TONE

"I want what I'm paying for. I'm paying to be let alone. I want to be let alone."

Madvig chuckled. "You don't mean, Shad, that you're complaining to me because your
coppers won't stay bought?"

"I mean that Doolan told me last night that the orders to shut up my places came straight
from you."

Madvig chuckled again and turned his head to address Ned Beaumont: "What do you think
of that, Ned?"

Ned Beaumont smiled thinly, but said nothing.

Madvig said: "You know what I think of it? I think Captain Doolan's been working too hard.
I think somebody ought to give Captain Doolan a nice long leave of absence. Don't let me forget
it."

THE GLASS KEY — Dashiell Hammett

In the meadow, the tents, the carnival waited. Waited for someone, anyone to wade along
the grassy surf. The great tents filled like bellows. They softly issued forth exhalations of air that
smelled like ancient yellow beasts.

But only the moon looked in at the hollow dark, the deep caverns. Outside, night beasts
hung in midgallop on a carousel. Beyond lay fathoms of Mirror Maze which housed a multifold
series of empty vanities one wave on another, still, serene, silvered with age, white with time. Any
shadow, at the entrance, might stir reverberations the color of fright, unravel deep-buried moons.

SOMETHING WICKED THIS WAY COMES — Ray Bradbury



