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Next Door

_.ﬁl:m old house'was divided into twoe dwellings

by athiniwallithatipassedion,withihighifidelity,

sounds on either sider @ni the nogthiside were

the Leonands. @n the seuth side \Wwere the
s |Hargers.

The Leonards —husband, Wife andieight:
year-eld sen—hadjust mevediin:And aware of
the wall, they lkept their veicesidownyas they
argued in alfriendly wayias towhether oninot

10 the boy, Paul; wasold encughitoibet|efitalone:
fon thelevening:

‘Shhihh!*said Paulfs father:

“Was | shouting? said his mother. /I was
talking ina perfectly normaltone”

e llicouldinear farger pullinglacornic he:
can certainly:hear you, said hisfather.
|ididnitisay anythingilid beiashamed to
have anybedy hear, said Mrs: leonard-

“You: called! Paul' a baby,’ ‘said N

50/ Leonard. ‘That certainly embarrasses Paul —and
iEemioarrasses me:: :

‘Iit’s just a way of talking,’ shesaid:

‘Itis Al way: Weive 9ot ite Step, - helsaid:
‘Andiwe can stopitreating aby; to

25 — tenight: Welsimply'shale hisihand; wallcout

NaaDooiiCVonnseur )




and go to the movie.’ He turned to Paul. ‘You're not afraid — are. <oc
boy?"

‘¥l be all right,” said Paul. _._m was very tall for his age, and thin, m:o_
had a soft, sleepy, radiant sweetness engendered by his mother. ‘'m fine.’
30 ‘Damn right!’ said his father, clouting him on the back. ‘I'll be an
adventure.’

‘I'd feel better about this adventure, if we could get a sitter,” said his
mother.

) ‘If it's going to spoil the picture for you,’ said his father, ‘let’s L_Am 1
" 35 him with us.’

Mrs. Leonard was shocked. ‘Oh - it isnt for children.’ :
‘I don’t care,’ said Paul amiably. The why of their not wanting him to
i see certain movies, certain magazines, certain books, certain television
shows was a mystery he respected — even relished a little.
40 ‘It wouldn’t kill him to see it,” said his father.
"You know what it's about,” she said.
‘What /s it about?’ said Paul innocently.
Mrs. Leonard looked to her husband for help, and got none. ‘it's
about a m:._ who chooses her friends unwisely,” she said.
a4 'Oh/f ' said Paul. .._.:mﬁ doesn’t sound very interesting.’
L ~b._gw <<m going, or mﬂm::n we? mmﬁ 2:, _.mo:ma_ i pa _m:z< The show
H ﬂm:u in ﬂm 3559
. H. . 2_3 _.mo:mﬁ bit :m lip. “All :mjﬁ_. she sajd _o_..m<m_< "You _onw the
: EN :aoﬁm and the back o_om_,. and Il write down the te mv:osm numbers for,
ﬁ:m po e m:o_ the fire Qnmmngm% and jm :mm‘nm_, n_._o_ Dr, _nm__mS, m:m
._M.E,:ma mmc_ Yoy can d ; can‘typu; n.mm__s.
- %5 been djaling fory ,}m_.m_. gried M| _.mo;m_i
5 _ 37 m., gssh! mmj Mrs. | nwzma ’
2B of 3\ Mr. Leonard bpwed to the wall. ._<_K m_uo_om_m
3 ammﬂ mma _<= K: hs

gone?
'Oh - look through my microscope, | guess,” said Paul.
"You're not going to be looking at germs, are you?” she said.
‘Nope ~ just hair, sugar, pepper, stuff like that,” said Paul.
60 His mother frowned judiciously. ‘I think that would be all right, don’t
you?' she said to Mr. Leonard.

. ‘Fine!’ said M. Leonard. ‘Just as _osm as the pepper doesn‘t Bm_Am him
{4 sneezel’

: . ‘Il be careful,’ said Paul.

1720

65 Mr. Leonard winced. ‘Shhhhh!’ he said.

. Soon after Paul’s parents left, the radio in the Harger apartment

went on. It was on softly at first — so softly that Paul, looking through his

microscope on the living room coffee table, couldnt make out the
announcer’s words. The music was frail and dissonant — unidentifiable. -

70 Gamely,! Paul tried to listen to the music rather than 8 the mar

-~ woman who were fighting.

Paul squinted through the eyepiece of his microscope at a bit 9ﬂ his
hair far below, and he turned a knob? to bring the hair into focus3 It looked
like a glistening brown eel, flecked Here and there with tiny spectra where

75 the light struck the hair just so.

There — thevoices of the man and woman were getting louder
again, drowning out the radio. Paul twisted the microscope knob nervously,
and the objective lens* ground into® the glass slide on which the hair rested.

