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As a Thief in the Night
By Genniel Carpenter
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HE quietude of winter night sparkled in the
dim light of two street lamps.
The snow on
the sidewalk past the block of five prosperouslooking houses was pounded smooth. It was seventhirty on a Sunday evening.
Around the southeast
corner of the solitary
block came a man.
He walked slowly, evidently
thinking of something other than the process of
his walking and his surroundings.
And indeed he
was. He had just come from his sister's home, and
he was already late for a party-a
solely masculine poker party.
But the man's mind was not
on that.
He was strangely troubled, even slightly
terror-stricken.
His serene bachelor life had just
been jarred.
He felt rather numb; his legs carried him toward Joe's house and the party automatically.
Part of his mind mechanically anticipated the convivial passage of the evening.
His sister had (so he termed it) a "religious
complex."
Usually he scoffed at her tracts and
parsons and invitations to church, but this winter
afternoon her radio had held his reluctant interest.
An adventist evangelist had shouted and painted
dramatic horror and denounced him into fascinated, open-mouthed attention.
His non-church-going soul had cringed under the lash of the speaker's
eloquence.
He had asked his sister, "Do you actually expect to be caught away from the earth-e-yop yourself f"
Then, with a feeble attempt
at jocund

,mockery, "Religion is as bad as women's clotheslast I heard it was fashionable for your soul to be
wafted to heaven."
So he walked pensively around the corner and
past the red brick house.
His feet kept time to
a text of the evangelist: "As a thief in the night!
As a thief in the night!"
His mind toyed with
the hypothesis that the thing was so. He quaked
at the mystery, the supernaturalness
of the idea.'
"As a thief in the night..
"
In the kitchen of the red brick house on the
corner Josie Reindert rinsed the dishwater from
her big strong hands.
The frosted window let in
the frigid moonlight.
She dried her hands, turned
out the light, and stood in the doorway of the
warm little living room where old Mr. Anders read
to his wife.
The words were from Isaiah, that
silver-tongued poet.
"He shall feed his flock like a shepherd:
he
shall gather the lambs in his arms."
"Did you want something, J'osie s" queried Mrs.
Anders kindly, as her husband's
sonorous voice
ceased.
"N-no," stammered Josie, "only, could I come in
and sew for awhile I"
"Of course!"

was the answer.

Josie hemmed her pillowslip silently and listened to Mr. Anders.
She wondered why he read
almost always the Bible, no magazines, no novels.
Then she remembered to be thankful that he did
read the Bible, for the pastor of a little country
church had secured for her the well-paid work of
keeping house for Mr. and Mrs. Anders.
Mrs.
Anders was helpless.
But now Mr. Anders was
reading:

"Two women shall be grinding at the mill; the
one shall be taken, and the other left.
Watch
therefore:
for ye know not what hour your Lord
doth come."
Mrs. Anders asked Josie to go upstairs for a
piece of cloth.
Josie obeyed silently.
She was
almost afraid to ascend the dark, still stairs. The
simple words of the Christ had raised a nameless
dread in her. She tried to understand their meaning.
What had they to do with the heaven and
hell of her childhood Sunday school class 1 It must
mean the end of the world!
She would ask Mr.
Anders.
She found the cloth. She went downstairs.
She
entered the living room.
She had not been gone
three minutes.
No one was there!
She raced,
frantically
unbelieving, through the bedroom, the
kitchen, the whole house.
Noone!
She came
back, sobbing frenziedly,
to the brightly-lighted
living room.
It looked perfectly natural, except
for its sinister emptiness.
Josie forced herself
to touch the table, the Bible, to prove they were
real.
A sentence in the open Book caught her
eye:
"For as the lightning
cometh out of the
east, and shineth even unto the west ; so shall also
the coming of the Son of man be."
0

She looked up and noticed for the first time Mrs.
Anders' wheel chair. Then it was so! 'I'hers was
no possibility
of another
explanation.
Josie
thought she screamed, "Oh, God!" but her lips
only formed the words ....
In the second house Mrs. Blakely stopped her
husband in the hall between the kitchen and dining
room.
"Listen,

dear, don't forget

to have Betty's

young

man say grace tonight.
I suppose since he's training to be a minister he'd think us odd if we
didn't."
Her husband acquiesced, thinking of the time in
his youth when he had thought that he wanted to
be a minister.
He also thought guiltily of how
long "it had been since he had gone to church.
He
conteffipi\ted asking Betty and her "young man"
to take him and his wife, if she would go, with
them to church.
But remembering
the work he
had brought home and the new magazine serial, he
decided against it.
Mrs. Blakely raised her eyebrows at Mr. Blakely.
He said, "Mr. Waite, will you give thanks ?"
Mr. Waite complied:
"Our Father in heaven,
bless us and-"
Suddenly he ceased. After a moment eyes were
raised surreptitiously.
Betty and her parents and
her two older brothers stared at each other with
surprised eyes and blanched faces.
Young Mr.
Waite was gone! ....
The man turned in at the third house. He hurried now, for it was cold. Already he had almost
forgotten
the evangelist's talk 'of a few minutes
ago by thinking, "It isn't true!"
He saw Joe
standing by the window. Good old Joe!
Yes, he
had forgotten
the frightening
episode, except to
laugh at his foolishness for thinking for a moment of it seriously.
But his feet still marked
time to the unconscious reiteration
of his brain:
"As a thief in the night!"
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