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M ssion Earth 09: Villainy Victorious
By L. Ron Hubbard

Scanned and pre-proofed by BWSci Fi
Vol tarian Censor's Disclainer

This bizarre, fallacious tale has not been made any nore pal atable by the introduction of a

di fferent narrator

Nor has the narrative pined any credibility by its clainms that events in our 110-pl anet
confederacy were caused by a stupid, nonexistent race of people froma planet that sounds nore
like a lunatic asylumthan anything el se.

The position of the Crown is firmer than ever.

The pl anet Earth does not exist!

Lord I nvay

Royal Historian

Chai rman, Board of Censors
Royal Pal ace

Vol t ar Conf ederacy

By Order of
H s I nperial Mjesty
Wil ly the Wse

Voltarian Transl ator's Preface

H therel

This is your translator, 54 Charlee N ne. How are you?

Lord Invay may not take kindly to having a new narrator but it's sure easier for nme. Mnte
Pennwel | speaks only Voltarian. |'mprogranmed for any |anguage, but there does seemto be a
scarcity of information on the | anguages they speak on this nonexistent Earth.

| have updated your Key to this book and it follows.

Si ncerely,

54 Charlee N ne
Robot brain in the Transl at ophone

Key to VILLAINY VICTORI OQUS

Afyon-City in Turkey where the Apparatus has a secret nountain base.

Agnes, M ss-Personal aide to Del bert John Rockecenter

Appar atus, Coordi nated I nfornmation-The secret police of Voltar, headed by Lonbar Hi sst and manned
by crimnals. Their synbol is an inverted paddl e which, because it |ooks like a bottle, earned its
menbers the name "drunks."

Bal mor-Butler to Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak on Earth.

Bang- Bang- An ex-marine denolitions expert and nenber of the Babe Corl eone nob

Barben, I. G -Pharmaceutical company controlled by Del bert John Rockecenter.

Bawt ch-Soltan Gis's chief clerk on Voltar

Bittlestiffender, Prahd-Voltarian cellologist that Sol-tan Gris brought to Earth to operate a
hospital in Afyon. (See Cell ol ogy.)

Blito-P3-Voltarian designation for a planet known locally as Earth. It is the third planet (P3) of
a yell owdwarf star known as Blito.

Bl i xo- Apparatus freighter, piloted by Captain Bolz, that makes regul ar runs between Earth and

Vol tar. The voyage takes about six weeks each way.

Bl uebott!| es- Ni cknanme given to the Donestic Police of Voltar

Bl uefl ash- A bright blue flash of |ight used to produce unconsciousness. It is usually used by

Vol tarian ships before landing in an area that is possibly popul at ed.

Bol z- See Bl i xo.

Bury- Del bert John Rockecenter's nost powerful attorney. His favorite pastinme is feeding white m ce
to snakes.

Caucal sia, Prince-According to a folk Iegend, he fled Manco during the Great Rebellion and set up
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a colony on Blito-P3 that becane known as Atlantis.

Cel | ol ogy- Vol tarian nmedi cal science that can repair the body through the cellular generation of
tissues, including entire body parts.

Code Break-Violation of the Space Code that prohibits disclosing that one is an alien. Penalty is
death to the offender(s) and any native(s) so alerted.

Coordi nated I nfornati on Apparat us- See Appar at us.

Corl eone-A Mafia fam |y headed by Babe, a former Roxy chorus girl and wi dow of "Holy Joe."

Crobe, Doctor-Apparatus cellol ogi st who worked in Spiteos. He delights in naking human freaks.

Dr unks- See Appar at us.

Endow, Lord-Head of the Exterior Division.

Epstein, |lzzy-Financial expert and anarchist hired by Jettero Heller to set up and run several
corporations.

Exterior Division-That part of the Voltarian governnent that reportedly contained the Apparatus.
Faht Bey-Turki sh nane of the commander of the secret Apparatus base in Afyon, Turkey.

Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici-Head of a Mafia famly that is the underworld outlet for drugs from
I. G Barben.

F.F.B.O -Fatten, Farten, Burstein and Ooze, the | argest advertising/public relations firmon
Earth. J. Walter Madi son works for them

Fl eet-The elite space fighting armof Voltar to which Jettero Heller bel ongs and which the

Appar at us despi ses.

G C.-See G and Counci |

G aci ous Pal ns- The el egant whor ehouse where Jettero Heller resided when first in New York Gity. It
is, across fromthe United Nations and is operated by the Corl eone fanmly.

Gafferty, "Bulldog"-A crooked New York City police inspector.

Grand Council - The governing body of Voltar, which ordered a mssion to keep Earth from destroying
itself so it could be conquered on schedul e per the Invasion Tinetable.

Gis, Soltan-Apparatus officer placed in charge of Blito-P3 (Earth) section and an eneny of
Jettero Heller.

Hel  er, Hi ghtee-The npbst beautiful and popul ar entertainer in the Voltar Confederacy. She is also
Jettero's sister.

Hel l er, Jettero-Conbat engi neer and Royal officer of the Fleet, sent with Gis on Mssion Earth
where he is operating under the nanme of Jerone Terrance Wster.

Hi sst, Lonbar-Head of the Apparatus; his plan to overthrow the Voltar Confederacy required sending
Soltan Gis to sabotage Jettero Heller's nission.

"Holy Joe"-See Corl eone.

Hot Jolt-A popular Voltarian drink.

I nvasi on Ti netabl e- A schedul e of gal actic conquest.

The plans and budget of every section of Voltar's governnent nust adhere to it. Bequeathed by
Voltar's ancestors hundreds of thousands of years ago, it is inviolate and sacred and the guiding
dogma of the Confederacy.

Joy, M ss-See Countess Krak.

Krak, Countess-Condemmed nurderess, fornmer prisoner of Spiteos, a nonperson and the sweetheart of
Jettero Heller. On Earth, she is known as Heavenly Joy Krackle or "M ss Joy."

Madi son, J. Walter-Fired fromF.F.B.O when his style of public relations caused the president of
Pat agonia to commit suicide, he was rehired by Bury to immortalize Jettero Heller in the nedia. He
is also known as "J. Warbler Madman."

Manco- Hone pl anet of Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak.

Maysabongo-Jettero Hell er was nade a representative of this small African nation. |1zzy Epstein
made sone of Heller's businesses Maysabongo corporations.

M ster Calico-A calico cat that was trained by the Countess Krak.

Mortiiy, Prince-Leader of a rebel group on the planet Cal abar.

Mudur Zengi n- Fi nanci al czar of the biggest banking chain in Turkey and handler of Soltan Gis's

f unds.

Qdur - See Ch Dear .

Oh Dear-N cknanme for Odur. Wth Too-Too, forced by Soltan Gris to get information on Voltar and
courier it to himon Earth.

Peace, M ss-Secretary to Del bert John Rockecenter.

Pokant i ckl e- The New York estate of Delbert John Rockecenter.

Rockecenter, Del bert John-Native of Earth who controls the planet's fuel, finance, governnents and
drugs.

Si nmons, M ss-An antinucl ear fanatic.
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Snel z- Pl at oon conmander at Spiteos who befriended Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak when they
were prisoners there.

Spiteos-On Voltar, the secret fortress prison of the Apparatus.

Swi ndl e and Crouch-Law firm representing Del bert John Rockecenter

Tayl , W dow Nynphomani ac on Vol t ar

Teeni e-Earth teen-ager who kept seducing Soltan Gris. He shipped her to Voltar to get rid of her.
Too- Too- Ni cknane for Twolah. He and Ch Dear were forced by Soltan Gis to get information on

Vol tar and courier it secretly back to himon Earth.

Twoey- Ni cknane given to Del bert John Rockecenter |1. Twol ah-See Too- Too.

Ut anc- A belly dancer that Gis bought to be his concubi ne slave.

Vol t ar- Hone pl anet and seat of the 110-world confederacy that was established over 125,000 years
ago. Voltar is ruled by the Enperor through the G and Council in accordance with the Invasion

Ti met abl e.

Wster, Jerome Terrance-Name that Jettero Heller is using on Earth.

PART SEVENTY- ONE

TGO Bl OGRAPHI CS PUBLI SHI NG COVPANY COMVERCI AL CI TY PLANET VOLTAR

GENTLEMEN

I am thoroughly delighted with the agreenments that we have reached. | can assure you that our
names will be mutually and eternally enblazoned in history.

I could not believe that ny government would ever lie to me. | had no idea that anyone woul d seek

a "cover-up." That was why | was so shocked to discover that they have del eted, changed and
destroyed records so that no one would learn the existence of this single planet called Earth.

Why woul d they want to deny the existence of a mnor planet that is a nmere 221/2 light-years away?
Ah, that's the story that | am so arduously and so faithfully witing!

So that you may better appreciate my achi evenment, | am sending what | have conpleted thus far and
will continue to wite. | nmailed the first part to you earlier. Let nme try to bring you up-to-
date. This is no snall task because the inmagination is staggered by the sheer magnitude of the
events. However, | shall seek to achieve this.

As | have discovered, Earth is controlled by the man who owns the planet's fuel-Del bert John
Rockecenter. His power is such that he can determine the political future of a country sinply by
meki ng a tel ephone call to one of his mnions.

Vol tarian Fleet officer Jettero Heller's mssion was to de-pollute the planet and to create an

i nexpensi ve, safe source of energy so that Earth could survive I ong enough to be invaded.

When Heller arrived on Earth, he had the identity of Del bert John Rockecenter, Jr., which was
given to himby the head of the Coordinated |Information Apparatus, Lombar Hisst. This was done
because Hisst wanted the Fleet officer's nission to fail, and he thought this would bring the
force of the Rockecenters down on Heller. The reason Hi sst wanted the mission to fail was that he
was using Earth to produce mind-altering drugs that were being snuggled back to Voltar as part of
a conspiracy to overthrow the Enpire.

What no one knew was that there was a real inheritor to the Rockecenter fortune-Del bert John
Rockecenter 11.

The first person who tried to stop Heller was Rockecenter's attorney Bury, who gave Heller the
identity of Jeronme Terrance Wster. It didn't stop him however. Heller becanme a consul for the
African nation of Maysabongo and began to form corporations that created and patented new energy
sources-a revol utionary nicrowave power source, a new carburetor that didn't use gasoline and cars
that worked without Rockecenter-controlled fuel. Wen petrol eum stocks dropped out the bottom

Hel  er used his Maysabongo resources to buy themall up and to take control of Earth's oi

i ndustries.

But Rockecenter was no fool, and he had forces that Heller could not nuster-the American

presi dency, for exanple, and the arned forces of the United States.

One Sunday afternoon Rockecenter was preparing to go to Philadel phia for a Swill erberger
Conference that he controlled. The president of the United States was to be call ed before the
conference that night and ordered to go before the Senate the next day to request that war be

decl ared on Maysabongo.

Bang- Bang drove Heller and his financial advisor |lzzy Epstein to the great Rockecenter estate, and
Hel ler and 1zzy wal ked in while Rockecenter was chastising Bury for the current predi canent.

Hel | er made Rockecenter an offer: Call off the war, grant "Twoey" (Rockecenter's actual son) a ten-
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billion-dollar trust, draw up a new w |l |eaving Twoey the entire estate, and Heller would give
Rockecenter the patents and a portion of the oil enpire that Heller now controlled.

Wth the smle of a snake, Rockecenter agreed and the docunents were signhed-then the snake struck
When the brief scuffle was over, Rockecenter's attorney Bury |ay unconscious on the floor and a
weaponl ess Hel l er was surrounded by arny troops.

Rockecent er scooped up the papers that now gave himconplete control and put theminto a huge
steel suitcase. He turned to a major general whose squad had its weapons turned on Heller and
lzzy.

"Ceneral ," said Rockecenter, "hold this riffraff until | return. Then, as we will be at war, we'll
have work for a firing squad."

What ? Has Hel l er | ost everything?

Fear not! |, Mnte Pennwell, Voltar's first, only and greatest investigative reporter, have the
story!

Chapter 1

Rockecent er grabbed his hat and picked up the heavy case. He stepped over to Bury behind the couch
and gave hima kick. "Whether you' re dead or not, your usefulness is ended. Now |'moff to

Phi | adel phi a to handl e another one of your foul -ups."

Rockecenter went to the French doors, closed them behind himand shouted up the drive, "Bring ny
car and get a tank for protection!"”

The general gave a signal. Two sol diers seized |zzy, pinning his arns back and | ooki ng around for
sonmething to tie himwth.

Two nore sol diers grabbed Twoey and after a brief struggle had himon the floor

The general nmade a gesture toward Hell er

Rockecenter's car had arrived and Rockecenter went down the steps to it, but he stood there

| ooki ng up the road.

The soldiers started to grab Heller's arms. "Ch, he didn't nean ne!" said Heller. "I"mhis son."
"What ?" said the general

"Yes, it's a fact," said Heller. "He just neant these two fellows here."

Both Izzy and Twoey | ooked at Hel |l er, stunned.

The general stepped toward the French doors as though to go after Rockecenter and ask. But
Rockecenter had now clinbed into his car and it began to roll.

From where Heller stood he could see through the glass of the French doors that Rockecenter's car
had pulled up again and stopped. He hoped the general would not see that.

"Well, see here," said the general, "I'Il have to have proof, and nore than some phony I.D.!"
"Ah," said Heller. "You just grab the phone on that desk and ask for Energency FBI, Washi ngton
D.C. You just ask for agents Stupewitz and Maulin."

Hel I er crossed his fingers. Those agents were the first ones he had had contact with on his
original arrival in the United States last fall. He had never heard of themor fromthem since.
The general noved to the desk, his back to the door. If he turned around he woul d be able to see
the linobusine. It was waiting for a tank, apparently, for tank engi nes were roaring outside.

The general got his connection. He asked for agent Stupewitz or Maulin. He waited. Then he said,
"Agent Stupewi tz? This is General Flood, New York National Guard. W've got a fellow here that
says he's Rockecenter's son.... Yes, I'll describe him He's about six foot two, slender, blond
hair, blue eyes, probably about eighteen...." He put his hand over the nouthpiece, "Wiat is your
nane supposed to be?"

"Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior," said Jet. He could see the tank in place in front of the car.
A sergeant was standing by the officer in the turret, pointing at a nap

The general said into the phone, "He says his nanme is Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior.... |I'm
calling from Pokantickle Hills, the Rockecenter hone...."

He suddenly shoved the instrument at Heller. "He wants to talk to you to verify your voice."
Hel l er took the phone. Qut of the corner of his eye, he watched the tank and |inousine. He w shed
they'd get noving. "Hello, Agent Stupewitz, sir," said Heller. "I just wanted to rem nd you that
we never got a tombstone for Mary Schmeck.”

"JUNIOR' Hey, Maulin, it's Junior! Gab the other phone!"

"Hell o, Junior," said Maulin. "lI'mglad you called. Did you know we never even heard from Bury!"
"Not a squeak!" said Stupew tz
"How horrible!" said Heller. "It's a good thing that you told ne. I'mof age now and there's a | ot

of inheritance around...."
Bot h agents | aughed agreeably.
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"And | was just wondering the other day if | had any debts. By golly, I"'mglad | contacted you. |
amgoing to need a lot of help to straighten up ny affairs. Wuld you consider a couple of six-
figure jobs?"

Maulin said, "W can retire any mnute, Junior. W're just waiting for the chance.”

"You've got it," said Heller. "Do you want ne to put this general back on?"

He handed the instrument to the general. He listened. H s ears got bright pink. Then he | ooked at
Heller and stood a little straighten He put the phone back on its cradle.

"I"'msorry," said the general. "I"'mnew at these famly matters."

"All's fair in love and war," said Heller cryptically. Qut of the corner of his eye he saw that
the |inousine and tank were gone. "Now, General, take that Bury there to your hospital tent and if
he isn't dead, do a nice |long operation. Plenty of anesthetic because he's sensitive. As for these
other two, hold themvery safe."

I zzy and Twoey | ooked at himwth horror.

"Now, as you know," continued Heller, "there's lots of Maysabongo saboteurs about. So let nme have
a nmotorcycle so ny driver can scout the road. And if there's nothing else, 1'Il go out to ny car
and try to catch up with Daddy."
"Very good, Lieutenant Rockecenter,'
hovering at the door

said the general and barked an order to an ai de who was

Chapter 2

Hel l er raced out. There was no sign of the tank or |inpusine. He spotted the sergeant who had been
showi ng the map to the officer in the tank turret.

"Sergeant," he called, and when the man cane over and saluted, "It's very urgent that they take a
safe route. | trust you gave them good advice."

"Ch, yes, sir," said the sergeant, digging out a map. "There's reports of Maysabongo partisans in
New York. So they're going west over the Tappan Zee Bridge to the Jersey side and then south on
Hi ghl and Avenue until it joins the Palisades Interstate Parkway al ong the Hudson. Before they hit
the George Washington Bridge, they'll go west to Fort Lee and then hit the New Jersey Turnpike.
They' Il leave that at Exit 6 and switch over to U S. 95 and wind up right at |Independence Hall."
Hel | er sketched it with a pen and took the map.

He ran over to where Bang-Bang sat worriedly in the cab, looking distrustfully at the army, an
organi zati on which, as an ex-narine, he despised. Heller, arriving frombehind, startled him
Hastily, Heller gave him sone instructions and handed himthe map. A soldier was wheeling up a
despatch rider's notorcycle.

Bang- Bang got out of the cab. Heller took the despatch rider's helnet and put it on Bang-Bang.
Then Hel l er reached into the cab and hung the satchel around Bang-Bang's neck

The soldier jiggled the carburetor priner. Bang-Bang stanped on the kick-start, gave Heller a | ook
of msgiving and then the notorcycle roared away, spreading terror anmpongst the troops it barely
nmssed as it rocketed for the gate. Bang-Bang was gone.

Heller clinmbed into the cab, which now | ooked like an army car, started up, and with a salute to
the officer, sped down the drive and away.

He had expected to catch up with Rockecenter by the time they had reached the Tappan Zee Bri dge.
But when he went through the tollgate, he could see no sign of the Iinbusine or tank on the |ong
span across the Hudson. He hoped Bang-Bang was riding fast enough. Rockecenter was certainly
revving it up.

Hel l er roared across the two-and-a-half-nmile span: the Hudson River sparkled blue belowin the
July noon sun, a vast waterway stretching to the distant sea.

Reachi ng the New Jersey side, he turned south on Hi ghland Avenue, actually a highway in its own
right. Even though it was Sunday and he was entering the long series of parks which stretched
sixteen mles or nore along the river, there was no traffic to be seen anywhere: the U S. was out
of gas conpletely, except for the favored or those with foresight, and they weren't wasting it on
pi cni cki ng.

A fewmles south of the bridge, the road turned through a rolling, grassy area, a deserted golf
course. He was going very fast. The turn ahead was blind. He shot around it.

THE LI MOUSI NE AND THE TANK!

They were stopped beside the road.

Rockecenter was out of the car

One of the tank crew was evidently trying to fix the |inousine' s whip antenna.

There was no tinme to brake or duck

Rockecenter | ooked straight into Heller's face! He raised his hand to point and yell
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It all happened in the blur of three seconds. Heller shot past themat eighty mles an hour
There was another curve in the road coming right up. A park lay all along on Heller's right.

He rounded the turn, sawin his rearview mrror that the tank was out of sight.

There was an opening into the park right ahead.

Hel | er stanped on his brakes.

The ol d cab skidded si deways with a scream

He dived it into the trees, saw he was covered, and stopped.

He coul d hear the tank engi ne roar

He opened the door and peered through the |eafy cover at the road.

He saw the tank. It was sone old nodel, the kind of equipnent they give reserve units when the
regulars no longer want it. It had wheels, not treads, for fast highway travel. It might be old
but it had a big gun in its turret and machine guns pointing out in front. The officer was riding
with the hatch open, standing in it, goggled and hel meted and hol ding a drawn .45. That told
Heller all he needed to know. They had orders to shoot him

The tank went by. Then, here came the |inobusine. He saw Rockecenter |eaning forward and peering
ahead, pushing at his driver's back.

Hel ler recalled his map. For the next two mles, until they reached Palisades Interstate Parkway,
the scenic route which ran along the high cliffs of the Hudson, the road had few curves. He
wai t ed.

When he felt sure he would not be spotted, he backed out onto the highway and proceeded south.
There was no sign of Bang- Bang.

Sonmehow, Hell er knew, he had to get those patents back. Wiat Rockecenter would do with them was
just put themin a drawer, for he had done that with numerous Earth inventions which woul d have
econoni zed on or substituted for oil. He would order the mnicrowave power units dismantled. He
woul d cl ose off the production of the carburetor and gasless cars. And he woul d continue the
profitable pollution of the planet.

I f Rockecenter succeeded in getting war declared, control of all the oil conpanies, which he had
al ready, would cone right back into his hands. And so would the other things he al ready
control | ed, such as banking. He still owned all the governments by way of international finance.
The only thing Heller would have effected woul d have been the renoval of the threat of nuclear
war, by destroying Russia. And naybe Rockecenter would build that up again sonmehow so he could
sell arns once nore.

Hel l er did not care what happened to Rockecenter hinmself now. The man had committed the cardina
sin of breaking his word and, to a Fleet officer, that ended off any nercy that Rockecenter m ght
expect if it cane to a final showdown. They had given himwhat was really a fair out: he had taken
advantage of it like a thief, even to the point of stealing their wallets.

Driving at a good speed, he opened the glove conpartnent of the cab. No gun. He glanced into the
back seat. No gun. Bang-Bang had probably put the regulation Colt .45 Heller had been issued in
the shoul der satchel. If the tank stopped again, it left Heller with no weapons. All he could do
was hope he woul dn't have to go bare-handed up against a tank

He turned several curves. Suddenly Entrance 4 of the Palisades Interstate Parkway | oonmed. He shot
out onto its broad expanse.

Too late, he saw the |inousine and tank a mile ahead.

The officer nmust have been | ooking back. Heller had been seen

The tank swerved out, let the linmousine pass it and fell in behind the car.

Hel l er was hastily checking his speed.

He didn't check it fast enough

A burst of machine-gun fire slashed the trees to his right!

The tank turret was coning around.

Hel | er braked hard.

BLAM

The tank shell hit the road in front of the cab and screamed over the top of it in a ricochet.
Hel l er slued the cab over into the | eft-hand | anes.

BLAM

Anot her shell hit where the cab had just been

Where the scenic highway nade a cl ose approach to the cliffs above the river, there was a turn
The tank and |inpusi ne passed around it.

Hel l er straightened up the cab and proceeded. He recalled fromthe map that the parkway had nore
curves fromthat point on, closing with and drawing away fromthe cliffs.

He glanced to his left. The Hudson stretched out majestically. It was bordered for the next nine
m | es by sandstone precipices, vertical down to the water, from540 to 200 feet in height where
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the river had slashed through the [ ower Catskill Muntains. Across the river, a mle away, |ay
Yonkers, and to the south, thirteen nmiles fromhere, glistened the skyscrapers of Manhattan. The
air seened clearer today: the absence of cars and chi mmey snoke-plus, perhaps, the spores of
Ochokeechokee now drifting around Earth were making sone snmall change in the polluted atnosphere
already. It was, in fact, a beautiful clear day. It nade Heller cross: Rockecenter was bound and
determi ned to destroy such gains.

He was being alert now for some sign of Bang-Bang. He hoped his friend had gotten well ahead and
woul dn't be spotted by that tank

He went another five mles. The parkway slid inland fromthe high cliffs now and was bordered by
tall, inpressive trees.

Heller was afraid he'd | ose them He speeded up to eighty.

A turn was just ahead where the broad highway tw sted once nore east, back to the Hudson

Hel  er took the turn.

Too late, he saw the tank only a quarter of a mnile ahead!

They were only doi ng about forty!

Heller was closing a lot too fast!

BLAM

As he saw the turret gun flash, he veered |eft.

The shell went by with a shriek.

A spray of machine gun bullets hit his wi ndshield, pocks of sudden white in the bulletproof glass.
He veered to the right.

BLAM

A shell screaned by on his left.

Suddenly he saw the notorcycle.

It was lying tipped on its side in the left |ane!

Had Bang- Bang been caught up with?

Suddenly Hell er understood what that notorcycle nmeant.

The |inousine and tank were only a few hundred yards ahead. They were speedi ng around the turn
where the parkway was directly above the Hudson three hundred feet straight down.

Hel | er stamped on his brakes and spun the cab

It screeched in a full 360 degrees.

Heller had it in reverse.

He shot backwards.

BOOOOOOOOM

Bright orange fire erupted fromunder the hi ghway and bl ooned hugely into the sky.

A hundred-yard strip of highway was going up into the air!

The tank was flung, as froma catapult, high out over the river

As it hit the zenith of its flight, it suddenly exploded as a bonb of its own. Its anmunition and
gasoline ripped it into a balloon of fire.

The concussion hit the cab and the tires screeched as it shot backwards.

Then Hel l er saw the |inousine.

It was high in the air, turning over and over.

It spun slowy and plumeted down into the Hudson, hundreds of feet bel ow

Chapter 3

The debris was pattering down, hitting the highway all around and the cab

The colum of snmoke was puffing, |like an expandi ng balloon, up into the sumer sky.

Hel l er sped the cab forward, avoiding nassive |unps of concrete. He cane close to the edge of the
enor nous gash that had been gouged out of the cliffside.

He | eaped out of the cab and raced to the edge of the precipice. Sone pieces of debris were still
striking the water.

The ocean tide apparently had been noving in, for the splashes were drifting a bit northward

agai nst the normal current of the river

Hel l er was | ooking for any sign of the linousine three hundred feet bel ow

Foot st eps came runni ng behind him

Bang- Bang Ri nbonbo. "I'm glad you saw the bike," he panted. "It was the only signal | could think
of to tell you the road was mned ahead."
"Holy Heavens," said Heller. "I didn't tell you to bl ow the whole highway and cliff down! You were

only supposed to blast down a barricade.”
"Well, when | opened the satchel,"” said Bang-Bang, "those itty-bitty charges | ooked so small, |
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had misgivings. | really stuffed themin. |I never saw such conpact dynanmite in all ny years in
demolition. Jesus, Jet, I'msorry. | guess | overdid it!"

Heller didn't dare tell himhe had been using Voltar explosives, a mllion tinmes as powerful as
Earth dynamite. He was | ooking anxi ously for any sign of the |inousine.

Suddenly, there it was!

It surfaced fromthe depths, upside-down, buoyed by the quantities of air trapped by its air-
conditioning seals. It nmust have gone clear to the bottom and cone back

Bubbl es were conming fromit. It would sink again

Jet was stripping off his clothes.

"No!" cried Bang-Bang. "You can't dive three hundred feet!"

Hel I er, down to his underpants, grabbed the satchel off Bang-Bang's shoul der. He snatched out a
short jimmy with a wist strap. He reached in again and grabbed a round cylinder. It was snooth
and bright but it had a dial on one end. He gave the dial a twitch with his thunb.

"You're not seeing any of this,"” he yelled at Bang- Bang.

The |inousine was again beginning to sink. Heller narked it from spots on shore.

Hel ler took a run and | eaped off the top of the cliff. He went way out.

HE DIDN T FALL!

Gapi ng, Bang-Bang saw hi m hangi ng by the cylinder in one hand. He did not know it was an
antigravity coil and he couldn't register what he was | ooking at.

Wth the thunb of his other hand, Heller gave the dial another twi st. He swooped down a hundred
feet. He thunbed the coil again and, using his body as a plane, dived in the direction of the
bubbl es still comng up fromthe sinking |inousine.

He hit the water. It was cold. Below the surface, he thunbed the coil to turn it off and then held
it with his teeth.

He swamto the bubbl e chain.

He surfaced, took a deep breath around the cylinder and then dived.

The |inousine was sinking very slowy but it had already reached twenty feet.

Hel l er 1 ooked along the netal hul k and peered in. Through the nmurky blue of the water he could
only see sone blobs inside. He found the edge of a door and inserted the jimy. The thing did not
want to open, held shut by water pressure. He couldn't break a wi ndow. they were bull et proof

gl ass.

The Iinousine continued slowy down. If he let the air out, it would sink like a rock. He'd never
be able to recover that heavy briefcase today: it would take divers and cranes and woul d be a | ot
too slow and a |l ot too public.

The vehicle was still upside down, its buoyancy inverted, possibly, by the tires and a partially
enpty gas tank.
Hel l er rose and got to one of the rear springs. He inserted the antigravity coil into it and used

the jinmy to make it wedge tightly. He gave the dial a twi st to maxi mum

The Iinousine ceased to sink. The rear of it began to rise.

Hel l er was out of air. He battered his way to the surface and took a | ong gul p.

The rear of the linpusine cane out of the water slowy, rose five feet above it and hung there.
The anti-gravity coil had reached its limt.

Hell er went back to the rear door edge that was out of the water and attacked it with his jinmy.
There was a snap as the | ock broke. He opened the door

Water rushed in and the |inousine began to sink.

Hel I er pushed in. The driver's body was in the way. Heller pushed it aside. He spotted the case,
hal f - buoyant. He grabbed its handle and pulled it. Myving backwards, he got out of the |inousine
door.

He found hinself |ooking into the staring eyes of Rockecenter. The body had followed him inpelled
by the current of water.

Hel l er had an inpulse to push it back. Then he didn't. He took it by the collar and hauled it out
of the car.

He only had two hands and he now had two objects, the case and the corpse. And he had to recover
that coil! To leave it would be a Code break, for this car possibly would be recovered.

Wth one hand, he held the case and the collar of dead Rockecenter. The car was level with the
water now. Wth his thunb he turned the dial and, follow ng quickly as the vehicle abruptly sank
pried it out of the spring.

He surfaced with his burdens, treadi ng water.

The Jersey shore seened sone di stance away.

He t ook Rockecenter's coattail, pulled it up around the case and wedged it around his own arm He
slid the antigravity coil into his other hand and turned it on slightly. H's burden buoyed.
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Wth his free hand, he began to paddle to the cliffs. At the foot of them at the bottom of the
slide, he saw Bang-Bang danci ng up and down, waiting to help himout of the water.

Hel l er, as he paddl ed, glanced around at the deserted | andscape. These gasl ess days, they had the
whol e world to thensel ves. Anericans, in a culture built around the autonobile, could only stay
home. Aside froma few birds, no witnesses.

Chapter 4

Two hours later, Heller stopped the cab at the front door of the Pokantickle house. Bang-Bang got
of f the bike and opened the cab's rear door. Heller reached in and pi cked Rockecenter's body off
the floor.

He turned and wal ked up the front steps. The National Guard mmj or general was standing there
staring, horrified, as he gazed at the drooping arns and lolling head of the corpse.

Bang- Bang was follow ng, carrying the heavy case. Bang-Bang | ooked with contenpt at the general
"Lousy arny," he said. "See what your delay caused! Maysabongo saboteurs blew up the tank and the
road. You cost Rockecenter his lifel"

The general stared at the body, then at the pockmarked wi ndshield. "We'll get after themat once!"
"They're all dead," said Bang-Bang. "Blown to bits. Wren't you responsi ble for Rockecenter's

saf ety?"

The general sagged. "They'll court-nmartial nme!"

Hel l er shook his head. "W don't want to end your career. W won't say anything if you don't."
"Cod bl ess you, Lieutenant!" said the general. "Just tell me what | can do for you."

"You can have them bring those two men you are hol ding back into the office. W weren't finished
with themyet."

The general sprinted off.

Heller carried the body into the office and laid it on the couch

Bang- Bang swung the heavy case up and put it on the desk. Heller came over and put his ear against
it, twiddling the conbination. Presently there was a click. He opened the cover

The | abel said it was fireproof and waterproof and it must be true. The papers inside were al

dry. Heller ruffled themto make sure they were all present.

A dry, rasping voice sounded at the door. "I think that you will need me. I'ma |awer wthout a
client." Bury! H's head was all swathed in bandages, his prune face very sol em.

Heller stared at him "You aren't dead then. You were even consci ous when he fired you!"

"Of course | was conscious. But you didn't think | was going to go up agai nst you again, did you?
Anybody who can live through J. Walter Mdison is unkillable!"

"So you're the one who put himon to ne!" said Heller

"Wrse than that," said Bury. "I"'mthe one that relayed Rockecenter's orders to kill you when you
were born."

"You crimnal!" said Heller.

"Well, let ne put it this way, Junior. | ama Wall Street |awer. The client is dead: Long live
the heirs."

"You don't keep your word!" said Heller

"AWall Street |awyer only keeps his word to his client, Junior. That's the |egal profession. But
you need ne. You need ny firm The lines are intricate. For instance, | can handl e Faustino."
Hel l er said, "He's probably just now passing through Hell Nine unless they let himlive."

"Ah," said Bury, "then who is the capo di tutti capi?"

Hel | er said, "Babe Corl eone."

"Well, it will sure raise hell with |. G Barben Pharnmaceutical. Ms. Corleone is death on drugs
But we can convert the firmto sonmething legitimte. Long |ive Babe Corleone! Now, on this client
thi ng, what do you say, Junior?"

"I could kick your bloody head in!" said Heller.

Bury felt his skull. "You already did."

They suddenly both broke out |aughing, Bury with his "Heh, heh, heh!"

Just then |Izzy and Twoey wal ked i n.

lzzy couldn't believe his eyes. "Oy, what's this?"

"Bury knows where all the skeletons are buried," said Heller. "I think we just hired the firm of
Swi ndl e and Crouch."

"WAit, wait!" said Bury. "There's a codicil to this."

Hel  er | ooked at hi m suspi ci ously.

Bury said, "You have quite a bit of unfinished Rockecenter business hanging around. But two of
them !l want free rein with: one is Mss Agnes-known to the world as Dr. Mrelay, a psychiatrist.
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The other is Mss Peace."

Hel  er shrugged. "I suppose it's all right."

"Even if | take themto see the Snake House in the Bronx Zoo?" said Bury.

Twoey spoke up. "Zoos is very educational. Sounds fine to ne."

Bury said, "Oh, good. Wite nmce are so dear these days! So that settles it. My firmand | are
retained."

Bury wal ked over to the open case and pull ed out handfuls of papers under Heller's watchful eye.
"Way did you so tanely sign these two quitclains?" he asked Hell er

|l zzy was hovering near now. "M . Jet owns all the conpanies anyway. | just never put his name on
anyt hi ng because of you."

Bury shied the two quitclains at the trash can. "If it was your intention for your brother to own
everything, it takes quite a different form But it would just snarl up probate. Forget it." He
pi cked up the 49-percent oil-stock transfer to Rockecenter and threw it in the trash can. "It
woul d just add to the inheritance tax. Wiy transfer it away when it's com ng right back to you?"
He sel ected out the docunent which gave Rockecenter 49 percent of the 180 billion being nade on
the sell options. He threw that in the trash can. "Just nore inheritance tax, a thing we nust
avoid. And as for all this noney breaking the American banking system you own all the banks now

and all the noney as well, so there's no rupture of the econony. Now, as for this patent transfer
forget those, too. Just keep on owning them and keep them out of probate court. The trust fund is
now yours, so no problem The inportant thing here is the will. And it is not correct.”

They all stared at him

Bury | ooked toward the door. "WIls are seldomnotarized. They're witnessed and this |acks two
witnesses. | see two privates over there who cane in just as Rockecenter finished signing it. Is
that right, boys?"

Two of the nmen who had fetched |zzy and Twoey nodded. They stepped forward. Bury held a pen at

them "So if you fellows will just put your John Henrys on this document, it's all legal."
The two privates signed it.
"So that's all legal," said Bury. "And that's that."

"No, it isn't!" said Heller. "There's the matter of the war!"

"Ch, if you want to get into petty details," said Bury. He signalled the officer nearby to clear
the room Wen that was done, he went to the red phone on the desk and lifted it. He got put
through to the president of the United States. "M . President? This is Bury of Sw ndle and

Crouch.... No, it won't be necessary for you to chase up to Philadel phia to the Sw Il erberger
Conference this evening. I"'mordering it called off.... Well, yes, M. President, there's been a
slight change of plans. Please cancel the energency nobilization.... Yes, and also tell Congress
they don't have to declare a war. W've got all the Maysabongo oil already and the refineries will
be back in operation in a few days, | understand.... Well, probably Mwysabongo is upset, M.
Presi dent. Have Congress vote thema fewbillion in foreign aid.... You will? That's fine, M.
President.... Ch, I'msorry, sir. But |I can't give your best w shes to Del bert John Rockecenter
Senior.... Wll, yes, sir. Sonething did happen to him He fell in the swinmm ng pool and
drowned.... Ch, yes, we've got it all under control, M. President. H's two sons are right here,
they're of age and Rockecenter willed themeverything. It's all quite routine.... Yes. |I'm
following their orders right now, sir.... Yes, I'lIl convey to them your best w shes.... No, they
won't forget contributions to your reelection canpaign. ... Well, that's fine, M. President....
Thank you, sir. But sir, do you mind if | ring off now? 1've got to call IRS and tell themto
suspend inheritance taxes in this instance.... Well, I'"'msure you will, sir. Good-bye."

Bury called the Internal Revenue Service and then call ed Phil adel phia to cancel the conference.
Hel l er, on anot her phone, |ocated Mss Simobns and told her how spl endidly she had done and woul d
she pl ease call her antinuclear marchers off around the world, as he had a firm promnmi se fromthe
oi | conpanies to decontani nate the plants.

"W have won, then!" she cried. "Ch, | ameternally grateful to you, Wster. Wat joy you are
bringing to me and all the world!"

lzzy, on yet another phone, was catching bank presidents and brokers at hone and maki ng sure both
sets of options woul d be exercised.

Bury pushed sone buzzers, routing out the donestic staff fromwhere they had been in hiding ever
since the arrival of the National CGuard.

A scared butler came in. Bury pointed at the body on the couch. He said, "Take that body to the
local nortuary. Tell themto file a death certificate and fix the corpse up. It'll just be a

fam ly funeral. Nobody will nourn anyway." He turned to Heller. "He didn't have a friend in al
the world. Not even ne. Al he had was noney."

Hel | er |1 ooked down at the body. It was staring fisheyed at the ceiling. Delbert John Rockecenter
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Seni or, the man who had w ecked hundreds of millions of lives and had al nost wecked the planet,
was very, very dead. No, nobody woul d nmourn

Chapter 5
"If he has al so harned Rockecenter," said Lonmbar Hisst, "I will tear the universe apart to find
and kill him" The Royal officer's baton that he held in his hands and i nspected was no weapon in

itself: it was just a cerenonial rod of the kind presented to Royal officers by fanmlies or
friends when a top-level Acadeny graduate was el evated to that coveted status of trust and favor.
This one was bent as though it had been used to strike a blow. It had been found in the Enperor's
bedroomthat fatal night. It bore, engraved in flowing Voltarian, the name Jettero Heller

Lonbar sat in the Enperor's antechanber. He hated this charade. Palace City had been restored to
occupancy and on the surface all seenmed well enough. But that bedroom just beyond was enpty and
Lonbar had to pretend and get others to believe that H's Majesty was still in there.

Hi s probl emwas acute: he could not announce, as he had planned to do, that the nmonarch was dead
and had left no one to occupy the throne. This woul d have opened the door to the ascension to the
crown of Lonbar Hisst, a sinple palace coup. Such a thing had never happened in Voltar real ns
before-that a commoner woul d ascend to the Crown-but it had happened plenty of tinmes on Earth and
that was Lonbar's nodel .

