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voice and went to screaming — screaming in fear, of course, but also screaming in grief for my beautiful dead mother.
He was coming along after me. I could hear snapping branches and whipping bushes, but I didn’t look back again. I
lowered my head, slitted my eyes against the bushes and low-hanging branches along the stream’s bank, and ran as fast
as I could. And at every step I expected to feel his hands descending on my shoulders pulling me back into a final hot
hug.

That didn’t happen. Some unknown length of time later — it couldn’t have been longer than five or ten minutes, I
suppose, but it seemed like forever — I saw the bridge through layerings of leaves and firs. Still screaming, but
breathlessly now, sounding like a teakettle which has almost boiled dry, I reached this second, steeper bank and
charged up to it.

Halfway to the top I slipped to my knees, looked over my shoulder, and saw the man in the black suit almost at my
heels, his white face pulled into a convulsion of fury and greed. His cheeks were splattered with his bloody tears and
his shark’s mouth was open like a hinge.

“Fisherboy!” he snarled, and started up the bank after me, grasping at my foot with one long hand. 1 tore free, turned,
and threw my fishing pole at him. He batted it down easily, but it tangled his feet up somehow and he went to his
knees. Ididn’t wait to see anymore; I turned and bolted fo the top of the slope. Ialmost slipped at the very top, but
managed to grab one fo the support struts running beneath the bridge and save myself.

“You can’t get away from me, fisherboy!” he cried from behind me. He sounded furious, but he also sounded as if he
were Jaughing. “It takes more than a mouthful of trout to fill me up!”

“Leave me alone!” I screamed back at him. Igrabbed the bridge’s railing and threw myself over it in a clumsy
somersault, filling my hands with splinters and bumping my head so hard on the boards when I came down that I saw
tears. Irolled over onto my belly and began crawling. Ilurched to my feet just before I got to the end of the bridge,
stumbled once, found my rhythm, and then began to run. Iran as only nine-year-old boys can run, which is like the
wind. It felt as if my feet only touched the ground with every third or fourth stride, and for all I know, that may be
true. Iran straight up the righthand wheelrut in the road, ran until my temples pounded and my eyes pulsed in their
sockets, ran until I had a hot stitch in my left side from the bottom of my ribs to my armpit, ran until I could taste blood
and something like metal-shavings in the back of my throat. When I couldn’t run anymore I stumbled to a stop and
locked back over my shoulder, puffing and blowing like a windbroke horse. [ was convinced T would see him standing
right there behind me in his natty black suit, the watch-chain a glittering loop across his vest and not a hair out of place.

But he was gone. The road stretching back toward Castle Stream between the darkly massed pines and spruces was

empty. And yet I sensed him somewhere near in those woods, watching me with his grassfire eyes, smelling of burnt

matches and roasted fish.

« There are actually twelve more pages of this story.
« It was published in The New Yorker and won the O’Henry award in 1969 and is in the book Everything’s Eventual

» The Devil was lying — the narrator’s mother is alive when he returns home.
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