The woman was shouting now. :

80 Paul unscrewed the lens, and examined it for damage.
Now the man shouted back - shouted something awful, unbeliev-

able. . :
Paul got a sheet of lens tissue from his bedroom, and dusted at the
frosted dot on the lens, where w:m _m:m :mo_ _o_ﬁm: into the m__n_m He mn_.m<<m%
es the leps pack in place.  ~ *
’ All was quiet again next o_oo_‘ except dﬂo., the radio.
: Paul looked down Into ﬁ:m n_.omnonm n0<<: into the milky mist of
k w:m damaged |

. : Awm:_ m_o::x_ma m_.m_:m of mm_ﬁ o: a imm: m__o_@ m:o_ _oS ;

fr zsgﬁ. H:m 350 cope.

T < The weman shouted again, a high, ragged, poisonous mrocﬁ

- Paul turned the knob oo hard and the fresh slide cracki 2d and 7€l |
\H:msm_mm 1o the floor. Paul stood, shaking, wanting to shout, too —to mwoﬁ

ss in terror and bewilderment. It had to stop. Whatever it was, it had to ﬂov_

‘If you're going to yell, turn up the radio!’ the man cried.

Paul heard the clicking of the woman'’s heels across the floot. The
radio volume swelled until the boom of the bass made Paul +mm_ like he was -
trapped in a drum. : ._r

i pLvic
4. Objective lens: fa lentille de wogmndw e

5. Grind into: hit.
6. Screw: visser.

Sl

1. Gamely: bravely.
2. A knob: un bouton.
3. Bring into focus: mettre au point.
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100 ‘And now!’ bellowed the radio, “for Katy and Fred! For Nancy-and

Bob, who thinks she's swelll For Arth

ur, from one who's worshipped him

from afar for six weeks! Here" s the old Glenn Miller Band and that all-time

favorite, Stardust! Remember! If you

have a dedication,” call Milton nine-

three-thousand! Ask for All- -Night Sam, the record man!’

105 The music picked up the house

A door slammed next door. Now someone hammered? on a door..

and shook it.

Paul looked down into his microscope once more, looked at nothifg g
— while a prickling sensation spread over his skin. He faced the truth: ._.rm

man and woman would kill each other, if he didn’t stop them

110 He beat on the wall <<;_\_ his
‘Mrs. Harger! Stop it!”

fist. ‘Mr. Harger! Stop it!’ he cried.

‘For Ollie from Lavinial” All-Night Sam cried back at him. ‘For xcﬁj
from Carl, who'll never forget last Tuesday! For Wilbur from Mary, who's
lonesome tonight! Here’s the mmcﬁm?m_::mmm: mm:n_ asking, Love, What Are

115 <o: Doing to My Heart? ,
Zmﬁ.noo_. crockery® mSmm:mo_ 1o

mBm Um::m ::Swmz.
GmNmn, Pe E went |
ésmc E

hta BOBm w Nzo m
" iShoot, ™ said Sam.

tidal wave of music drownad gverything mmm:._ 1
noa by the én__k Qm:,_v__:m in hig: jm:o_ ssness, ~_<=.< Im_.mmi ;

Mal

:___:m a split second of radio m__m:nm.

n't ﬁ:_:_A 50,

‘From Mr. Lemuel K. Harger to Mrs. Harger, said Paul.

‘What's the message?’ said Sam.

7. Dedication: a message the radio announcer
reads before a piece of music is played (sent by
one listener to another).

8. Hammer: knock hard.

9. Crockery: plates and cups.
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‘I love you,” said Paul. ‘Let's make up® and start all over again.”

10. Smashed: broke. )
11. WICD: the name of the radio station.

12. Shoot: start talking (= reading your
dedication).

13. Make up: get reconciled.

135 The woman'’s voice was so shrill with passion that it cut ﬁjﬁor_ms §o
din of the radio, and even Sam heard it.
’ 'Kid — are you in trouble?’ said Sam. ‘Your folks fighting?’
Paul was afraid that Sam would hang up on him if he found out ﬁ:mﬁ
Paul wasnt a blood relative of the Hargers. ‘Yessir," he said.
140 "And you're trying to pull ‘em back together again with this dedica-
tion?’ said Sam.
"Yessir,’ said Paul. i
Sam became very emotional. ‘O.K., kid,” he said hoarsely, ‘I'll give it
everything I've got. Maybe it'll work. | once saved a guy from shooting him-
145 self the same way.’ v
'How did you do that?” said Paul fascinated. =Y N
‘He called up and said he was gonna blow his brains out*said S
and | played The Bluebird of Happiness.’ He hung up. .
Paul dropped the telephone into its Qma_m. The music stopped, m:a
150 Paul’s hair. stood on end. For the first time, the fantastic speed of 30%3
communications was real to him, and he was appalled.
‘Folks!” said Sam, ‘| guess m<m_.<coa< m.ﬁonm and <<o:o_m_,M MOBmdBmm
E:m‘m ?m heck he ﬁ:_:_a he's doin' w