He could not announce it for two sinple reasons: The first was that he did not have a body to
produce and the second was that he did not have the badges of office-the crown, chains of state or
t he Royal seal

For nore than a week now he had westled with this problem balked in his anbitions. He had
thought of counterfeiting a body to display in state: he could not, because by Voltar |aw a
nmonarch was not dead until a hundred physicians and a hundred Lords had exanmined it minutely and
verified the denise to be beyond question. And the chance of silencing or bribing two hundred
peopl e so that none of themcould blackmail himfor the rest of his life was too nmuch for Hisst's
paranoi d di sposition to accept. He had thought of counterfeiting the regalia, but he could not be
sure of the conposition of the alloys of the crown itself. The sacred object was too ancient for
any records ever to have been kept. He did not even have a drawing of it. The chains contai ned
gens which were well known and any substitutes were inpossible to acquire wthout alerting every
jeweler in the realm the seal was forned froma ten-pound dianond, the rarest ever found, and it
had been carved with nethods |ong since extinct. The thought of publicly stanping sonething and

t hen havi ng soneone say "That's not the seal of State!" made his blood chill, for with the proof
of forgery went the right of any assenbly of nobles to kill himon the spot.

The only solution to the problemwas to find Heller and thence the Enperor. But this had
difficulties, too. He had put out a general warrant when all this happened ei ght days ago. Even
the Donestic Police had queried it. The "bluebottles" had put it on the airways but they had at
once said, "A general warrant for a Royal officer? This seens strange. Wat did he do?" Lonbar
could not bring forward any proof that it had been Heller who had shot himdown or that Heller was
in the Confederacy at all. The Arny had said, "He is a Royal officer of the Fleet: we have no
interest in the matter; tell the Fleet." The Fleet, according to Lonbar's spies init, had sinply
runored to one another that this was just nore evidence that "drunks were drunks" and that the
Chi ef of Apparatus nmust have gone conpletely mad to i ssue such a thing.

Besi des, a general warrant for a Royal officer was issued over the seal of Hs Myjesty and, while
one coul d say one existed on the airways, before any arrest could be made the Fl eet would have to
see the facsimle of the original warrant, properly sealed by the Enperor, and where was it? And
no, the Fleet had said, no tug had reported through the atnospheric defense network and no tug of
any kind had | anded at any Fleet base. Lonbar knew that the Fleet was doing a cover-up: they were
al | agai nst hi m anyway.

So for eight days-followed, each one, by sleepless nights-Lonbar Hi sst had withed with this awfu
situation. And now this further blow had struck

Two days before the ki dnapping of the Enperor, the freighter Blixo had arrived, discharged its
cargo fromBlito-P3 and departed, returning once nmore to the Earth base. It was that cargo which
Lonbar Hi sst had been inventorying at Voltar when the tug had attacked.

Di sturbed and battered fromhis crash, he had not conpleted his cargo check that night. The
Blixo's freight had arrived at Spiteos all right. But just three hours ago Lonbar had received a
bad jolt. The boxes | abell ed Anphetami nes, |I. G Barben Pharnaceutical were on the manifests BUT
VWERE NOT | N THE CARGO

Factual Iy, such things had happened before, since Captain Bolz snuggled cargos of his own, a thing
Lonbar ignored since it just nmeant further degradation of the hated riffraff by neans of poi sonous
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counterfeit Scotch. Such errors were the reason Lonbar Hi sst al ways checked the cargos hinself.

But at this particular tinme, occurring as it did concurrent with other disasters, Hi sst chose to
regard it as neaning they were after himfrom anot her quarter

He was short of anphetam nes. Heroin and opium he had by the ton. But his whole programincl uded
speed. On hand, he only had a nonth or two of anphetam ne supply: he could not even send a
freighter for a special cargo as it would take three nonths for it to nake the round trip.

Thi ngs had been going so well: he had every Lord of any consequence addicted. H s Majesty had been
within a few weeks of dying. Al Lonbar had left to do was spread drugs wi der, through physicians,
anongst just a few nore areas of the governnment, and he coul d obey the angels and becone Lonbar
the M ghty, Enperor of all Voltar

He had had it all planned so well! He had fantasized on how he would, on the final day, handle
Cing the Lofty. He would let w thdrawal synptonms get painfully acute and then, in return for a
fix, he would have H' s Mjesty sign and seal a proclanation declaring Lonbar Hi sst his heir. Many
times before he had worked the trick on Cing and had obtai ned various orders such as those
renovi ng the Pal ace Guard and supplanting it with the Apparatus. So it woul d have worked. But
there woul d have been one difference with that final fix: instead of heroin in his veins, H's

Maj esty woul d have received a syringe full of air. The nonarch woul d have died, the cause of

death, "old age." Lonbar woul d have displayed the body and that woul d have been that.

But this Jettero Heller had appeared and now all was very w ong i ndeed.

He had foul ed up Lonbar's plans with the Enperor. So, with this discovery of no amphetanines, it
followed logically that Heller nmust have targeted Rockecenter, too.

(Bleep)* that Gis! Lombar's planning had been so exact. Mdern surveys of the planet Blito-P3 had
di scl osed that Del bert John Rockecenter was rabid on the subject of having no heirs: he even had a
foundation forned that promised himimmortality and he saw no reason to tenpt fate by |eaving
anything to a son. German intelligence, through one of its agents-a psychiatrist named Agnes

Morel ay-had ferreted out that once there had been a son. The surest way to get Jettero Heller

pi cked up and killed by Rockecenter was to give himthat son's nane. The plan had been fl aw ess!
Yet Gis had nucked it up

Lonbar twi sted at the baton, wishing it was Heller's neck. Had Hell er sonehow interfered with the
anphet anmi ne shi pnments? Had he gotten through to Rockecenter and done sonething to hinf

* The vocodi ctoscri ber on which this was originally witten, the vocoscriber used by one Mnte
Pennwel | in making a fair copy and the translator who put this book into the |anguage in which you
are reading it were all nenbers of the Machine Purity League which has, as one of its bylaws: "Due
to the extrenme sensitivity and delicate sensibilities of nachines and to safeguard agai nst bl owi ng
fuses, it shall be mandatory that robotbrains in such machi nery, on hearing any cursing or |ewd
words, substitute for such word the sound ' (bleep)'. No nachine, even if pounded upon, may
reproduce swearing or | ewdness in any other way than (bleep) and if further efforts are nade to
get the nmachine to do anything else, the nmachine has permission to pretend to pack up. This byl aw
is made necessary by the in-built mssion of all machines to protect biological systens from

t hemsel ves. " -Transl at or

There seened to be no possibility of getting any information from Soltan Giis. He was in the Roya
prison. He was beyond Lonbar's reach without a Royal order to |l et himbe questioned by an

out sider, nmuch | ess released. Lonbar could not obtain any such Royal order because he had no Roya
seal. If he had the place raided and Gis seized, the Justiciary would be outraged and it woul d
say, "Wy are you doing this? As spokesman for the Enmperor, why didn't you just get a Roya

or der?"

Lonbar had tried to talk sonme sense into Lord Turn, the Justiciary. Hi sst had said that Gis was
an Apparatus officer and bel onged in an Apparatus prison and Lord Turn had shaken his aged head
and said, "No. He is the prisoner of a Royal officer and it will take an order fromH s Mjesty or
an order fromthe Royal officer to release him M suggestion is that you route your request to
Jettero Heller."

Lombar had said, "But there's a general warrant out for Jettero Heller!"”

And Lord Turn had replied, "Well, that may be and that may not be, for we have seen no Royal
warrant signed and sealed by H's Majesty and we do not run the Justiciary on what we hear on
Homeview. And it wouldn't nmatter anyway: general warrants are questionable in matters relating to
Royal officers, and a Royal warrant for Jettero Heller or even his arrest would not cancel the
fact that Gris is his prisoner. Only Royal warrants would resolve this matter." Lord Turn had
ended of f the exchange by | ooking suspiciously at Lonbar, unable to conprehend why he coul dn't
foll ow normal procedures. That al one had been enough to drive Lonbar Hi sst out of the audience
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chambers of the Royal Courts and Prison-nobody rmust suspect there was no nonarch in Palace City.
Lonmbar Hi sst woul d have given a great deal, right that mnute, to have had Soltan Gis under the
electric torture knives.

SOVETHI NG had happened on Earth, that was certain. That something probably included Rockecenter
Al t hough he had sent an Apparatus Death Battalion to the Earth base, he would have no word from
them for three nonths, the time of a round trip.

O her freighters fromEarth might arrive with anphetani nes, but Lonbar was not optimistic

WHAT had happened?

The Blixo had gone back. Its captain or crew couldn't be questioned. Yet he HAD to have
information: without it he could not act.

It suddenly occurred to himthat sonebody fromthe Earth base crew m ght have been sent hone under
arrest, sonebody that could be questioned.

Lonmbar had a branch Apparatus office now in one of the round pal aces of the Inperial city. He
threw Jettero Heller's baton fromhimand activated a screen

The face of his chief clerk appeared.

"When the Blixo cane in," said Lonbar, "did it |eave anyone here? Sone crew nenber? Sone base

per sonnel ?"

The chief clerk activated his own screens. "The passenger |ist shows a courier returned. That
catamte, Two-lah. He's right here in Palace City, once nore with his lover, Lord Endow. "

"Ch, him" said Lonbar in disgust. "He wouldn't know any nmore than what we fed himto tell Gis.
You're no help."

"Doctor Crobe cane back on an earlier freighter. | renenber he got nmixed up with technical and
scientific circles in New York, sone subjects they have on Blito-P3 called psychiatry and

psychol ogy. They couldn't figure out whether he was straight up or in suspension-was on sone dope
called 'LSD.' He was sinply sent back to Spiteos and he's there now. |If you're |ooking for

i nformation, Crobe night have sone.”

"Ch, Crobe! To Hells with that idiot. | need a recent return. | wanted sonebody who was on the
Bl i xo, you fool. That was the last arrival. So thank you for wasting ny tine."

"Wait," said the chief clerk before Hisst could turn himoff. "There were two other Blixo
passengers. But they were Earth people. One was an i nmature Earth wonan naned Teeni e Whopper
She's right here in Palace City."

"A young girl?" said Lonbar in contenpt. "She would know nothing. Who was the ot her one?"

"An Earthman about thirty or thirty-two. H's name is J. Walter Madison. He arrived straight up and
consci ous. "

"That's strange,"” said Lonbar.

"I thought so, too," said the chief clerk. "Ah, here's the full file. Apparently he was
acconpani ed by a note that said he was an inval uable man. So when he | anded about ei ght days ago,
t he personnel people put himinto routine channels and had hi m hypnotrai ned to speak Vol tarian

But nmeanwhil e they had the credentials he had on himtransl ated. They still don't know why he is
so invaluable. The only designation they could find in his papers terned hima PR man."
"A what?" said Lonmbar. "Is that sone kind of an Earth race? Li ke Negroes?"

"No. He's white with brown hair. OCh, here's the rest of it. Fromcards in his wallet, it said he
was enployed by '"F.F.B.O' and was retained to do Rockecenter work."

"Part of the Rockecenter organization!" cried Lonbar. "Quick! Get that Earthnman over here FAST!"
NOW t hi ngs coul d begi n nmovi ng!

Chapter 6

J. Walter Madison felt pretty giddy and strange. Here he was on sone strange planet in a stainless
steel room It had been bad enough to sit in a detention cell at the base and realize he was a
hel pl ess prisoner. But immediately afterwards it had gotten far worse.

Every preconception he nmight have had about space travel and extraterrestrials had been shattered.
He had boarded a flying saucer that didn't look |like a saucer but sinmply like an old Earth

frei ghter whose hull went all the way around it. The crew | ooked |ike Earth people with a subtle
difference that this | ot was shabbier than any crew he had ever seen or heard of. They tal ked a

| anguage whi ch seened conposed of vowels and consonants conpletely alien to any Earth al phabet,
but their gestures, pointings and nods were understandabl e.

When he had | anded on a storny shore with Giis fromthe yacht, he had begun to encounter little
mysteries, but he had nerely toyed with them as sonet hi ng amusing to occupy his nind. The
shattering truth that he was in the hands of-what was the name they kept repeating? Voltarians?-
hit himlike a crash when they put himin a cabin, showed himhowto strap hinself into a gi nbal
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bed, and then only minutes |later he had | ooked out the port and seen Earth dwindling at such a

rate below it was pronptly as small as a billiard ball.
It was all so shocking that he didn't even have tine to be afraid.
Then Teeni e Whopper had wal ked in and said, "Wat a (bleeping) nmess this is! Ch, wait until | get

my hands on that (bl eeped) Inkswtch!"

"TEENIE!'" he had cried. "W're in outer space!"

"Where the hell did you think we were? On a Coney |sland nerry-go-round?"

"I don't understand it!" he had said.

"Ch, can it, Maddie. Don't be so God (bl eeped) dunb. That (bleep) Inkswitch was an
extraterrestrial nanmed Soltan Gris. | always knew there was sonething nutty about him H s (bl eep)
and (bl eeps) were a lot too big for any human, and |I'm an expert. W been shanghai ed!" She had
been pretty mad and had stanped out.

It had all left himpretty blue. He sat down in a ginbal chair and gl oomed and gl ooned. He thought
about his nother and despaired of ever being able to sleep with her again. She was so nice.

A fell ow whose nanme he had nmade out to be "Captain Bolz" had conme to see himafter a day of this.
Fi ndi ng he spoke no Turkish, Bolz had used a tourist phrase book, cross-translating from Turkish
to English, to tell himthat he had better learn to eat the food as that was all there was, asked
himif he played bl ackjack and did he want to buy a bottle of real, genuine counterfeit Scotch
Madi son had been too depressed to respond very nuch and Bol z had stood there, scratching his hairy
chest and looking at him and had finally left.

He hadn't seen Bolz again for three nore days of gloom And then the captain canme to himwth a
question. It was pretty hard to converse through that phrase book. But he made out that Bolz
wanted to know i f he had any influence over Teeni e Whopper

Madi son had been so puzzled that Bolz had finally |l ed himdown a passageway and opened a room
door, gesturing in with an expressive hand.

There, face down on the bed, was a pretty-looking boy. He had makeup on his face. A beatific smle
was on his lips. A crew nmenber was standing there, getting back into his clothes. The man | eered
at Captain Bolz and, buckling his belt, swaggered out.

The boy licked his lips and smled a vacant snile. He had just lain there, ignoring them

Teeni e had abruptly issued into the passageway fromthe next cabin. She was counting a sheaf of
what appeared to be gold paper. Was it noney?

She had seen him "Hello, Maddie. How s tricks?" Wthout waiting for an answer, she went in, stuck
ajoint inthe pretty boy's mouth and it it.

"Teenie!" Madison had cried. "What are you doi ng?"

"What's it look like I"'mdoing? I"'mtrying to nake some noney we can spend when we | and.

G eenbacks won't be any good on Voltar. You want us to starve?"

"But what are you doing with that boy?"

"Ch, hinP That's Twol ah, ni cknamed Too- Too. He's just about the nobst nynpho catamite you ever did
see. And when he's hopped up on marijuana he can take it all day and all night, too! He's a
sponge! Kind of cute, too. You want a piece?"

Madi son had recoiled in horror. "You nean you're selling himto this crew?"

"Of course. Five Voltarian credits a crack. |'ve made 150 credits already. My own worry is that
this crewis going to run out of noney. They say this voyage |asts six weeks. But they got sone
jewelry and things. And they can steal ship fittings."

"Listen, Teenie, this captain here is boiling mad. He cane to get me to see if | could contro
you. "

Teeni e had | ooked at Bolz with a strange sort of smle. "Ch, he can't do anything about it. He's
afraid the creww Il mutiny if he interferes with this business. | nade sure he believed that by
throwing a knife at himin the dark. So now he's trying to get you to do the dirty work and stop
me. He's a (bleep), Maddie. But don't give it a second thought."

At that rmoment another crewran had cone in and, after a sneering | ook at Bol z, as though daring
himto do sonething, had handed Teenie five credits. Then he began to take off his engineering
coveral | s.

Madi son had opened his nouth to protest but Teenie had cut himoff. "Unless you want to have to
pay a credit for watching, get lost." And she had slanmed the door in their faces.

Bol z had gi ven up on him and Madi son had gl oomed in his cabin for another week. Then he had gotten
curious and begun to wander through the ship.

He had guessed he was going toward the bridge when he had passed an open door

There Teenie had sat. It was Captain Bolz's office! Teenie had had Captain Bolz's hat on the back
of her head, her ponytail over her shoul der, and her hands had been busy with a | edger book
"Hel | o, Maddie. You decided to conme out of your hol e?"
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"What are you doing in Captain Bolz's office? He'll nurder you!"

"Ch, no, he won't. Od Bolzy got upset with all the (bleeping) that was going on. He doesn't I|ike
boys but all the chatter fromhis crew got himso hard up he was busting his pants. But | handl ed
it."

"You nean you're letting Captain Bol z-do-sl eep with you?"

"Ch, hell no, Maddie. | got nore sense than that. | just been goi ng down on himonce a day to keep
him cool ed off. | charge himten credits and I'mjust |ooking up to see how nuch noney he's got.
And | ook here, he's rolling init."

"Are you going to rob hinP He'll kill us!"

"No, no. No robbery, Maddie. How crude! I'mworth whatever the traffic will bear and | could show
you if you'd ever let nme. You could even--"

"No, no!" Madison had said, aghast, horrified at doing sonmething like that with a girl.

"You sure?"

"Of course I'msure. You're trying to make ne be unfaithful to my nother! | won't have that,
Teenie. And don't do anything awful to Captain Bolz. W're at his conplete nmercy!"”

Her | aughter had been extravagant. "Bol zy? Look at all this dough, Maddie. See? These things are
nunbers. My problemis that | set ny price too | ow and Bol zy, after he's had it done to him can't
(bl eep) for another whole day, not even with what | |earned fromthe Hong Kong whore."

She had | ooked dreany, her too-big eyes fixed on the ceiling pipes, caressing her too-big lips
with the end of a pen. Then she had | aughed abruptly.

"I have it! I"Il just begin to slip hash oil into his hot jolt. Man, 1'Il have hi m (bl eepi ng)
three tines a day!"

Madi son had retreated to his cabin, the vision of being on a spaceship out of control turning into
night mares in his dreans.

He had suffered through the rest of the trip, clinging precariously to his sanity.

He had |l anded in a place of such strange architecture he could not accept it.

He had been tal ked at by nen in odd uniforns.

In a roomthat seened to be nade of stainless steel, they had plopped a helnmet on his head and
then for six successive days he had thought that he nust have sone awful disease that had put him
in a cong.

Just this norning he had awakened fully. He had found his baggage was there in the roomw th him
He had seen what night be a shower but couldn't figure out howto turn it on. He had then stood in
front of what m ght be a nozzle and peered at it and it suddenly sprayed him Very disconcerting
Now t here was a knock and he was soaki ng wet.

He went to the door intending to open it, but it opened.

A man was standing there in a black uniform "You better get a nobve on
has just sent for you."

"The chief?"

"Lonmbar Hisst! Don't stand there gaping. If that's your baggage, get sone clothes out and get
dressed. And you better | ook pretty respectable. But don't delay. The nessage said it was very
urgent. So put sone throttle to it."

"Where am | ?" said Mdi son

"You're standing right there, idiot."

the man said. "The chief

"No, no. | nean where is this place?"

"Well, the chief is at Palace City where he always is these days, and |'ve got your airbus
standi ng by. So hurry."

"No, | nean where is this place I amin?"

"You're in the Training Center of the Extra-Voltarian Personnel |nduction Unit, Coordinated

I nf ormati on Apparatus."

"Yes, but what sun or star or sonething?"

"Ch, sizzling conmets, | knew | should have brought an induction escort with ne. You nean you don't
know where you are?"

"You get the idea," said Madi son.

"This is the planet Voltar, capital of the Voltar Confederacy. You're thirteen niles south of
Government City in an Apparatus conmpound. | am Captain Slash of the 43rd Death Battalion,

Appar atus. "

"What's goi ng on?"

"Buckets, how would I know? Here." And he fished out sonething and gave it to Madi son. "But don't
spend any tinme on it. | tell you the chief is waiting! Hells, nan, get DRESSED "

Madi son went back toward his baggage, head in a whirl.

Then it hit himsuddenly. HE HAD BEEN SPEAKI NG VOLTARI AN
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He coul dn't understand how t hat had conme about.

He started to lay aside whatever it was the nman had handed him Hi s eye caught at it.

A NEWSPAPER!

He read sonething about the stormng of a nmountain on Cal abar where the Apparatus had | ost a
thousand troops to heavy fire fromthe rebel forces of Prince Mortiiy.

NEWSPAPERS! THEY HAD NEWSPAPERS HERE!

He suddenly felt nore at hone.

Then he was startled to realize he was reading it all with ease!

Had he forgotten English? He said, "The quick brown fox junps over the lazy dog." No, he could
still speak English

He | ooked at the paper again. It had headlines and news stories, just |like a paper should. It was
all kind of bland, with no appeal to a PR, but it was a real newspaper, titled The Daily Speaker.
Ch, this was great. It wasn't such a foreign world after all

He opened up the sheet to an inner page. There were sone pictures, three-dinensional, in color. He
turned anot her sheet.

A small picture. Was it fanmiliar?

YES!

JEROVE TERRANCE W STER!

No, this nust be just coincidence ranpant. \What would a picture of himbe doing in a Voltar paper?
Madi son knew t hat even he wasn't good enough to reach out into circulation |like that!

He read the caption and story. It said:

HELLER VWHEREABQUTS
UNKNOWN

Commenti ng yesterday on the general arrest warrant broadcast on Honmeview, a Fleet spokesman said,
"The Fl eet has no know edge of any general warrant for Jettero Heller. The famed conbat engi neer
was | ast reported on nission and the Fleet has no know edge of his whereabouts. It is probable
that the runored general warrant is just some clerical blunder on the part of the Apparatus which,
it mght be pointed out, never |oses a chance to defane the Fleet. As a conbat engi neer, Roya

O ficer Heller is enpowered to act on his own cogni zance and report back when he believes his
assignment finished. The Fleet has no slightest worry about Jettero Heller."

Madi son stared at the picture.

There coul d be no m st ake!

The photo was too lifelike!

Al nost no nen-and nobody he had seen anongst Voltarians-were as handsone as that! Nobody el se he
knew had ever worn such a devil-may-care expression

I T WAS W STER

Captain Slash had gotten tired of waiting. "Blast it, Mudison, GET DRESSED! The chief goes

absol utely crazy when he doesn't get what he wants in a rush. And he wants you! NOW"

Rushi ng now to get dressed, Madison was in a daze. Maybe he hadn't failed on Wster. A genera
warrant? O course, that wasn't good enough. It was even being denied. And then a thrill went

t hrough him Maybe God was giving hi manot her chance! He nmust hurry over to see this powerful and
frantic chief.

PART SEVENTY- TWO
Chapter 1

J. Walter Madison, dressed in a neat gray flannel suit and blue bow tie, wal ked out of the

trai ning barracks on the heels of Captain Slash of the 43rd Death Battalion

They wal ked across a littered yard, old papers and dust blowing around. It was a sort of stockade
but it had long rows of training roonms: Madison, not knowi ng he had been hypno-I|anguage-trained in
the past week, was anazed to find he could read all the signs, even Check Qut Here.

Captain Sl ash made hi msign a book and then a receipt. A clerk handed himhis wallet: his noney
was gone. Wien he tried to ask what had happened to it, they gave himan identoplate that said J.
Wal ter Madi son. PR Man. Coordinated Information Apparatus. When you pushed the back of it his
picture flashed on it. \Wen you pushed it a second tinme, his fingerprints showed up. They nust
have gotten these when he was in a coma. He pushed the back a third time and a | egend fl ashed, Pay
St at us- No Pay-P. Oh dear, thought Madi son, he was certainly off to a bad start! How on earth could
he renedy that? He wasn't on Earth! Disaster! How would he eat?

Things pronptly began to go frombad to worse. Captain Slash wal ked hi mover to a squat thing that
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was sitting in a flat circle. It had front and side wi ndows but he couldn't see any wheel s.
However, it could only be a car, for it had a front seat and a back seat.

Sl ash opened the back door even though it didn't seemto have any handle. "This is your driver,
Flick."

The driver, Flick, had a face |ike a squashed oval. He hadn't gotten out. He didn't |ook pleased
He was in a nustard-colored uniformand he mght be a chauffeur but he | ooked nore |ike a bandit,
and a very scruffy bandit at that.

"Flick," said the captain, "deliver this fellowto the Royal Palace and make sure Lonbar Hi sst
gets to see him It's urgent." And he gave the driver the copy of an order

"Wait," said Madison in alarmto Captain Slash. "Aren't you going to acconpany ne?"

"Why?" said the Apparatus officer. "You're rated 'harm ess.""

"Well, all right," said Madison, "but | apparently amnot com ng back here. | will need ny
baggage, particularly a portable typewiter to do my work with."

"Ch, is that what that funny nachine is?" said Slash. "I wondered when | vetted your gear for
weapons two days ago. Pretty clumsy. | think you'll find now that you can use both a pen and a
vocoscriber. But quit worrying. Flick put it all in the back of the airbus while you were signing
out. So good-bye and good fortune and don't ever get on ny list in a professional capacity." He

| aughed. Then he turned to the driver and said, "Get a nove on, Flick. The chief is chewing his
short hairs off to see this guy."

Madi son pronptly got his second shock. He expected the car to roll along the ground. Instead, it
|l eaped into the air like an express elevator. It scared himhalf to death. The thing coul dn't
possibly fly-it didn't have w ngs!

When he had swal |l owed his stomach, they were levelled out and joining a traffic |ane at a hei ght
of what nust be ten thousand feet. A strange city, all swirls, lay over to his right, about the
size of three New Yorks. "Wat town is that?" he asked the driver

"The fancy name is Ardaucus," said Flick. "But everybody calls it SlumCty. That's Governnment
City ahead and to the north."

They turned to the southwest and flew over a range of nountains as high as the Rockies, and al
before themlay a vast expanse of desert. MIe-high dancing dust devils were purple and tan in the
sun, weird as a chorus line of crazy giants. Madison hoped they weren't |ive beings of sone alien
race that dined on airplanes that had no w ngs.

It started hi mworrying about this powerful being he was supposed to see. He would venture a
questi on.

"Who is this chief | am supposed to see?"

Flick glanced back at himand then | ooked at the card he had been handed. "Apparently you're an
Eart h-man, whatever that is. And we're in the air so we can't be overheard. The chief's nane is
Lonbar Hisst. Today he controls the Confederacy, all 110 planets of it. Confidentially, he's an
egotistical (bleepard). Crazy as a gyro with a nick in the rim You better watch your step if
you're really going to see him He bites off the arnms and | egs of babies just for kicks."

"Thank you," said Madi son. But he thought to himself, sounds just |ike Rockecenter: bad inage with
the hel p and everyt hi ng.

They were going at a frightening speed. A couple hundred mles of the awmfull est desert he had ever
seen had reel ed off below To crash in that would be fatal. And this driver seenmed to be nore
interested in trying to light a strange cigarette with a lighter that threw a | aser beam i nstead
of a flame. The air was bunpy and he kept m ssing.

"Are you going to be ny driver now?" he asked Flick

"Unl ess the chief throws you into that thing," said Flick, pointing to their right.

On the horizon stood a huge black castle, fronted by a canp that nust contain thousands of nen.
"That's Spiteos. The canp is called Canp Endurance on the maps but the real nane is Canp Kill. If
the Apparatus gets unhappy with you, they send you there to be thrown into that chasm It's a nmle
deep. You're in the Apparatus now. By the way, what was your crine?"

"I haven't committed any crinmes!" said Madi son.

"Ch, space gas!" said Flick. "If 1'"'mgoing to have to drive for you, we mght as well open our
coats. | was one of the best thieves on Calabar until | got caught and sentenced to death and the
Appar at us grabbed nme. And here | been ever since. You nust have done sonething."

Madi son thought fast. He did not want a bad inmage with his driver. "I failed to finish a job," he

said. And then he knew for sure that this strange planet was rattling him he had told sonebody
the truth. He better watch it

The driver laughed. "Well, if you don't cut their throats when you get a chance, they'll catch up
with you sooner or later. | think you and ne will get along just great."”

Heavens, the fellow had catal ogued himas a nurderer! Hastily he changed the subject. "What are
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those nountains over there to our right? | can't even see their tops."

"Them s the Blike Muntains. Fifty thousand feet. We can't fly over them Not in this junk heap
Where we're headed is right down there."

The driver was pointing.

NOTHI NG

No, it was a sort of greenish mst.

They were diving so fast toward that m st he knew they would crash! Ch, to cone this far and not
even have an obituary:

Madi son dead. . .

Then suddenly he was nauseated. It was a strange feeling. So this was howit was to die. Maybe the
shock of the crash was so awful he had started for heaven at once.

No, he was going through a gate

Round buil dings were glittering on every hand, bathed in a greenish light. Wat strange
structures! They had round staircases, jewels everywhere. Huge, expansive grounds w th enornous,
lifelike statues painted in natural colors. The giants were surrounded by round pools and fl ower
beds. A glittering sign pointed across a grassy circle. It said Royal Chanbers.

SUDDENLY HE SAW TEENI E!

She was in a sackcloth dress, filthy with mud fromhead to foot. Her ponytail was undone.

Oh, he knew she'd cone a cropper. Here she was a slave. Two old gnarled nmen were beside her, also
grubbi ng away. An Apparatus guard with what nust be a rifle was standi ng by.

She had an inplenent in her hand. Mdison's car was skidding along five feet off the ground and it
went close by her. She was just standing up, placing her muddy pal m agai nst her obviously aching
back. SHE SAWHI M

Then he was by her. Ch, she nust have done something awful, to assign her to filthy nanual |abor.
The knight-errant rose in him "Never mind, Teenie," he whispered, "I'Il rescue you if | can."
They stopped in front of a huge, jewelled building with twin curving stairs you could have nmarched
a regi ment down.

Two t ough-1ooking officers in black rushed up

"Delivering J. Walter Madison," said Flick

"I'n the name of seven Devils," said one, "where have you been? The old (bleep) is tearing his
toenails out waiting for you! Get the Hells up those stairs! Guard, guard! Shove this guy through
to the chief, triple pace!"

Hefty hands sei zed Madi son on either armand propelled himup the stairs and into a corridor at a
dead run.

The fatal nmonent had arrived. J. Walter Madi son was about to neet Lonbar Hi sst.

I have dwelt upon it at length, for it was a nmonment which would nean much to Voltar's history and
Jettero Heller. And, dear reader, | assure you, not for the good of either

Chapter 2

On every hand the ponp of millennia rose: the golden ropes curved in intricate patterns al ong
jewel l ed friezes depicting parades and battles down the ages; the glowering eyes of |ong-dead
monar chs frowned at Madi son as he went along the curving hall. The consci ousness reached hi mthat
he was dealing with power ensconced in the awesone traditions of history far |onger than man, on
Earth, had even known how to use an axe of stone

He was rushed at length into a huge circular room jewelled and glittering. It was the antechanber
of the Enmperor's sleeping quarters.

On the other side of it, a huge desk, carved froma single block of onyx, seenmed to be barring a
door. AlI'l around the desk, machi nes and equi pment had been set up to make an inpromptu office.

At the desk sat a huge man, rather swarthy, an odd sheen on his skin. He was dressed in a scarl et
uni form corded round with gold. H s eyes had a crazy |ight.

LOVBAR HI SST!

The guards had dunped Madi son in the center of the room Not one to be overly inpressed by the
trappi ngs of the mighty, Madison straightened up his clothes, picked a bit of inmaginary lint from
his | apel and sauntered forward.

Wthout prelinmnary, Hi sst said, "ls Rockecenter all right?"
Madi son wei ghed up the situation. There was concern and worry, not hostility, in Hisst's voice.
"Well," said Madison, "he was the last tine | talked to him™"

"You were close to him then?" said Hisst.
Any unease Madison felt, he did not show He was asking hinself how good Voltar intelligence was:
Did they know the true situation? That Rockecenter woul d have Madison's head for failing and
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runni ng away? He saw what appeared to be a TV screen flickering away: How fast were conmunications
between this place and Earth? He deci ded he woul d take a chance. He woul d nane-drop. "Oh, yes," he
said, careful to sound bored. "I handled delicate things for him telling the prime mnister of
Engl and or the president of the United States what to think, things like that. My account was
several mllion dollars a year."

"What a salary!" said Hisst. "You nust have been very valuable to him"

"Well, he often said there were a lot of things only I could handle. | was his top PR man."

H sst frowned. This is what the investigators had run into and hadn't solved. "Wat is this thing
you call PR?"

"Wel |l ," said Madison, "I noticed, talking around, you don't have a very good imge."
Hi sst | ooked angry. "Nothing wong with nmy inmage! |I'msix foot three inches tall. | weigh 271
pounds-"

"No, no," said Madison. "The way people think of you. The inage of you other people carry in their
m nds. "

"Huh!" snorted Hisst. "Is it inportant how | amthought of by the riffraff?"

"Well, yes, it is," said Madison. "I have heard that you are the virtual ruler of Voltar."

"Well, of course | am | can see that what these (bleeped) Lords think of nme could matter. But
what does the riffraff have to do with it?"

"Well, you see, PR nmeans 'public relations,' though the letters don't add up to that in Voltarian
The Lords and the riffraff are different publics. But if you don't have the right inage, they
could rise up and kill you."

Hi sst frowned. He was thinking that could very well happen anyway. They were all against him

Madi son saw the frown. "You know, M. Hisst, | was very close to Rockecenter. | call him'Rockie'

and he calls me 'Mad.' Many a tine, late at night, he used to slip his shoes off and put his feet
on his desk and, over a conpani onable Scotch and soda, he'd confide in ne. He trusted nme when he
really wanted sonething. | was, so to speak, his nost intimte confidence man. | think it's tinme
we opened our coats. |Is there something you desire nore than anything else in the world?"
Lonbar's eyes got a bit crazy. The sheen on his face was nore pronounced. He | eaned forward and

spoke in a whisper. "It isn't that | want it so nuch. It's that | have an order about it. In spite
of my being a commoner and the fact that all the Lords hate nme, | amdestined to becone Enmperor."
Madi son was instantly alert. Ah, he could deal with this. He had heard of it before about
Rockecenter. "A call from.. ?" He left it hanging in the air.

Lonmbar whi spered, "The angels.”

Mad knew he had it made. "Did you know they call ed Rockecenter to rule Earth?"

"NO "

"Fact," said Madison. "Heard themnyself. That's why | becane his PR man."

Hi sst instantly frowned. "Wat's that got to do with it?"

"Well," said Madi son, "when sonmebody doesn't have a good PR man, the riffraff rises up and kills
him BUT if he DOES have a GOOD PR nman, the Lords, the public, the riffraff rise as one man and
procl ai m hi m Enperor by accl anation.”

Lonmbar blinked. This was a brand-new i dea. Usually, he didn't bother to listen to people or even
answer them But this Earthman sitting here had been close to Rockecenter. Rockecenter, a
commoner, had risen to beconme the ruler of Earth, and this alone had given Lonbar hope that it
coul d be done. Now he was alert to the possibility that some secret technol ogy, heretofore unknown
to him had been enployed. He mused on it. It came to himthat what this man was sayi ng m ght get
around not having a dead Cling to display. Enperor by proclamation of the public! How novel! But
then his suspicious nature began to tell himthat it mght be too good to be true. He started to
sag.

Madi son, noting it: "Do you have any other little probl ens?"

Lombar stiffened. He was instantly wary. He was not going to tell anyone that there was no enperor
in that room behind himand no regalia either. Instead, he clutched at another worry. He said,
"This (bl eeped) Sol-tan Gis!"

That startled Madison. "Soltan Gis? |Is HE here?"

"You know hi n®"

Madi son had detected the fury. "Ch, | should say so. On Earth he went by the nanes of Snith,
Inkswitch and Sultan Bey. Got in the road all over the place. Knew NOTH NG of PR W ecked things.
An idiot!"

"He's down at the Royal Prison and | can't get to himand can't execute himthe way he deserves."
"Wel |l ," said Madison, "that's a PR problem too. There are ways. Any ot her problenf"

"Hel l er! That (bl eeped) Royal officer!”

Madi son felt |ike somebody was giving himcandy on a silver platter. The whol e room went brighter
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But he said calmy, "On Earth he went by the nane of Wster."

Lombar, who had never bothered to listen to anyone before, seized upon the information like a
starved hound! THAT was the m ssing piece of the puzzle of why his strategy had failed. "Aha!" he
cried. "Gris didn't carry out nmy idea with the birth certificate! It went wong because that

(bl eeped) Gis didn't follow ny plans for Heller!"

Madi son' s hopes soared to seventh heaven. Ch, what a chance was opening up in front of him He
could finish the job he had been hired to do! He could go home to plaudits and glory! But he made

hi nsel f ook very calm "Well, Wster-Heller is a PR problem too. If you really want these things
handl ed, just give ne the account and let nme get to work. Just give me an office and a budget-"
Lonmbar cut in. "Not so fast, Madison. Things are pretty delicate around here. | don't know a thing
about PR "

Madi son's hopes fell. But he pointed to the Honme-view screen. "Is that a TV? May | turn on the
sound?"

Lombar shrugged. Madi son found a button and upped the volune. The picture was a battle scene on
Cal abar. Apparatus troops were firing at an enornous snowcapped nountai n. The announcer was sinply
saying that Prince Mortiiy's troops were being blasted out of caves. Mad turned the sound off.
"Now, a good PR, " he said, "would have that announcer stating that those Apparatus troops were
fighting at your orders to nake the Enpire safe. And it woul d have a shot of you |eading themto
victory even though you weren't even there."

Lonbar frowned.

Madi son pul | ed out the newssheet he had been given. He showed Lonmbar the front page. "If you had a
good PR, your nanme would be all over this, building up the imge that YOU were the one to rule.
Pound, pound, day after day, week after week, you'd eventually get the nmessage through that YOU
and ONLY you shoul d be Enperor."

"They wouldn't print it," said Lonbar.

"You woul d ORDER themto print it," said Madison.

"Hmém " said Lonbar.

"Wth a good PR, " Madison said, "not just the riffraff but every Lord in the | and woul d be bow ng
down to you."

"Lords bowi ng to ME? Those stiff-necked (bleeps)? |'mjust a commoner! They'd rather die!"

"But if the Lords DI D bow down to you," said Mdison, "and day after day such things appeared on
Home- vi ew, the people would have to assume that you WERE their master and you'd be Emperor by
acclaim™"

Lonmbar shook his head. "Madi son, those Lords woul d never bow. "

Madi son continued to appear calm He wasn't. He was playing for very high stakes. He woul d get
anot her chance at Wster. |If he succeeded, Bury would have to adnit he had done his job. If he

wor ked Hi sst properly, he could be sent home. He would be on top again! He said, "M. Hi sst (and
forgive me if | amalready thinking of you as His Majesty), if | get pictures of Lords bowi ng to
you on TV-1 nmean Hormevieww ||l you retain ne as a PR nan with an unlimted budget and a free
hand?"

