbed and swore

“You can’t do that 't
N, childrons to the nursery, you can’tf
The children flung themselves onto a couch, weeping.

“George ” said L. dia 9

afew m m’ i Hadl urn ) {

fEN no ents, Youy can’t beezc’) atbrilpt ” 1€ nursery, just for
0. X

““Eo&x' cag’t be so cruel.”

ydia, it’s off, and it stays off. And th

) ] ) e whole d

dies as of here and now. The more I see of the messarvlv]gvléosslz

how wehneed a breath of honest air|” ’
clocl?s th: sItnarcheg about the house turning off the voice
o bé)dy S rc:lv];:ls),e :s eagfc:laters, btl};e shoe shiners, the shoe lacers
s r

othelr m}?chine he could plxahiselrxsarilll(fl:ofnassagers, and every
. h]:m' cm;se was full of dead bodies, it seemed. It felt like a
raeoh ofin g(ca;]r}t:lteir};.'a Sg s1letntihuNone of the humming hidden

e A 1Ung to function at the tap of a butt
s I?aoliifl Ie: thf}:lm do it!” wailed Peter at the cé)ih'ng, asuifol?é
everythingg” % et tirl:lzgsf, El}e fnu};sery. “Don’t let Father kill

% . o his father, ”

“Insqlts won’t get you anywhefé." Oh, 1 hate youl

“I wish you were dead|”

¢ were, for a long while. No ’ i
e . Now we

start hvmg. Instead of being handled anéen%omg 5 rea}ly
gomg to live.” wssnged, we're
am\g’;:;ﬁ)tf ;trgz glt]i‘lel H(I:cr))lrli]ng ax}d Peter joined her again. “Just
e wai]éd. ent, just another moment of nursery,”

Oh, George,” said the wife, “it can’t hust.”

“All right—all right, if they']] i
ute, mind you, and thén off ?(grev%xrl.]’)', Just shut up. One min-
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» “Daddy,-Daddy, Daddyl!” sang the children, smiling wifh

wet faces,
“And then we’re going on a vacation. David McClean is

coming back in half an hour to help us move out and get to
the airport. I'm going to dress. You turn the nursery on for a
minute, Lydia, just a minute, mind you.” -

And the three of them went babbling off while he let him-
self be vacuumed upstairs through the air flue and set about
dressing himself. A minute later Lydia appeared.

“T'll be glad when we get away,” she sighed.

“Did you leave them in the nursery?”

“I wanted to dress too. Oh, that horrid Africa. What can
they see in it?”

“Well, in five minutes we’ll be on our way to lowa. Lord,
how did we ever get in this house? What prompted us to buy
a nightmare?”

“Pride, money, foolishness.”

“1 think we'd better get downstairs before those kids get
engrossed with those damned beasts again.”

ust then they heard the children calling, “Daddy, Mommy,
come quick—quickl]” ’
* They went downstairs in the air flue and ran down the hall.
The children were nowhere in sight. “Wendy? Peter!”
"They ran into the nursery. The veldtland was emPty save for
the lions waiting, looking at them. “Peter, Wendy?”

-The door slammed. )

“Wendy, Peterl”

g George Hadley and his wife whirled and ran back to the
oor.

“Qpen the doorl” cried George Hadley, trying the knob.
“Why, they’ve locked it from the outsidel Peterl” He beat at
the door. “Open upl”

 He heard Peter’s-voice outside, against the door.

“Don’t let them switch off the nursery and the house,” he
was saying.

Mr. and Mirs. George Hadley beat at the door. “Now, don’t
be ridiculous, children. It's time to go. Mr. McClean’ll be here
in aminuteand . . .”

- And then they heard the sounds.

The lions on three sides of them, in the yellow veldt grass,
padding through the dry straw, rumbling and roaring in their
throats.

. 'The lions.

Mr. Hadley looked at his wife and they turned and looked
back at the beasts edging slowly forwaid, crouching, tails stiff.

Mr. and Mrs. Hadley screamed.
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“ 1ﬁ1rc11(¢l: dst}c:;l::iﬁz.they realized why those other screams had.

“Well, here T am,” said David McClean ; ‘
p l, ean in the
dloorway. Ol, hello.” He stared at the two children seg‘tl;(slefr};
the center of the open glade eating a little picnic lunch. Be-
)v,\?arsld tihe? v:as the Ivfiateg hole and the yellow veldtland; above
e hot sun. He ire. “ g
o t and mother?” egan to perspire. “Where are your
dirg;:ht]ey.?'hlldren looked up and smiled. “Oh, they'll be here
“Good, we must get going.” A i
, g. t a distance Mr. McClea
saw the lions fighting and clawing and ti ietin Tto
feed in silence under the shad gtrexlrs.t en quicting down to
ge sqﬁunigd at the (llions fwitﬁ his hand up to his eyes
ow the lions were i ' -
holX t(l) the i one feeding. They moved to the water
shadow flickered over Mr. McClean’s hot f
shadows flickered. The vult g Ao Tany
bla}‘zing My 1 ures were droppmg down the
A cup of tea?” asked Wendy in the silence,
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