I

hemir . _o_ _ mcmmm H:m_‘mm no mm:mm in _A_n
* about .Bm:_mm,m_ It isn’t m:< _oo<<_ of cherries! There's c_om
" and downs, and sometimes folks don't se¢ how they can go on!’
ul é,mm impr ed <<&._ ﬁrm wisdom' m:o_ mcﬁ:o:a\ 9n Sam. Having
the So__o turned up high Smo_m mm:mm now, dno_, Sam was m_umm_czm like ﬁjm
htzhangd.man of God, . -
*- Whéh S8m paused for mi"mnﬁ all'was still next door. >_ﬂmma< the mir-
acle was working. L,
‘Now,” said Sam, “a guy in my business has to be half musician, half
philosopher, half psychiatrist, and half electrical engineer! And! If I've
learned one thing from working with all you wonderful people out 52
170 it's this: if folks would swallow their self-respect and pride, there <<o:_Q:.
be any more divorces!’

14. Kidding ourselves: having illusions.
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There were affectionate cooings™ from next door. A lump grew in
Paul's throat as he thought about the beautiful thing he and Sam were-
bringing to pass.

175 ‘Folks!’ said Sam, “that's all I'm gonna say about love and marriage!
That's all anybody needs to know! And now, for Mrs. Lemuel K. Harger,:
from Mr. Harger — | love you! Let's make up and start all over again!’ Samy
choked up. ‘Here’s Eartha Kitt, and Somebody Bad Stole De Wedding Bellr'

The radio next door went off.

180 The world lay still.

A purple emotion flooded Paul’s being. Childhood dropped away,
and he hung, dizzy on the brink of life, rich, violent, rewarding.

There was movement next door — slow, foot-dragging movement.
'So,” said the woman. A

185 ‘Charlotte - said the man uneasily ‘Honey — | swear.’
"I love you,”" she said bitterly, “"let's make up and start all over again.”” -

-Baby,’ said the man desperately, ‘it's another Lemuel K. Harger. It's .. *

- gottokel " s
L YU want your wife hack?” she said. ‘All right - | won't get in her

19 wﬁx She can jw<,m you, Lemug| = you jewe| beyond price, you.!

* 'She must have called the station," 3id the man, R
“ oz tShe aap h you philandering, s two-timing, twg-bit

LA : n very geqd gandition.’
o the man. ‘Dont do anything

£ '

Q.Bm. w:m m@_n =

l nd bumped into the waman as she purst.
he was g big, blonde woman. all soft and

"No, thank you,” said Paul shrilly. ‘Not at this time.’

205 “You haven't seen or heard a thing!” she said. “You know what hap-
pens to squealers?s

15. Cooings: soft, affectionate sounds (the
sounds made by pigeons).

16. Philandering: from a philanderer = someone
‘who flirts a lot.

17. Lochinvar: a character in Walter Scott’s

“Marmion”, who is in love with a lady and runs
away with her just before her marriage to ano-
ther man.

18. Squealer: someone who informs the police
about a crime that has been committed,
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L

Yes!” cried Paul.
She dug into her purse, and brought out a perfumed mulch' of face
tissues, bobbypins and cash. ‘Here!” she panted. ‘It’s yours! And there’s more
210 where that came from, if you keep your mouth shut.’ She stuffed it into his
trousers pocket.
She looked at him fiercely, then fled into the street. ”
Paul ran back into his apartment, jumped into bed, and pulled the
covers up over his head. In the hot, dark cave of the bed, he cried UmnmCmn
215 he and All-Night Sam had helped to kill a man. V <
A policeman came n_c3_o_3m into the house very soon, and he _Sno%ma m,mw
both apartment doors with his billyclub. " i
Numb, Paul crept out of the hot, dark cave, and answered the door.
Just as he did, the door across the hall opened, and there stood Mr. Harger,
220 haggard but whole. ‘
"Yes, sir?’ said Harger. He was a small, balding man, with a hairline
mustache. ‘Can | help you?’ . _
‘The neighbors heard some shots,’ said the policeman.
‘Really?” said Harger urbanely. He dampened hijs mustache with ﬁ:.m
225 tip of his little finger, ‘How bizarre. | heard nothing. He Jooked at Paul
sharply. "Have yoy been playing with your father's guns again, young man?’
-+ 'Bh. nossirl! said Paul, horrified.” :
‘Where are yoyr folks?' said the po
¢ 1 the movigs,' said paul, <
You'rg all ajone? sald the policeman.
“Yessi' said Payl, ‘It's an adventure; :
I'm sqrry | said that about the guns," said Harger. ‘| certainly would
:m\.m:ﬁw? w:m%.socmm. he walls are thin as paper, and | heard