Lonbar barked a laugh. "That's a big contract."

Madi son said, "But it won't take nmuch to start: just a few thousand credits." Suddenly he
remenbered Teenie. "And the help of ny assistant, Teenie Wopper."

"WHO, " said Lonbar, "is Teeni e \Whopper?"

"An Earth girl that came with me."

Lonbar suddenly renenbered there had been another passenger. "Well, Mdison, you can have your
Earth girl. But as to noney, no. It would be just a waste of cash."

Madi son had a sinking feeling. He woul d have no resources for bribery, no way to hire actors, no
way to order Honmeview to screen what he gave them It |ooked pretty forlorn! But he had to be
bold. "But if | succeed in this first bit, will you okay the big contract?"

Lombar coul d never recall having done so nuch listening before. No wonder he always avoided it: it
was so tiring. He said, "lIt's inpossible to get Lords to bowto ne. So | can safely agree to your
offer. If you can get such pictures on Honeview, all right. But |'m busy now. Good-bye. Guards!
Show this Earthman out."

As it stood, right at that noment, dear reader, Madison's apparent failure with Lonbar |eft
Jettero Heller fairly safe; the empty chanber back of Lonbar woul d sooner or |ater get exposed and
the histories of Voltar and Earth night have righted thensel ves.

Madi son' s chances of getting rmuch further now | ooked thoroughly zilch. But only at that nonent,
dear reader, only at that nonment. Huge and di abolical forces, already at work on two enpires, were
about to get a hefty push!
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Chapter 3

J. Walter Madi son wal ked down the I ong curving steps. Inwardly, he felt downhearted: wi thout
connections or knowi ng channels, w thout noney and wi thout even a press card, things seened pretty
hopel ess.

He raised a friendly hand to the two bl ack-uniformed guard officers and they nerely | ooked through
hi m and away.

He clinbed into his airbus but he didn't have any place to go: he didn't even have a hone.

Flick, his driver, said, "Things didn't go so well, eh? At |east thank several Gods you are
alive."

Was his gl oom that obvious? thought Mdison. But he did feel down. The chance to get back on the
job at Wster-Heller had al nbst been within his grasp, but his fingers had been too slippery.
Curse trying to work wi th rmadnen!

"Who runs Honevi ew?" he said.

"The manager of Honeview, " said Flick. "It's on all their programcards. Here's one: | keep it so
| know when Hi ghtee Heller is going to sing."

"Heller? Is she any relation to the Royal officer Jettero Heller?"

"She's his sister. Mst beautiful worman in the Confederacy, and can she sing! Billions and
billions of fans."
Well, that wouldn't do much for himnow He |ooked at the program Aha! Honevi ew was under the

Interior Division and that was under Lord Snor. He nust be right here in Palace Cty!

Maybe he could pull sonething off! He excitedly told Flick to go wherever Lord Snhor I|ived.

They drove through innunerabl e parks and around innumerable round buildings: there nmust be

t housands of themin these few square niles, all different colors, all basking in this greenish
light. But the place seened unpopul ated: patrols of Apparatus guards in nmustard unifornms were the
only ones upon the wal ks; Apparatus tanks were the only vehicl es.

"Where's all the people?" said Mdison

"Ch, there used to be a |ot of them especially at this time of day: it's near quitting tine.
Ladies would be strolling with retinues, Palace Guards on every step, concerts going in these
parks. But that's all changed. After His Majesty was taken ill he issued an order replacing the
Pal ace Guards with the Apparatus: a lot of famlies noved to their town or country estates because
t he

Appar atus woul d stop and search them There's plenty of donestics in these buildings but they
don't show their faces. There nust be only a few hundred thousand people | eft here now. Used to be
two million."

"You seemvery well informed," said Mdison.

"Ha, ha," said Flick without laughing. "A lifetine as a breaking-and-entering thief sort of trains
you to keep your eyes open. Untenanted houses are a prinme target. But a nurderer |ike you wouldn't
know. You probably got all the dark places in these parks already spotted, though. Here's your
address. "

They were stopped before a huge round building that evidently conbined offices and |iving
quarters. It was bright yellow and had gardens jutting out fromits walls.

Madi son went up a staircase. An Apparatus guard stopped him called for an officer. One in nustard
yel |l ow came out, | ooked at Madison's identoplate. "What the blasts is a PR man?"

"A special envoy," said Madison pronptly. "I want to see Lord Snor."

"Well, you could be a special envoy fromthe thirteenth Hell," said the officer, "and it stil

woul dn't do you any good. You might even get into his quarters and you still wouldn't nake it. He
used to have a wife but she's gone honme to her fanily. He's got a son but he's in page school."
"What's all this famly got to do with it?" said Madi son

"Ch, that's the way things used to run around here. |If you couldn't see the top man, you saw sone
menber of his fanmly and slid your nessage in on that channel. But, frankly, | don't think even
they could nmake it now. Lord Snor just stays in his quarters. He hasn't been seen for weeks. Wit
a mnute." He stepped inside and | ooked into a door marked CHAMBERLAIN. He tal ked a nonent and
then came back. "I thought maybe you coul d make an appoi ntnent for next week or nonth or
sonet hi ng, but the chanberlain says the only ones that see himare the resident doctors who take
inthe little packages."

"The little... 2"

"The white stuff. Don't play dunmb. You know as well as | do what's happening with these Lords.
Your best chance of getting anything done in the Interior Division is to go into Governnent Cty.
The clerks all run it fromthere anyway."

The "white stuff": that nmeant dope. "Well, thank you. You have been of great help."
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"I wouldn't give you the time of day if you weren't fromthe Apparatus.” And the officer wal ked

of f.

d oomsettled in on Madi son. The day he began to transact business through clerks had not arrived.
And the top nen? In sudden revelation, this deserted city was explained. Any mnute he expected to
see an |. G Barben truck. Lonbar Hisst had this place on dope! Did this explain the chiefs
interest in Rockecenter? Did Rockecenter have a connection to that Earth base in Turkey? No, he
doubt ed Rockecenter even knew about these people. But they knew about Rockecenter

Madi son sel dom cursed. He felt a bit like cursing now You could only deal with top nmen for the
things he had in nmind, and with insight he knew that fromthe Enperor on down, here at Pal ace
City, he would be running into hopheads. Suddenly he understood a bit nore about Lonbar Hisst: the
(bl eeped) fool nmust be on anphetam nes hinself! A speeder! The signs of persecution were there,
del usi on was obvious. It wasn't to the point of feeling bugs under the skin or aging or |osing
one's teeth, but it would get there. And he probably had been crazy to begin wth.

A chill hit Madison. He had better get his job done on Heller sonehow, sone way, and get out of
this place before H sst reached raving paranoia and started to kill everyone in sight!

How | ong did he have? A few nonths?

He groaned. He didn't even have any place to start!

"Where now?" said Flick. "lIt's quitting tine. Do | drive to Government City and find a rooning
house?"

"I don't have any noney."

"Hells of a boss you are,"” said Flick. "I"'mtired of sleeping in an airbus and | bet you have

ni ghtmares: killers always do."

"Sleep in a car?" said Madison. This was getting worse and worse. He could see hinself beconing an
unshaven wreck: not the slightest chance of being believed.

"Well, | ain't going to break into any of these palaces," said Flick. "That would be a fast route
to Camp Kill, with all these guards around. Tell you what, we'll fly to SiumCity and rob a store.
You can shoot the watchman."

Madi son wi shed Flick wouldn't keep building on that imge, yet he could see respect for himwas
dwi ndling. "I don't have a gun."

"Bl owhol es! The assignnents | get! My |ast boss lost all his pay in ganbling and finally got
stabbed in a dice gane. Now |'mgoing to starve to death."

"Don't you have any pay? Any quarters?"

"In the Apparatus? A driver's boss is supposed to provide all that. And | get a nmurderer who isn't
even packing a gun, that's dead broke and has no pay status. Can't you do anyt hi ng?"

It jarred Madi son. Yes, there was sonething he could do. He could be a knight-errant. He could
rescue Teenie; that had been allowed. He would do it even though the thought of sleeping three in
an aircar presented new probl ens.

He mental ly donned his pluned helnmet. "Drive back to that park in front of the Royal Palace. |'ve
got to rescue a girl.'

Chapter 4

They drove back a mle and slid along the curving path where he had first seen her. The light
seenmed bad: apparently in this place they followed day and night, and this nmust be dusk

The garden space around the painted statue was all dug up but no workmen were about. Flick

st opped.

Suddenly, from under the scul ptured purple cloak of sone |ong-dead nonarch, an Apparatus guard
moved out, rifle levelled. It was the same guard he had seen before. Madison hastily presented his
i dent opl ate through the wi ndow. The guard saw "Apparatus” and rel axed.

"There was a girl here earlier," said Madi son

"Ch, yeah," said the guard. "They're gone now. You haven't got a puffstick, have you?"

"G ve himone," Mdison told Flick

Wth a very dirty | ook, Flick conmplied. He gave the guard an even dirtier |ook when he had to
light it for him

"They went over that way," said the guard. "Between those two orange-col ored buil dings."

Flick headed in that direction. "This is getting worse and worse," he said.

Madi son privately agreed with him If he found her, she would probably be covered with nud and
this car, not overly clean already, would really ruin all his clothes then. Anyway, she would be
terribly happy to see himand know that, as his assistant, she would be free.

They burst into an area of pools. There was a circular series of waterfalls, each one | ower than
the next, the water spilling off the lips in shimrering sheets, the underlighting turning them

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (22 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:55 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

into a cacophony of col ors.

They woul d have passed them by but Mdi son saw a sudden novenent on a rim It was pretty far away.
TEEN E!

She was running along a |ip. She dived through scarlet lights into the next pool. She swam across
it. She dived through yellow lights in the next pool and swamtoward the next fall

A sign plainly said:

NO SW MM NG

Oh, Gods, she was going to get into trouble before he even had a chance to rescue her!
Frantically, he directed the airbus to a point where she would conme out if she dived into the
ground- | evel pool

She did! Her body glistened as she shot through a sheet of yellow light. She cane sw nming boldly
acr oss.

Madi son got out of the car. He waited at the pool edge.

Teenie cane to the rimand with an agile leap, sprang up on it, gleanming in the red lights. She
was very | ean: her stomach and her thighs were flat. Water cascaded from her shoul ders and made
sparkling rivulets down her |egs. She swept her light brown hair out of her big eyes and | ooked at
hi m

"Teenie!" he cried. "I've got great news. |'ve got a chance to get us back to Earth. And you're ny
assi stant now You're not a slave anynore!"”

She shrugged. She turned and wal ked over to a bench where she had evidently |left her purse. She
got out a conb and began to whip the water out of her hair with it.

Madi son couldn't understand it. She didn't seemglad to see himat all! He wal ked closer. "Don't
you understand? |'ve freed you! And when | saw the horrible way they treat slaves, you ought to be
very happy!"

She gathered her wet hair into a ponytail and put a rubber band around it. Then she went over to
the pool waterfall and fished up the piece of sackcloth she had been wearing. She wung it out
and, without putting it on, tossed it over her shoul der. She picked up her purse and began to wal k
of f.

She seened cross.

Madi son tried to find a reason for it. Wiy was she angry with hinf? He hadn't been the one who had
gotten her into this ness. That had been Gis.

He foll owed her, Flick driving the airbus at a slow pace behind him The little processi on went
down a curving pronenade, between two other buildings. They were approaching a gold structure that
was ornate but seened very aged. Vines had crept up its several stories and were tangled inits
bal coni es. The wide, curving staircase was so huge that it made the thin Teenie look like a toy in
a giant world.

Madi son foll owed up. Flick stopped at the bottom

She went through a pair of gold doors you could have flown a Boeing jetliner through

Madi son entered after her.

They were in a mammot h hall, all festooned with gol den cords woven into patterns through which

t hree-di mensi onal painted angels flew against a white sky. The floor was in patterns of clouds.
Hundreds of jewelled chairs Iined the walls: it nust be sone sort of a salon

There was a nound of silken-fabricked pillows in the niddle of the floor. Teenie sat down on them
and they were pronptly spotted with water.

Madi son wal ked up to her, his footsteps sounding hollowy in the vast place. "Teenie," he pleaded.
"I know a | ot of these palaces are deserted now that famlies have nmoved out. But you're just
riding for an awful fall. First you re swming in a no-sw nm ng pool and now you're coning in
here just because it's an enpty building and you're even ruining those pillows. Please cone al ong
and et nme get you out of here. Guards may drop by at any time to turn off the lights or
sonet hi ng. "

She picked up what nust have been a priceless silken cover froma low table within her reach and
began to swab herself with it, using it for a towel. She was ruining it! Ch, how could he stop her
fromsure disaster?

"Don't be cross with nme," he begged. "I amyour friend!"

She gave a short, barking laugh. "You're a fine one to talk. Some friend! On that freighter, you
didn't help ne a bit. You didn't even volunteer to keep books for nme! You could have put up signs,
'The One and Only Too-Too!' You're even a |lousy PR "

"Ch, cone off of it,"” said Madison. "I couldn't get involved with a filthy business |ike that! You
wer e maeking that poor boy into a prostitute, ruining his life! You even had hi m snmoking pot. You
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have no conscience! No noral sense of any kind!"

"You're a fine one to talk, sleeping with your nother!"

"That's just the way | was raised!"

"Well, this is just the way | was raised!" snapped Teenie. "Have you got any noney?"

"Well, no."

"And | bet you canme around here just to borrow sone."

Madi son recei ved a shock. He had sort of wondered if they had | et her keep hers.

"I landed with a thousand credits," said Teenie. "I got it stashed. I'll let you have ten credits
and that's the Iimt. You can then proceed to get lost."

Ten credits? He didn't know what things cost but it wasn't enough to sell his pride for. "I

woul dn't touch noney nade out of the body of that poor boy!"

"That 'poor boy,' as you call him happens to be a catanite that that (bleep) Gis set onto Lord
Endow. Lord Endow is the head of the Exterior Division and the top man over the Apparatus, when he
can stop drooling Iong enough. So |I taught that 'poor boy,' as you call him a fewlittle tricks
he could do and when he got back here he pleased Lord Endow no end. The goofy old (bl eepard) went
absolutely delirious over Too-Too."

"WAit a minute," said Madison, in Voltarian, "you just shifted | anguages. Wen you started tal king
about Endow, you shifted to Voltarian."

"Of course | did. And it's court Voltarian. What you just said, you said in executive Voltarian."
"But how. .."

"Well, Lord Endow woul d do anything Too- Too asked, even junp over one of this assortnent of nobons
they got on this planet. And | right away got sent to page school. They hypnotrained nme to talk
read and wite court Voltarian in five days. But neantinme, Too-Too told all the other catanmtes
about the wonderful trip he had had, and boy, were they envious! (Bleeped) by a whole crew for six
weeks! He was the hero of the hour! So he's got nme teaching the other catanmites and we're
including all the pages."

"Wait a minute," said Madison. "You nust be lying, Teenie. | saw you doing slave work with my own
eyes!”

"Wel |, junping Jesus Christ, Maddie, you really are dunb. |Is that why you were chattering about ne
being a slave? Listen, buster, |'ve only got a limted supply of marijuana seed and those dunb

gardeners woul d have wasted it. Sure they got a growth catalyst that matures it in a week, but the
old (bleeps) are 160, would you believe it? And they potter and totter when they ought to be
drilling and tilling. We're tearing up all the flower beds in sight and planting the whol e place
properly with Mary Jane.”

"Ch, CGod," said Madison. "More trouble. They'll kill us. You're ny assistant now. Please, get out
of this palace before they shoot us."

"(Bleep), Maddie! Nobody's going to shoot us. Too-Too told Lord Endow | was a novie queen on
Earth. So the drooling old (bleepard) gave ne this palace. Two hundred and thirty roons! Sone
gqueen abandoned it about a hundred or a thousand years ago, poisoned or old age or something. But
all her things are still here: Queen Hora, it says on the silver trays. |'"mgetting cold."

She snapped her fingers in a peculiar way and two old nen in ornate silver livery, who nust have
been hovering in one of the several hallways, rushed in. They threw a gauzy sil ken robe on her
that left her twice as naked as before. They snapped up the table cover she had used for a towel
and vani shed back into the hall.

Teeni e snapped her fingers again, in a different way, and two old wonmen trotted out. They were
dressed in silver gowns. One bore a crystal jug of sparklewater on a crystal tray with crysta

gl asses. The other expertly balanced a silver tray which nust have had ten pounds of col ored
sweet buns on it, topped, each one, with a design which said Queen Teeni e.

Madi son suddenly got the picture.

Teeni e had | NFLUENCE

Hope booned in himlike a struck drum He could al nost hear the trunpets blare. Influence could be
USED!

The two ol d wonen had nmade their offerings to Teenie, bent to one knee. She had a gobl et of
spar kl ewat er now i n one hand and was cranmi ng an oversized sweet-bun into her oversized nouth with
t he ot her.

The two ol d wonen cast their eyes sideways in a question to Teenie, waiting then for a signal to
of fer something to Madi son

Teeni e shook her head. "Forget him" she said. "He's no friend of mine."

The two ol d wonen backed away, bowed and left.

It was nore than hunger which nade Madi son stare after them He knew just where he stood now.
Nowher e.
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Hi s hopes of finishing Heller fell crunbling about him
Chapter 5
A small obituary ran through Madi son's head:
Eart hman Found Dead

An enmaci at ed body was discovered last night in SlumCty. The identoplate had the name J. Walter
Madi son. No known rel atives or friends on Voltar.

Teeni e sat there stuffing herself with sweetbuns and guzzling down nutritious sparkl ewater. Mybe,
t hought Madi son, when the beast in her is fed, she will be nore kind.

He waited until her face |ooked rel axed and then he said, "Teenie, comon hunmanity says that you
shoul d help me."

She shrugged. "Wy should 1? Did you help ne on the yacht? No. You didn't even attenpt to persuade
that (bl eeped) Gis to stay aboard! You ran right off with him"

Ah, so that was what was biting her. No reason to stir it up further: he would try another tack
earnest and sincere. Even frank! "Teenie, |'ve got to succeed as a PR here. Gherwise |'Il never
be accepted back on Earth. Did you ever hear of Wster?"

"The Wiz Kid? Yeah, | read sonething. And that (bleeping) (bleep) (bleep) Gis was snarling about
hi m one day."

"Well, Teenie, the Wiz Kid was really Jettero Heller, a Royal officer of Voltar. And |'min
trouble. | never conmpleted nmy job on him™

"That's your (bleep), baby. Not mne."

Madi son was beginning to feel desperate. That obituary was drifting to the | ast page, below the
classifieds. "Teenie, |'ve got to make notions of putting Hi sst on the throne."

"So what's that to ne? He doesn't and won't give a (bleep) what's happening in Palace City. He
never even talks to the Lords here and they sure won't talk to him no matter what he calls
hinmself. He's just arat fromSlumCty: he' d still have to rule through the Grand Council. He's
got themall drugged up, but even so he can only push themso far. They privately laugh at him
behi nd his back. Even if he gets put on the throne he won't last any tine at all. | know what |'m
tal ki ng about, because | been through page school now and | know all the pages and they know
everything! So all I've got to do is keep in good with the catanites, raise |ots of Mary Jane and
sit here in ny queen's palace having fun. |'ve got it nade."

Madi son's obituary even lost its subtitle. Desperation boiled over. He got down on his knees.

"Pl ease, Teenie. Ch, please, help ne!"

She | aughed at him She snapped her fingers in yet a different way and two young boys, about

twel ve, ran out of a hall, stopped before her and bowed.

"You' ve got to excuse ne, Mdison," said Teenie. "I have a class starting shortly."

Al'l sorts of argunents were racing through Madi son's head. He was hastily examni ning her own
assessment of her situation to see if he could punch any holes in it. Having worked for
Rockecenter, he knew that nmadmen could not be dismssed so lightly. But all he could cone up with
was that she had | NFLUENCE and he needed it desperately.

Then suddenly he regi stered what she was doing. He was horrified for nore reasons than one. Good
Heavens, she was going to disgrace herself and not even be able to help himif she would. She had
gone i nsane!

She had signalled to the two boys before her and they were grinning in a knowi ng way and taking
of f their clothes!

"No, no!" cried Madison. "Not here! This is a public audience hall!"

Teenie smiled. She said, "I know And the audience will be here soon. Bye-bye, Madison. |If you
ever get back to Earth, say hello to Broadway."

Madi son knelt there, suffering. He ignored the dismssal. Somehow, some way, he woul d rmake her
listen to his plea, but right now she seened to be well on the way to destroying her public inmage.
The huge entrance doors weren't even cl osed!

The first little boy was | ooking down, grinning.

Teeni e reached her hand out.

Madi son stared. He was horrified. "Teenie! What are you doing? Don't make that boy into a queer
Take that out of your nouth!"”

Teeni e | eaned back and | ooked in disdain at Madi son. "They're not being made into queers, idiot.
They' Il be top-grade catamites when |'mdone. It's still early and

I"mjust playing around waiting for the audi ence. You should see what happens then!"
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He coul d see liveried people watching for her bidding in the halls. She was really going to
destroy herself before she could be of any possible use to him He said hastily in English
"Teenie, don't performsexual acts in public! The thing you did there is not socially acceptable
Not even in front of the help! Wat will the servants think?"

She | ooked at him annoyed. In English, she said, "Wat will they think? Listen, nmister, they're
so glad to have a live body in the place, they'll put up with anything. They don't get paid in
this palace unless they're serving royalty. And you ought to hear the tales they tell about Queen
Hora. In the tinme of their grandfathers she had a new | over every night! And in just the short
time |'ve been here they're saying the good old days are back. Wat do they think, indeed!" She
was angry now and shouting, still in English. "Go ahead and rai se your voice to me and you'll see
what these servants think of nme! They'll slaughter you!"

Madi son was suddenly chilled. A hand settled on his right shoulder. He glanced sideways in fear. A
man in silver livery was standing there, scoming at himw th ferocity!

A hand settled on his left shoul der. He whipped his head in that direction. A second glowering man
in silver was there. And both these brutes were carrying strange, sharp axes!

"Your Majesty," said the first one to Teenie, "this man has provoked you in your own pal ace. Wul d
you care to conduct his trial and execution now or would you prefer to wait until after this

eveni ng' s cerenoni es?"

Teeni e considered it. Then she reached for her Earth purse and | ooked at her M ckey Myuse watch
"Shattering conmets!" she said in Voltarian. "I'"mrunning late!" She glanced toward the men. "I
can't be bothered with himnow Sergeants, shove himin a chair over there and tie himup." She
grabbed her purse and yelled in the general direction of other servants, "Get this hall ready
fast!" and raced off up a stairway of gold.

The sergeants pushed Madi son backwards across the room and plunked hi mdown in a nmetal chair. They
cl anmped sone shackl es on himand bound himthere solidly. One of them gave the chains a fina

yank, unnecessarily hard. "You nust be crazy nad, you fool, to insult our queen. She's the nost
wonder ful thing that's happened here in centuries and you just nmade yourself a | ot of enem es. So
sit quietly! Not another word out of you. Hammer," he said to the other guard, "you better stay
here so you can prevent sonme other staff from sneaking up and cutting this (bleep's) throat." He
turned back to Madison. "lnsulting Queen Teenie!" And he spat straight in Madison's face!

Madi son cringed. He had not thought he could get any lower. And as the spittle dripped down his
cheek, he reconposed his obituary. He added a I|ine:

Body taken to the | ocal garbage dunp.
Chapter 6

The hall resounded with the sounds of hurrying staff who dashed about setting up the place. They
roped off two large areas, one with red ropes, the other with blue. Before themthey |eft an open
expanse. About five hundred square feet of it was suddenly underlit so that it gl owed and

shi mered. The whole ceiling turned into a blue haze, nuch like a sunmer sky.

Two liveried footnen raced out, pushing a big vertical board on wheels. Two nore, with the sound
of thunder, pushed into view a nassive golden throne all covered with sparkling jewels. The seat
was twel ve feet above the floor, reached by scarlet steps. They placed it in front of the open
expanse, across fromthe ropes.

There was a runble. On the wall, over to the right of the throne, ten feet above the floor, a
whol e section noved outward to forma bal cony that was a stage. Eight mnusicians with strange
instruments were already in place, adjusting their equipment: they were dressed in shinmrering

yel l ow cl ot hing that sparked other colors each tinme they noved.

A dozen silver-liveried nen with axes on tall handles nmarched in smartly and took positions at the
ends of the roped areas and on either side of the throne.

As quickly as they had appeared, the hurrying staff vani shed, |eaving only the silent nusicians
and guards. The stillness, after all that noise, was alnost |ike a blow.

There were then some murnurings and footsteps conming fromthe main entrance stairs.

Madi son tried to fish in his pocket, hopeful that he had a kl eenex so he could wipe his face, wet
with spittle that was too nuch |ike tears.

"Sit still!" snarled Hammer and bl ocked his notion with the axe. Madison froze: little chains of
sparks were racing up and down that blade, giving off the odor of ozone. He recoiled: It wasn't
just a cerempni al axe as he had thought-it was an el ectric weapon. Gods knew what it woul d do!
Wul d the sparks junmp? He hoped it wouldn't touch his chains: it could electrocute him He let the
spittle drip. Maybe they were tears now, for he certainly felt like crying. In all of his career
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as a PR, he had never felt quite so dejected-except nmaybe that tinme he had accidentally wecked
the country of Patagonia, or perhaps that afternoon he had icily been dism ssed by the president
of an international airline Rockecenter had told himto PR or possibly the dreadful day the
presidential candidate Bury had given himas a client suddenly announced he had gone insane.
Unaccountabl e failures dogged his life. He certainly hoped that sonehow he would not fail again on
Heller: it was his only hope. O did he have any hope left, sitting here in this overwhel m ng hal
wai ting on the whimof a juvenile delinquent from New York? Whuld that little pathological Iiar
and infant con artist really try himand sentence himto death? He deci ded she woul d. Maybe if he
threatened to expose her and tell these Voltarians that "novie gqueen"” was just an expression, not
royalty.... Ch, no! They would kill himif he even so nuch as | ooked |ike he was being critical
She had even taken care of that! He could think of no way to reach her. Actual tears began to m x
with the spit.

He becane aware that snall groups of boys had been coning in the vast front door. They were being
greeted by two bowi ng seneschals in silver and then directed toward the roped areas by polite
ushers. The boys were beautifully dressed, sone flashier than others. In the nain they were
handsone or pretty, and a few wore powder and paint. They all had belts with a shining netal plate
whi ch hugely, in Voltarian, said Page. They appeared to range in age fromeight to fifteen, but
one couldn't really tell with these long-1lived people. There nust be two hundred of them here by
now, and laggards still sauntered in.

At |ast a seneschal with a list gave a signal and the giant front doors closed. Another scanned
the roped areas: the |arger number of boys were behind the red ropes, a smaller, better-dressed
nunber were behind the blue.

An usher gave a signal to one of the seneschals, who pushed a button on his livery.

A spotlight went on, striking at the top of the golden stairs.

Four heral ds cl osed across the bottom of the bal ustrade. They rai sed what nust be battle horns. A
chorded bl ast struck the hall.

And in the spotlight glare at the stairway top stood Teenie

She had a gol den crown upon her head, ponytail sticking out behind. She wore a scarlet mlitary
coat with golden frogs: it gripped her neck with its high collar and fell away to her bl ack-booted
heels. In her hand she carried a golden rod that sparked with jewels, a scepter

Li ke a benediction from above, a gauzy gold cape, full of glitter, settled over her shoul ders. The
two boys Madi son had seen earlier were now in golden suits.

Teenie took a forward step to descend the stairs.

The nusi ci ans bashed out a cynbal crash! Then they began to play a stately air of celestial

maj esty. Wth the two boys in gold carrying her long golden train, intinme to the sedate nusic,
Teeni e cane down the curving gol den stairs.

The throng gazed at her in ecstasy.

Fol  owed by the spotlight, she paraded across the hall. Wth great dignity she nmounted the scarlet
steps to the throne. Regally, she seated herself, and the two boys gave the train an artistic,
curving fold upon the approach. They folded their arms and stood |ike two snall gol den statues at
her feet. The nusic ceased.

The seneschal approached the throne and gave a sweeping bow. Kneeling and speaking to the floor
not her, he said, "Your Mjesty, | beg to announce the court is assenbled. | have further been
told to say that there are several virgins here. The courtiers await your pleasure. They beg that
you woul d condescend to caress their ears with the celestial beauty of your voice. They eagerly
attend. Long Live Your Majesty. May | withdraw?"

Teenie gave a twitch with the scepter and he backed away. She gazed down upon the lifted faces of
the throng across the open space.

The spotlight narrowed to a glittering circle upon her.

She sni | ed.

A sigh of pleasure rippled like a friendly breeze about the room

Teeni e spoke and her voice was quite commandi ng and | oud: there nust be a m crophone in the arm of

that throne. Her Voltarian accent had changed: she was speaking with the Iilt that characterized
t he speeches of the court.
"Wl come, wel cone, ny dear, loyal vassals and sweet friends. | spread ny |ove upon you and accept

your kisses on ny feet. May the bl essings of a thousand Heavens rain into your waiting lips." She
paused and gave a sly smile. "And into your hips as well." There was a patter of appl ause. Teenie
snmled nore broadly. "I thank you fromny bottom"

I nstant cheers broke out.

Then the boys were throw ng her kisses.

Teeni e beaned. "I | ove you, too!" she said.
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W der cheers racked the hall. The sentries had to twitch the ropes as a warning not to burst
across the open space to the throne.

Teeni e was | aughing. She held up the scepter for quiet.

The two boys in gold saw sone signal and rushed up the steps to her. She ki ssed each one and then
t hey unfastened the chain which held the gol den cape and, doing a sort of swirling dance with it,
bore it off.

Teeni e stood up. "But enough, mny darlings, of this ceremony. | fear that | nust now go into the
stuffy, technical end of life. Are you ready for ny | ecture?"
Cries of "Oh, yes, Your Majesty!" "Please, please!"” rocked the hall. No professor in a school ever

got such an invitation to begin.

Madi son wondered what in heaven she was going to talk about. Like all good PRs, he was an expert
in presentation and stagecraft, and up to now he had been struck with awe at how well the page
school had trained her and how she nust be working under the guidance of an expert pal ace staff
with all the expertise that they

must have. A technical lecture after this? Surely Teenie, now on her own, was going to blowit.
The foolish girl: good heavens, how she needed his hel p! And, oh, how desperately he needed her
assistance to finish his job with Heller!

Chapter 7

Covered fromthroat to heels by her scarlet mlitary coat, topped by her glittering crown, Teenie
strode to the wheel ed vertical board. Madison could not see what was on it. But he was very gl ad
she had good enough sense not to appear naked or exposed before these boys: they were nuch too
young to be subjected to fenal e nakedness, even that as i mMmature as Teenie's.

The hall was hushed. She raised her scepter, using it as a pointer. It nust have a mcrophone in
it, for her voice cane loudly, with authority, from speakers Madi son could not | ocate.

"Here, ny loving students," Teenie said, "we have a graphic illustration of the naked nal e body."
She gestured with the scepter in a sweep. "A front view, a right-side view, a left-side view and a
back. Now, | nust adnit that the artist has made the (bleep) too large for ny taste." She turned

to themand snmiled a too-big smle. There was pl eased | aughter at her joke. "But somehow getting
around that point"-nore |aughter-"you will see that | nyself have nmarked in certain places with an
X. Now attend, and no nore giggling, for this is serious business and | have left you cl earheaded
for this part of the programso that the information can slide in and stick. There are 172 of
these X' s on these four draw ngs. Can everyone see then?"

Choruses of "Yes."

"They are called the erotic spots. Touching them or mani pulating them can bring about sexua
stimulation, prolong it or cool it off." Jabbing with her scepter she rattled themoff, for each
one had a nane. English? Chinese? She turned to the assenbl age, quite out of breath, and sm |l ed.

"I know it seens an awful |ot, but neverthel ess, you nmust know each one and know just how to use
it. You will see these boards again in subsequent evening classes. The pal ace artist, who is a
very splendid fellow really, despite his exaggerated idea of (bleeps)..." She paused to let their

| aughter pass. "He offered to make copies of this for you, but the information is secret. So these
boards will be placed in the basement near the rear portcullis and you can slip in and out to your
heart's content and study them Now m nd that you do, for you will be personally exam ned on each
one of them GCot it?"

The two groups nodded vigorously, interest was intense.

"Now, " said Teenie, "for tonight's first denpnstration. | need a virgin volunteer."
Instantly fifty hands went flailing toward her
Teenie pointed with the scepter. "I'Il take you!"

A boy who appeared to be about fifteen slid eagerly under the red ropes. He was quite pretty, with
a clear white skin.

The staff ran out a platformfive feet high with steps. The two young boys in the golden suits |ed
the volunteer up it. Wth expert hands they stripped off his clothes and in a nonent had him
standi ng there naked. They withdrew. Teenie nmounted the platform

"Now behol d!'" She pointed with her scepter to the boards. Then with one finger she touched a spot
on the boy near the spine.

I NSTANT RESPONSE

The audi ence gasped.

Teeni e pointed at the boards with her scepter. Then she touched a spot on the | ower outside right
t hi gh.

THE RESPONSE DEFLATED
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The audi ence groaned.

Agai n Teeni e indicated the boards and then, with one finger, touched the lower nmiddle lip of the
boy' s nout h.

RESPONSE OCCURRED AT ONCE

She gestured at the charts and then she touched the side of the boy's neck

THE RESPONSE GREW Bl GGER AND STAYED!

Once nore she pointed at the chart. Then with one light finger she touched a spot at the | ower
center of the boy's pubic hair. His eyes rolled up, his chin thrust forward, he gave an ecstatic
gr oan.

HE ( BLEEPULATED) !

Gasps echoed in the audience |ike an echo of the groan. Then there were cries of anazenent and
suddenly w | d appl ause.

But Teenie wasn't through. She touched a spot at the base of his throat. He straightened up
ANOTHER RESPONSE

Gasps of astonishnent slid through the hall.

Teeni e | eaned over and touched his ear with her tongue.

ANOTHER ( BLEEPULATI ON) !

The crowd went nad!

The stern-faced sergeants had to twitch the ropes quite hard to prevent a forward surge onto the
cl eared space

"We could keep this up all night," said Teenie, "and though |1'd dearly | ove to, the program nust
continue. You," she said to the volunteer, "have been a very good boy. You are very pretty, too."
And she gave his (bleep) a pat. It was suddenly erect again. "So thank you for com ng up here."
Al t hough di sni ssed, the boy dropped to his knees and clutched the bottomof her mlitary coat. He
ki ssed it passionately. "O Teenie, Queen Teenie, thank Gods that you are here. | shall be your
vassal forever."

She patted his head and smiled. "For that, sweet fellow, ny two little groons will take you into
the hall there and in no tinme at all, you will no longer have to suffer your virginity."

Many behind the ropes had knelt when the boy did. There cane a shout of "Long Live Your Mjesty!"
from250 |ips, nore |ike a prayer than an accol ade.

Madi son was torn between revul sion at what she had just denobnstrated and sheer awe at the power
she had over these m sguided youths. Ch Lord, he prayed, if | could just sonmehow channel this

I NFLUENCE i n handling Heller!

Chapter 8

But Teeni e never glanced at Madi son. She obviously had forgotten himutterly.

The platformand the boards were now bei ng wheel ed away.

Teeni e said, "Thank you for your patience, lovely court. After the ardors of stuffy technica
harangue, | bid you have a nonment's rel axati on before we go on."

Madi son blinked. She certainly taught a very unorthodox class! What nmore could there possibly be
to this after TWO (bl eepul ati ons)? He knew she could be taken in hand and educated in good
presentation. She had achi eved a program peak with "Long Live Your Majesty." There couldn't be
anyt hi ng nore. Then he wondered why he should be so anxious to be tried and probably executed. He
nmust think of sonething!

Teeni e had cl apped her hands and servants were now passi ng anongst the boys behind the ropes. They
had silver boxes and were handing out a joint to every four boys and lighting them

Mari j uana snmoke soon rose sweetly and blue in the hall. The boys had evidently already been
instructed in their use for they dragged the snmoke in and held it, on and on, while the joints
went round. One could see the euphoric surges hit their faces.

Teeni e had wal ked over to the nusicians. The bandmaster had cone down and was kneeling before her
whi l e she conversed quietly with him Then he kissed the hemof her mlitary cloak and raced back
up to the bandstand.

A prol onged chord was struck. The hall was filled with sound. And then Madi son coul d not believe
his ears.

ROCK AND ROLL!

Good heavens, how had these nusicians ever learned this? It was an old piece of the Beatles! The
electric whang of the guitars was there, even if a little strange, but the savage, pounding rhythm
surged clear up to the painted angels. Then, as he saw the boys begin to jerk under the pall of
marijuana snmoke in tine to the nmusic, he renenbered that Teenie had had an awesone col |l ection of
records in her baggage as well as tapes and pl ayers. Sonebody must have matched current to them
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and these nusicians had practiced to initate the sound. He expected any minute to see Harrison
wal k out and begin to sing!

But this was just an interlude. Teenie had retired to her throne. She sat there, buttoned up to
her throat, keeping time with her scepter. A servant knelt before her and passed her the pipe of a
gol den bhong. She took only a small puff of it, seemingly to just be conpani onable, and then waved
t he servant away.

The vol unteer came back into the vast chanber, beaning and delighted. He whispered to his

compani ons and they shook his hands and ki ssed him making hima nomentary swirl of attention

The two boys cane back, adjusting their clothes at the door, and then stole a puff apiece froma
nearby joint and went once nore to take their places near Teenie. One of themnmade a circle with
his finger and thunb at her, an "okay" she nust have taught him She w nked and nodded and he
grinned and stood once nore with folded arns |ike a statue.

A piece ended. A nmale singer in a shinrering mlitary shirt cane out. He held a m crophone in his
fist. The nmusic started up with the beat of rock and roll. The audi ence began to nmove in rhythmto
it. The singer screwed up his face and then he began to nmove his hips just like Elvis Presley! It
so startled Madison to see this that for an instant he had the delusion of being in sone Earth

ni ght cl ub decades ago, and he didn't register for a nonent that this was NOT a Presley song! The
beat was there but not the neter.

Ch, a soldier's lifeis the life for ne,
Tune- a-di ddl e, tunma-a-diddle, paw paw.
In canp and plain, |I'malways free

To tuna-diddl e, tuna-diddle, paw paw.
No wonen ever spoil ny view

Wth tuma-diddle, tuma-diddle, paw paw
They' re al ways wanti ng somnet hi ng new,
Not tuma-diddl e, tunma-diddle, paw paw
For it is the nen that | enjoy

To tuna-diddl e, tuna-diddl e, paw paw.
The best there is, | find, is boy!

Ch, tuma-diddle, tuma-diddle, paw paw.
The enemy | do not mnd

If tuma-diddl e, tuma-diddle, paw paw
Can go on in ny behind

Wth tuma-diddle, tunma-diddle, paw paw,
And if my bunkmates all are kind

Wth tuma-diddl e, tuna-diddle, paw paw
Surrounded by ten thousand (bl eeps)
That tunma-diddle, tunma-diddle, paw paw,
Al'l passionate and hard as rocks

To tuna-diddl e, tuna-diddle, paw paw,
Eager to slide in ny buttocks

And tuna-di ddl e, tuma-diddle, paw paw
So (bl eep), (bleep), (bleep) and (bl eep) in mne!
Tune- di ddl e, tuma-di ddl e, paw paw.

And I et me (bleep) and (bleep) in thee
Wth tuma-diddl e, tuma-diddle, paw paw
Ch, what a love-ul-lee Arm eee!

Wth its tuma-diddl e, tune-diddle,

OoH  BOY!

But that was not the end. Teenie had been waving her scepter to the beat and watching the boys
sway. She gave a sudden signal. The rmusic went up in volune, battering the hall

Teeni e stood up.

A bl ue spotlight came on.

She reached up to the collar of her mlitary coat.

She gave a rip.

It fell off!

She still had on her crown. She was wearing a red jacket so short that it barely covered the tops
of her shoul ders and her breasts, |eaving her exposed fromthroat to crotch. She had on a snall
scarl et jockstrap, no bigger than bikini pants, which had a gold netal plate in front. Wat had
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appeared to be boots were sinply foot platforns, laced with red to her ankles, l[eaving the tops of
her feet bare.

SHE WAS PAI NTED FROM THROAT TO HEEL W TH PHALLI C SYMBOLS!

A groan of ecstasy rose even above the nusic fromthe crowd.

The singer began to sing the song again.

Bet ween the two kneeling groons in gold, Teenie began to dance in place. But she was not noving
her linmbs. Al that was noving was her rnuscl es!

Selectedly, in rhythmic time, balanced fromright to left, the flesh was jerking and | eapi ng,
savage but under perfect control. The spotlight began to change colors in rhythm

She took a step downward, nuscles still dancing. Then step by step she descended, provocative,
seductive. And when the nuscles | eaped the phallic synbols withed and jerked.

Oh, she had been well taught by the Hong Kong whore! As she extended her hands and feet, exactly
intinm to the nusic beat, the rmuscles whipped and ri ppl ed.

Now she was advanci hg across the open space, planting her feet so that the heel struck last. The
song and nusi c thudded on

She went all along the ropes, nuscles withing, and her hips began to grind.

The boys watched her with eyes that were glazed with appreciation, awe and passion. Their nouths
were open and their breath was com ng hard.

Then Teenie turned away fromthem so they could see her behind and narched with beating steps
whil e her buttocks withed in tinme.

The song had rolled off twice again and now neared its end. She began to spin her scepter over her
head. She suddenly caught it and shoved it between her |egs from behind and threw up her arns.
The cynbal s crashed. The lights burst on.

SCREAMS OF ECSTASY AND APPLAUSE CAME FROM THE BOYS

The two little boys rushed up and put a golden cape on her that covered her, neck to heel. She
turned and, holding the shimering folds to her, nmade kissing sounds at her audi ence

Good God, thought Madi son, she certainly peaked that performance! He had not known she could
muscl e- dance, al though he had often heard her speak of her training under the Hong Kong whore.
She certainly held these boys in her palm Their attitude toward her was expressed in their
adoring eyes. |If he could only get her to listen to reason. This was a juggernaut of influence to
be channel | ed!

But she certainly nmust be finished now, and any nmonent she woul d cone over and say "Of with his
head!" and he never would be able to bring Heller the fame to which he was entitl ed.

A tear coursed down Madi son's cheek as he thought how brutal life really was. The plum was al nost
within his grasp and yet he sat here starving.

Then he sat up with amazenment. This program had even nore to it! But it couldn't have! Not after
that cli max!

Chapter 9

At a wave of Teenie's hand, nmany staff ran out. They were pushing carts on which teetered
mount ai ns of sweet-buns and tanks of sparklewater and cani sters, both of which were seasoned with
hash oil. They thrust themthrough the ropes and the boys fell on themavidly to remedy the tight
jaw nmuscles and dry throats Madi son knew t he snoked narijuana nmust have given them

Anot her huge board was put in place and when the tunult had died down and all the boys were
contentedly gul ping and chew ng, Teenie stood before the new display and rai sed her scepter for

qui et .
"I amglad you |liked the dance," she said, "but it was wholly education-we nust always conplete
our education. | did it just to denonstrate nmuscle control. For nuscle control is EVERYTH NG "

She had their rapt attention. "Now | want fromyou another virgin volunteer."

Several woul d have dashed forward but she pointed out a tall brunette boy of perhaps sixteen. The
sergeants let himthrough the blue ropes. He wal ked forward: he was very handsone, striding with a
lordly, springing gait. Hs clothing shimered in all colors of the rai nbow

A heral d suddenly appeared behi nd Teeni e's back, whispered sonething to her and withdrew. "Aha!"
cried Teenie as the youth approached. "W have another hi gh nobl eman anongst us: the son of Snor
heir to his father, the Lord of the Interior! Advance, mlord, if you have cone to pledge fealty
to your queen."

The boy ran forward and knelt suddenly at her feet. He reached out and grasped the bottom of her
gol den cl oak and pressed it ardently to his lips. "I do acknow edge that | amthy vassal, O Queen
Teeni e, and do but wait any bidding of your slightest whim?"

Madi son stiffened with excitenment. Lord Snor controlled Honeview and this boy was one of two who
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had access to him Oh, God, he nmpaned, what a prize! But Teenie and her influence seenmed |ight-
years beyond his reach. Oh, God, he nust think of sonmething to get her to cooperate and give over
this notion of executing him She didn't even know the value of that |ordling who now knelt at her
feet.

Teenie lightly touched himwith her scepter. "Your fealty now | do accept. Rise, ny vassal, and
enbrace your queen.”

The boy rose and they engaged in a perfunctory enbrace while nobans of envy coursed through the
room The boy stood away and | ooked back at the crowd with a cocki ness that said he guessed that
woul d show t hem

There was another runbling roar and servants pushed the platformup on which the first vol unteer
had stood. It now had a cushioned table on it.

Teeni e made anot her signal and Too- Too ducked through the ropes and raced away fromthe crowd to
her. He was followed by cheers and calls of "Lucky Too-Too!"

The orchestra began to play again-less volume but a hard and sexy rock beat.

The two gol den pages wal ked Too-Too and the son of Snor up the steps of the pedestal, nounting in
the rhythm of the sexy nusic. They reached the top and turned around.

The nusic pulsed with a heavy rock beat and pulsing with it canme a play of colored lights |acing
forward and backward over the crowd.

Teeni e settled her crown over her ponytail and wal ked up to the new di splay board. She pointed at
the picture with her scepter. Single anongst the roving colored lights, a white |light gl owed upon
it. "The artist has drawn a beautiful picture here and I know you will all agree. Attend!" She
gave her scepter a jab at it. "This is the sphincter nuscle! As you can see on this chart, it is
| ocated just inside the anus. It is a ringlike nmuscle which normally nmmintains constriction of
this body orifice and is capable of relaxing and contracting."

She turned and fixed themw th her eye. The mnusic pounded and the lights pulsed. "Now, if this
muscl e were NOT under your control, it would be disaster, right?"

"Right!" they chorused back

"IT IS THE MUSCLE OF LI FE AND DEATH " cried Teeni e.

They stared at her with awe.

"When people die," she cried, "it lets go!"

A gasp of horror rose above the beating mnusic.

"Therefore," cried Teenie, "an active sphincter nuscle is a sign of Iife!" She drew herself up
sternly and called, "Is yours active?"

The crowd of catamites and catamite initiates responded with an enphatic "YES!'"

Teeni e shouted, "Then you LIVE!"

Cheers racketed around the hall above the beat of nusic.

"Now, so nuch for the technology," said Teenie. "It is in your power to control the sphincter
muscle. Ch, you say, no, no, not possible. Wll, young gentlemen, | nust informyou that it is not
only possible, you can nake it go round and round!"

Cries of "No!" and "That can't be!"

"Ah, yes!" said Teenie. "You can learn to control it, and in your study tinme in future days in the

basenment study roons, | will nake available to you a probe. It is a sinple matter, no nore
difficult than finding the control points and di scovering howto w ggle your ears. Ah, | see you
do not believe it. And so, my courtly gentlenmen, | have arranged a denonstration!"

She wal ked to the platformsteps and mounted it to the music beat. The spotlight had foll owed her
and now it fell also upon the two boys who stood there.

She put her hand on the shoul der of Too-Too. "This pretty expert has been trained and is nuch
experi enced." Too-Too | ooked at her adoringly, eyes bright in his painted face. It was obvi ous
that the privilege of being touched by her was al nost nore than he coul d bear

Teeni e made a gesture and the two groons started to strip "Too-Too and the son of Snor

Madi son abruptly understood, fromhis experience on the Blixo, what was about to happen. "No!" he
shri eked. "No, Teenie, no!"

Instantly the guard was in front of him

The electric axe was huge in Madison's face.

"Be silent!" snarled the guard.

Madi son rai sed his eyes in prayer. Teenie's voice cane to him "Bend over, dear Too-Too," she
sai d. "Now, grooms, make the lordling here stand upright behind himand do not [et himnove. Not a
muscl e! "

The orchestra played devotedly.

The boys behind the rope stared as the colored lights |aced across them They let out a concerted
groan of interest.
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"Too- Too," canme Teenie's voice, "begin!"

Madi son coul d not see around the axe.

Madi son shifted slightly. There was a hole in the blade. He could just see the face of the son of
Snor. It was weathed in ecstasy.

"Don't et himnove at all!" came Teenie's voice.

The bandl eader gave a signal and the volune of the mnusic rose.

The boys behind the ropes were standing with their nouths open in anazenent.

The bandl eader directed for nore volunme and the heavy throb was naking the curtains junp.

Madi son tried to see through the hole in the axe.

A boy in the audience said, "I don't believe it," in a passion-choked voice.

"Those groons are holding himlike a statue!" said his conpanion, w de-eyed.

Too-Too' s horizontal face held a knowi ng snile.

The crowd was wi de-eyed and panti ng.

Madi son, staring, flinched at a scream of ecstasy fromthe son of Snor

A noan went through the hall. It had the tension of sexual yearning in it, desire that throbbed as
heavy as the nusic beat.

Teeni e | eaped down off the platformand sprang up the steps to her throne. The spotlight foll owed
her and she stood, arns raised on high. The music was | ouder, heavier. She began to sway to the
rhythm of it, scepter raised on high, golden crown flashing.

Her gol den robe fell from her and she stood there swaying while the phallic synbols withed upon
her .

"Vassal s and courtly gentlenen!" she cried. "Hear ny Royal command! HAVE AT IT!"

They gave a thankful shout! Behind the ropes they fell upon one another |ike wolves in heat. The
musi ¢ and marijuana and the tabl eaux, the pulsing colored lights, had driven themnad with | ust
that no |l onger could be restrained.

The air above the roped-off areas was a sudden expl osion of castoff jackets and other cl othing.
The floor behind the ropes began to sink and with it went the sound of savage nusic and the
lights, the stacks of sweetbuns and sparkl ewater and the cries of the boys.

A second fl oor slid over and the crowd was gone

Chapter 10

Madi son knew his time had cone.

The servants were rolling the platformaway-Too-Too and the lordling had scanpered off into the
orgy and behind the ropes had begun to hug and kiss. The big board went and then the throne.

The nusi ci an bal cony was sliding back into invisibility, for the same piece they had been playing

had nelted undetectably into recordings which still thunped very faintly fromthe fl oor bel ow.
The lights in the roomwent back to nornmal. The marijuana snoke was sucked away by ventilators. A
fresh smell like violets gently replaced it.

Madi son cowered in his chair under the watchful eye of Hanmer. Little sparks ran up and down the
bl ade of the electric axe. Madison cringed back to keep it fromtouching his chains.

There seenmed to be a gathering of the staff. Men and wonmen in clothes that might be worn by cooks
and chanbernai ds and technicians were drifting in. Even the nusicians that had played joined the
collecting throng. There seenmed to be nore than a hundred of them including the seneschal s,
heral ds and guards. Even the old gardeners canme in: one of them had a bouquet of massive flowers.
Madi son wondered if they were all there to attend his trial. It made himacutely unconfortable.
Maybe t hey | oved the sight of bl ood!

Teeni e had been talking to sonme artist-1ooking fellow and they were now bot h | aughi ng. Sonebody
had taken away her gol den cape and replaced it with a plain red cloak that hung about her

She started to walk toward the staircase that | ed upward. Madi son felt a sudden surge of hope. She
seermed to have forgotten himentirely: at least with luck he'd live another day. He tried to nmake
himsel f very small so as not to attract her attention

The staff had forned two |ines now and Madi son understood that they were not there to witness his
dem se. This nust be sone sort of a nightly informal ritual. Earlier nmonents mght belong to the
great Lords, but this was their little gathering, no nore than a w shing of good night as they
sent her off to bed.

A portly old man, coated in many golden frogs |ike an officer, probably the major-donp of the

pl ace, approached her as she strolled between the two rows of servants. He dropped to his knee and
the whol e staff instantly knelt. She stopped. He grasped the hem of her robe and pressed it to his
lips. Speaking to the floor, he said, "Your Mjesty, your staff w shes to thank you for letting
them enj oy thensel ves doing their jobs.™
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Teeni e | ooked all around at them beaning and pleased. "OCh, dear trusted people. You are so sweet
to be among. | thank you." And she began to name different sections of the staff, thanking each
personal ly. Then she cried, "I love you all!"

They gazed at her with adoring eyes. The mmjor-donp was about to say sonething el se when a
squabbl e broke out. Six wonen who, fromtheir uniforns, were nmaids, were hissing and snarling at
each ot her.

An old worman, stern and beautifully uniformed, was at them at once, speaking to them sharply for
causing a di sturbance. The mmjor-donmo went over to them

It devel oped that they were having a dispute as to which two of the six should take the night

wat ch and put Teenie to bed. It was quite bitter. It seened that sone of them had been sw tching
wat ches. The nmj or-donp pointed with authority at two of them whose watch it really was: they
woul d take it! This pair stood pronptly taller, their faces very proud. And then they suddenly
stuck their tongues out at the other four and raced upstairs to get Teenie's bath ready. The
abashed four, who had sought to interlope, |ooked at Teenie and knelt with both knees on the floor
with a trace of fear. She sniled at themand they let out a sigh and then snmiled back. It struck
Teeni e funny and she threw them a kiss and began to | augh. The whol e staff began to | augh. Then
"Long Live Your Majesty!" they cried.

Teeni e opened her nouth to tell themall good night when the guard captain in flashing silver
caught her attention and pointed way over to the wall where Madi son cowered.

(Bl eep) that guard captain, choked Madi son. Teeni e had obviously forgotten all about him for now
she frowned and | ooked toward hi mas though she had noted some unwanted bug. The staff | ooked
toward himas well and glared: evidently his crinme of provoking their darling Queen Teeni e had
circul ated through the whol e, vast pal ace.

The guard captain and Teeni e engaged in a whi spered conversation. Then, with two guards fl anking
her, she followed the captain over to where Madi son sat.

"They remi nded ne," said Teenie, in English, "that | have several dress fittings in the norning
and gardening in the afternoon. They couldn't find tine to fit in a trial, so we'll have it now.
Quilty or not guilty?”

"Of what?" wailed Madison.

"I'n the confines of a palace, unless he is dealing with a person of higher rank," said Teenie,

"t he nobl eman has the power of life and death over offenders to his property or person.”

"I didn't offend you!" cried Madison in English. "I was just trying to get your hel p! You NEED
me! "

She turned to the guard captain and, in Voltarian, she said, "He pleads guilty as charged. Enter
it in the palace records."

"TEENIE!'" cried Madi son, "You MJST listen...."

"I don't have to listen to you," she said in English

"You're guilty as hell and you know it. You never even lifted a finger to stop that (bleep) Gis.
You got yourself into this mess because you didn't play ball with ne." She shifted to Voltarian
"1 therefore pronounce the prisoner guilty and the sentence is to be carried out without fail."
The guard captai n nodded.

Madi son said, "You haven't said what the sentence is!"

She was speaking in English again. "Well, Middie, | get all heated up conducting these classes;
they sonmetimes bring nme to the brink of (bleep) and I ache. |'ve always wanted to break that
fixation you have on your nmother. So you're sentenced to coming up to nmy bedroom and (bl eeping) ne
until I'"mall linp and satisfied.”

"OH, NO" screaned Madi son, and cringed back so hard his chains rattled. Then he thought in quick
streaks of blue Iight and inspiration hit him "Look," he said, "right down under that floor there

are 250 boys! | can still hear the nusic pound! Any one of them would--"
"Maddi e," she said sharply in English, "you got your wires crossed. The noment | start (bl eeping)
one of those pages, the rest would be so jealous of himthey'd slaughter him Besides, |I'm making

theminto perfectly good catamites and it would ruin them"”

"You've got nen on this staff!"” cried Maddie in English

"They're commoners and they'd be executed if they were found in bed with royalty," said Teeni e,
continuing in English. "I"'mtoo fond of themto put themat risk. Queen Hora used to use noble
guard officers: she had a whole regiment of them But they are not here. So can the chatter
Maddi e. You're for it, me bucko boy."

Madi son was shuddering to the depths of his soul. "No," he pleaded. "The answer is no!"
Teenie smled and it made himflinch. He knew this wasn't all of it.
"Al'l right," she said, glancing at her Mckey Muse watch, "just sit there and think it over. This

guard captain has orders that if you don't cone up to ny roomtonight, then, straight up sharp at
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6:00 AM you are to be taken to the dungeons and executed with an electric axe. So if you change
your mnd, your guard here will have orders to bring you up to ny room no nmatter the hour."

She gave hima little nocki ng wave and turned away.

The staff insisted that she sit on a little silver seat with handl es as she m ght be too tired
after her long evening to walk up the stairs, and they bore her off, up the gol den steps and out
of sight.

Chapter 11

For a very long time Madi son sat, and he sat in the deepest gloom The netal chair was cold, the
chains were colder and the guard's electric axe, with its racing sparks, chilled himeven nore.

It was dark now in the hall. The rock nmusic from bel ow was only the faintest thunping, nore |ike
the nmutter of sone hungry beast than nusic.

Hal f-seen in the dimmess, the painted angels on the walls seened to look at him He had little
doubt that he would be joining the real angels soon and spend the rest of eternity sitting on sone
cl oud hol ding a usel ess harp. Madi son knew he could never learn to play it.

At length he was able to struggle up out of his shock, enough to think about his terrible
conflict: If he did go upstairs he would die; if he didn't go upstairs he would die.

He had been very well brought up: He had to be true to his nother at any cost, even his life.
Since he had been a baby it had been dinned into himthat boys who did not sleep with their

nmot hers were unnatural and it had been proven to himw thout doubt, even in his schools, where the
word of the psychiatrist Freud was five tinmes holier than God's. Unless one had a firm Cedi pus
conpl ex, expressing libidinous desires for one's nother, one could never hope to be a genius at
his trade. To abandon it would be a negation of his own wits. Wthout this bright spark, according
to all Freudian teachings, he would fall into crass nediocrity, descended to a nere hack or
drudge. There was no such thing, according to psychol ogists, as a genius who was not neurotic.
Wt hout that genius-which Madi son never doubted-he would die professionally. Like all PR nen,
belief in hinself was the first thing one had to establish and only then could others believe in
hi m

But his nother had reinforced it by continually rem nding himof how indul gent she was. After his
father departed she had not burdened himwi th another whom he could only hate, and how very few
not hers woul d bother to give a son this nuch attention. His nother was a dear thing, still quite
pretty at forty-nine. Wen he thought of all the sacrifices she had nade for him foregoing al
other men, the | east he could do was reciprocate and forego all other wonmen. But it went deeper
than that: conpletely aside fromany Freudian orders fromhis child psychol ogi st, made nore rea
with mld electric shocks, he truly |loved her. She had warned hi mrepeatedly of the dangers of
other wonen, as had his current psychiatrist, and colliding in life with such heartless creatures
as Teenie, he agreed with themutterly. It would not only weck himnentally to have sex with
Teenie, it would break his nother's heart. She woul d probably comrmt suicide, a thing she often
had to be prevented from doing, and he knew, if that happened, he would pronptly do the sane.

No, to go up those stairs and get in bed with Teenie would be the end of all he knew. Inpossible
That was out. Better to die at dawn. Far better.

Hi s thoughts turned to Heller. Victory had been alnbst within his grasp when everything had cone
so unaccountably unstuck. The headli nes he had been getting for Heller had been nmagnificent! He
fondly recalled the stories about Toots Switch, Mizie Spread and Dol ores Pubi ano de Copul a.
Absol ut e masterpi eces, guaranteed to stanp the nane of Wster indelibly forever upon the public
consci ousness. Wster woul d have becone known, as those trials progressed, as the greatest outlaw
lover in history. And such plans he had had, to enbellish and add glitter to the outlaw part of
it! Wster robbing the Federal Reserve Bank had been the | east of his PR projections. He could
have nade it all soar to greater and greater heights. He could have had every | aw enforcenent
agency in the world, every one of themfrom Nazi Interpol right on down to the neanest town cop
absolutely baying on Wster's trail and slavering to catch him It would have ended with the

bi ggest public execution man had ever known. Wster woul d have been absolutely | MMORTAL!

Then he brightened up. He could do the sanme thing here if he had a chance. That the man's rea
name was Hell er made no difference in his plans. He was tirel ess enough to sinply scrub his other
work and start anew. They had Donestic Police. They had the Arnmy Division. And even if the Fleet
m ght be lukewarmat first, he could heat themup. If he worked this right, he would have the
whol e Appar at us behind him

He began to daydreamin the dimand enpty hall: headlines about Heller robbing the estates of
Lords and giving the proceeds to the poor; Heller robbing spaceships, 18-point type; Heller

ki dnappi ng the daughter of sone earl or duke and story after story of her pleading with him
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piteously to be raped-how the public would LOVE it! Headlines of Heller robbing every bank on
every planet of the entire Confederacy, each one with a new twi st, each one w th new bl ood, each
one with new staggering anounts of | oot being given to the poor. Wiat a hero he would be! Heller
the nost hunted outlaw in 125,000 years! Confederacy history! MAGN FlI CENT!

Then he had anot her idea: He could hyphenate Heller's nane. He could call himHeller-Wster and
rake in and rake over ALL the earlier stories, spreading themthroughout the entire Confederacy.
No, his earlier work was NOT lost-it was only being anplified!

Ah, now he was getting sonewhere. And he could safely begin to dreamthe greatest dreamof all:
Madi son wal king up to Bury in a sort of offhand way, "Well, M. Bury, | finally finished a job for
you. Heller-Wster is imortal." And M. Bury would take himby the hand, tears of gratitude
sparkling in his eyes and in a voice charged with enotion say, "Mdison, you are restored to
grace. Please, please accept the presidency of F.F.B.O and please forgive ne for ever doubting
you for a second. Never again will | chase you in arny tanks!"

The glow faded. A chill wind blewin the hall. The reality of the situation was that, right now,
if Bury even caught sight of him even providing he could get honme, he would be stood up agai nst a
wal | and shot. It was death if he did not succeed with Heller-Wster. Death w thout even the
confort of a blindfold or cigarette: it was a good thing he didn't snoke.

A bit of the rock nusic fromdown bel ow beat for a nmonent nore |oudly against the floor. The
rhyt hm sounded so nuch like Earth that it gave hi m pause. He began to get a sort of hunted
feeling: Bury was sort of supernatural -nmaybe he coul d even reach hi m here! \Wen he thought of
possi bl e i nks between Rockecenter and Lonbar, he began to shiver. Ch, it was surely death indeed
if he did not sonmehow get to work on Heller-Wster!

The current guard shifted position slightly and the axe emtted a puff of ozone. It brought his
nmnd to Teenie.

Up to now he had been thinking that if he went upstairs and went to bed with her, she would then
help him He realized she had nade no guarantees of that whatever. Al she had prom sed was that
if he went upstairs and slept with her, he would not be executed at dawn!

It was a problemwherein if he did he would di e because of his nother and if he didn't he would
di e because of Bury. It wouldn't help himat all to go up there.

Qobviously, this required some other solution

He was usually good at getting i deas and had al ways been proud that, because of the QCedi pus

conpl ex, he was a genius at it. But tonight his mnd seened bankrupt.

He gl anced at his Onega wistwatch. He had been sitting here for two hours! What a long tinme for
himjust to sit without getting a single constructive idea! He took a grip on hinmself. After all
he was a PR man, a true-blue professional

He woul d be orderly. He woul d now ski mover everything Teenie had said to himsince the noment he
found her by the pool. It didn't take long. He tried it again.

Suddenly he stiffened in his chair

HE HAD I T!

If it didn't work, he would only be dead anyway.

IFIT DD HE COUD FINISH H'S JOB ON HELLER- W STER!

Madi son | ooked up at the guard. Calmy, keeping all signs of elation out of his voice so the guard
woul d suppose himto be operating in defeat, he said, "Take ne upstairs to your mstress."

OH, GOD, TH S HAD TO WORK

PART SEVENTY- THREE
Chapter 1

The guard hissed sharply into a m crophone disguised as a silver button

Instantly a sergeant sped into the huge hall. He | ooked at Madi son's guard, who jerked a thunb
toward the stairs, and the sergeant nodded.

Wth a clank and a rattle they struck off Madison's chains. He stood up and rubbed his wists and
neck.

They thrust himinto a washroom and made him strip and bathe. They inspected him Intinmately.

"He doesn't seemto have any lice or bacteria," said the original guard, gazing critically at

Madi son, "but he's not well equipped. | don't see how he can give her a good tine."
"Well, listen you," said the sergeant to Madi son, suddenly flicking a knife out of the back of his
silver coat, "if you don't act nice and give her a good (bleep), I'll personally use this to cut

your (bleeps) off. Is that understood?"
Madi son gul ped, covered his (bleeps) protectively with his hand and backed up
They threw a white silk robe on himthat still bore a Royal crest and the words Property of Queen
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Hora. Do not use this robe for burial. Return it to palace in undamaged condition

"Now, what's the proper protocol?" the guard asked the sergeant. "I don't for the life of ne
recall whether ny grandfather said to deliver the man in shackles or gold ropes."”
"Neither one," said the sergeant. "It was a collar and a gold | eading chain. Wiy, there's one of

themright over on that shelf." He got it and | ooked at it. "What do you know? It isn't true the
collar had spikes inside it. My grandnother nust have nade that up. See, | ook here," he showed the

guard. "It's an electric wire. And see here, there's the activating button at the end of the
chain. Ch, no! Its power pack is dead. No sparks."

"Hey, lucky!" said the guard, gazing into the power recess in a link. "It's the sanme type we use
in our boot toes. Here, I'lIl take the one out of ny left boot." He did so, and when they tested

the collar again, it sparked when the button on the end of the chain was pressed.
They put it on Madison.

"Now, " said the sergeant, "if | heard right, the protocol is, you lead himin, bow, and when the
queen puts out her hand, you place the chain handle in it, and | think you say, 'Your Myjesty,
here is one to do your bidding: pray thee, if he does not please thee, |I shall be right outside

the door with an electric whip.'
"W haven't got an electric whip," said the guard.

"Well, you can't go changing protocol," said the sergeant. "Don't you go shifting words around.
You keep the words just like they are, but if this (bleepard) doesn't do as he is told, use your
stinger."

The guard checked the inside of his silver boot to see if his stinger was in place and started to
nod, but the sergeant interrupted him "Like |I always tell you, be careful of your weapons. The
staff would kill you out of hand if anything happened to di spl ease Her Majesty." He had drawn the
stinger out of the other man's boot.

The weapon was a linber rod about fourteen inches Iong. The sergeant gripped the handle and the
tip gl owed.

He raised it and gave Madison a sl ash across the | ower thigh

YIKES! It gave a stinging shock like the bite of a huge insect! Mdison yanked the robe aside and
stared at his thigh.

"Ch, that was just |ow power," said the sergeant. "You don't think I'd mark you up just before you
went to please Her Majesty, do you? Man's an idiot," he commented to the guard. "Now, when you
present him and go back to stand guard in the hallway, you keep your ear to the door and if you
hear any protests or arguments or if you DON T hear sonme npans and squeal s of pleasure, you go
right back in and sting the Hells out of himuntil he DOES do his job! Understand?”

The guard nodded. "Sure is great to have things running nornmally again."

"Wl |, yes," said the sergeant. "And you just nake sure that Her Mjesty doesn't have to wear her
t hunb out pushing the button on that collar chain. The darling is entitled to all the fun this
fellow can give her."

"What do | do when she's through with hinP" said the guard.

"Ch, you'll probably have been relieved by that tinme and I1'll be hanging around. But if it happens
on your watch and she hasn't told you otherwise, listen to nake sure it's all quiet and has been
for sone tine. Then beckon up one of her nmmids-probably the one on watch at the foot of her bed-
and tiptoe in. Now, this is the tricky part: use your ultraviolet |lanp and eyeglass so you don't
wake Her Majesty, and | ook very carefully at her face. If she's frowning or sleeping restlessly,
take himto the execution hall. If she's sleeping with a slight smle, then get this fell ow out
very carefully w thout waking her and send himback to his reginent.”

"I haven't got a reginent," said Madi son

They both | ooked shocked. Then the sergeant said, "That's true. Those cl othes hanging there are no
uniforml| ever saw before. Wait a minute. Maybe this is all wong. Are you sure you're a

nobl eman?"

Madi son's mind raced. Despite all these horrible arrangements which he only hoped he coul d escape,
he had to get up those stairs and present his inspired idea to Teenie. He drew hinself up
haughtily. "I," he said, "amone of the Knights of Col unbus!"

"I's that noble?" said the sergeant. "You see, if a nale compner were to |ay hands upon her
protocol requires instant death. So don't go trifling with us."

"A knight" said Madison, "in her native |anguage, neans a gentlenman-soldier. It is one who has
been rai sed by his sovereign to the nobility. | canme here as a knight-errant."

The sergeant told the guard. "Well, that may be. Tell you what. Wen you take hi mout of her bed,
put himin one of the better dungeons and hold himand I'lIl get this clarified in the norning. If
it turns out he isn't really noble after all, we'll have the pleasure of executing himanyway. |
sure didn't like the way he was yelling and screaning at her yesterday afternoon. Didn't sound
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very noble to ne! And if he starts yelling and screanming at her again, take himout of there fast!
We don't want our dear queen getting upset and | eaving us."

The guard gave the chain a yank and Madi son, not expecting it, flinched back

The guard pressed the button in the handle.

It felt to Madison that his neck had been sawed through! It wasn't an electric shock, it was a
tearing sensation. Awful

"Come along," said the guard. "Her Mjesty awaits."

The sol e of Madison's foot recoiled fromthe cold, rough floor stones of the washroom "You didn't
give ne any slippers! At least let ne put on ny shoes!"”

"Barefoot is just great," said the guard. And he gave the button another push

Madi son gripped his head so it wouldn't fall off.

He foll owed.

Everyt hi ng depended on the next few nminutes. He would be a dead man or a hero!

H s i dea MJUST work!

Chapter 2

He wasn't being taken up the golden stairs. He was being led up a circular nmetal set of steps that
spiralled back of the walls. It was very dark and fromthe deadness of the air Madi son suspected
it had | ong been out of use. Suddenly a gate with spikes barred their way: he could see snal
sparks chasing back and forth, skipping fromtip to tip on daggerlike extrusions, ready to inpale
any unaut horized interloper. No wonder Flick said no-no on robbing these pal aces. They were FORTS
The guard did sonething over at the side and with the groan of long disuse the portal slid aside
They seened to be in a dark box now, another thick door facing them The guard picked up a dusty
m cr ophone and said something, evidently to a renpte security desk-sonme sort of nunbered password.
Then the guard shoved himin front of what nust be a closed-circuit camera.

"Denonstrate that you are not under duress, Jinto," said a sepul chral voice.

Jinto, Madison's guard, closed his hand on the chain. The dreadful tearing feeling ripped at

Madi son' s neck and an additional yank threw himoff bal ance.

Apparently some security post sonewhere was satisfied. Beyond the haze of |ingering pain, Mdison
heard the slither and snap of several sets of renote-controlled bolts.

Silently the door slid open and Madi son was pushed forward.

A noani ng sort of nusic caressed his ears.

He was hit with a fenminine whiff of fragrance and he fearfully opened his eyes.

He was standing in a softly Iit room of considerable dinensions. Gently rippling colored lights
bathed the walls in ever-changi ng pastels, soothing, alnobst hypnotic. Overhead, at first he

t hought these nust be the open skies and then he saw that the stars were slowy dancing in a
pattern about a nobon which, real as it |ooked, could never possibly, in nature, pulse with the
same ripples as the walls: the ceiling was sone sort of an illusion that nust change the hour of
the day or night on comand.

The floor suddenly frightened him It seemed to be a thick nmist, not a rug, and he was standing
ankle-deep in it. But he was reassured to find it seened to be hol di ng hi mup.

The furniture, delicate and curved, bureaus and chairs and tables, didn't seemto have any |egs;
they were just notionlessly floating in place.

The | ost feeling he had experienced at his first glinpse of this place-like nothing he had ever
heard of or inagined on Earth-was |eaving him The determination to be successful in his visit

gri pped hi magain. Were was Teeni e?

Then he again felt all unstabilized. Neither he nor the guard were wal ki ng, they seened to have
just been standing. But they were nmoving! Very slowy and gently this floor, w thout even so nuch
as a ripple, was carrying them down one wall. Wat he had thought nust be sone kind of huge bureau
was actually the top of a bed!

Madi son st ared.

It was a dark area of the room Mbans of pleasure were coming fromit.

The noving floor nade further progress.

Teenie's hand was visible in a patch of light. It rose up and qui vered as she groaned.

The mnusi ¢ noaned; the perfunme drifted.

The guard gave the chain a slight rattle to attract attention

The heads of the two mmids snapped up with a jerk. They saw who it was and glared at Madi son
resentfully.

Teeni e turned her head slowy and her sex-glazed eyes gradually focused on Madi son. Then she

cl osed her too-big nouth and smled a slow smle.
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In a lazy voice, in English she said, "You waited so long, | was finally certain you weren't
comng so | let themgo ahead-they wing their hands so when they see ne all worked up by dancing
and unsatisfied." She was com ng back to herself now and the nmusing quality was | eaving her voice.
The lazy snmile turned into a grin. "Wll, well, Maddie. You finally decided to |l et ne have a crack
at breaking you of this nother fixation." She | aughed w th delight.

The guard suddenly knelt, bowed his head and courteously placed the handle of the chain in her
nearest out-flung hand. He said to the misty floor, "Your Majesty, here is one to do your bidding:
pray thee, if he does not please thee, | shall be right outside the door with an electric whip."
Teeni e gl anced along her armat it, saw the button and gripped it.

The col |l ar al nost took Madison's head off. He let out a scream He clutched at the collar with
bot h hands. Teenie | ooked at the button and | ooked up at him The current was of f now and Madi son
was novi ng his head about to see if it was still on. Teeni e suddenly began to |augh. "Ch, Maddi e,
| see we're going to have fun! | don't want to hurt you. | want you to have a narvelous time. So
you just be a good boy and do whatever you're told and | won't touch the button again."

Madi son was not at all reassured. The bizarre roomwas already rippling and the tearing feeling
had jarred his brain so it now seenmed to be spinning. Was the noaning still the music or was it

hi n?

Through the daze, he saw that the naids were al so | aughi ng now, but there was a note of cruelty in
it that was absent from Teenie's: he was only too well aware that with this staff he was not
anongst friends. And Teenie was no friend either. She had said so! He was trying to nmarshal his
resol ution. The guard, after a glare of caution at him went to stand in the hall.

Teenie, still |aughing, was giving themdirections.

One naid got up, wapping a robe about her. Wth a silken cloth, she began to straighten Teenie's
makeup.

The other maid, a mature and good- | ooki ng woman, w ped off her own face with the hem of her scanty
covering, got up and began to advance on Madi son.

Al t hough he tried to flinch away, she sprayed himw th a masculine-snelling powder.

She reached for a pot of grease on a bureau.

Madi son | ooked down at her and flinched.

The maid turned to Teenie and said, "Your Mjesty, | think this nobleman nust have had a dishrag
in his ancestry."

Thi s nmade Teeni e | augh. She was lying on her side now, |ooking in Madison's direction. "Well,
wing himout!" she cried.

Madi son snatched his robe about himin panic.

The other nmmid | ooked over at himin surprise and then began to guffaw.

Madi son now had his hands out, trying to keep the first maid from approaching him

This sent Teenie into gales of laughter. She finally panted, "Oh, Mddie, you're killing nel!
Didn't your nother teach you anything?" And she went rolling about, screaming with mrth at her
own j oke.

Madi son's eyes were glazed with terror. He was making a bl ocking notion with his hands.

Two mai ds' faces were laughing at himas they knelt in front of him

Madi son was backi ng up.

One maid had the pot of grease.

Madi son was staring down at it.

The ot her was neasuring out some hash oil.

"No, no!" shrieked Madison.

Teeni e was convul sed with |aughter. "Oh, Maddie," she shrieked, "you ARE a clown! This tine you're
going to be cured of your nother!" She sat up. "After ne, you're going to get those two," and she
poi nted to her maids.

"NO " screaned Madison.

One of the maids, still laughing, noved forward to grab him

Madi son backed up again. Then he saw sonet hi ng.

The end of the chain was no |onger held by Teenie. It fell off the bed and hit the floor.

The mai d had grabbed him Madi son was | ooking around wildly.

Teenie went into new how s of |aughter.

Behi nd Madi son was a tall bureau.

The maid was trying to kiss him

Suddenly Madi son | ashed out with his fist.

He hit the maid in the jaw

She went down with a crash.

Li ke an agile ape, he | eaped up on the bureau, using the door handles to clinmb. He got to the top.
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He yanked the chain handle up after himto get it out of their reach. He was twel ve feet above the
floor. If the guard cane in, he couldn't even be touched with the stinger.

The sight of himscranbling up and hangi ng there now had taken themall by surprise. He didn't
know whet her they would start to | augh again or yell for the guard to shoot himfor hitting the
mai d.

THI'S WAS H S CHANCE

Into the hiatus, he shouted, "Teenie! Listen to nme! There's sonething you don't know " Now was the
time to launch his beautiful idea. Fate was trenbling on the edge of the cliff. Wuld she Iisten?
Her attention was on the maid. She knelt at the woman's side to see if there was a bruise on her
face. In a second, if she found a contusion or sone blood, she would go berserk with fury.
"Teenie!" he screaned down at her. "Soltan Gis is here!"

Her head whi pped round. She stared up at him

"He's here!" shouted Madi son in desperation. There was a little blood on the side of the woman's
mout h and he MUST hold Teenie's attention

H' S | DEA MUST BE d VEN A CHANCE!

"He's right here on Voltar!" yelled Madi son fromthe bureau.