..nm3m.: to Paul,

ked at him gratefully.. .50 . .. _
‘And you didn’t hear any shots, either, kid?” said the policeman.
Before Paul could find an answer, there was a disturbance out on the:
street. A big motherly woman was getting out of a taxi-cab m:akw\m_::m%w
at the top of her lungs. ‘Lem! Lem baby." ) EEY
20 She barged into the foyer, a suitcase bumping against her leg mom.._
tearing her stockings to shreds. She dropped the suitcase, and ran to Im@m.s..
throwing her arms around him. .

19. Mulch: mixture. 20. Wailing: crying, howling.



'l got your message, darling,’ she said, ‘and | did just what All- z_@r.n

Sam told me to do. | swallowed my self-respect, and.here | am!’

245 ‘Rose, Rose, Rose — my little Rose,” said Harger. ‘Don’t ever leave me!-

_
again.’ They grappled with each other mimﬂ_o:mﬁm_u\ and staggered into

their apartment.
‘Just look at this apartment!” said Mrs. Harger. ‘Men are just lost
without women!’ As she closed the door, Paul could see.that she was
250 awfully pleased ‘with the mess.
“You sure you didn’t hear any shots?’ said the policeman to Paul.

The ball of money in Paul’s pocket seemed to swell to the size of a
watermelon. ‘Yessir," he croaked.

The policeman left.

255 Paul shut his apartment door, shuffled into his bedroom, and col-
lapsed on the bed.

._.:m next voices _umc_ heard came ?oS his own side of the wall. The voices
<<m«m sunny —the voices of his mother and father. His mother was singing a
_._c_,mmé _IJ\:,.m and his father vy $ undressing him.

W die-diddie- Q:B_o__:m. my son John,’ piped his BOﬁ:m: ‘Went to
_Dma with ?m stackings on. Ong’ mrom oin m:n c:m shoe on - diddle- o_ao__m-
aca_o ing, my'sgn John.”

i Paul apen ned his gyes. SN A :

i_ bi m nﬁs said his ﬂmﬁ:ms <o: éms,ﬂ ﬁn m_mm_o with all you n_oﬁ: 5

280 -

265 Q!

toEwm _‘5\ _ﬁ_m mo_<m:EE 7 gaid :_m Boﬁ:m_..
0.K,' sajd _umc_ sleepil foé was ﬁ:n m: wyl oo L
At Wain't fq q children mather. Your would have
:wmn d:m m,poﬂ m.:EwQ %D:mr was m__ rocﬁ _omm_a unning little cubs,’
. b s father. handed her Bayl's trg sersand sh :oa_ﬁrna out, and
i on the m f a ghalr 5 the ked. She _omﬁm
,,,Encﬂj angd-felithe ball of monéy in the'packet, ‘Little boys' pockets! she
“said, ‘delighted. ‘Full of childhood’s mysteries. Ah enchanted frog? A magic
pocketknife from a fairy princess?” She caressed the lump.
275 ‘He’s not a little boy — he's a big boy,” said Paul’s father. ‘And he’s too
old to be thinking about fairy princesses.’
Paul's mother held up her hands. ‘Don‘t rush it, don’t rush it. When
I saw him asleep there, | realized all over again how o_ﬂmmo;c_;\ short child-
hood is.” She reached into the pocket and sighed wistfully. ‘Little boys are
280 50 hard on clothes - especially pockets.” ~
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She brought out the ball and held it under Paul’s so.mm. ‘Now, would
you mind telling Mommy what we have here?’ she said mm__.<. .
The ball bounced like a frowzy chrysanthemum, with ones, fives,

tens, twenties, and lipstick-stained Kleenex for petals. And rising from it,

285 befuddling Paul’s young mind, was the pungent musk of tm_.‘ESm.
Paul’s father sniffed the air. ‘What’s that mBm__..z he said.
Paul’s mother rolled her eyes. ‘Tabu,?" she said.

21. Tabu: the name of a perfume.

RT < GurT :
mem Horp :ﬁm:%»:» in 1922, UE.Em WWIL, he was captured by
id 5683 as a prisoner of § 28.. in Uaomaos.

raise n?omconm about modern existence in a world which is
increasingly beyond people’s control.

Novels:

Cat’s Cradle (1963)
Slaughterhouse-Five (1969)

Short Stories:
Welcome to the Monkey House (1968)
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