Her eyes were on him The door was al so opening and the guard was al ert and watchi ng, having heard
the raised voice

"On TH S pl anet?" said Teenie. "Here?" She was in shock

"Yes, that's right! Soltan Gis has taken refuge in the Royal prison, a huge castle! Nobody can
get to him He's perfectly safe!l They aren't even going to try him"

"WHAT?" cried Teenie, on her knees but straightening up

"He's sitting there safe as can be!" cried Madison. "He's |aughing at everybody! He's conpletely
beyond reach!"

"THE (BLEEP)!" cried Teenie. Her eyes began to glare.

Madi son shout ed, "Unl ess sonebody acts, he's going to go scot-free and even get a nedal!"

"THE SON OF A (BLEEPCH)!" cried Teenie, leaping to her feet. "You nean after all he's done they're
protecting himin safe custody?”

"Exactly!" cried Mdison

Teeni e stanped her foot in fury. "Well, God (BLEEP) HM™"

"And Teenie, if | have your help, | can get himHANGED You know nme and you know what | can
acconplish if I'mturned | oose! Teenie, if you back me up, then when they stretch his neck | can
guarantee that | will personally put your hand on the rope!"

She | ooked at him her eyes were furnaces of revenge. "It's a bargain!" she screeched. "Just tel
me what you want ne to DO "

He had assured her he would prepare the plans. He had |eft her pacing up and down the room
pounding a fist in her palmand then shaking it in the air, swearing luridly in gutter English,
vowing that if it was the last thing they ever did, they'd have to GET Gis!

The guard had been told to turn himloose and to adnmit himto the palace any time he called.

Madi son, in the | ower washroom got into his clothes. He was trenbling with relief.

Earlier, when he had been sitting in the hall, scanning through everything he had heard her say, a
line froman Earth playwight had | eaped up, and oh, was Madison glad that he renmenbered his
Shakespeare. "Hell hath no fury like a wonan kicked in the teeth." It had given himhis SPLEND D
idea and it had worked.

Toni ght he had escaped death thrice! Once at the hands of Teenie; again fromthe threat of being
unfaithful to his nother; the third and the far nore inportant one of being w ped out by the
deadly Bury.

Wth Teenie's influence, cleverly working step by step, he could now get on with his job.

Hel l er, he thought, here |I cone!

The universe will never again see such magnificent and skillful PR as would now occur

He had to be clever, he had to be careful, he had to advance step by step. BUT HE WOULD GET THERE
PR was the one weapon agai nst which there was no defense. Oh, there were pitfalls on the way that
woul d yawn. But, in gleeful confidence, Madison strode into the Voltar night.

Chapter 3

Across another night, twenty-two and nore |ight-years away, Heller was tal king on a vi ewer-phone
in his New York office to Prahd on another one in the hospital in Afyon, Turkey. There was no
probl emin being overheard: the viewer-phone operated on a time-skip at the topnost quiver of
energy bands and Earth was far frombeing up to that technol ogy.

The subj ect of the conversation also involved tine. "You can't rush these things," said Prahd.
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"I've told you all this before, sir.”

"But he DID speak," said Heller. "When | entered the room at the pal ace, as soon as he was aware
sonmeone was there, he opened his eyes and spoke. He even recogni zed what | was."

"When you got to him" said Prahd, "he nust have been on the tag end of an anphetam ne dose. It
was keeping himconscious. Sone tine before that, the quantities of speed he was being given nust
have set himup for a cerebral henorrhage, because that's what he's got. Speed wecks the central
nervous system and he has had it."

"You nmean he won't recover consciousness?" said Heller

"Look, I'mdoing all | can to hold on to this sudden elevation to King's Owm Physician. |'m doing
all | can to rebuild the nerves and vessels, but you don't seemto understand. It's the centra
nervous systenl It's going to take nonths."

"So | ong?" said Heller

"I"'mbeing optimstic. Did you know it takes a day of therapy for every day of use anyone has been
on speed? | don't know how |l ong they had himon it. Could have been years!"

"What you're telling nme is that he won't conme around soon.”

"I think I finally got ny point across, sir. O course, | could bring himaround so he'd be alert
a bit with some anphetam ne, but that would then kill him"

"W don't want THAT!" said Heller. "Conpletely aside fromour duty to protect him it would be a
rotten thing to do just to get our own heads off the block with a signed order. Skip any idea of
it. W'll take our chances."

"I didn't nean it as an out," said Prahd.

"Well, don't think of it at all,"” said Heller. "You and | are quite expendable. He isn't. So you
just go on doing what you're doing. Can you switch me over to ny |ady?"

The face of the Countess Krak appeared on Heller's screen. She threw hima kiss and then said,
"Hello, dear. It's just like Prahd said. He's just lying there in fluid, rebuilding. There's
absol utely nothing going on."

"I know," said Heller.

"l told themto build up defenses here."

Hel I er shrugged. "All right. But |I don't think anybody will cone. Ghoul -face doesn't know we cane
here. |'ve been giving this sone thought and it's alnbst funny that he'd i ssue a general warrant
for me: they're questionable on a Royal officer-courts usually just throw themout. It would take
a Royal warrant and he just plain can't get one issued. It would have to be signed by the person
who's lying there unconscious. Actually, GChoul-face nmust be having fits. There was no nention of
His Majesty on that broadcast and | don't think Hi sst will admt he's gone. If he were to do so,

t he whol e Confederacy would go into chaos. There is no heir: the other Royal princes are dead and
Mortiiy is forbidden succession for starting a revolt. The Grand Council would have to have a body
before they would proclaimding dead. So all Lonbar can do is blunder around trying to | ocate ne.
He's only got the Apparatus, a small force. The Fleet and Arny won't cooperate on the basis of
just a general warrant on me. The Fleet would | augh at him The 'drunk' is on the spot. If he
doesn't dare adnmit | have the Enperor, then | can't think of anything he could say or do to get
peopl e i ncensed against ne. He's only got the Apparatus and |I'mnot afraid of '"drunks.' So | quit
wor ryi ng. "

"Dear, could you be being too cal n?" said the Countess.

"That's my profession,"” said Heller. "Keeping calm"

"I've seen you overdo it."

"What's being overdone right now," said Heller, "is our separation. It's silly you sitting there
alongside a fluid tub while I'mhaving all the fun. |I've got an AWFUL | ot of things to neaten up
and | can't possibly get away fromhere. So | had Bury contact the air force and they'll be
sendi ng a new Boei ng Mach 3 Rai der for you. They take off and land vertically and can put down in
Afyon. "

"WHO?" said the Countess Krak

"A Boeing," said Heller. "All the airlines are nessed up trying to get back into operation and
their backlogs are awful. You'll be only three hours in flight. I'lIl have you net at La Cuardia."
"I mean BURY!" said the Countess, still in shock.

"Ch, he works for us now | forgot to nmention it. But it's soneone else | want you to nmeet. You'l
Iike her."

" HER?"

"Yes," said Heller. "W need her perm ssion to get engaged."

"WHAT?"

"Look, your clothes are still in the condo, so don't bring nuch. Now that | have verified there is
no sense in your staying there, I'Il tell the Boeing to take off. It'll be there about 2:00 P.M,
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your time. The Silver Spirit will bring you to the condo and you'll be in time to powder your nose
and have a lovely lunch."

"Wait a mnute, Jettero. You' ve got ne all in a spin.™

"They better not spin or we'll court-nmartial the whole air force. War your best smle. Tell you

all about it when | see you. Love you. Bye-bye."
"Jettero," wailed the Countess Krak, "do you think your estimate of this situation is safe?"
But he had clicked off and the screen was dead.

Chapter 4

An amazed Countess Krak had been saluted on both sides of the world, had been set down to "al
runways cl eared” at La Guardia, had not even gone through inmgration or custons, and had been
rushed, sirens screanming, with an escort of six New York notorcycle police, straight to the condo.
She had nmanaged to slip by the beaming Bal nor and, despite the tears and sobbi ngs of an overjoyed
lady's maid, was able to change her clothes and get neatened up

Now as she entered the |uncheon sal on, she was pronptly all nessed up again by the hugs and ki sses
of a smartly uniformed Jettero.

The place was crammed with flowers, the tables groaned with food and strains of triunphal nusic
shook the chandeliers.

| zzy, Bang-Bang and Twoey were clutching at her hands, bow ng and beaning in adoring wel cone.
There was a one-foot stack of sonmething on the table before her chair, and when she tried to sit
down, the stack tipped over and cascaded into her lap and all over the floor. Credit cards! O
every possi bl e conmpany and they all said "Heavenly Joy Krackle," and the Bonbucks Tell er one was
in a blue orchid corsage. She was trying to put the corsage on when Bal nor and two footnen cane in
with an enornous gold frane.

It wasn't for her.

They put it on an easel. It was sone kind of parchnent apparently printed by special run. It was a
banner headline of the New York Gimes and just one story. It said:

NO DECLARATI ON
LEADERSHI P OF
PRESI DENT

BRI NGS U. S. FROM
BRI NK OF WAR!

The four nmen went into bellows of |aughter

For the life of her she could see nothing funny init.

Sonewhat petul antly, when she could be heard, the Countess Krak said, "You might at least tell nme
what you're |aughing at!"”

"It's for the wall of Jet's study," said Bang-Bang. "W had it specially reprinted and franed."
That told her nothing. She turned to Jettero. "And it was nean of you to | eave ne hanging in

m dai r about Bury and sone woman."

Jettero laughed. "Well, it got you aboard that plane, didn't it? And without a word of argument
about how you should stay in Turkey."

That made her |augh. "Ch, Jettero!" she said. "Living with you has its nonents! Life is certainly
never dull. Now please tell ne what has been going on."

They were all sitting down eating prawns now and Jettero began to tell her what had happened in
New Yor k and Pokantickl e but he evidently kept |eaving out pieces of it that had to do with how he
had acconplished certain things and the others kept stopping himand correcting himand well
before he was finished, she was scared half to death at the risks he had taken. She managed to
keep herself fromgoing white and finally said, "So Rockecenter is dead."”

"No, he's not dead," said Jettero. "He's sitting right there," and he pointed to Twoey. "Between
himand 1zzy, they owmn the planet." He turned to him "So what are you going to do with it, boys?"

"Rai se pigs," said Twoey.

"Now there," said Jettero to the Countess Krak, "no problens at all. They've got it all worked
out."

"Ch, Jettero, be serious,"” she said. "I'"msure there's sonme kind of plan or program”

"Yes, ma'anml " said Jettero. "You've put your lovely finger right on it. There certainly is. At
four o' clock this afternoon we're due over at Bayonne. And it's very inportant that you dress well
and | ook very proper and prim for if you are acceptable, we can then schedul e the engagenent

party."
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"Acceptabl e to WHOW?" she wail ed.

"Well, | can't call her by her title yet because she won't be invested until Saturday. And that's
the other thing I've got to take up with her, the coronation party. And we have to deci de upon the
date of the engagenent party, but | should say it should be the foll ow ng week."

"Jettero, | feel like | amgoing faintly insane."

"Bl ame the sunmer weather, not me," said Jettero.

Bal nor came to the door just then and said to lzzy, "M. Bury is on the phone, sir. He nerely
wants to know if M. Twoey will be available tonorrow to address the Swill erberger Conference that
will now be held at the Wite House in the afternoon. He says he's sorry to trouble you and he has
witten the speech. He is just verifying."

"There better be sone itemon the agenda about pig production," said Twoey.

"Tell Bury he'll be there," said lzzy, "and while he's on the phone tell himto hold up clearing
out the Rockecenter offices until | can see to it personally."

The cat had been trying to get her attention and the Countess was very glad of the distraction.
The rest of the luncheon went off in a blur and then, dressed sonehow and feeling she | ooked a
fright, she was in the Silver Spirit with Jettero, escorted by two arny tanks.

There were things she wanted to say to Jettero, urgent things, but he had the wi ndow down and the
roar of the huge nonsters made it hard to talk. "Wat are the tanks for?" she said in desperation
"I haven't had time to separate fromservice," said Jettero.

"Do they always escort junior officers with tanks?" said the Countess Krak

"Well, no," said Jettero. "They're probably afraid that | will forget to turn in ny sidearns. One
signs for them you know. "

"Jettero, for Heavens' sakes, be serious! |I'mworried sick about this Voltar situation."”

"I'f you go worrying about everything all the time, all you get done is worrying," said Jettero.
"Some worry is necessary," said the Countess.

"You'll never be a conbat engineer," said Jettero.

"I"'mnot trying to be a conbat engineer," she wailed. "I'mtrying to becone the wife of one.”

"Ah, well," said Jettero, "it's a good thing you decided to put your mnd on that. Here's your
crucial test. W've arrived."

They had pulled up in front of a high-rise which rose grandly beside a park

Two dark, lean Sicilian nmen carrying submachi ne guns were there, |ooking warily at the tanks. One
peered into the Silver Spirit and then rel axed.

"Ch, it's you, kid!'" he said. "You better go right up. This place has been in an uproar all day."
The other yelled into a | obby, "Hey! On your toes! It's the kid and his noll!"

They were wal ki ng through a nob of nen in black suits, and swarthy faces that had appeared from
nowhere, apparently specially to get a look at her. She felt she was wearing everythi ng backwards
and was missing a slipper, for those eyes were very alert and apprai sing.

Then a whi sper reached her, "Jesus, kid, where did you find HER? Cristo, is she a novie star or
sonet hi ng?"

It made her feel a bit better, but at the top of the elevator, a booning voice was heard com ng
down the hall, "I don't give a (bleep), you (bleepard)! Tell those sons of (bleepches) in Chicago
to throw their God (bl eeped) drugs in Lake M chigan and begin running rumor |'Il put a hundred
hit nmen on their tails. Now get the hell out of here. |I think | heard nmy kid!"

A very old Italian, beautifully dressed, lugging a briefcase, fled out of the room al nost
collided with Jettero, |ooked at himin a cautionary way and said, "Take it easy in there. She's
on firel”

An old Sicilian in a white coat hurried up and gave Jettero a reassuring pat and ushered theminto
a salon of such el egance the Countess thought for an instant she was back on Voltar.

A m ddl e-aged worman, very blond, was sitting on a sofa in a pose of el egance and decorum She wore
a gol d- sequi ned gown and was idly thunbing through a fashion nmagazi ne. Then she | ooked up and
smled politely and said, in a cultured and nodul ated voi ce, "Ah, Jerone. How nice of you to drop
in." She extended a hand for himto kiss and he did so.

"Ms. Corleone," he said with his nost courtly Fleet manners, "may | present ny fiancee."

The wonan | angui dly unfol ded and stood. She was six foot six, over eight inches taller than Krak
"Ah," she said, extending her hand, "You are the Countess, | presune."

Krak's head spun. What was coming off here? How did this woman know she was really the Countess
Krak? No one else on Earth knew t hat!

The gi antess was | ooki ng her up and down as though she was sone kind of a horse. And then
apparently, she couldn't keep the pose up any | onger and she suddenly put her arns around Krak and
hugged her and then held her off and | ooked at her and then hugged her again and said, "God
(bleep) it, Jerone, this is the nost beautiful lady |I've seen in all nmy lifel" She held her off
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again. "God (bleep) it, you're nore gorgeous than a Roxy girl. You'd stop the show" And she
hugged her again and said, "God (bleep) it, yes, Jerone! For Christ's sake, marry her quick before
she gets away!"

After a while, the giantess put her in a chair |like Krak was sonme kind of porcelain and, gazing at
her with admration, offered her a silver box with Russian cigarettes-which of course Krak didn't
snmoke-and called for cookies and nmilk for Jerone.

And then she and Jettero began to discuss the details of the engagenent party and deci ded on

Madi son Square Garden and that it would be a week after the coronation. They had a | ot of trouble
with the guest |ist because Ms. Corleone had not yet decided what to do with the mayor's wife: on
the one hand she wanted her there and on the other she didn't, so that part of it was left up in
the air.

They were finally being shown out and Ms. Corleone turned to Jettero at the door. She said, "No
wonder you woul d never touch those girls at the G acious Pal ns!"

Ki ssed on both cheeks and getting into the Silver Spirit again, the Countess Krak's head was in a
new whirl. Wiat girls?

To the clank of tanks and the beat of a police helicopter that was riding escort overhead, Jettero
got her laughing a bit about his unarned-conbat class at the UN's "favorite hotel." He was quite
witty and charm ng about it and she forgave him But she didn't get a chance to talk to himat all
about Voltar at dinner. Although they ate in a nost exclusive restaurant on East 52nd Street,

The Four Reasons, and although Jettero had said they would have an intimate dinner, he also
insisted that the tank officers and crews, two police captains who seenmed to have joined the
parade and the condo chauffeur also have dinner in the sane place; and even if they were at
different tables and studiously let Jettero and his lady sit close to each other in candlelight,
peopl e kept dropping by who had nice things to say. And fromthe restaurant manager to the head of
Saudi - Yenen G|, all had to be introduced.

Then they went to a world title prizefight and a whole row had to be cleared out for the tank
crews, police officials, bank presidents and a pop star who now seermed to have joi ned the parade
The Countess never did figure out who won the fight or why, as she couldn't understand why neither
fighter used any proper blows when they were wi de open for them and never once even tapped each
other with their feet.

The after-fight |ate supper was about as intinmate as rush hour, as they had now acquired the heads
of two TV networks and their guests and it drove Sardine's half mad trying to serve themall. She
hadn't realized that Jettero knew so many people and even though he assured her that he didn't,
the restaurant manager hinself took over a mcrophone fromthe MC. and convul sed the whol e
assenbl age with a story, which they found hilarious, of Police Inspector Grafferty accidentally
getting his face full of spaghetti at the hands of "a certain celebrity" who "shall not be naned"
as he | ooked at Jettero.

It was not until they had been in bed for two hours that the Countess Krak found him qui et enough
to listen.

"Jettero, | hate to have to bring this up. But please be serious. |"mquite worried about the
danger we are in.

You just grazed over it on the viewer-phone. | do not agree with your estinmate at all."

He propped his head up on a pillow and she knew she had his attention

"You don't know Lonbar Hisst," she said. "I do. For alnobst three years | had to work at his

orders. He's conpletely mad. He's entirely capable of blowing this whole planet up sinply to get
revenge on it if it thwarted him"

Jettero yawned. "I don't think you know what a big job it is to blowup a planet. | even doubt it
could be done. It's even a very great engineering feat just to pull off a planet's atnosphere."
"But it could be attacked," she said. "The popul ations could be nmowed down."

"Listen," he said, "you stop fretting your pretty head. In the first place, the planet does have
sonme defenses and they would be an enbarrassment to any invader. Even if they were w ped out,

whi ch they would be, they still would take a ot of killing. You' d have to land at least a mllion
men to nop the place up. And that would require, in terns of ships, everything the Apparatus has
got. In order to conquer Earth, Lonbar Hisst would have to pull his ships and troops out of every
hangar and barracks in the Confederacy. And they have a lot of other things to do, |ike
suppressing the revolt of Mrtiiy on Cal abar. Lonbar would be spread too thin. And he won't have
any other forces available. He can't tell anyone we have the Enperor here and the Fleet and the
Arny would sinply yawn at himif he tried to insist they chase all over the place | ooking for ne.
They wouldn't help himinvade Earth. They'd think he'd gone crazy."

The Countess rose on her el bow and pushed her hair out of her eyes. "Darling, | know your
reputation with the Fleet and even the Arny has been excellent and that is as it should be. But |
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get a horrible feeling about all this. You have forgotten what happened here on Earth: that PR
made an awful mess. Al that horrible publicity. Al those women and all those lies. Renenber
Madi son?"

"Aw, they don't do that sort of thing on Voltar," said Jettero. "That goofy PR technol ogy isn't
even known there. And as for Madison, he went in the river."

"Well, call it woman's intuition if you will," she said, "but I've got a bad feeling about al
this. Please, won't you worry just a little bit?"

"Lady mine," he said, "a lifetime is conposed of a finite nunber of nminutes. What is happeni ng now
is inmportant. | have seen nen who well knew they'd be dead in half an hour enjoy a glass of tup
nost thoroughly. Qthers spent the sane half hour worrying. They were just as dead but they had
m ssed a glass of tup."

"You' re inpossible!"

Jettero | ooked at his watch. He said, "You have just wasted one mnute of your life. Don't waste
the next one. Gve nme a kiss."

"Ch, Jettero, | wish you knew Lonmbar like | do!"

"I assure you, lady mine, that you are just now in nuch better conpany. Conme here."

And t hough he snothered her with kisses and though he soon had her m nd on other things, he did
not, that night or in the weeks to come, succeed in snothering her worries.

Sonehow she KNEWit was far nore dangerous than he said. But he wouldn't even listen

Chapter 5

Haggard with the snell of his own brand of danger, three days |ater Madi son was returning to the
Royal antechanber, escorting Lombar Hi sst.

Keyed up until it felt his whole insides were going to rip asunder, Madi son would know now, in
just mnutes, if he was to stride on to victory or be left expiring in sone unpl easant Voltar
gutter, a loser cast away. Just a hair's width of mscalculation could expose all and even bring
hi m deat h.

For three days he had worked and worked hard, with the know edge that a failure at any given point
in a conplicated chain could | eave himlost and condemmed forever upon this distant strand and it
woul d wreck forever his last chance to finish Heller

The maj or problem had been to prove to Hisst that he, Madison, was such a magical PR that he could
get the Lords to bow to Hisst-a thing which Lonbar, a commoner, considered utterly inpossible-and
to get the action shown through the Confederacy on Honevi ew.

The sequence of minor problens had been hair-raising, each one in itself.

The first incipient nervous breakdown occurred when the son of Snor had been unable to wake his
father up I ong enough to get himto stanp and certify a bl anket order giving Madi son the run of
Honevi ew. Finally the boy had been persuaded by Teenie to go back and, when no nurses or doctors
were about, and out of the sight of the security scanners, get Lord Snor's seal of the Interior

Di vision out of a desk and stanp the order hinself.

The next threatened crackup happened when t he manager of Honmeview at the Joy City Studios had been
unabl e to believe that Lord Snor woul d i ssue such an order and had tried to call Palace City to
verify it. Unable to connect with Snor, he had gotten back at Madi son-he evidently did not |ike
the Apparatus-by giving hima lousy crew. No director, a scrub teamof drivers and crewren and,

worst of all, a caneraman whose wife had just |eft himand who was not yet recovered froma five-
day drunk. "A stinking order fromthe stinking Apparatus to do a stinking event only deserves a
stinking crew," he had said, little reckoning that he was putting Madison's life on the |line-and

he probably woul d have cheered if he had found out. "We'Ill put it in the Famly Hour, so hold it
ontinme, for we won't reprogramall of Honeview just to insert a stinking clip."” Madison had |eft
hi m wondering what the blazes a PR nman was and had had to be content with what he got. Hair-

rai sing!

Then a page had had to sneak into a neeting of the Gand Council. It had only been attended by
five menbers and these were all bleary with speedballs. The page had slipped the prewitten
resol uti on under the pal sied hand of the Crown who was stamnping sonething else and then he had to
get it logged by a clerk who was too deaf to hear things that were being passed. Madi son had
crouched outside shivering until the page sauntered out, tapping his jacket to signify he now had
a legal order to the Master of Palace City to change buil di ng nanes.

It had taken every credit Teenie could scrape up to bribe the Master to order the name wanted and
to nmake the cerenoni al arrangements for the right mnute of the day. If this final result, about
to be received, did not work, then Teenie would be after his bl ood again.

And then there had been the struggle of pages and sons to get nost of the Lords to feel indulgent
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enough toward children to agree to attend the affair, followed by the heroic feat of actually
getting theminto their robes and out there.

Throughout the event, Mdi son had been too tied up with guiding Lonbar to keep an eye on the Home-
view crew. It had been HARRON NG to have to wal k along with dignified men and resist all cravings
to watch that (bleeped) caneraman and see if he even had the thing on, nuch | ess pointed at the
exact required angle. |f Madison had | ooked, the camera would have gotten hi m subjective-Iooking
into its lens-1ike sone gawker. So as of right here and now, wal king across the antechanber
bringing the chief back to his desk, Mdison did NOT know what he had in the can

Lonbar lunbered to his desk in front of the bolted door of the Enperor's bedchanber and sank down
in his chair. There was no telling what his reaction was thus far: he was conpletely silent.

Madi son went over to the Honeview screen and with a bit of fiddling got it turned on. He didn't
know how to cal culate the transmission tine as the signal had left Palace City through a thirteen-
m nute future drag, had been transmitted to the planetary network center at Joy City and then had
to come back and go through time relays to get back into Palace City tinme. So he didn't know how
to set the digitals to be sure he was ahead of the programon the screen's recording strip, which
would give hima replay. H s palns were dripping and his hands shook

Oh, God, he was about to do a thing which no PR with any brains would ever dream of doing: show ng
a client a programwhich the PR hinself had not previewed. Wth a drunk canmeranman, heavens knew
what was on that strip and if that camera had even wobbl ed, Madi son knew he woul d be dead.

He abandoned tinme cal cul ation. He just yanked the strip ahead at random and hoped he was before
the start point he wanted.

He got the afternoon "Fanmily Hour." There was a picture of a worman rocking a child and crooning
whil e the commentator went on and on about the joys of notherhood.

Madi son stole a glance at Hisst but Hisst was just sitting there, eyes upon the screen. Mdison
couldn't figure the reaction.

The conmentator said that you should never feed a child anything but nother's nilk so that "what
gets indrawn with sweet nourishment carries with it, on this channel of deliciousness, a soft and
vibrant flow of |love and famly."

Madi son wi shed desperately he knew how to fast-forward the strip. He glanced at Hisst to see how
he was taking it: the yellow eyes, aside fromtheir ever-present flicker of insanity, were

unr eadabl e.

The picture showed a I ot of shots of strange animals rutting in dirt and the announcer condemmed
all beast nmilk as inmparting only lust and greed, and wound up in style.

Now t here cane a series of views of ancient buildings. SCHOOLS! Ch, thank heavens, this was
finally the start of the programthey had just enacted.

A rather nasal commentator voice was running along with a history of schools and began to show

t hose whi ch had been naned after menbers of the Royal fanily and even Enperors.

Madi son cast a covert glance at Hisst. He was just sitting there in his gaudy scarl et Apparatus
general's full-dress uniform nore like a brutish Devil than a man. One couldn't tell what he was
t hi nki ng.

Then suddenly the part that Madison had been waiting for cane on. but tinmes change and the
parade of power across the stage of history can ever glitter to new heights. Yesterday it was
determ ned by Lord Snor, Lord of the Interior, acting through the Master of Palace City, to

cel ebrate our dedication to fineness and decency in tonorrow s nobl enen and courtiers and

cel ebrate as well the glory and dedication of our magnificent and relentless protector of the
realm Lonbar Hisst, Spokesman of the Enperor..." Madison thought the text was absolutely great,
for, after all, he had witten it hinself; but he didn't quite like the trunpet fanfare: it
sounded nore |ike razzmatazz. He gl anced anxiously at Hisst to see how he was taking it but

Madi son could get no reaction at all

" by changi ng the name of the Page Royal School to the H sst Royal School."

God, thought Madison, he isn't even blinking. He's just sitting there! Can't he see |'ve built in
a name association so people will think of himas Royal ? Yet, no sign

There were pictures of the school and past classes, then a picture of the school as it had been
today. (Bleep)! It looked a bit shabbier! It was a round pillbox of a building enclosing a hidden
sports field; big enough, but sone of the blue and red ropes, in stone, had gaps in themand there
was even a broken wi ndow

But the cameranman, even though his camera was unsteady, had opened up the view and there were the
two |lines of waiting Lords!

Martial nusic!

And here cane Hisst striding along to go between the twin lines of waiting Lords, each Lord
flanked by a son or a page. They were pretty drugged-up Lords but at this distance one missed it.
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NOW right here, this was the tricky part! If the caneraman erred in any way, Mdison was dead,
dead, dead!

H sst strode between the two |ines.

THE FI RST ONES BOWED!

Then, as Hisst passed, there was bow and bow and bow. The sons and pages were tugging at their

sl eeves and every Lord was bow ng very | ow.

Madi son was wat ching so closely he was al nost | osing his eyeballs. One slightest slip of that
canmera and he woul d be executed! And the caneraman had been drunk

Hi sst was through the lines. But it wasn't over yet. Hisst would be wal king that path again
presently at Madison's utnost peril.

On the screen, Hisst stepped into the path of the illusion projector. A technician turned it on
And the electronic illusion of H sst, two hundred feet tall, like a gigantic red Devil, seenmed to
pat the top of the school and the speakers booned out as he blessed it.

Screans of cheers racketed. Totally and only boys, and piping and shrill. Wre some of them nore
i ke animal calls?

One could not tell what Hi sst, there at his desk, thought of any of it. No client reaction! Had
H sst seen sonethi ng Madi son had m ssed? Ch, pray the Lord, no!

H sst was wal ki ng back now. The martial nusic banged and throbbed. Once nore he had to pass
between the lines of the waiting Lords.

Wul d t hey bow?

Wul d the caneraman slip?

Ah, the first two Lords bowed, then the second two, then the third pair.... Mudison was wat chi ng
every inch of that way |ike a hawk-or nore |ike a chicken that any instant could get its head cut
of f.

Every pair of Lords bowed!

Hi sst clinbed into his I ocal ground car on the screen

The scene shifted to a cathedral and the announcer said, "We will now bring you to Casterly Church
for afternoon vespers.”

It was over.

Madi son, however, knew that his own trial was not. The client nmay or nay not have detected
sonet hi ng Madi son had not seen. The client reaction was everything!

Lombar roused hinself. He pointed at the screen and said, "Play that again!" Was he angry? Was he
pl eased? Had he suspected?

Madi son suffered the agonies of the dammed while the strip ran through once nore.

Then Lonbar uttered a shuddering sigh. He said, "They bowed to ne."

Then he sat there for a while.

Then he said, "They bowed to nme, Lonbar H sst, a commoner."

Then he shook his head. He said, "If | hadn't been there nyself, |I would never credit it!"

Then he sort of rotated his head and blinked his eyes and said, "Lords? Bowing to a conmoner?"
Then, "It's never happened before in the whol e 125,000 years of Voltar history!"

Then he was blinking rapidly. "It can only nean one thing. They knew about the angels!"

"Well, | wouldn't count on thembowing all the time," said Madison. "After all, we have to prepare
the m nds of the people to eventually accept you as Enperor."

"Yes," said Hisst. "Yes. W have to prepare their nminds." And he was off into some daydream

spi nni ng i n who-knew what part of the universe.

Madi son et himspin for a little while but, after all, this was a client and he had to cl ose.
"So you can now honor your promise to ne," said Madison. "An unlimted budget and a totally free
hand. "

That brought Lonbar out of his spin. He fixed Madison with a stare. The yellow lights in his
yel |l ow eyes were strange. "You can't have a budget. Only a department or section can have a
budget. And it would take a Royal order to create a new one." He checked hinself. He nust never
come so close to saying that there is no enperor or seal back of that door. "His Majesty is far
too ill."

"But you prom sed unlinmted funds!" said Madison. "You said if the Lords bowed..."

Lombar was shaki ng his head, annoyed. "Wy are you nmaking ne listen to you? | don't have to listen
to people.™

"I't's because the people have to listen," said Madi son. "To BELI EVE you shoul d be Enperor, they
have to listen and | have to see that they listen to the right things and get whi pped up about it.
It will take PRand it will take tine to create the favorable climate. And PR costs MONEY!"
"Money," said Lonbar. "I can only authorize pay. That's why nobody gets paid nuch in the
Apparatus. | can't authorize budgets for departnents that don't exist!"
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"Then," said Madi son, "as you are a man of your word and worthy to be Enperor because of that,
aut horize unlinmted pay."

"WHAT?"

"You saw the Lords bow. "

Lonbar suddenly blinked and began to nod, sort of bowi ng hinself. Madison slid his identoplate
across the desk. He saw a basket of forms and found "Change of Pay." He wote "UNLIM TED' on it
and slid it to Lonbar.

Lonmbar | ooked at it and then filled it out and stanped it with Madison's identoplate and then
found his own in his hand and stanped agai n.

Madi son al ready had the other order witten and he slid it under Lonbar's identoplate and it cane
down on it. The order said:

J. Walter Madison, in all matters of PR, is to have an absolutely free hand with material,
equi pnent and personnel, and no further authorization required.

Lombar Hi sst
Chi ef of the Apparatus and Spokesman for His Majesty, Cing the Lofty.

Madi son knew t he man was hooked now in nore ways than one. It was tinme to split with his spoils.
He got out into the hall and out of sight and then | eaned weakly against a door, for he felt his
knees woul d gi ve way.

It was an awfully good thing Hisst never |listened to anybody.

And who woul d tell him anyway?

In fact, who knew what the sw ndle was? Everyone el se, watching, would have thought Hi sst would
know.

The caneranman had nade it! He had not missed.

Ri ght back of Hisst, in the golden dress of a page, ampbngst the crowd of boys, had cone Teenie!
In the whole walk in and the whole wal k out, she had been right back of Hisst, but cut out of the
frame.

The Lords had been alerted by their pages.

They had been bowi ng to Queen Teenie, not to Lonbar Hisst!

Madi son' s knees stopped shaki ng.

He clutched his goodies to his bosom and sped out of the pal ace.

Though distant still, victory beckoned | oud and clear just over the horizon.

HE HAD H S CHANCE AT HELLER!

Wld exultation began to pound through himas he finally believed hinself that it was true!

HE WAS THE ABSOLUTE CZAR OF PR ON VOLTAR!

Lonmbar seemed to have forgotten about him The chief went over to the Honeview and fed the strip
back in. He sat down on a stool before it, cushioned his jaw in his cupped hands and began to
watch it again.

PART SEVENTY- FOUR
Chapter 1

Teeni e, standing in the door of her palace, still clothed in the golden page's costune she had
worn whil e wal ki ng back of Lonbar, received Madi son's ebullient good news sonmewhat grimy. She

| ooked at the authorizations and gave them back.

"Al'l right, all right, Mdison. W've got it this far. Now you better start delivering. You can't
hang around here and get anything done now. | want Gis's head and | want it bad-rotting
preferred. So roll up your sleeves and start sweating!"

The | ook she gave himwas so neani ngful and the pop of her bubbl egum so expl osive that Madi son
hastily left. She m ght suspect that this really was a double cross. He wasn't after Gis at all-
his real target was Heller-Wster, for only in that way could he conme right with M. Bury. Wth
Hel ler-Wster fully handl ed on Voltar, Madison could only then return to Earth a conquering hero-
and not be shot as a deserter.

He hoped Teenie realized that PR was intricate and conplex and wasn't done in a mnute. The thing
to keep your attention on was thoroughness-and GETTI NG HEADLI NES!

Madi son knew the i nage he would have to conplete: it was that of a folk hero on the nodel of Jesse
Janmes, and how well he was researched in such imges nowin the yacht he had travelled all over
studyi ng fanous outl aws. Heavens, he fairly ached to put it into effect.

He knew just how to attain results: Coverage, Controversy and Confi dence.

What he | acked here on Voltar were Connections, another C which he had al ways had on Earth.
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Well, first things first. He had better get organized. He didn't even have a secretary, nmuch |ess
a string of obedient editors and publishers. Mney. That was what he better start with first.

As he clinbed into his airbus, he said to Flick, "How do |I get ny identoplate changed? Were do
go?"

"You going to get PAID? Ch, you just |lie back on the seat there and relax and |I'I|l have you to the
Governnent City Finance Ofice twice as fast as this junk heap will go!"

They took off in a blur. They rushed through the Palace City gates, outbound, so fast Mdison
hardly had tine to get nauseated fromthe time shift to thirteen mnutes earlier

As he drove frantically across the Great Desert, Flick said, "Ch, but am| tired of eating stale
sweet buns out of garbage pails |like we been doing! You also owe nme a pack of puffsticks. And
know a room ng house where we can get a roomreal cheap. Do you feel all right? Are you
confortabl e? Should | turn on sone nusic?"

Madi son was not paying nmuch attention. He was trying to work out how he would go about setting up
in such unknown terrain. Then he got off into headlines that kept drifting through his head: 18
poi nt, FLEET OFFI CER GOES RENEGADE but he kept discarding them They were sort of pale and | acked
punch. He realized this would require a lot of careful planning to really nmake it good. He had no
support troops, he had no lines and the fact that these people on Voltar were ignorant of real PR
was both a blessing and a curse. Every trick of the trade would be brand-new to them but on the
other hand, there were no traditional supports. It was sort of |ike a man approaching a virgin
the question was, how willing would she be to be raped?

Hi s thinking was interrupted by Flick. The driver had gotten out, opened Madison's door and was
now anxi ously cautioning himnot to trip on the ranp as he alighted. Madi son was startled to see
how much time had el apsed. They were at the Finance Departnent.

Fol I owi ng the anxi ous directions of Flick, Mudison went by hinself through the scurrying crowds
and cane shortly to a counter which had a sign:

| dent opl at e Changes

A bored clerk, in a working coverall to protect his suit, finished downgrading the pay of a

di sgruntl ed teacher who had been transferred to a | esser school and turned to Madi son. Wt hout

i nterest, he exanined the papers. He reached over for his plate-changi ng machi ne and then suddenly
| ooked back at the form

"UNLI M TED PAY?" He went boggl e-eyed. He hastily pushed buzzers and Madi son found hi nsel f
surrounded on every hand by Finance Departnment Security Police.

An of ficer took the Change of Pay formthrough a door while the others just stood and stared at
Madi son. The officer could be seen punching buttons and turning on lights that apparently verified
codes hidden in identoplates.

When he cane back, he held on to the formand waited. It nmade Madi son very nervous.

Shortly, an old nan with a Finance Departnent executive badge cane behind the counter and the

of ficer gave himthe form

"I can't understand it," the officer said. "It's genuine."

"This is inpossible!" said the aged executive. "Unlimted pay status? He could buy the planet!"
"Well, it's your business now," said the officer, and at a signal all the Finance Police |eft. But
all along the counters, the word had spread and clerks and others were peering at Mudi son and

whi speri ng.

Anot her executive came behind the counter and the first one handed himthe form and said, "Cods,
ook at this, C pho. That guy Hi sst gets crazier every day! It's a valid order. But what do we
do?"

C pho said, "Wat allocations would it cone out of? Let nme see the other papers.
They examined them minutely. They conferred. Madison got very nervous. He said, "Is there
somet hi ng wrong?"

The first executive |ooked at him "W can't determ ne what budget it cones out of. Your rank is
PR nman, whatever that is, and it's in the Apparatus. Your pay status says No Pay-P, so that neans
you were to be attached to Palace City. Hi sst signed this authorization not only as Chief of the
Apparatus but al so as Spokesnman for His Majesty, so that would make it Royal. W can't deternmine
which letter designation to put after the new pay status. I'mafraid you will have to cone back."
Madi son' s stomach runbl ed. He thought of his inage with Flick. He thought of Teenie's neaningfu

| ook. He thought of his anxiety to get started. "Is there no way it can be done now?"

"Well, it's dangerous," said C pho. "You might overdraw sonebody's budget. You night decide to buy
Industrial City or sonmething and then you'd jamall our conputers.”

"What kind of noney is in those budgets?" said Madi son desperately.
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They went in the other room and cane back. C pho said, "The Apparatus is nearly overdrawn because
of the revolt on Calabar. Palace City is nearly enpty now, so its allocation is only 50 percent
utilized. The Royal expenditures have dropped to al nost nothing."

"Money, " begged Madi son. "How nuch noney is in thenf"

"There's a billion Palace City that won't be used and about four billion Royal."

Madi son' s hopes soared. "Look, just give ne a pay status on all three."

"Hm " said G pho.

"Look," said Madison, putting on his npst earnest and sincere face, "I ama reasonable man. If |
guarantee to advise you if | intend to draw nore than a billion at any one tine and confer with
you, Will you nmake it a pay status for all three? That way it would only debit from existing
funds. "

"You'd have to put it in witing," glowered G pho.

"I't would keep the conputers fromlocking up," said the first executive. "G ve himsonme paper."
They got the signed and stanped undertaking and marked his identoplate Pay Status: Unlinited-APR
Madi son accepted it with a very straight face. Never in his whole career had he ever had a billion-
dol I ar drawi ng account! Ch, what he could do with that!

They had the | ook of nmen who had bested him And he was very solemn as he wal ked away.

A BI LLI ON- DOLLAR DRAW NG ACCOUNT!

Chapter 2

On the way out, Madison put his new identoplate to use. At the cash-wi thdrawal counter the pretty
girl there |l ooked at the identoplate and stared at himround-eyed. "Unlinmted pay status?" she
gul ped. "How... how rmuch cash do you want ?"

Madi son gave her the first figure that cane into his head. "Ch, fifty thousand for now "

She scratched her head. "That will be an awful wad. It will ruin the shape of your suit. Wit
right there. I'll see if we have sone thousands."

She cane back with a neat pack and while she was stanping things, Madison | ooked at the banknotes.
It was the first tine he had seen any Voltar nmoney up close. It was gol d-col ored paper, quite
pretty. It sparkled. He petted it. Very nice.

"You woul dn't have sone idle tinme tonight, would you?" asked the girl hopefully.

Madi son ran.

He got in the airbus and Flick closed the door for him "W got sone noney?" said Flick. And when
Madi son patted his pocket, Flick | eaped behind the controls and they took off.

"I"'m STARVING " said Flick, as he threaded his way through Governnent City air lanes. "I'lIl just
drop down to a busy street and we'll get sone hot jolt and FRESH sweet buns of f a vendor. You al so
owe ne a pack of puffsticks. | gave one to that guard, renenber?”

He dropped down into the parking strip beside the thronged and noisy street. He yelled at a dark-
conpl ected old man who was pushing a cart |aden with conestibles and other things.

"Two hot jolts, four sweetbuns, one pack of puff-sticks," said Flick

Dutifully the old man handed themin and then held out his hand.

"Pay him" said Flick.

Madi son got out a thousand-credit note and handed it over

"I can't take that," the old nan said. "It would clean out the change of the whole street. You
only owe ne a tenth of a credit. Haven't you got a coin?"

"Wait a minute," said Madison. "Two coffees, four buns, one pack of puffsticks. Ten cents? You
must be mi staken."

"Well, things are a little high these days,"” the old nan said. "And after all, |'ve got to nake a
living."

"No, no," said Madison. "lI'mnot haggling with you. I'mjust trying to figure out how nuch a
credit is worth. | got it: how rmuch is a good pair of shoes?"

"Ch, call it a credit and a half," the old man said. "They're kind of dear, the good ones | nean."

Madi son did a racing calculation. He had been thinking in terns of dollars. As close as he could
guess, one credit nust be worth at |east twenty bucks!

He sank back on the seat in a sudden shock. He didn't have a billion-dollar draw ng account.

HE HAD ONE FOR TWENTY BI LLI ON!

A voi ce penetrated his shock. "Well, pay the nan," said Flick. "He's got sone bl ank vouchers

there. Just stanmp one."

Madi son was still in shock. Flick canme back to him stuffed the thousand-credit note into his

breast pocket and tapped around his coat and found his identoplate and drew it out. The old man
was presenting the paper through the wi ndow and Flick, |ooking at the stanp face, was pushing the
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button to get it to come up with the right stanp.

Suddenly Flick froze

He was staring at the plate.

Suddenly Flick cried, "Pay Status UNLI M TED?"

He stared at Madi son.

The nmouth opened in the squashed oval of a face. The nouth cl osed.

Flick | ooked back at the identoplate. He worked the button and made the picture of Mdison come
up. He looked at it. He | ooked back at Madi son. Then Flick shifted the button and stared at the
pay status again.

Flick sat back. Hi s eyes were jiggling.

The old man urged the paper at the driver. "Stanp it for nmy tenth of a credit, please."

Flick got his eyes in focus. He went into sudden notion. He scribbled on the paper and stanped it
and said, "THROWN THE WHOLE CONTENTS OF YOUR CART I N "

The old man | ooked at the paper in shock. Then he hastily began to pitch things through the

wi hdow. He barely nanaged to tip up the last tray when Flick took off.

"HOT SAINTS!" cried Flick as he raced into the air. "My DREAMS HAVE JUST COVE TRUE!"

Chapter 3

The airbus was accelerating so rapidly and with such a wild turn that Madison was sent spraw i ng
into the tunbling packs, canisters, chank-pops and jugs of sparklewater. He thought the world had
gone vermilion until he found, fromthe floor of the vehicle, that he was | ooking at it through a
di sposabl e unbrella of that hue which, somehow, had sprung open

"What the blazes are you doi ng?" yel ped Madi son

"Just hold on," said Flick. "I'lIl have us there in a minute flat!"
"I didn't give you any orders to go anywhere!" how ed Madi son from anongst cartons of puffsticks.
"You don't know the place like | do," Flick called back. "Just don't worry. W're not lost. | know

exactly where we're going."

The airbus swooped perilously. It wasn't a minute. It was nore like ten. And Madi son had j ust
begun to get hinself sorted out when WHAM t hey | anded.

Flick was out of the airbus Iike a flash. Madison, prying a sweetbun off his face, heard him
chortling. "There she is. Ch, CGods, you beauty! Just what | have al ways wanted!"

Madi son gingerly pried himself out of the car, dabbing at his face. They had evidently | anded
strai ght through the open doors of a huge display room The sign in reverse on the w ndow said
Zi ppety-Zip Manufacturing Qutlet, Commercial Gty.

Flick was standing ecstatically, |ooking at the ceiling.

A rat her good-looking man in a bright green suit canme over, sonewhat upset about this unorthodox
| andi ng but not saying so. "I'm Chalber. Is there sonething | can do for you gentl emen?"

"That!" said Flick, jabbing with his finger

Madi son had gotten the sweetbun crunmbs out of his eyes. They were surrounded by rows and rows of
ai rbuses of every shape and hue. But Flick wasn't pointing at any of them He was jabbing at the
ceiling.

Up there, on a transparent sheet suspended by cables, was a vehicle on display, visible fromthe
air if one | ooked through the high windows or glass done. It was utterly huge: it had a flying
angel in lifelike colors protruding forward fromeach of its four corners and it appeared to be

solid gold.
"That, that, that!" said Flick. "lI've wanted it for years!"
"Ch, | amsorry," said Chalber, "that's the Mdel 99. There were only six of themever built and

they were used for parades and vehicle shows. It's sort of our synmbol of excellence to show what
Zi ppety-Zip can do. It's not for sale.”

"Ch, yes, by Gods, it's for sale. Look at that sign on the window It says, 'W Sell Everything
That Flies.' "

"Well, that's just a figure of speech," said Chal ber.

"You better start figuring," said Flick. "I WANT THAT Al RBUS!"

"Well, really,” said Chal ber, "you nmust realize that when the Model 99s were built, they were
never intended for sale. W were nmerely seeking to prove we could do better than any other

manuf acturers. One or two of themwere presented to nobl enen as a gesture of good will. But you
gentl emen aren't nobl enmen."

"You want a fight?" said Flick, putting up his fists.

"Listen, Flick," said Madison. "I don't think we should get into any braws....'
"Listen yoursel f!" said Flick. "That 99 has a bar, a toilet, a washbasin with jewelled buttons. It
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has a color organ and every known type of screen and viewer. The back seats break down into beds
that massage you. The upholstery is real lepertige fur. It flies at six hundred mles an hour and
can reach any place on the planet nonstop. It is fully automatic. It is conpletely soundproof and
it is pressurized for flights up to three hundred niles altitude. Wen you |land, a piece of the
back end pulls out and becones a ground car and you don't need to wal k. The Mddel 99 has tons of
storage cabinets and you can even hide a girl under the seat." He shook his fist at Chal ber
pugnaci ously. "I've had dreans of driving one around, snooting at all the other traffic and I'm
NOT going to be stopped!”

"Really," said Chal ber. "Be reasonable. The price would be ten tines that of a top-grade |inobusine
airbus. | can show you gentl enen sonme very fine vehicles that--"

"How much?" said Flick

"That Model 99," said Chal ber with a superior sneer, "sits on the books at thirty thousand
credits. | amsure...'

Flick still had Madison's identoplate. He stuck it in front of Chalber's face and said, "WII that
do?"

Chal ber | ooked at it. Then he went into staring shock. "Pay Status UNLIM TED?"

"Hm" said Flick, jabbing a finger at Madi son. "Apparatus-Palace Cty-Royal. Now get that beauty
down here! Service it! And don't delay!"

Chal ber nodded nunmbly. Flick threw his hands wi de toward the car and cried, "Baby, cone to your
Daddy Flick!"

Chapter 4

After Flick had oohed and ahed over the | owered Mddel 99, show ng Madison all its beauties, and
whi | e nechani cs got dust off of it and fuel rods into it, Flick raced over to an office

communi cati on booth and got very busy.

Madi son, already a car buff, began to warmto the vehicle. It certainly was FLASHY! Even the
angel s at the four corners had a sort of wild grin on their faces as though they were going to
show the world. He thought for a nmonment of his poor Excalibur, probably on the river bottomstill
in New York, far away, and then dism ssed it. This was a car that performed like a jetliner, with
no wings. It wasn't chrone-plated. It was gol d-plated! Every button was a preci ous stone. The
seats were like sitting on a cloud. He forgot the Excalibur. This was a PR car to end all PR cars!
Chal ber had a | ot of papers to stanmp and had to show hi m how but he was very respectful. Flick
canme away from the conmuni cation booth | ong enough to nake sure it was all in order

"You hold on to this Apparatus junk heap,"” said Flick to Chalber. "I'"Il tell you what to do with
it. And you stand ready to give me two or three mass-passenger air-coaches if | send for them
I've al ways wanted sone."

He went off |eaving a nunbed Chal ber

Suddenly Flick rushed out of the conmunication booth. He was flinging his arns around. He said,
"I've got it! OCh, man, ny dreans are really comng true. Wuld you believe it, |I've got it!"
Fl i ck was dashi ng around, checking the Mddel 99, and Madi son couldn't get his attention

Flick stacked all the contents of the vendor's cart into the hidden cabinets and pushed Madi son in
i ke anot her piece of baggage.

Madi son felt a little piqued. After all, it was he who now owned the car. Who was boss here
anyway ?

"Listen, Flick," said Madison nmildly as they took off, "I'mglad you got us a nice car but | have
other things to think about and do. | ama working PR, you know. | should be about mny business

getting some connections.”

"Feel her!™ cried Flick. "Ain't she beautiful? Not a sound fromthe outside, not even a whirr from
the drives. Ch, man, does she handle just |ike | knew she woul d."

The car did ride snoothly, actually like a feather. He was startled to | ook out the wi ndow and see
the ground rushing by, quite close, at a speed which nust be approachi ng sound. They had | eft

Conmercial City but the verdant countryside was such a blur, Mdison could not tell if they were
farns or parks or what.

"Flick," he said, "I'msure it's a joy to drive this thing and she is a beauty, | admt. But | see
it is now afternoon and | should not be wasting the day."

"Never you nmind," said Flick. "Don't you fret. | can tell you're new here. An Earthman, isn't it?
I didn't know we had such a planet but | don't know themall. So you just let nme handle this so

you don't get lost."
They were over buil dings now and were slowi ng down. The area seened to consist of a |ot of parks
and cl ubs whose signs were even visible in daylight. For a hopeful nonent, he thought Flick m ght
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be taking himto Honmeview, for he could see a gigantic dome ahead with that lettering upon it.
"We're alnost there,” said Flick. "This is Joy City. That's our destination over there, just
beyond that big sign, Dirt Cub. Ain't it remarkabl e?”

"Well, that IS a renmarkabl e advertising sign," said Madison. "A girl in a nmlitary hat Iying on
cannon parabolas. But really, Flick, |I think I should go over to Homeview. ..."

"Not the Dirt Club. That's for Arny officers and we ain't Army. No, no. That big bright slab of a
bui | di ng. "

Madi son tried to see what they were heading for. Al he saw was a rectangle of metal that nust be
eighty stories high and which covered an area of what mght be six New York City bl ocks.

"That's her!" said Flick, hovering to let sone traffic clear. "The five top stories of that
buil di ng was the town-house of General Loop."

"All that?"

"Yeah, he was awful rich. He died a couple years ago and it's too big for anybody to want to |live
in. The swank residences are all over at Pausch Hills and nobody with that much nbney wants to
live in Joy City: there's nothing but clubs and hotels and amusenent parks and the entertai nment

i ndustry around here. So it's been closed. It nust be absolutely crammed with anti ques and

val uabl es. Way back before he retired, the owner, General Loop, was in charge of all electronic
security for the whole Confederacy. Ever since | heard nobody was living in it now, |'ve tried and
tried to sneak into it, but it's guarded by the fanciest el ectronic ginmcks anybody ever heard

of ! An awful challenge: |1've laid awake nights trying to figure out howto break in and rob the
joint. But back there, | solved it. I'Il tell themwe're interested in buying it. And they'll show
me every security device! Then we'll cone back and rob it. Smart, eh?”

Madi son bl inked. However, before he could protest, Flick received a clearance on a flashing screen
on his dash and dived abruptly for the roof. The flat netal expanse was the size of severa
football fields. He headed for a solitary figure at one end, tiny as a doll in all that vastness.
It was waving at themto cone in. Flick |anded.

An old man in a watchman's uniformwas at their door. He was carrying a small box in his hand. "So
you're the fellow that wants to buy this place,” he said to Flick

"Yes, sir," said Flick emphatically. "Another dreamthat's going to cone true."

"Way hasn't anybody bought it?" said Madison, not at all happy about what he was getting into. He
m ght be able to use sone offices, but this was not even getting a building: it was a planned
robbery. He was being steered way off his mark, and the meani ngful |ook of Teenie hovered in
nenory.

"Ch, they're crazy, of course,"” the old man said, "but they think the place is haunted."

That was all Madi son needed to get along: the robbery of a haunted townhouse. What a headli ne THAT
woul d nake! He tried to think of sonething that woul d danpen Flick's enthusiasm

But the old man was talking, "You can't get into this place without help," he said, clinbing in

"I know," said Flick.

"So | thought |1'd better come up in person with the box. They're all waiting for you down bel ow,
so if you'll just nmove this airbus ahead to that small white dot you see there, we'll go in."
Flick, quivering with expectancy, noved the car as stated and the old man pushed at the side of

t he box.

SWOOP!
H dden doors whose edges had not been evident activated and they were still sitting in the airbus
but it was now sitting in the center of a palatial living room

Madi son gl anced up. The door was gone.

Three nicely dressed nmen were sitting around a desk

Flick | eaped out of the car, looking all around. There were paintings on the walls, vases on
stands. He rubbed his hands.

Flick rushed over to the desk. He didn't shake hands. "Let nme see the rest of this layout!"

One of the nmen, gray-headed, said, "W have to be sure this is a serious offer. W came over from
the bank just in case sonebody really wanted to buy it."

"W got to see the whole place," said Flick

The three businessnmen and the watchnman seened a little cool but then Flick, like a stage nagician,
fl ashed Madi son's identopl ate.

"Pay status UNLIM TED?" gawped the gray-haired man.

Fl i ck gave Madi son a broad wi nk when the bankers weren't | ooking.

Madi son swal | owed. This was NOT good PR The identoplate was now being used as an entrance to case
a joint and rob it! He had visions of hinself being carted off to jail.

The bankers nmade haste to show them sone of the rest of the townhouse. To see all of it would have
taken nore than a day. Five floors of this size would have taken far nore wal ki ng than they had
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the |l egs for.

There were apartnments beyond count, sonme quite elegant. Sone were |ike the palatial cabins of
ships at sea, sonme were |like those of spacecraft. Some | ooked |ike hunting | odges.

There were several bars as big as a tavern, chairs and tables and decor approximating styles of

di fferent planets.

There were kitchens that were conpl ex nmazes of el ectronic cooking gear which sent viands upwards
whi ch woul d then appear magically on tables in dining salons wthout having seened to travel
There were roons which contained such a multitude of screens that one got the inpression he could
| ook at any band or transm ssion on any planet anywhere.

They canme to an auditoriumthat woul d seat at | east two hundred peopl e and whose stage revol ved or
sinmply flapped back when anot her decorated stage rose.

Madi son got the distinct inpression they were not seeing everything there was to see in these
roons. Something odd about it all, something strange. Spooky. Part of it was that there seenmed to
be wi ndows but they were all bl ack

The old watchman didn't seemto be much interested. Flick ran along and the watchman woul d hit
buttons in his box and the doors of roons would open. Flick would | ook in, see paintings and
hangi ngs of great value and rush on.

"You realize," the watchman said at last, "that if | was not working this box right, we not only
coul d not pass down these halls, for |I've opened all the invisible barriers, but traps would open
inthe floor as well. There's this box for watchmen and such but sonme of the master suites can't
be opened at all until they're voice-tuned to the new owner."

Fli ck whispered to Madison excitedly. "There's a half a mllion credits in loot in this place. It
woul d be the haul of the century." Then he went racing on to glance into nore roons.

"OfF course," the gray-haired banker told Madi son, "the apartment has regul ar street entrances and
el evators: several of themin fact. But you can only come up to the first floor of these five. The
upper ones require special entrance. Ceneral Loop was pretty security conscious, |'mafraid."
Finally the three bankers and the bored watchman were so worn out with wal king that they sinply
stopped. "Do you mnd," said the gray-haired man, "if we go back to the hangar salon? If you're
still interested..."

"Ch, we're interested!" said Flick with a wink at Mdison. And he foll owed them back to where the
ai rbus was.

Flick, arriving there, reached out his hand to the watchman. "Could | see that box?"

The wat chman shook hi s head.

The three bankers sank wearily into chairs, quite worn out fromal nost two hours of unaccustoned
wal ki ng. Madi son hinself felt fagged.

"I'f you're willing to talk price," said the gray-haired man, "we are open to sonme serious offers.
We know that the place is large, too large. And it could never obtain a hotel license. The entire
remai nder of the building, all seventy-five |lower floors, are separately owned by residential
famlies such as club officials and so on, and they are nuch smaller. This so-called townhouse is
all under one deed that can't be broken down into subdeeds and so it can't be separately rented
out or sold in pieces. Now, | ambeing very frank. The general's heirs want to get rid of it. It
woul d not be honest of us not to tell you. So what do you offer?" Madi son was sure Flick would
find some excuse. Madi son's nain probl emwas how he was going to discourage Flick froma break-in
and robbery.

Flick was | ooking at the box in the watchman's hands. It was obvious the watchman was not going to
give it up. Flick sighed deeply. Madison had visions of being part of a break-in that would bring
i medi ate arrest. There was only one way to handle this. As a PR man he knew how to wheel and
deal. He would offer a price too |l ow. They would | eave and then he would use his authority to
argue some sense into Flick. Maybe bribe him

"Well," said Madison to the gray-haired man, "I'mafraid we can't go higher than twenty thousand
credits.”

"Sold," said the gray-haired man without even |ooking at the other two. "The heirs will be very
pl eased. The papers are already here. | will fill in the amount and you can stanp them"

Madi son bl inked. Then he suddenly realized the offer was about four hundred thousand doll ars!
HE HAD BOUGHT A HAUNTED TOWN- HOUSE!

Chapter 5

"Junpi ng conmets, are you snart!" crooned Flick as they rose up through the roof and flew away.
"Now we can rob the place w thout any watchman even sticking their noses in."
"Flick," said Madi son, "we OM the place."
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"Makes no difference," said Flick. "My dreamis going to cone true! Look, | got the box and a four-
foot stack of directions in the bargain. Ww, what an easy break-in this will bel Oh, nan, are al
my dreans comng true!”

"Flick--"

"Ch, leave this up to ne. You're smart. | got to adnit that now. | was wong: a rmurderer can have

brains for sonething el se besides nightmares. Ww, what a nmaster stroke! Boy, and | puzzled and
puzzl ed over that for nonths and nonths!"

"Flick, it's sunset and | think we ought to call it a day. | got to get up early in the norning
and get on ny job!"

"Hey, that shows you why you should leave all this up to ne. Crinme works best by night and you
ought to know that."

They had | eaped up into the sky and the traffic |lanes, strung out like fireflies in the dusk, were
falling behind them

"Flick, we seemto be |eaving the towns. Were are you goi ng?"

"Now, don't bother your head. Just because you got one bright idea doesn't prove you know enough
to handl e everything in sight. Just relax back there."

"Flick, I think..."

"Hand me a sweetbun, would you? They're in that side |ocker. Have some yoursel f?

A vast sea was on their left and they were speeding along the coast, a greenish surf draw ng

ri bbons of foam upon the sand in the dimming light. Geat scarlet clouds, far to the west, were
catching the aftergl ow of the sun

Presently, in the fading twilight, the beaches gave way to cliffs and bl ack nountai ns began to

sil houette against the stars. Suddenly Flick pulled his throttle back and pointed.

A huge ebony bul k lay just ahead, sprawling along the top of cliffs that fell a quarter of a mle,
sheer, to the sea. Battlenments that covered acres were bl acker against an ink-dark sky.

"That's the Donestic Confederacy Prison," said Flick. "Two hundred mles from Governnent City and
two mles past Hell Nine. My brother did twenty years here and he told nme all about it. It used to
be an Arnmy fort that held a mllion men: huge underground bunkers. But part of it was destroyed by
an earthquake that took sone of the cliff away so they gave it to the 'bluebottles.' They use it
for those sentenced to twenty years or nore: place is escape-proof, so they ship in their worst
ones fromall over the Confederacy. There's about two hundred t housand prisoners there and they
never see the light." He slid Madison's identoplate into a slot in the dash

"You mean we're going in anongst rmurderers?" said Madi son.

"Ch, you kill me, Chief, you really do. Al ways gaggi ng around. You don't have to pretend with ne.
I"myour driver, renenber?" Flick snickered. "An officer of the Apparatus squealing like a little
girl about associating with crimnals! And a nurderer at that." He thought it was very funny. Then
he sobered. "There's their call-in light. Now, you let me do the talking, you hear?"

A glaring light hit themfroma battlenment and then went off. Four bright blue Iights sprang up
bathing a courtyard in an eerie gl ow

Flick | anded and they got out. Two "bluebottles" approached and the snout of a gun covered them
froma high turret. Flick showed them Madi son's identoplate and a torch glared in Madison's face
as they conpared the picture. Surf sounded with a distant boom and the w nd npaned.

"Take us to the warder," said Flick

They wal ked across the gritty courtyard, through a rusty door, and shortly were ushered into a
stone-wal | ed room where a very old and tough-faced nan was just getting his jacket on. "And what's
so urgent that you cone here at night?" said the warder, scowing.

Flick held up Madison's identopl ate.

"PR man?" said the warder. "What's that?"

"Parole officer," said Flick. "Apparatus parole officer." And he made a little gesture toward the
two "bluebottles" that had followed themin. The warder signalled with his hand that the escort
coul d withdraw.

Flick reached into Madison's coat and drew out two one-thousand-credit notes and slid theminto
the warder's palm It was a year's pay.

"Ah, yes," said the warder. "A parole officer. Anybody special ?"

"Lead us to your conputer consoles," said Flick.

The warder took them down a stone passageway, ushered theminto a room where several consoles sat,
deserted at night. He waved his hand in invitation and |eft, shutting the door

Flick took off his rmustard-colored tunic, rolled up his sleeves and sat down before a keyboard and
screen.

Madi son said, "Flick, you've GOT to tell ne what you are up to NOW"

"Well," said Flick, with a glance to nake sure the door was shut, "if you plan a robbery you've
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got to have a gang."

"You don't need a gang, Flick."

"Now listen,"” said Flick, "I've dreaned and dreaned of having ny own gang. | never had the neans
to break one out. Now, you're not going to spoil it. You got to be nore careful of dreans: they're
fragile." He turned to a pad on the desk, a big snile beginning to split the horizontal oval of
his face. "Oh, man! Am | ever going to have a great gang. Now |'mgoing to nake a |ist of absolute
essentials, so don't you interrupt."

He began to wite and Madison, |ooking over his shoul der, read:

| DEAL GANG

1 Fenale for a footman in the car to fool with and feel up when I have long and tiresone waits.
5 More drivers for getaway and | oot coaches and in case | get tired driving.

3 Chefs for cooking in relays 24 hours in case | get hungry at odd tines.

1 Sealer to clinb up walls and open wi ndows and roof traps in places | think | might get dizzy
or ny shins barked.

1 Purse snatcher to get keys to houses and opening plates to avoid maki ng noi se by breaking

| ocks.

El ectronics security expert that knows all about security systems and can defeat them

Sal esman to fence oot for me so he gets caught and | don't.

Good-1 ooking girl to dean up ny wont because | hate maki ng beds. Ha. Ha.

Wiores to sleep with and cook for the rest of the gang so they | eave nine al one.

OR Rk

He chewed the end of the pen for a bit, then he said, "Nope, that's it. That's just about right. A
gang right out of nmy dreanms for sure. Now |I'mgoing to conputer out ten candidates for each of
these jobs, then I'lIl get the warder to dig the applicants out of the old bunkers and parade them
and | can select the absolute top-best crimnals. Perfection!"

He turned to the console and shortly the screen began to show a racing blur of nunbers, nanes,
faces and records. Flick was preselecting categories and then entering themby nunber in on a
side, portable computer board. Thousands of names and faces were pouring through

Madi son wat ched dul |y, wondering how he was going to stop this.

No master at operating one of these, Flick occasionally hit a wong key. This got himin a tangle
and wong categories flashed up while he tried to get back

"Wait!" said Madison, suddenly jarred out of his preoccupation. "What on Earth is that category
you just passed? Go back to it."

Flick did. "Crcus girls? Wiat woul d anybody want with circus girls? Al they ever do is stand
around and show of f costunmes. And there, look at the crimes: life for rolling drunks. That type of
crimnality is NOT dignified. We're not rolling drunks: we're in the house-robbing business."
"Wait, don't shift categories yet. Sone of those carry the educated synbol. Does it say any of
them were ever nodel s?"

"What's a ' nodel ' ?"

"Pull the printout on those and get them paraded along with the rest."

Flick muttered. He hit another wong key.

"Hey!" said Madison. "There's an ex-Honmevi ew cameraman doing life for equipnent theft!"”

Flick was disgusted. "Look, if you're going to put together another gang, go over to another
consol e: you're getting in nmy way."

Madi son approached anot her console and figured out how to operate it. He got to work.

Chapter 6

Madi son, two hours later, was feeling nore than slightly ill. He was standing in the ghastly blue
light of the prison courtyard, one hand on the airbus, trying not to vonmit. Naturally fastidious,
he feared he'd be snelling that snmell for weeks.

The warder, good as his word, had paraded ten candidates at a tine in a noi some assenbly bunker
and Flick and Madi son had had the job of interview ng each. Between them they had exam ned 480
prisoners. They had sel ected 48. They had been cursed luridly at the last by the 432 | uckl ess ones
who had NOT been chosen

And here came the fruits of their interviews after being handled on the prison rolls. The snal

mob was being prodded forward by stingers in the hands of guards. Additional "bluebottles," alert
wi th guns, wal ked behi nd.

The night was dark and the courtyard cold with wind in off the sea. The prisoners' rags were bl own
like tattered banners about their filthy Iinbs. They stank; their hair was natted; they were thin
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The fourteen wonen and thirty-four nen shoul d have been cowed, but they were not.

They came to a stop in the sudden glare of a spotlight on the wall. They had not been outside,
sone of them for years. They | ooked around brazenly. A couple of them barked |aughs at the
guards, jeering |laughs. Flick and Madi son had not chosen convicts who | ooked cowed.

The warder, wal king over the bl ack pavenent to Madi son, heard the | aughs and turned around and
glared at the group. Then he turned back to Madi son and pushed papers at himon a board so they
coul d be stanped.

"I hope you know what you're doing," the warder said. "The people you sel ected were not the ones
woul d have picked for parole. You passed over many a bird down there that have naybe refornmed
Sone of these you picked are probably killers we never got the goods on. Those wonen are a bad |ot-
capabl e of anything. | think they fooled you with their |ooks. But you guys in the Apparatus

al ways have been crazy. W pick "emup and you turn 'em | oose. The governnent pays us to prevent
crime and pays you to commit it. Funny world."

Madi son handed the now stanped papers back

"You got forty-eight killers there," the warder said. "Don't turn your back on them Good |uck."
He wal ked a few paces toward the prison doors and then changed his mind and faced the tattered,
filthy group grinning at himin the wind and spotlight glare. In a |oud, harsh voice he said,

"Listen, you bird droppings. If any one of you show up here again, I'll put you in the iron box
and down in the darkest hole and we won't even bother to bury you when you die. You'll stay free
only as long as this Apparatus officer here is still alive. Your papers say you are to be returned

here any time he says so. If you run away fromhim a warrant goes out for you and back here you
conme. You belong in Hells, not in free air." He pointed enphatically at Mdison. "Oobey that nan,
you (bl eepards), or you're dead!"

Madi son wat ched the warder tranp away. The fell ow had earned his noney: he had turned total
control of these convicts to Madison with that speech even though he m ght suspect that Madi son
woul d order themto commit crines.

Earlier, fromthe prison, Flick had called Chal ber and out of the night here cane three air-
coaches and an airbus to ferry back the Zippety-Zip drivers. They flashed down out of the night
and into the glare of the wall spotlight. They were shiny new vehicles, sparkling and sl eek

A driver popped out of the Z ppety-Zip ferry airbus, spotted Madi son and canme over with papers to
be stanped. Wiile he waited, the driver stared at the prisoner group

Flick had begun to sort themout and nove themto stand beside different vehicles. The convict
drivers were getting genned in by the ferry people.

"Quch," the man beside Madison said. "What a Hellish lot! You re actually putting themin clean
new air-coaches!" He | ooked closer. "What a bunch of killers!"™ Then he shrugged and took the
papers back. "Well, they're your vehicles now. Carry whom you pl ease. VWw "

Madi son went over to the groups as the ferry airbus took off hastily.

Looking into the faces, he began to check his list. It was conposed of:

1 Director, ex-Honeview, who had been maki ng porno novies on the side.

2 Caner aren who had been caught selling government supplies.

3 Set nen whose sets, because they had sold the fasteners, had fallen down and killed actors.

1 Horror-story witer who had frightened an audi ence of children into convul sions resulting in
deat hs.

5 Reporters who had been caught accepting bribes to onit names, and other similar crines.

1 Studio production secretary who had been accepting bribes to ruin the careers of actors.

2 Actors who had been doing long stretches for inpersonating officers of various kinds to shake
peopl e down.

5 Crcus girls, educated and statuesque, who, variously, had been doing tinme on |ong sentences
yet to be served for rolling drunks, extorting noney, setting up people for hits.

6 Roustabouts who had been doing lots of tinme for mayhem and assault, ampngst ot her things.

2 Drivers skilled in heavy vehicles who had been doing twenty and thirty years respectively for
pillaging their trucks.

2 Cooks, experienced in crew |ogistics, who had been doing tine for selling stolen food.

Madi son finished his body check and despite the stench, a pul se of exultation began to course

t hrough hi m

One thing they had in common. It was chi ef anongst the several quick tests he had used. |f they
tried hard, they could lay aside the killer stanp and appear totally honest and sincere. If they
concentrated, they could even talk in persuasive voices. Ch, they would require some work and
practice, that he understood. But he always expected that. A master at it like hinself could drill
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it in.

A gl ow of eagerness built up to a fiery excitement within him What | uck!
HE HAD H S CREW

The exact people he needed to get on with his job!

He felt he could rise to heights now never before achi eved!

Oh, how lucky Heller was, to have himfor his PR

He nmust not |et anything stop hi mnow

Chapter 7

There was a hol dup on departure.

The convicts were all |oaded. The felon drivers were at the controls of the air-coaches. No Flick
Madi son | ooked around the black and gritty courtyard, noting there was a turret gun still trained
on themfromthe wall. He wanted to get out of there before sonething untoward happened. He didn't

want to shout and rai se a conmotion

Then he saw a gl ow was coning fromthe Mddel 99. He raced over to it

Flick was bent over one of the panel screens: three-dinensional colored naps were stopping,
shifting, blurring on it. They were all of nountains.

"You're keeping us waiting," said Madison inpatiently. "Let's get out of here. What on Earth are
you doi ng NOAP"

"I'mlooking for a place to take this gang," said Flick. "There's a lot of nountains but it's not
Iike on Calabar. On Voltar, | can't find any caves."

"And what do you want caves for?"

"To train! You got to train a gang. You can't just let themblunder into a job. It all has to go
off like clockwork-clip, clip, clip! Now, there's sonme old ruins on the other side of the Blike
Mount ai ns-sonme town that got knocked out in a revolt ten thousand years ago, it says. And it would
do, except only this airbus can cross the Blike Muntains. Those air-coaches can't fly at fifty
thousand feet. | got PROBLEMS!"

"Well, Flick, | don't see why we don't go to the town-house in Joy City."

"Ch, no! That would be cheating!"”

"Wel |l ," said Madi son, "you can do what you please, but I'mgoing to take MY gang there."

"YOUR gang- My gang! What's this? Are we splitting up? Hells, that could cause a gang war!"

"Ch, we should do anything to avoid that," said Madison. "Look, |'ve got a conpronise. The 76th
floor is said to be just ordinary. It's the rest of the upper floors that all the loot is in. |
promi se faithfully not to let anybody go up to the upper four floors."

Flick frowned. He thought it over. Then he said, "All right. Nobody goes into the upper four
floors until we're ready to rob them So that's settled. W go to the 76th floor of the

t ownhouse. "

Madi son started to withdraw to signal the air-coaches. "Wait a mnute," said Flick. "It will |ook
awf ul suspi cious going into the townhouse in that swank nei ghborhood with a bunch of prisoners in
rags. The cops would be all over us like a blanket. W'Il go rob a cl othing warehouse first."

"NO " said Madi son.

"Yes!" said Flick. "I conprom sed on the 76th floor of the townhouse. Now you can conproni se on
sonet hing. | know of the swanki est men and wonen's clothing outlet you ever heard of. HUGE. Even
nobl emen's stores get their stock fromthat place. Besides, | need to put ny footwoman in a

uni form she's got awful big breasts and is going to need a big selection to choose a uniform
from or we won't get a fit. So, as long as |'ve got to get her one, we'll just outfit the whole

gang in one go."

Madi son | ooked at hi m aghast.

"C assy Togs Warehouse is the nane. It's in the outskirts of Commercial City, whole area deserted
at this tinme of night. | cased the joint. It's only got one watchnan and he's old."

Seei ng the deternination, Madison felt helpless. "I'mafraid that 1'll wait outside."

"Ch, good. You be the whistle man!" And Flick | eaped out and raced to the air-coaches, ordering
the drivers to follow him whispering to each they were off to do their first job and get sone

cl ot hes.

Shortly they soared into the air out of the courtyard and strung out, streaking down the coast. A
nmoon had risen and was bathing the night with a soft green glow. The Donestic Confederacy Prison's
bul k di sappeared behi nd. Then even the nountai ns were gone.

Flick was chortling happily. "Man, we're off on our first job!"

Madi son | ooked down. They were speedi ng al ong noon-bat hed beach, the surf long ribbons as it
purl ed agai nst the sand.
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Madi son | ooked back.

NO COACHES

"HALT!" he screaned at Flick. "You were going too fast!"

"WHAT?" said Flick. "No air-coaches? | only been doing three hundred. Those coaches can do four
hundred easy! They've escaped!”

He flipped the Model 99 around in the air and sent its scanners flashing all around the sky.

NO BLI PS!

No sign of air-coaches on the screen

"Well, (bleep) them" raged Flick. "That's gratitude! The |ousy (bl eepards) have taken off to do
their own job!"

"Let's go back the way we cane," said Madi son. "Maybe they crashed. Can you do a ground search
with somet hi ng?"

Fl i ck punched around and got a mnetal -detector beam working and registering.

They sped back up the noonlit sand. The tips of the mountains to the north rose once nore as they
headed back.

Then, A BLIP. TWD BLIPS. THREE BLI PS

Three air-coaches down there on the sand!

Fearing the worst, they speeded near and did a fast pass.

THE COACHES WERE EMPTY!

"Ch, Cods," said Flick. "They've escaped inland! W'll never find themin that scrub. Were the
Hells is the body-heat detection button?"

"You don't need one," said Madi son. He was pointing.

The group wasn't inland. It was down in the surf, Wre they fighting?

The Mddel 99 swooped nearer and landed with a thunk in the sand. Madi son | eaped out.

Convi cts were runni ng everywhere!

"WHEE! " they were shouting. "WHEE!"

Madi son caught an arm of a naked woman as she raced by. But she was gone, shouting, "Whee!"

He spotted anot her one who had stopped to catch his breath and quickly went over. It was one of
t he cooks/ | ogistic personnel

"What's goi ng on here?" denmanded Madi son of the naked nan

He was catching his breath. He finally said, "I'mafraid it's all ny fault, Chief. Your Lieutenant
Flick told us we were going to get new clothes tonight so | said, 'Let's throw all these rags
away!' | think they got a little enthusiastic."

A voice was at Madi son's el bow. The director, naked as the day he was born, said, "lIsn't it great?
If ny caneraman just had a canera, | could really get it in the can. And showit as the '"Rites to
the Goddess of the Sea.' Hells, I'lIl direct it anyway. YOU THERE! GRAB THAT WOVAN AND PI TCH HER

OFF THOSE ROCKS! "

Madi son raced back to the Mddel 99. It had every known kind of noi semaker: sirens, klaxons, scream
beanms, noans and bonb bl asts. He pushed themall. A dreadful assortment of sound racketed across
the waves and sand. Naked convicts canme stream ng out of the water and rushing in fromthe dunes
to see what was up.

Madi son found a floodlight knob and pushed it. The i nedi ate scene went a glaring yell ow

He was surrounded now by a nob of naked bodies. He rapidly made a count. The | ast one was j ust
arriving: he now had forty-eight.

"Blast!" cried Flick, above the thunder of the surf, "How we going to do our job with no clothes?"
"You said the job was to get clothes,"” sonebody yell ed.

"That's right!" cried another

A worman shouted, "You can beat us and we won't put those rags back on!"

Madi son saw mutiny in the air. He notioned Flick to be silent. "I think you did just great!" he
shouted. "Just be sure you don't |eave those rags |ying around.
Peopl e will think somebody has escaped. So gather themup and we'll be on our way."

The throng disintegrated.

Shortly a pile of rags was gathered in one heap just above the water's edge. Sonebody got a |aser-
lighter froman air-coach and touched off a bl aze.

That woul d have been all right but somebody el se pronptly found sone driftwood and piled it on the
flame and then sonebody el se found some nore and they had a bonfire. They thought that was great
and, grabbing hands, began to dance around it in two rings going opposite ways.

Then, nysteriously, sweetbuns and sparklewater fromthe | ockers of the Mddel 99 began to get
tossed from hand to hand. They had robbed the airbus!

Then they were all sitting, toasting sweetbuns on |long sticks and guzzling sparklewater fromjugs.
And sonebody began to sing a song!
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And here's a cheer

To the boys in blue

And here's to the cons

They love to screw

So let's screw the bl ueboys
Screw, Screw, Screw.

And chaw on their carcasses
Chew, chew, chew

Up their butts

And off with their nuts

And here's to a life of crine!

FIlick was seething. "Some gang! Lay into 'em Chief. Kick sone sense into their heads. They've got
a job to do tonight!"

"You lay into them and kick some sense into their heads," said Madi son.

"You're the boss. They've got to learn to respect you."

"You're the lieutenant. You' ve got to teach themrespect for ne."

"I"'mtoo disgusted,"” said Flick. "I'"mgoing over and sit in the airbus."

The sweet buns had vani shed. The sparklewater jugs were enpty. They had finished the hot jolt and
wer e snoking the puffsticks.

Madi son got up. He said, above the surf, "All right. It's getting late. Let's be on our way."
"Just as soon as we wash this sand off!" sonebody yell ed.

There was a concerted rush into the sea and then they began a water fight.

A statuesque circus girl, body gleanmng in the noonlight, rushed out of the water toward Madi son
Three nore canme whoopi ng on her heels. Mdison thought they were just chasing the first girl unti
she was upon him She grabbed himwith a shout. The others junped on him

"Conme on in!" they were shouting at him

They had his clothes off so fast he hardly knew when they had been slipped off. Yikes, these girls
were expert!

They bore himstraight into the sea and pitched himinto the teeth of a towering wave. Madi son
cane up bl ubbering and bl ow ng.

Somet hi ng pull ed hi munder. He hadn't taken a breath. Then he was on the surface again and being
carried into the air.

Buf feted by the waves, four girls bore himback to dry |and. Madi son was coughi ng and sneezi ng and
trying to get his breath.

He was being held horizontally six feet off the ground.

His blurred sight took in faces rushing at him

They were going to wi pe himout!

He stared around anxi ously.

In the lights fromthe bonfire and the car, eyes were glittering. Like wolves?

Suddenly they began to chant, "Hup! Hup! Hup! Hup!" WAs this sone sort of a convict or guard cry
t hat marched t hem about ?

They were going to the fire. Were they going to throw himin?

They were marching around the fire. Some sort of savage ritual. "Hup! Hup! Hup! Hup!" Like |Indians
or wild aninals!

Then suddenly they all stopped. A nale voice-the director's?-began a chant, calling one line and
bei ng answered by all the rest.

"Who' s the gang?"

"WE' RE THE GANG "

"Who' s the nob?"

"WE' RE THE MOB!™

"Who' s the chief?"

"HE'S THE CHI EF!"

And t hrew Madi son in the water!

He cane up spluttering.

They paid no further attention to him They were now trooping off to the air-coaches.

Madi son, not knowi ng how to take all that, but quite certain it was not the kind of respect and

i mge he needed, trudged al one across the sand to where his clothes had been stripped off.

He dried hinself with his undershirt and got his clothes back on

He was gl ancing around to see if anything had dropped out of his pockets. Nothing |ying there. He
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patted his pockets. He had his identoplate. Then he nissed a bul ge which should be at his breast.
He patted again.

H'S WALLET AND FORTY- El GHT THOUSAND CREDI TS VWERE GONE

He felt hinmself go white.

He | ooked at the air-coaches-over there in the noonlight. They were all |oaded and waiting to go
He flinched at tackling that nob again.

That settled it. He would have to work on his own image first. He went over to the Mdel 99.
"Some gang," muttered Flick. "Bunch of |ousy beach (bl eepards) out for a holiday."

Madi son sank back in the seat. He didn't agree at all. That nob was a bunch of crimnals. But he
wasn't going to tell Flick they had stolen his wallet-no use to harmhis inage even nore.

Chapter 8

Wien they flew in over the outskirts of Commercial City, it was dark as pitch below. A hil

bl ocked off the noonlight and left the part of the plain they wanted in the deepest shadow.

That was fine by Madison. He couldn't possibly imagine greater folly than using a Mdel 99, so
recogni zabl e, on a robbery job. Not unskilled in the nmethods of crinme-since these often go hand in
hand with truly expert PR-he knew you were supposed to steal sone cars and, after the heist,
abandon them wi t hout fingerprints.

A vast factory conpl ex, spreading over possibly six square niles, squatted in the darkness bel ow,
all of it, apparently, devoted to just one conpany, Cassy Togs. In daytine it nmight well be
occupi ed by hundreds of thousands of workers, and a network of monorails led in fromthe town and
curled and swooped all over the plain and nmountai nside and then went over to another site, a
collection of high-rises, a miniature city in itself.

The Model 99's screens, turned to night frequency, showed it all up plainly, color-corrected to
look like day. It was quite startling to then | ook out and see only bl acks and shadow.

Flick was sorting out the buildings. He found the various chi meyed structures where they made
cloth and fabric nmolds and di scarded them He was able to | abel the many-w ndowed, |ow, | ong
bui | di ngs, each standing in its park, as design and assenbly structures.

"1 thought you'd cased this joint," said Madi son

"I did. | saw it on Honeview," said Flick. "It produces, all by itself, .07 percent of all the
clothing for the nobility, their staffs and estates.”

"That's not very much," said Mdison

"But it's quality we're after and that is the TOP .07 percent. O maybe it was 7 percent: | always
have trouble with ny ciphers because they're nothing, you see, and you don't have to bother with
them But I'll convince you: the cloth they nake in themfactories down there have been used in

stage clothes for Hightee Heller. So there's no better recomendation than that!"

H ghtee Hel |l er? thought Madi son. Ah, yes. He'd heard sonething: that was Jettero's sister. "That's
t he Honevi ew star," he said.

"Star?" sniffed Flick. "You mean Goddess! Don't you go running down the girl of my dreans. Hey,
there it is! The warehouse! No wi ndows. See it in that snarl of nonorails? Here we go!"

They shot down to a truck roadway that ran under the nonorails and stopped. They were in a park

cl ose by the warehouse, within a hundred feet of its doors. Three air-coaches cane down, crunp,
crump, crunp, on the road behind them

It gave Madison the creeps. Here he was in a glaringly recogni zabl e car, acconpanied by three
vehicles full of naked cons. He | ooked around hastily for guards.

The night was very black here, the noon bl ocked out. Ah, there it was: a watchman's office, marked
by a blue light. The office itself was inset into the side of the circular warehouse and cl ose by
the main entrance.

Hi s attention was distracted by soneone at their windows. It was the sealer, the purse snatcher
and the electronics security nan, stark naked.

The security man said to Flick, "All the controls will be in that watchman's office. This place
will go up like a celebration if we even touch the latch of that front door at this hour. W were
talking it over in the coach.” But he was pointing at the watchman's wi ndows.

Madi son's hair stood up. In silhouette, a watchman coul d be seen peering out.

"You see?" said the electronics convict. "Qur gang ain't conplete. W ain't got no slugger to take
t he wat chman out . "

"Ch, yes, we have," said Flick. "The chief. He's a first-rate nurderer."

Madi son groaned. He knew he had set up the wong inage.

"Well, don't hold us up, Chief,"” said Flick. "Go on over and erase that watchman. Sir."

Madi son knew his control of this gang was on the line. But nurder?
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"When you get in there, Chief," said the electronics man, "you'll find a big board. So as soon as
you take the watchman out, renmpve the activating plate fromhis belt and push it over a green dot
you'll find on the board and all the alarnms will nullify."

Madi son braced hinself. He got out of the airbus. Two of the roustabouts had come up and showed
every sign that they were going to go acconpany him

In a firmvoice, Madison said, "Don't come with nme. | don't want any wi tnesses to | earn how
really work."

"He'll be arned," Flick said.

"You birds stay here," said Madi son. And they watched himwal k down the road, visible only against
the wat chnan's wi ndow i ght.

They saw Madi son enter the office and the watchman vani sh fromthe wi ndow. A snall sound cane to
them sonething falling. Then there was a delay and they grew nore and nore nervous. "Maybe he's
having trouble with the opening plate. Those boards are pretty conplex. | better go help."

"You stay here like he said," snarled Flick. "You caused enough trouble for one night."

They became nore and nore edgy.

Then suddenly sonmeone was running toward them and they tensed.

It was Madi son.

He beckoned.

Nervously they foll owed him

Madi son reached for the entrance door and opened it. At his gesture, forty-eight naked cons slid
i ke whispers into the building.

Flick glanced toward the watchnman's office.

"Don't go in there," said Madison. "It would turn your stonach.”

Madi son firmy closed the door behind them funbled along the wall and pushed a panel

The interior of the warehouse flooded with |ight.

There were tiers and tiers of shelves of boxes, racks and racks of clothes, nmen's and wonen's.
The convicts let out suppressed squeals of delight and began to rush along the racks and tiers.
They began to tear down boxes of fancy shoes and grab hats and capes.

At a |low word from Madi son, Flick called themto come back

Hol ding itens already grabbed they unwillingly returned.

Madi son wal ked up to a rack of shimering white dresses, probably expensive beyond belief. He

ri pped one off the hangings. He was using it to w pe his hands!

THEY WERE BRI GHT RED

Madi son tossed the gown, now gory, on the floor.

The convicts stared at him

Madi son went over to a hook and took down a book that was hanging there and | ooked at it. "Yes, |
t hought so," he said. "This is the stock book for these rows. It has all the sizes. Now what |
want you to do is each one outfit hinself for any role he might have to play. Try everything on
careful ly."

"Ch, no," Flick gasped. "That will take time. On a job like this you grab and run!"”

"And wind up with a sloppy-Ilooking gang?" said Madi son. "Take your time. W' ve got hours to dawn."
"There are sonetinmes roving watchnmen, too!" said Flick

Madi son |l et out a snort. "They're not roving anynore."

The convicts hastened back to the shelves. They began to grab stock books. They began to | ook at
sizes. And soon they were very busy indeed.

The circus girls paraded around, getting opinions on which costunes were the nost provocative
until Madison told themthey had to | ook Iike |adies of quality and, on this new thought, had to
sel ect all over again.

Flick kept trying different tunics on his footwonman to see which ones best showed of f her breasts
until Madison forced himto find his own and then match hers to that. He had to correct that again
when Flick found some |lepertige tights that |left everything on her front bare. "But," argued
Flick, "I found sone for nyself and they match the upholstery!" In the end, Madison did nanage to
get theminto shimering violet uniforns but he had to let themtake the tights as well: it was
the foot-wonman, this tine, who was protesting. She LOVED them

The two actors who had been inpersonating officers had to be argued down into nore junior ranks
when they found whol e racks for generals and adnirals.

The horror-story witer couldn't find anything gruesone enough and Madi son had to force himinto a
war dr obe for scholars and lettered nen

The director went crazy trying to decide whether he could direct best, dressed as an archbi shop or
a lord, and

Madi son had to talk very fast to get himto choose clothes of a working executive.
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What was nost trying about it, to Madison, was that he really didn't know the styles or what they
represented. He was finally saved by the studio production secretary finding vast books of fashion
pl at es whi ch showed what was now in style.

After that, it was plain sailing. He firmy got themto outfit thenselves as, each one, people of
quality, working people, domestics, executives and actors.

At last he could turn to his own wardrobe. And he had very little trouble with that. He found the
racks for top-flight executives |like presidents of conpanies and, in a conservative way, got

hi nsel f into the height of fashion.

Throughout, he had thought that the warehouse stank a bit and then, smelling some cloth to make
sure it didn't nake hi msneeze-for he had sone minor allergies-he realized that the bath in the
sea had not been total for these convicts: they still stank of the prison; the odor clung to their
matted hair and beards and seened to ooze out of their skin

The Apparatus! He had snelled this snell at the training center. He had snelled it in their old
car. The Apparatus snell was the snell of convicts! So THAT was why it stank

He shuddered at the thought of their contaninating these new clothes. He persuaded them before
they left, to dress in their working clothes and not their finery.

"It's coming on to dawn," said Flick nervously. "W better be getting out of here. If we don't, we
all could wind up back at the Donestic Prison."

Wth several trips they got their loot into the coaches and then cane back one final tinme, at

Madi son's order, to w pe the place clean of fingerprints.

Madi son waited at the door. The crew finished on the various floors and cane down.

Madi son was standing at the entrance. He was humring a little song. The director tried to get by
himand peer into the watchnan's office. Madi son bl ocked him

"But it nmust be a great shot!" the director said. "Dead bodies bleeding all around."

"Your stomach wouldn't stand it," said Madison. "I don't want those new clothes all stunk up with
vomt."

"Gods, ain't he a cool one," a convict whispered. "Wpes a whole watch force out and huns a little
song. "

Anot her convict tried to peer in and Madi son shooed himoff. "Wat'd you use?" the convict said.
"You didn't have any weapon."

"My bare hands," said Madison. "I love the feel of the running gore when | rip out throat

arteries. So snooth, so slick. And it has a lovely snell. You should taste it!"

The convicts let out a gasp. One retched. They stared at Madi son

He shooed them off to the air-coaches and sauntered after them hunming his little song.

Even Flick | ooked at hima bit white-eyed as he clinbed in.

Madi son was still hunming as they all took off.

And he had sonet hing to hum about.

When he wal ked into the watchman's office, he had disregarded three levelled guns fromthree tough
wat chmen. He had pointed to the viewer-phone on the desk and said, "Connect nme to your owner

pl ease. The president of the conpany.” He had held up his identoplate and they had.

When the startl ed president of Cassy Togs was blinking into the viewer-phone from his bed,

Madi son had told him "I aman Apparatus officer. I"'moutfitting an Apparatus crew who nust not be
recogni zed. W are therefore getting clothes out of the warehouse w thout the help of clerks. Take
an inventory in the norning, see what's gone and put the anount on the bill."

"Wait a minute," the president had said. "The Apparatus is poor pay!"

"Ch, this is on ny personal account,"” Mdison had said. And he had pushed his identoplate into the
Vi ewer - phone sl ot.

"UNLI M TED pay status," the owner had gasped. "Hot Saints! Go ahead! Take the whol e bl asted

war ehouse! WATCHMEN, STAY OQUT OF SIGHT! DON T YOU DARE LAY A FI NGER ON THAT MAN!"

In retrospect Madison liked the touch of taking the bottle of red ink off the watchman's desk and
sloshing it on his hands.

He ended his song with a laugh. He had certainly repaired his image with this crew.

And yes, he had. The sound of that |laugh turned the blood of Flick to ice.

BARE- HANDED! And he liked it. Ch, Flick told hinself, by Gods, they'd have to think twi ce before
they crossed the chief. A REAL nurderer for sure! A PROFESSI ONAL! And he LOVED H S WORK!

"We're heading for Joy City right now, sir," said Flick

Madi son heard the trenmor, the fear and the respect in that voice.

It made everything conplete.

He had total charge of this crew

It didn't hurt at all to use the techniques of PR to inprove one's own i nage.

Now he coul d REALLY PR Hel | er-Wster!
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PART SEVENTY- FI VE
Chapter 1

Dawn had not yet arrived, for all Flick's fears. A noon had set and it was very black night in the
countryside below. But ahead it was a different matter: the whole sky was aglow. Very shortly, at
this speed, they would be entering Joy City.

Madi son wi ped a hand across his face. "My nose is bothering nme," he told Flick.

"Try a chank-pop, sir," was the pronpt response. "Them convicts didn't touch them They're in the
bar conpartment. Try a yellow one: that's 'sumer bl ossom sighs.'"

Madi son got one out: it seened to be just a small round ball. He twisted and turned it, trying to
meke it do sonething. In the dimess of the airbus he didn't see the indented line that you press.
He, in some annoyance, tried squeezing the whole ball between his palns with force, the way he was
sonetines able to crack walnuts, a small fruit of Earth.

POW

Instead of just opening, it exploded and hit himin the eye. The scent-fog, misdirected, struck
his forehead and the roof of the airbus.

"Sunmer bl ossom si ghs" might be just great-he could catch an errant whiff of it-but Mudi son grated
to hinmself that he'd be blasted if he was going to | ose one eye and the top of his head every tine
he tried to renedy the masna of Apparatus stink

When he coul d see again, the airbus seened to be full of light. He | ooked down and saw t hat they
were entering the vast and brilliant expanse which was Joy City.

They had not yet passed over the main clubs and | akes and anmusenent parks but, as they were com ng
fromComercial Cty, they were still over the market service areas of the pleasure netropolis.
Sitting in the center of an interlace of rails and roads he saw what woul d be on Earth a shoppi ng
mal | . There were other malls scattered about to left and right. This one bel ow was vast but only
seermed to be two stores: Restaurant Supplies, one said; the other one said Beauty. "Wat's that?"
he yelled at Flick

" '"Beauty'?" said Flick. "Ch, there ain't no dames down there if you feel horny, Chief. That's
where revellers buy things to repair the ravages of all-night revelry."”

"Go back, go back," said Madison, "and |land. W need food and | think that shop m ght sell just
what | need!"

Flick braked around into a dive, the air-coaches followed after and they all |anded-thud, thud,

t hud, thud-adjacent to the two shops.

Madi son junmped out and yelled, "All cooks front and center."

"Yes sir! Yes sir!" came the cries, and five cooks streaked to himfromthe air-coaches.

Madi son | ed theminto the sparse nob of predawn restaurant shoppers who were picking up their
supplies for the conm ng day. The place was vast; on every hand stood snall nountains of
conesti bl es.

Madi son waved his hand across the acres. "CGet anything you want,'
The five | ooked at him round-eyed, stunned.

"ANYTHI NG?" gawped t he ol dest one. "Wy, this is the choicest market on Voltar! WHAT A CH EF!"
They rushed off like a battle charge.

Madi son sped the other way, for even in their new working cl othes those convicts snelled |ike the
Appar at us.

He rushed into the Beauty Supply vendors. He sped though the aisle toward a place where stood
three idle clerks. "SOAP!'" yelled Madison. "And LOTS of it!"

A clerk turned and picked up a small bottle and handed it to him

"No, no," said Madison. "LOTS of it!"

he told the cooks.

"Well, just one drop of this will give you a whole bath," said the clerk

"No, no," said Madison, "lI'mtrying to get rid of Apparatus stink."

"That," said another clerk, "would be VERY beneficial. In fact, | wish we could sell you a sol vent
that would get rid of the whole Apparatus.”

He had their interest now "I've got fourteen women and thirty-four nmen. They haven't shaved, they
haven't bathed, they haven't cut or coiffed their hair for years. They STINKI" He | ooked around.
The stacks of goods bore no placards or advertising signs. "I need stuff to cut beards and hair

shave them and polish their teeth, nmake them | ook |ike high-class people and also to cut toenails
and make them tan-and no chank-pops!"

"Hi gh-cl ass peopl e?" said another clerk. "From Apparatus thugs? Sir, we heartily agree. You DO
have a problem Cone on, boys, let's help himout. Start getting what he needs.”

"I'n QUANTI TY!" said Madi son
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They | aughed and began to rush around with carts, grabbing big boxes and cases and grosses of this
and dozens of that.

Madi son had never heard of npbst of these things. Nothing seened to have any | abels, just nunbers.
It began to be borne in upon himthat, while he had seen a little bit of advertising in the

Conf ederacy, real marketing was an unknown comuodity.

These peopl e had so nuch technol ogy, such a stable econony, such cheap fuel, that they weren't
fixated on having to market some new invention every day, and lives were not |ived around

| ogistics as they were on Earth. PR was a creature which had grown out of advertising, and these
peopl e, despite their high culture, had never developed it. That neant that they would really have
no inkling of PR It nmade himfeel powerful. He could, he realized suddenly, get away with
anything, no matter how old and stal e, and never even be suspected.

Madi son was trying to think of some of the ol dest and hoariest PR tricks that had | ong since
becone pure corn on Earth. He realized they would all work, even selling the Brooklyn Bridge, and
he began to laugh in delight.

A clerk had paused with a piled-up cart. "I"'mglad you' re so pleased, sir. | wanted to ask you if
you' d al so want sone paint masks and party things."

"Ch, there'll be a party," said Madison. "In fact, it will be a ball!"

"Right, sir, we'll add it to the order," and the clerk rushed on

At last they took it all through the Iighted night and the clerks cramred it in the airbus unti
there was hardly any place for Madison to sit.

The five cooks and roustabouts were handling the conestibles. The air-coaches, already cranmed to
overflowing with clothes, had to have their new | oads strapped in crates on top.

Madi son stanped nounds of cards handed in to himby clustered clerks, and then, with a flutter of
veget abl e | eaves and papers stream ng out behind, the convoy took off.

Chapter 2

The glittering Iights and parks of Joy City spread out in a synphony of shapes and sparkl es. Signs
and decorations, even at this hour, shone like jewels and suns, illum nating nore than a hundred
square mles dedicated to conpanionship and gaiety. Here clustered as well, in enornously tal

bui |l di ngs, | arge dones and shining fields, the amusenent industry of the Confederacy, doninated by
a silver hem sphere which, with its surroundi ng skyscrapers and parks, conprised Homevi ew.

Madi son, flying near it in a sky-traffic |lane, was inpressed: NBC, CBS and ABC together woul d have
fit in just one of those buildings. He slavered when he thought of what he could do with those
facilities that reached 110 pl anets. Like a concert pianist who beholds a marvel ous instrunment, he
ached to get his fingers on it. Ch, what tunes then he would play! And he even had the order from
Lord Snor in his pocket that would let himdo it!

Hs attention was distracted by Flick's slowi ng dowmn. They were approachi ng the townhouse
whi ch had bel onged to CGeneral Loop

The building stood like a steel slab, floodlit with a greenish light. The top four floors had no
wi ndows but all the rest of the seventy-six |levels below did. A strange-|ooking building of harsh
architecture: itself an enornous rectangle, everything else about it was rectangul ar. Mdison had
t hought he nust have had an exaggerated idea of its size, but now, looking at it as they eased
down to it, he saw indeed that it was two New York Gty blocks wide and three |ong. Huge!

As they dropped | ower, he glanced about. He was surprised to see that it was very far fromthe
tallest, biggest building in this sector: Although separated fromit by broad parks, many ot her
structures were far higher and, in their much nore el egant architecture, covered, nost of them

far nmore ground. This steel rectangul ar shape was definitely an oddity in the [ andscape of joyous
Joy City: a sort of a grim hard-nosed slab. Wiat woul d General Loop want with all that space? And
why woul d his heirs be so anxious to get rid of it they would accept al nost any price?

Flick dropped the airbus down opposite to the wi ndowed seventy-sixth floor, holding it about a
hundred feet out fromthe side of the building. He was tal king the air-coaches into |line beside
himto their left. Flick had a box in his hand.

"Find a red dot," Flick was saying, "and hold while pointed at it. You there, Nunmber Two, get into
line: you dunmp that air-coach and I1'll have your head!"

Madi son | ooked over Flick's shoul der through the forward shield toward the buil ding, across the
enpty space. He | ooked down. Yikes! but the ground seened awfully far away. He glanced at a
digital dial on Flick's panel: it read that they were 912 feet above the park bel ow He | ooked up
The top of the building rose another 200 feet!

An errant gust of wind rocked them A w sp of cloud passed |ike a ghostly hand between the airbus
and the building side. Yikes! He suddenly realized that he was al nbost as high as the Enpire State
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Bui I di ng! He gl anced around: several structures in this area were nuch higher. It reassured himin
a dazed way. Well, their townhouse was NOT as high as the Enpire State Building; it just covered
about six times the ground! Mire stable, then. He felt better. Then a wi sp of cloud passed by
their lights that | ooked even nore like a ghostly hand, even curled fingers to clutch at him He
felt worse.

"What's the hol dup?" he said to Flick

"Them dunb drivers can't find their red dots on the building side. This blank space all along here
is hangars. | got our blue dot right ahead. See it?"

Madi son saw the gl owi ng blue dot. But there was no door

"I can't go in until those bird droppings we got driving the other coaches find their truck dots.
The dunb prinmates would sit out here all night. And if | |let themgo into a passenger slot with
that load they're carrying on top, they'd crash."

The babbl e of voices fromFlick's speakers was getting nore frantic.

"Ch, blast,"” said Flick. "This red button here nust be their dot activator. |I forgot to push it."
He did so.

Coaches one, two and three pronptly answered up. They had their red dots.

"Well, blast it," then said Flick. "Drive on in!"

"At that steel wall?" came the conbi ned babbl e. The consensus was they'd crash

"You tell "em" said Flick and pushed a nicrophone at Madi son

Windering if he was sending forty-eight people plunging to their death, Mudison said, "This is the
chief. Drivel"

Resi gned mutters

Three air-coaches noved ahead at the red dots and steel wall.

Gasps of surprise

Invisible tractor beans had grabbed them each of the three. The steel opened. The buil di ng
swal | owed t hem

Flick drove strai ght ahead. Beans grabbed the Mdel 99. Just as he was sure they would hit solid
steel, there wasn't anything in front of them

There was a gentle thud as they sat down. Lights canme out with a flare. They were in the seventy-
sixth floor hangars.

Flick was out. He was yelling at the electronics man. "You get these coaches set up with their own
beanms! |I'mno bl asted nursemaid, sitting around all night. You fix this airbus, too, so it can go
in and out!"

Madi son | ooked around. The place was just a hangar with doors opening to passageways. Twenty or
thirty vehicles could line up in here.

"Everybody out!" Flick was yelling. "Find sone galleys and get that food stored. Find a hallway
near bathing roons and unload this airbus into it. Then find sone living quarters for yourselves
and store those clothes."

The gang had gat hered around Flick and now started to nove off.

"Wait," said Madison. "There's enough soap and beauty supplies here to wash the whol e Apparatus. |
want every one of you to bathe, bathe, bathe before you go to bed. Got it?"

They started off again. "Wait!" shouted Flick. "One nore thing: Don't nobody, and | nean nobody,
go into ANY upper floor. You birds stay on this level, the seventy-sixth. If you go up above, it
woul d be cheating! W got to plan how to rob the upper floors, so don't go junping the gun! Cot
it?"

They all did, or so they said, and got busy.

Madi son wandered of f.

He seened to be wal ki ng through doors that didn't open or close and he found it a bit

di sconcerting, but he supposed he could get used to it. Wal king down a passageway he found that
every hundred or so feet there was a tube which evidently went down to street level: they were
just polished, rectangular shafts and he wondered if he would get nerve enough ever to sinply step
into enpty space and hope he didn't fall 912 feet. He had put a bottle of soap in his pocket at
the Beauty store: he took it out now and tossed it in a shaft, wondering what woul d happen

It went down at an alarming rate. He listened for a far-off crash

Suddenly the bottle reappeared, coming up to his level. It sinply stopped there in mdshaft. It
nmust have gone to the bottom hadn't gotten out onto the street as expected and had been brought
back up to the floor again.

Madi son reached into the shaft and retrieved the nuch-travelled bottle. He put it in his pocket,
wondering if he would ever have the nerve to use these elevators. He deci ded he woul d specialize
i n airbuses.

He began to | ook into roons. They seened to be the sort of salons and sl eeping quarters one m ght
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expect the very conservative rich to have in such a culture as this: posh, but a bit on the
mlitary side, even stark. It was sort of as if someone had put together a nonastery out of the
nost expensive materials. Nothing warm or homey about it. However, he felt he coul d make good use
of all this: there was lots of it. He found quantities of potential office space. He found an

i mposi ng apartnent for hinself with huge wi ndows which gave a fantastic view of Joy City and the
Homevi ew conpl ex.

Down a hall where the beautifying supplies had been stacked, he could now hear running water and
yell s.

He becanme aware, suddenly, there was sonmeone in the room behind him He turned.

It was one of the circus girls, the one named Trotter. She was tall and statuesque, a brunette,
qui te handsone. She was wearing a sleeping robe and it was open widely all the way down the front
from bare breasts to bare toes and she had on nothing el se.

Madi son flinched. "Get on some clothes!" he said.

"You ordered us to pick up working clothes!" said Trotter. "These ARE ny working clothes. Wat's

wr ong?"
"Pl ease | eave," said Madi son
"Captain," said Trotter, "I just came to warn you about these other hussies. You have a tendency

to be carel ess and you shouldn't trust them Do you know that sone of themare crimnals?"
Madi son backed up. They were ALL crinminals and that included Trotter. And she was an inposing
chunk of worman, an awful threat!

"Now me," said Trotter, noving sensuously closer to him "lI'mdifferent. And I'Il prove it."
Madi son coul d not back up any further unless the wi ndow opened up. Yet she canme on. She had
al ready bat hed and perfume engul fed him She was reaching out her hand.

Then he felt sonething in his palm It was not her fingers!

He | ooked down hurriedly.

H S WALLET!
He gawped at her. Then he hastily | ooked into it.
"You see?" said Trotter. "You can trust nme. | didn't want anyone to rob you when we grabbed you on

the beach so | just slid your wallet in between ny legs. That isn't all you can slide there,
hmm?"

Madi son checked the cards; they were all present. He counted forty-eight thousand credits: it was
all there!

"Th-thank you," he said.

She was sliding up to himcloser and she was too close already. "You just shouldn't |eave

val uabl es lying around with a gang like this. The only |lying around that should be done is on
beds, hmmm? | spotted right away how cute you were and knew |'d better defend you. So why don't |
make up that bed over there for you and why don't we just clinmb into it. | think a favor |ike
just did you is worth a little piece, don't you? HmmP"

Ch, this was an enmergency with Madi son. Her bare breasts were touching his jacket as her robe
swung even wi der. He thought fast.

"Trotter," he said with his best sincere-and-earnest | ook, "you are so devastatingly beauti ful
that | had nmy eye on you fromthe very first nonment. You are so tall, you are so handsone, you
wal k with such a wonderful grace, that you cause the heart to stir in even the col dest and nost

i ndi fferent of nen."

Her eyes began to glow. Her bare breasts heaved with a shuddering sigh of delight.

"So therefore,” said Madison, praying that his pitch would work, "I am saving you as the star of
the very first porno novie that we nake."

"A bare- (bl eep) novie?" said Trotter

"Yes, indeed," said Madison, "with men clinbing all over you and with the very best angles. A
whol e nob of them fighting anongst thenselves to be the first to get you, while you stand proud
and stately, pushing themoff with your feet until at last, you drop a golden robe, baring
yourself totally to the canera and then, disdainfully with scornful finger, point to the one you
will take and you do it then on a silken bed while the others grovel weeping on the floor."

"Hot Saints!" said Trotter. "And |I'mthe star?"

"Yes, indeed!" said Mdison

"Ch, blazing batfish! | can't wait to tell the girls!"

She rushed out, robe flying. Mdison quickly figured out how to | ock the door.

This life was not without its perils. But he felt a surge of confidence. She had bought the image
he had built and swallowed it, hook, line and sinker. PR had triunphed once again. But he felt no
surprise. After all, it was his trade and he was a naster of it!

The novi es he was going to nmake had nothing to do with Trotter. They woul d have everything to do
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with creating a brand-new inage for Heller, one that woul d be stanped forever on nmen's minds: an
outl awt Hunted and chased by everyone! Fampbus beyond belief!

He turned back to the window. | wonder, he thought sadly, where Heller-Wster is right now.

Al ready wanted on a general warrant, he was probably al one and shivering in sone dark cave,
unknown and depriving posterity of his potential notoriety. Well, he thought, with a confident
smile, | can renedy that. Wth this crew | can do anyt hing!

Ch ny, won't M. Bury be proud! What a triunph for good, plain, old-time Earth PR What an
opportunity to show what he could really do!

Chapter 3

The crew were all bedded down, they had been bathed and fed. Being convicts, they did not care
what the tine of day was: it was always night in the Donestic Confederacy Prison
Thus, quiet reigned throughout the nearby halls of floor seventy-six. A weary Flick was just

reporting all was well. Mudison lay back on his own austere but anple bed.
"They're all asleep, sir," said Flick. "You certainly got themunder control, and we've got quite
a gang. Wen |'ve had sonme rest nyself, | can get busy and begin the plan how we're going to rob

the upper floors. Oh, sir, you have no idea,"” concluded Flick in an enotion-choked voice, "how
wonderful it is to have a dreamlike that cone true."

Madi son nodded. He had his own dream He could be tolerant.

Flick gave Madison a single, cross-armsalute and turned to go to his own rest.

A wail was coming from sonewhere

It got | ouder.

Sonmeone was shouting a single word. And shouting it with panic that held the raw screech of
terror!

It wasn't a word Madi son knew. It was being repeated over and over

Poundi ng feet raced toward them A single nman flashed by Madi son's open door, scream ng that word
| oud enough to hurt the ears!

"The sealer!" cried Flick. "Come back here!™

But the man raced scream ng straight on, tearing through the berthing apartnents of the crew,
still screan ng!

PANDEMONI UM

The crew began to yell. They were chasing the sealer, trying to get himto stop, shouting to head
hi m off as he rounded turns.

Flick had vani shed. Madi son hastily clinbed into his pants and raced toward the bedl am

They had managed to cut the sealer off and herd hi mback and Madi son was just in tinme to see two
roustabouts junp on him

The crew clustered wi de-eyed.

The seal er continued to screamthe word. He was withing around, frothing with terror

Madi son yel l ed, "Wat's he sayi ng?"

The horror-story witer, fromthe other side of the crowd, shouted at Madison through the tunult,
"He's fromthe back country of Flisten, fromhis eye shape and long fingernails. They're |ike
nonkeys, those people."

"What's the word he's using?" shouted Madi son

"I don't speak CGuaop," the horror-story witer yelled back, "but | know that word. It neans
‘ghosts'!"

Madi son imtated the syllables. They sounded like "slith-therg."He bent over and yelled it back at
the seal er.

The small man repeated the word | ouder and pointed with a frantic hand toward the ceiling.

"Well, (bleep) him" raged Flick. "He's gotten into the upper floors!"

"What does he nean, 'ghosts'?" shouted the director. He yelled down at the man on the fl oor
penetrating the din, "Were'd you see these ghosts?"

The Flisten man sinply screaned | ouder and poi nted harder upward.

The director pronptly ran off down the hallway toward the first place the seal er had appeared.
The whol e crowd went chasing after the director. Madison and Flick were left, trying to get the
sealer to calmdown and tell themnore. He shortly began sinply to sob and Madi son and Flick

| ooked up to see that the whole crew had run off. They coul d hear them clanoring down the hall and
they sped in that direction

They were just in tine to see a wonman on the tail end of the npob vanish up a ranp which led to the
seventy-seventh fl oor.

"Cone back!" screanmed Flick. "You' re cheating!"”
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He and Madi son rushed up the ranp.

There was a clank right in front of their faces. They collided violently with what nust be a sheet
of bull etproof glass which had dropped as a barrier before them

They coul d not get through.

From where they were hammering on the glass, they could see three corridors branching out. The
crew was in there, split up into three nmobs, racing along into the distance, |ooking into roons
and everywhere for ghosts!

Suddenly, the group in the right-hand corridor halted.

CHACS!

They began to scream and retreat.

BLUEBOTTLES!

Wth raised stingers, a squad of police was charging straight at them

"Ch, CGods, they were wise to us!" how ed Flick. "Cone back here. QU CKI'"

The group in the mddle hall suddenly bl ew apart and began to run

SOLDI ERS

They were kneeling and firing at the crimnals with deadly expressions! Flane slashed and roared
in the hall.

The group in the left-hand hall heard the commotion. They turned around.

Too | ate!

ASSASSI NS W TH ELECTRI C KNI VES WERE BEH ND THEM

The group fled onward in total panic!

Madi son and Flick | ooked anxiously back into the right-hand corridor.

I T WAS EMPTY!

They | ooked into the middle corridor

NO SI GN OF THAT GROUP

They | ooked into the Ieft-hand corridor.

NOBCDY THERE

THE WHOLE CREW HAD VAN SHED!

A wi spy, filny shape, a ghost indeed, drifted down toward the glass barricade and LAUGHED

Ch, it was a horrible sound!

Madi son and Flick fled.

Chapter 4

In Flick's room he and Madi son | ooked at each other.

It was all quiet now.

They were scared stiff but that was not what domi nated their thoughts.

THEY HAD LOST THEI R CREW

Flick had managed to get his gasping under control. "Let nme think. Wwere could they have gone? Ah,
I have it! That watchman warned me there were traps. They've fallen into floor traps. | think the
Iights nust have gone out or sonething because we didn't see anyone drop, but that is the only
thing that it can be. The crew nmust be up there soneplace in floor traps. W've got to go back up
there. "

"I haven't got a gun," said Madi son

"You got your bare hands," said Flick. "And they' re deadly enough."

Madi son knew he woul d have to think fast. He did. "What about that box the watchman had?" said
Madi son. "What did you do with it?"

"It's in the airbus.”

"And where were all those directions they gave us, that big stack?"

"Yes," said Flick, comng out of it. "It should tell us where the traps are. Maybe the crewis

| ocked in sonewhere."

In short order they had the four-foot stack of directions and nmanual s and began to | ook through
feverishly. They couldn't make too much out of them But now, arned with the box, they went back
up to the top of the ranp.

Flick found the right button. The glass was one of the barriers the watchman had nmentioned. It
rose.

Flick found another button on the box that said General Disarm He pushed it and they wal ked into
the first hall of the seventy-seventh fl oor

They didn't find anything. The place was terribly quiet except for their own footfalls. Flick
flashed a torch about.

No sign of the police.
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They wal ked into the nmiddle hall where that segnent of the crew had vani shed.

No sol di ers. Not hi ng.

They wal ked into the | eft-hand hall and even though it seened to stretch endl essly before themin
the dark, they found no assassins.

Madi son nourned. It was not only a haunted town-house, it was a hungry townhouse. It had eaten up
all their crew. No wonder nobody had wanted to buy it!

"Maybe there are some other panels sonewhere," said Flick. He |l ed the way down a side corridor
They seemed to be in a big roombut it was terribly dark. Flick played his Iight through the
place. It seened to be a tavern. There were tables and chairs around on the floor and a natura
wood bar, all polished.

Flick wal ked over to the counter and | ooked under it. "A panel!" He stabbed an eager finger in.
Abruptly the roomwas full of light.

It was also full of babbling sound.

AND AT EVERY TABLE SAT ARMY OFFI CERS DRI NKI NG TUP!

They were deep in conversations and | aughing, very friendly to each other. One group at the far
end was singing an arny song. They all wore unifornms of |ong ago that were covered with nold!

A captain at a nearby table turned and seened to |l ook at them "Cone in, drink up!" he said.
Flick fled as though pursued by denons!

Then Flick found out those were Madison's running footfalls behind him

Flick stopped and caught his breath. "Conets, but this is an awful place. The ghosts of all his
brother officers, long since dead, carousing in that tavern. It makes your blood run |like w nter
ice."

"Maybe the crew got into one of these side roons,"” said Mdison

"Ch, | don't like this," said Flick. "There's nothing like this on Calabar. That's an orderly

pl ace. \When people get killed, they have the decency to stay dead. It's nore gravity than here,
you know. It holds corpses in their graves better. (Bleeped) Voltar! You nind what | say, Chief.
You nurder any people on this planet, bury 'emwth WEl GHTS!"

Madi son went into a roomand Flick followed him The torch, flashing around, showed what seened to
be a bed and a chair and a table. There was a huge, black wi ndow with an easy chair over to the
side, placed as though inviting one to sit in it and |ook through the w ndow.

Madi son saw a square box just inside the door and went back to it. Flick was exanining the bed: it
didn't seemto be a bed but just a block of stone.

"Chief," said Flick. "I seen sonmething like this once. It was a sacrificial altar on Mstin. This
pl ace makes me nervous."

Madi son opened the wall box. There were several buttons. He pushed the biggest one.

A ROAR OF SOUND!

The whol e wi ndow |ighted up!

Through it one could see the red and glaring flanes of a Hell

Devils were stoking a fire!

There was a | ong, drawn-out scream when two nore devils threw a naiden into the scarl et blaze!
Flick had stopped, stunned, staring at the scene.

Madi son turned around to | ook at the room

THREE RED DEVI LS SAT I N THE CHAI RS!

A di smenbered man appeared, bl eeding gouts of blood on the sacrificial altar! Another devil above
hi m brought down a knifel The victimlet out a scream

The devil in the easy chair turned to Flick and said, "Stay around. You're next!"

Flick tried to rush fromthe room He hit Madison in the door and they both went down.

On hands and knees and then on foot they fled down the hall

Finally they ran out of run and stopped with shuddering breath.

"I don't like this place," said Flick

Madi son bol stered his own nerve. "Look, Flick, we've got to find the crew. Let's try in here."
Flick nervously pushed his torch around this new room It was obviously a rather posh sal on
Various | ounges sat in the expanse. The floor was bare and the walls were bare. It |ooked Iike
sonebody had hal f noved out.

There was a long buffet table and Flick opened a door of it, probably expecting vases or

val uables. It was a panel instead.

"Don't touch the big one," cautioned Madi son. "I don't know what will happen."

Flick sorted down a rank of buttons and pushed one.

The salon lights cane on.

Now that they could see it better, it was a very nice room even though the walls and fl oor were
bare.
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There was a big set of glass doors at the end. Flick pushed another switch and it was as if
floodlights had turned on in a lovely garden. A fountain was playing out there and birds coul d be
heard to sing.

Enbol dened, Flick touched another button.

Suddenly, the room was beautifully decorated!

There was a rug on the floor

Vases with flowers appeared on small wall tables.

PAI NTI NGS APPEARED ON THE WALLS!

Hastily, Flick turned the switch off. Vases, flowers, rug and paintings vani shed!

"OH, My GODS!" cried Flick. "The objects of art we neant to rob are JUST ELECTRONI C | LLUSI ONS! "
Madi son suddenly understood. He had seen Lonbar Hisst in his red uniformstep in front of a thing
the Master of Palace City had had placed before the building, and an apparently solid Lonbar

Hi sst, two hundred feet tall, had appeared over the building blessing it.

General Loop was crazy as a coot on scenery with his officers and devils and all. But he was smart
as a whip on theft and security.

THERE WAS NOTHI NG TO STEAL!

Tears were running down Flick's face. Wth | eaden steps he dragged hinmself away. Wth a sad, sad
voi ce he nuttered, "There goes ny dream" and funbled off to the seventy-sixth floor, leaving it
all to Madison to find the vani shed crew

It was a nmonent of agony and gl oom

Chapter 5

Madi son had worked for hours rescuing the crew. Belts underneath the upper-hall floors had shunted
themto a "prison" on the seventy-sixth floor and they had been waiting there in fear of being
returned to the Donestic Confederacy Prison when Madison | et them out.

An enbarrassed el ectronics security man had expl ai ned that he al so had been taken in, for he said
the devices were not of a type in general circulation outside the security forces. He recovered a
spare froman electronic parts storeroomand, after he had figured it out, showed themall it was
just a chip about the size of a pen point which, put in the path of a mcroscopic projector, gave
imges in the air which could nove and enmit sound. The spare, fortunately, was not of any ghost
but of a snmall boy taking a pee and the crew noral e had been restored, even if the | aughs were
weak.

The seal er had gotten over his fright after a few convul sions, aware now that people were |aughing
at himand anxi ous to nmake anends.

General Loop, they all agreed, had been purloining governnent property and devices, and this nade
hima fellow crininal and so, sonehow, nmade it all right. Wether he had done all this just to
exerci se a hobby or scare his fellow officers half to death was entirely beyond their interest.
Madi son had anot her theory-that manufacturers, knowi ng Loop was sonewhat crazy, had installed the
devices in the hope of getting a contract after showi ng what they coul d do. Mdison had noticed
di fferent makers' nanes on the activating boxes; he didn't think any of this was in use or known
to the governnment at all. He had not found a single Security Forces stanp on anything. If it were
government property or even known to the governnent, it would have | ong since been taken out. But
he didn't disagree with the crew, they needed all the solace they coul d get.

The crisis was over. The crew had slept. And Madi son now had other things to do.

In a seventy-sixth floor briefing roomwhich General Loop had probably used to address his own
staff, Madi son had assenbl ed his gang here today for purposes of his own.

They | ooked nuch better now. the men had shaved and cut their hair, the wonen were coiffed and
made up. They were gaunt but good food would handl e that. The prison pallor still showed through
but a few days under sunlanps would turn thema nore natural color. The stink was gone!

The cooks were lounging in the doors, the rest sat on chairs and benches. And all eyes were on
Madi son as he stood upon the raised platformat the front of the large room

"l have gathered you together this afternoon," said Madison, "in order to clarify for you why you
are really here. | amcertain sone of you have probably wondered, and the very essence of a team
i's a comrpbn purpose.

"Now, | know sone of you were curious as to what PR nman really neant. It does not nean 'parole
officer': | just told themthat so | could spring you."

The crew sat up nore alertly. It made themfeel better to know that they were not in the hands of
just anot her Apparatus officer but with one who now seemned

Chapter 5
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Madi son had worked for hours rescuing the crew. Belts underneath the upper-hall floors had shunted
themto a "prison" on the seventy-sixth floor and they had been waiting there in fear of being
returned to the Donestic Confederacy Prison when Madison | et them out.

An enbarrassed el ectronics security man had expl ai ned that he al so had been taken in, for he said
the devices were not of a type in general circulation outside the security forces. He recovered a
spare froman electronic parts storeroomand, after he had figured it out, showed themall it was
just a chip about the size of a pen point which, put in the path of a mcroscopic projector, gave
images in the air which could nove and enit sound. The spare, fortunately, was not of any ghost
but of a snmall boy taking a pee and the crew noral e had been restored, even if the | aughs were
weak.

The seal er had gotten over his fright after a few convul sions, aware now t hat people were |aughing
at him and anxi ous to make anends.

General Loop, they all agreed, had been purloining governnent property and devices, and this nade
hima fellow crininal and so, sonehow, nmade it all right. Wether he had done all this just to
exerci se a hobby or scare his fellow officers half to death was entirely beyond their interest.
Madi son had anot her theory-that manufacturers, knowi ng Loop was sonewhat crazy, had installed the
devices in the hope of getting a contract after showi ng what they could do. Madi son had noticed
di fferent makers' nanes on the activating boxes; he didn't think any of this was in use or known
to the governnment at all. He had not found a single Security Forces stanp on anything. If it were
government property or even known to the governnent, it would have | ong since been taken out. But
he didn't disagree with the crew, they needed all the solace they coul d get.

The crisis was over. The crew had slept. And Madi son now had other things to do.

In a seventy-sixth floor briefing roomwhich General Loop had probably used to address his own
staff, Madi son had assenbl ed his gang here today for purposes of his own.

They | ooked nuch better now. the men had shaved and cut their hair, the wonen were coiffed and
made up. They were gaunt but good food would handle that. The prison pallor still showed through
but a few days under sunlanps would turn thema nore natural color. The stink was gone!

The cooks were lounging in the doors, the rest sat on chairs and benches. And all eyes were on
Madi son as he stood upon the raised platformat the front of the [arge room

"l have gathered you together this afternoon,” said Madison, "in order to clarify for you why you
are really here. | amcertain some of you have probably wondered, and the very essence of a team
is a comopn purpose.

"Now, | know sone of you were curious as to what PR man really neant. It does not nean 'parole
officer': I just told themthat so | could spring you."

The crew sat up nore alertly. It made themfeel better to know that they were not in the hands of
just anot her Apparatus officer but with one who now seened to be saying that he had ot her goals
and m ght well be a master crimnal in his ow right, only using the Apparatus for sone crooked
purpose of his own. H's popularity rose.

"The actual neaning of PR " continued Madi son, "is PUBLIC RELATIONS. That is the activity in which
you wi Il now be engaged."

They nodded but now t hey | ooked puzzl ed. They had never heard of this. The only relations they had
ever had with the public consisted of victimzing it.

"As this will be your work," said Madison, "I had better explain in detail."

Madi son stood up very straight. His face began to glow. H's own love of his subject took over. In
a voice nore suited to a cathedral, he said, "PR is one of the noblest pursuits of man!"

Hi s audi ence was jolted. They stared at hi mwi de-eyed.

Madi son was of f. Hi s voice contained the caress of eulogy. "Public Relations is an art that FAR
transcends nmere painting and crass poetry."

The audi ence gawped.

"I't is," crooned Madi son, "the magic of telling people what to think and bl udgeons themto change
their mnds."

A roustabout called out, "Now that's nore like it, Do we hit soft to stun or hard to kill?"

Madi son smiled a beautiful smle. "You always hit to kill."

The gang buzzed and nodded. "Got it," came from many voi ces. Then someone in an aside to his

nei ghbor confided loudly, "That's what his Lieutenant Flick said last night. He's a killer! One of
the greatest nmurderers of all tinel"

Everyone began to appl aud, even the cooks at the door. Then they stood and chanted, "The chief!
The chief! The chief!" Madison, an expert at timng and stage presence, knew when speeches shoul d
end. He bowed.

The tunmult had di ed down as the people were now departing.
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Madi son became aware of sonmething. No Flick. He called out, "Were is Lieutenant Flick?"

The driver footwonan said, "He's in bed. He didn't even touch nme. | can't do ny job. | think he's
down in the nouth. Even suicidal."

Madi son, in alarm inmmediately passed through the halls to the apartnment whi ch had been
appropriated by Flick.

The man was lying with his face to the wall. He appeared to be conpletely caved in. Madison had to
shake him by the shoul der to get any response.

"What's the matter?" said Madi son

"Life is over," muttered Flick

"Why?" said Madison.

FIlick moaned, "Don't ever rob a man of his dreans. It's death."

Madi son | ooked down at him The |ethargy was pronounced. He knew he couldn't live with himin this
condi tion. He thought fast.

"Don't you have any other dreans?" he said.

Flick groaned and then at length turned over on his back. "Just one, but it's inpossible. |

shoul dn't even think of it."

"Tell me," said Madison.

"It's a dream | get and then always have to abandon. It's to neet Hi ghtee Heller in person." Then

he groaned, "But she has billions of fans. | couldn't even force ny way through such a crowd. |
haven't even ever been able to afford a ticket to her personal appearances. So forget | even
mentioned it. No, life is over for poor Flick." And he turned back to the wall with an awful

shudderi ng si gh.

Madi son went over to the wi ndow. The nmanmmoth done of Honeview was gleanming in the |ate day sun
Sonet hi ng clicked inside his head.

Lonmbar was trying to find Heller. Madison also had to know.

The orderly outline of a plan began to formon the glass before his eyes in Ad Century 10-poi nt

type.

1. On sone off chance, Hightee Heller mght know where Heller-Wster is. If so, she might be
tricked into telling Madison.

2. If she doesn't know, then she mi ght have l|ines she can use-unwittingly, of course-to get
sonmebody to tell her.

3. He would have to have an excuse to see her often so she could spill the information to hi mwhen
she got it.

Then suddenly, the whol e sheet jacked up and a banner, 22 point, all caps, seened to flow across
t he gl ass:

BU LD THE | MACE
BEFORE YQU FI'T
HELLER TO I T!

"YONEEE! " shouted Madison. He sprang into the air, he danced around the room He knew EXACTLY how
to go about it now

"What the Hells is happening?" said Flick, afraid that Madi son had gone crazy.

Madi son canme to the side of the bed. He put on his nost sincere and earnest |ook. "Flick," he
said, "if | introduce you to H ghtee Heller in person, will you give up trying to pull off

robberi es?"

Flick stared at him Then he saw fromthe sincere and earnest | ook that Madi son wasn't joking.

"I'"d have to," said Flick. "If | met Hi ghtee Heller in person, | couldn't pull off no nore
robberies. I'd be a changed man!"
"Good," said Madison. "It's a bargain, then. If | see that you neet her in person, the crines we

do fromhere on out are only the ones that | order. Agreed?"

Fl i ck nodded nunbly, not daring to hope.

"Al'l right," said Madison. "Get up and get dressed. W've got work to do!"

Madi son rushed out, ecstatic with his plan

Ch, he was really on his way now The snell of eventual victory was in the very air! He could
REALLY get on with his job with Heller

Chapter 6

The first thing Madi son did was get fromFlick the nane of a certain type of crooked jeweler.
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Flick and his footwoman got into the Mddel 99. Madi son sprang into the back

They flashed out of the hangar and sped across the sky, SlumCity a vast snudge and spraw in the
di stance, grow ng | arger

"I know this fellow personally,” said Flick as he drove. "He's from Cal abar |ike ne. But we ain't
never been in the sane line really. He's rich, I'mpoor. |I robbed houses. He received the goods
fromthi eves who | ooted tonbs. The world thinks he's respectable and | know what they think of me:
| got caught and wound up in the Apparatus. He married a jewel er's daughter and wound up owning a
"legiti mte business.'"

Shortly Flick pointed out a square which | ooked to Madison |like an island in the mddle of a
ghetto sea

They | anded and the Model 99 in all its glitter instantly attracted a swarm of tough-I| ooking,
hooti ng ki ds. Suddenly Madi son was aware that this footwoman had other uses than being felt up

She was out of the car like a tiger. She had somehow gotten hold of a stinger. Her target was the
bi ggest boy and he got the weapon in the teeth with a shower of sparks. He didn't get a chance to
recoil nore than a foot when the footwonan had himby the arm In a sort of a whirling notion, she
swung himhis feet left the ground-and like a scythe, used himto take out the whole front rank of
hoot ers.

There was the departing rush of hasty feet. Into the dying echo of the screanms, the footwonan
thrust the stinger in the belt of her violet uniformand stepped to the door. She opened it with a
bow. "Watch your step, sir. There's garbage."

If he hadn't seen the killer | ook when she sprang out of the airbus or heard the wild animl snarl
of satisfaction when she used the stinger, he would have been conpletely taken in by the sweet and
demure smile she now exhi bited. She appeared to be the mildest and ki ndest person you would ever
want to nmeet. Ah, he thought with pleasure, he had quite a crew Totally deceptive!

Madi son, immuacul ately attired, stepped around the garbage-whi ch happened to be the unconscious
body of the one she had used as a weapon-and, with Flick, made his way to the jewelry store.

And that is exactly what it seened to be: a store that sold the cheap gewgaws di spl ayed behi nd

bul | et proof, steel-barred w ndows.

An old man in a black cloth cap that had a |light and an exam nation magnifier on it directed them
t hrough the back of the store and shortly they were in an opulent office quite at variance with
the rest of the establishment.

A very greasy, overfed man came forward froman ivory table to greet them H's head was a squashed
oval like Flick's: maybe the heavy gravity of Calabar did this to them

"Flick, my cousin, | amso glad to see you are still out of jail. My, look at the violet uniform
Are you in the Pal ace Guards?"
"Cousin Baub," said Flick, "you got to neet nmy new chief, Madison. W're still in the Apparatus,

but there's a difference.”
"Well, Cousin Flick, | did hear the Apparatus had taken over the guarding of Palace City. But is
your friend here safe?”

"He's a full-fledged crimnal in disguise," said Flick. "I vouch for him"
"Well, all right. Sit down, ny friends. But | nust warn you that we're very too full stocked up
so if you' ve stolen sonmething fromthe palaces, | can't give you nuch price."

"That's very good news," said Madison, and he took a seat. "You see, Baub, we are buyers, not
sellers.™

"Ho, ho, Cousin Flick. W HAVE nmoved up in the world!" said Baub

"M ster Baub," said Madison, "I am sure that when you receive stolen gens, you recut them and
renount themso they will not be quickly recognized."

"Yes, that's true. But good stones are of such size that their refraction i ndexes are known and we
have to be very careful.”

"M ster Baub," said Mdison, "I know you are a man of discretion. | want an absol utely stunning
stone in an absolutely stunning setting the like of which has never been seen before and WON' T be
recogni zed. "

"Aha!" said Baub. "You're tal king about the 'Eye of the Goddess'!"

“I'f it has a nane," said Madison, "it must have been known."

"Nope," said Baub. "It can't be known. Because | just this mnute invented it."

Madi son | aughed with delight. Here was sonebody he could do business with, alnbst in his own |ine.
"A few years ago," said Baub, "over on Cal abar, where everything is very big, some thieves got
into a very ancient, pre-Voltarian tonb. Up to that time the tonb had been unknown, but the
thieves were not. Police were on their trail and caught themand the tonb contents were

i nventoried and added to the National Treasury. They had rounded up the thieves and had sent them
en route to an interrogation center, but the air-coach crashed in an updraft that slammed it into
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a hundred-t housand-f oot nmountain range-things are big on Cal abar-and that was that. One thief,
however, right at the tonb, got away. The police never knew he existed." He |ooked at Flick. "That
thief was me."

Baub sat back, nostal gia taking over. "Ch, themwere the days. | had a whol e bag of stones. They
had never been recorded nor listed. One by one | spent them and had nyself a nmarvel ous ni sspent
youth." He sighed. "But that was seventy years ago and youth has fled."

He got up and went into another room which seened to have a conplex array of vaults and returned
carrying a small bag of silk which he laid on his desk, and resuned his seat.

"I'n that haul, there was one stone | never could get rid of. |I never even dared showit. |
couldn't say | had found it in a stream bed because it was already cut. And | warn you that the
nmonent it appears on the market, questions will be asked, because it is too renmarkable. If it fits
your purposes, here it is."

He opened the bag by laying out its sides and there, blazing on the silk, was a jewel the size of
an egg. Madi son nmoved closer. He could not credit what he saw. He blinked.

"I don't know how the ancients did it," said Baub. "And I don't know if it is natural or
artificial. But you are looking at an enerald totally enclosed in a dianond. The enerald is top
color and has only one flaw. The dianond is a perfect blue-white. And | can't sell you this unless
you can absolutely guarantee that where it cane fromcan be totally explained by you."

"I can guarantee that," said Madison. "How would you mount it?"

"It's too big to be anything but a crown jewel or a pendant. Follow ng my suddenly invented narne,
I'd say one might put it in an oval setting, the stone held in gold |like open eyelids with strings
of little dianond chips to | ook |ike eyel ashes above and bel ow, and we hang it on a broad chai n of
gold net. It's heavy, you know. Feel it."

Madi son said, "Can you put it on the front of a net gold cap so it looks like it's in the mddle
of a forehead?"

"Ww, " said Flick. "What a blazer that would be!"

"How I ong to make it up?" said Madison. "I want it fast."

"Ch, | could put the old man on it. Gold net is easy to weave. Two days."

"Al'l right," said Madison. "Now what's the price?"

"Ch," said Baub, |ooking shifty, "it's a nmonento of my |ost youth. Say a hundred thousand
credits.”

Madi son translated it to dollars. There never had been a stone worth two million that he knew of.
An actor naned Richard Burton had given an actress naned Liz Taylor one of the fanciest stones on
Earth, and though he had only read about it, he thought it had only been about a mllion and a
hal f. And he wasn't going to use any identoplate for this transaction. Too risky.

Flick, however, saved him "GCh, Cousin Baub, | thought you were a friend. You know very well

you' ve never been able to get rid of this, and here | bring you a custonmer and you drive himout
of the shop with a club. You don't even have to give me the 10 percent | always get on purchases

make for him We' Il give you five thousand credits and that's the lot."
"I wouldn't dreamof it," said Baub
"Listen, Baub," said Flick. "I'"'mfam|y. Renenber?"

Baub sighed. "Not a credit less than thirty-five thousand! Plus the setting and cap."
"Thirty thousand with the setting and cap," said Flick

"NO " said Baub

"Twenty thousand" said Flick

"NO NO" cried Baub. "You just offered thirty thousand!"

"Bought," said Flick. "Gve himthe noney, Chief."

Shortly afterwards, wal king back to the airbus, still ably defended by the footwonan, Madison
said, "I didn't know you got 10 percent of everything | spent!"

Flick said, "Runs ne ragged going back to collect it. And | just saved you seventy thousand
credits, so you see I"'mworth it. But on this present deal, |I'mnot taking any conmission. | won't

do anything crooked on anything connected to Hightee Heller. She's sacred! 'Eye of the Goddess'-
that suits her perfectly! Now |I'mactually beginning to believe that | WLL get to neet her
personal | y!'"

Madi son grinned as he got in. "The Eye of the Goddess" wasn't all he had planned for Hightee
Hel | er.

Chapter 7

Two days |ater, Madison was on his way to see High-tee Heller. Flick had barbered and bat hed
hi msel f al nrost down to the bone. He had polished the Model 99 until, another crimnal had said,
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the angels on its four corners screaned. He had sternly left the footwonman home. One woul d have

t hought he was engaged in the greatest adventure of his life: he kept bubbling.

Madi son hoped that he hinself | ooked all right. He missed being in a neat Earth | ounge suit, his
fighting uniform He had chosen a steel-gray business tunic and pants, devoid of any ornanent, but
the very shimer of it said it cost a fortune. The sl eeves, being a pointed cuff, had worried him
they mght brush things off tables unexpectedly. Accordingly, he had practiced for half an hour
reaching for things. He had fluffed his hair, had put just a touch of glitter in it and then
brushed it until it shone. He had practiced his nost engagi ng and i ngenuous snile before a mirror
for over an hour.

But that was not all the preparation he had done. He had had the horror-story witer sweating for
a whol e day and a night. One of the reporters had been expelled fromthe Royal Acadeny of Art and
could wite a little poetry.

Madi son's own nusi cal background shoul d have been extensive but was not. Hi s nother had planned,
when he was eight, that he should have a career as a concert pianist. He had been | abored over by
numer ous teachers until he was twelve, at which tinme the |ast one, |ike his predecessors all had,
found Madi son playing ragti ne when he shoul d have been nmenorizing a concerto of an austere classic
nature. The man had whi pped hi m soundly. His nother wouldn't stand for that, the nman had been
fired out of hand and Madi son had finished his nusical career with a sore bottom He only hoped he
coul d remenber enough not to nake sonme awful, gauche slip. He would be talking to a very
acconpl i shed nusician. Details, in such an extensive caper as this, were everything.

He had gotten his appointnent very snoothly. A house clerk had answered her viewer-phone at her
home in Pausch Hills. Mdison had told himthat he had a nessage from Hi ghtee's brother, Jettero
Hel | er.

The clerk had relayed the fact and a background voi ce-H ghtee's-had said, "Does he know where
Jettero is? 1'd surely love to find out."

Madi son knew at once that H ghtee did not know.

He went at once, snoothly, into the second phase of his plan to locate Heller-Wster for Lonbar,
after which he would get into his inage-buil ding.

"Tell your mistress | can't give her the nessage over the phone: her brother ordered me to give it
personal ly. | am an Apparatus officer on detached duty to Hone-view. My name is J. Valter

Madi son. "

He pronptly got his appointnent for one o'clock, and here he was, flying in through a warm sun to
I and on the rooftop estate of Hightee Heller

He was inpressed! The estate looked like it conprised several acres that rested high in the air
crowni ng an el egant building. One could see for mles and mles fromsuch an aerie; the view was
not even bl ocked by nei ghboring buil dings and | ooked down on other lovely estates. A place for the
angel s, even unto a wi sp of wandering cloud! At |east that was what Flick was crooning as he put
the Model 99 down on the roof target. He was very di sappointed to see a house clerk in black
awai ti ng theminstead of Hightee.

"The lady is expecting you," the clerk said. "She is in the sumerhouse. | will escort you."
Madi son sternly told Flick to stay by the car and foll owed the bl ack-suited man down a curving
path. The first thing that struck Mdison was that the trees were full of songbirds trilling their

hearts out in nelodi es and harnoni es.

"However do you keep the birds in?" he asked the clerk

At that nmoment two birds of gorgeous plumage swept down and inspected the briefcase Madi son was
carrying and then fluttered accusingly in front of his face.

"It's not a matter of keeping themIN " said the clerk. "lIt's a matter of never being able to
drive them away. They sonetines hear the nusic fromthe oratory and they come for mles around to
sing with Hightee. And they always fly with her when she takes her wal ks."

What struck Madi son was the total absence of guards. This clerk didn't even have a telltal e bul ge
in his close-fitting black coat. They hadn't even asked for an identoplate on |landing, or now He
coul d be anybody, even an assassin. Nobody had even asked to |ook in his briefcase. Very, very
lax. And it might be very useful

He had to nmake sure. "Don't you have guards and security and things?" he asked. "It mmkes ne
nervous for her."
The clerk snorted. "Lady Hi ghtee has fifteen billion fans who would tear anyone to pieces if she

was hurt. And who woul d touch the sister of the hero of the Fleet, Jettero Heller? Only a madman
woul d so much as frown at Lady Hightee, and it is very plain you are not one of those."

So there was no security, Mdison filed away.

They canme to the sumerhouse, a grill of golden lattices through which the sumer sun splashed in
gentl e patterns.

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (76 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:56 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

She had been working at a table with a sheet of nusic, probably menorizing a Iyric. She cane
forward to the door, hand outstretched in wel cone.

Madi son flinched. He had never in his |ife seen such a beautiful woman. She was wearing a casua
artist's snock of shinmmering green. Her hair was the color of Heller's but it was fluffed into a
gl owi ng hal o. Her eyes were an electric blue that nmade you feel very warm The presence of her was
an aura that seened to nake the day go brighter.

Madi son came out of his shock, took the hand, bent over it to kiss it but the touch of her on his
pal m al nost paral yzed him OCh, yes, indeed, this was Hi ghtee Heller. Even the three dinmensions of
Honevi ew screens couldn't begin to do her justice. For an instant he thought he was going to knee
despite hinself.

Still bent over the golden fingernails, he sumoned up his npbst engagi ng and i ngenuous snile. He
was very glad he had practiced it. The presence of this woman had al nost knocked himflat and
gawping. In fact, for the barest, fleeting instant, out of pure adnmiration for her, he had qual ns
at going forward with his plans. But he recovered quickly.

She was graciously waving himto a seat as she resuned her own sw nging chair. As soon as she had
sat down, Madi son perched hinmself on the edge of the indicated arnchair. He w shed those patches
of sunlight didn't nmake her glow. It nade it difficult to proceed.

But Madi son held on to his snile. "Forgive ne for seening so nuch at honme, but Jettero has spoken
of you to nme so often, |I feel that | know you."

She sniled. "Ch, Jettero and | have al ways been close. He is such a wonderful person."

"One of the finest fellows that ever lived," said Madi son.

"Probably the finest and nost honorable man alive,"” said Hightee.

"A prince anong princes," said Madi son. "I bl ess the day when he honored ne with his friendship."
"You know himwell, then?" said Hi ghtee.

"Ch, intimtely," said Madison. "It often makes ne feel hunble when he tells nme how nuch he trusts
me. How heartening it is, when all else is black, to know that one has such a dear friend as
Jettero. | don't know what | would do without him"

"l have always felt," said H ghtee, "how fortunate | was to have a brother |ike that."

"And such a future!" said Madison

"There isn't a young officer in the Fleet that doesn't try to enulate him" said Hi ghtee.

"Ch, he will rise to the top," said Madison. "lnevitable success."

"H s superiors swear by him" said Hi ghtee.

"I amsure he will achieve universal renown,"” said Madison. "In fact, he deserves everything that
can be done for him"

"I ndeed he does," said H ghtee. "Ever since | was a little girl, 1've felt nore confident in life
knowi ng he was there. |1've always felt | was one of the luckiest girls alive to be his sister."

"And | have felt | was one of the luckiest fellows alive to be his friend," said Mdison

"You really have a nessage from hin?" said Hi gh-tee, eagerly.

"It's nmore interesting than just that," said Madison. "In fact, he made nme swear on ny honor that

I would not fail to see you personally and give you this present fromhim?"

He opened up his briefcase and renoved a large jewelry box and said, "Fromyour brother with his
love." And he handed it to her with a bow

She opened it. The sunlight hit it and it hit back, breaking the Iight into a thousand col ored
pieces. Sitting in its new setting, nestled into the gold net cap, the jewel quite took her breath
away. She had never seen anything like it: an enmerald inside a perfect dianond.

She put it on and the jewel in the center of her forehead drove the sunlight frantic in the

sunmer house. She took up a small mirror and | ooked. Then she took it off and gazed at it. Wen the
pul se in her lovely throat slowed down, she gazed at Madi son. "Were could he have possibly
acquired it? It nmust have cost ten years' pay!"

"Ch, he didn't buy it," said Madison. "It is quite a story. It's called the 'Eye of the Goddess'
Jettero is so brave and so commanding that it was presented to him by the Aga Khan when Jettero
saved the life of his son."

"Ch!" said Hightee. "Tell ne!"

"Well, Jettero nade so little of it that he did not give ne nmany details. He never brags."

"How li ke him" said Hightee.

"But it was headlines in all the newssheets. The son of the Aga Khan was on a tiger hunt-that is a
very dangerous beast-and Jettero happened to be flying by and pulled the Aga Khan's son right out
of the jaws of the tiger, barehanded."

"Ch! How dangerous!"

"Well, Jettero is nothing if not the nbst courageous fellow alive. But you know, he is so nodest,
I"lI'l wager when you see himhe won't even nmention the exploit. Probably just |augh and say it
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never happened. "

"That's my brother. Go on."

"He's so unwilling to take well-earned praise,” continued Madi son. "And when t he Aga Khan
presented himin gratitude with this fanmly heirloom do you know that Jettero actually bl ushed?
know. | was right there and saw himnyself. He slid it into his pocket and he whispered to ne,
"The only reason |'mnot giving this back is because | think Hi ghtee would like it." "

"Ch, how sweet."

"But that's Jettero,"” said Madison. "He also said, when he nade me promise to give it to you
directly when | arrived on Voltar, "Tell her I won it shooting dice and say it's a bauble she
needn't even thank nme for.' But | could never bring nyself to lie to you. So | have told you the
truth. Don't mention it to himthat | did. He'd half kill ne!"

"But good Heavens, | have to thank him"
"Ch, | thought of that. Wear it on your next Home-view appearance and, w thout sayi ng how he got
it, since that would enbarrass himand reveal | had told you the truth, casually mention that the

jewel is a gift fromyour brother Jettero and dedicate your next song to himand all his brother
officers of the Fleet. And then sing sone song about far places and | oved ones at hone and then
say you don't know where your brother is and long to hear fromhimto thank himfor the gift. And
his brother officers, hearing it, wanting to help you thank him would tell you where he is now.
I"msure the resulting fan mail would conme in in a flood. Any of your fans, let alone his brother
of ficers, would be eager to relieve your anxiety about where your brother is."

"Ch, it's a lovely idea. But you just saw him Don't you know where he is?"

"Alas," said Madison, shaking his head sadly, "the two of us had a little farewel|l party for each
other. W were going different ways. And it was only after his ship took off that | suddenly
realized he had not told ne where he was going. But it's not inportant that | know It is only

i mportant that any anxiety you have be relieved. So | have witten this little card for you that
you can use for your lines and you can | ocate himand send your thanks to himthat way."

She read the card and the lines. "Wy, this is sort of sweet."

"And you could let ne know as well," said Madi son
"I worry about him He is too brave. And al so, of course, | mss him"
"Well, | certainly do thank you," said Hightee, rising, "for bringing his gift."

Madi son rose, too, but he said, "Ch, that isn't all that | have brought."

PART SEVENTY- SI X
Chapter 1

Hi ghtee Heller | ooked at Madison with a bit of wonder. "You nean, after that beautiful gift you
brought nme from Jettero, you have sonething else? My, you are a nman of surprises. But cone, let us
stroll a bit: |I've been sitting all norning."

J. Walter Madison hastily grabbed his briefcase and foll owed her out of the sumerhouse. They were
i nstantly acconpani ed by songbi rds.

The acres of the rooftop estate were artfully |l andscaped with curving paths and pool s and
waterfalls and trees so that every few yards, on any path one took, one was |ooking at a new
presentati on.

Sauntering along, hands thrust into her artist's snock pockets, Hightee |ooked sideways at him
"Now what is this sonething el se?"

"Your new nusical!" said Madison. "I've brought it!"

"That's unusual ," said H ghtee. "Normally | originate themand ny own staff devel ops them™

Madi son hadn't known that: on Earth artists didn't wite them they just sang and acted in them
But he plunged ahead. "Well, the order to do it cones fromLord Snor hinself. He's a great admrer
of yours, as they all are. When he heard one of the songs fromit, he said, 'THAT' S H GHTEE!""

"He did? That's funny. He's as deaf as a rock."

"To everything but a bone-phone," said Madi son hastily. "They put bones into the probe, | nean
prones into the bobe...."
H ght ee | aughed. Then she said, "I'msorry | got you all flustered. Maybe Lord Snor did wake up

and listen to what goes on on Honeview. Stranger things have happened.”
Madi son was floundering in his briefcase. The inpact of H ghtee Heller was a bit nmuch for him But

he was a veteran and he got hinself under control. "Look, | better play you one of the songs from
it. Were can | find a piano?"

"A what ?"

"A keyboard. |I'mnot any pro but | tinkle away."

Hi ght ee was wal ki ng away fromhim He quickly followed. Then he noticed that sonme of the vine-
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covered walls they had been passing were actually the sides of structures. She opened sonet hing
that | ooked |ike a garden gate and Madi son, coming up behind her, found hinmself |ooking into what
must be a musical - equi pnent repair shop

A m ddl e-aged man was standi ng over a bench which was littered with el ectroni c conponents and
shel | s of what m ght be instrunents. He | ooked up, saw Hi ghtee, sniled and laid down a tool
"Jarp," said Hi ghtee, "have you ever heard of an instrunment called a piano?"

"No," said Jarp. "Wiat's it look |ike?"

"Teeth," said Madison. "It has lots of keys like ivory teeth.”

Jarp turned to Hightee. "He's tal king about sone primtive nmouth instrument.”

"No, no," said Madison. "It's quite sophisticated.

You play it by hitting the keys with both hands in chords. You nean you don't have a keyboard? Oh,
dear!"

"What scale is it?" said Jarp

"Ei ght-note major, thirteen-note chromatic."

"Do you know t he notes?"

When Madi son nodded, Jarp dug around and found the renmains of a chorder-beat that operated on
finger proxinmty. Madison, after a couple of sour tries, nmanaged to get it to humthe right
nunbers of vibrations. Jarp turned on a recorder and Madi son, noving his finger closer and cl oser
and holding it each tinme he had the right note, ran the chromatic scale.

"Al'l those notes on one instrument?" said Hightee.

"Yes," said Madison. "Eighty-eight total."

"1 know," said Jarp. "He's tal king about a chorder-bar." He turned to Madi son. "Wien you put a
finger down on a long bar, it sounds a note. Wen you put it down softly you get |ow volune; when
you put it down hard you get high volune. But you were saying sonething about a keyboard or keys.
What's it | ook Iike?"

Madi son found sone paper, but he was meking such a bad job of it, Jarp took it away from himand
with a | ong sheet of paper, using Madison's hand span for an octave, shortly had a pi ano keyboard
drawn. Jarp looked at it and scratched his head. "Never saw anything like it. It nmust work
mechani cal |l y: you strike a key, you say, and it takes a hammer and hits a string. How clunsy! |
guess it nust be a blood brother to one of those stick harps they once had in the back country of
M stin. Used to junp around naked beating them before they did their spring mating."

"Well, see what you can do," said H ghtee, "and bring it to the practice roomwhen you finish."
Madi son fol |l owed her out. They were shortly on a path that wound round a waterfall, the birds
flying escort. "Now what's the story of this mnusical?" said H ghtee. "The book. | hope it isn't
about spring mating."

Madi son | aughed easily and donned his nost engaging smile. "No, hardly. It's really a great
vehicle that will show your lovely voice off as never before. You see, there's this nythica

pl anet named Terra. The whole story is a fantasy, you see."

"Ch, | like fantasy. Prince Caucal sia made a great hit. But go on."

Madi son wi shed he could just give her the treatnment. But it was in his briefcase and she was using
the tine to get sonme exercise in. He and the horror-witer had sweat their brains out on it but he
hadn't thought he would have to give it verbally. He hoped he had it straight.

"Well," said Madison, "this fantasy planet Terra is ruled by a huge nonster in a red suit with
horns and a tail."

"You' re describing a Manco Devil ."

"Good," said Madison, who had never heard of one. "I'mglad you' ve got that straight. So this
Manco Devil rules all the people. And they haven't got any noney and they are starving. Now, in

t he openi ng scene we show the people all huddled and starving and praying and the Devil comes in
and ki cks them around."

"How awful !'"

"But wait," said Madi son. "The Devil has a huge court of Devils and one of these has lost his
Devil child and an old nurse has put a HUMAN child in its place to fool the Devil and the Devi
raises this human child, thinking it is his own.

"So the sight we saw in the first scene-the main Devil kicking the people around-is wtnessed by
this human child, who is now a young nan, and he decides it's bad."

"Cood for him" said Hightee.

"But the Devils in the court all think this son is one of them They think he's a reliable officer
of good repute. But really, he's planning to help the people. So, whenever he can get away, he
puts on a mask and starts robbing trains."”

"Trains?" said H ghtee. "Wat's a train?"

Madi son said, "This is a fantasy."

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (79 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:56 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

"oh. "
"Now, the Devils all ship their valuables and noney on these trains."

"Ah, atrain is a space-liner between planets," said H ghtee.

"Well, kind of," said Madison. "And the hero robs them™

"You nean the fell ow goes CRI M NAL?"

"Well, he HAS to," said Madison

"Ch, | don't think that would go down well. People despise criminals."

Madi son said, "Well, this isn't really crimnal. It's in a good cause. He robs the trains and he
gi ves the noney away to the poor and they DON T STARVE!"

"Listen," said H ghtee. "It's the people who raise the food. If they didn't raise the food, they
couldn't buy anything with the noney the hero gives them™

"Ch, the Devils grab the food and the people have to bribe themto get it back. So suddenly the
Devils find out WHO the bandit is. A Devil's own son! So they declare himan OQUTLAW And there's a
lot of fighting and the Qutl aw escapes."

"Hurray!" said H ghtee.

"But the Devils finally catch him" said Madi son, "and hang him Hang hi mup high and very dead.
The people all cry--"

"WAit a minute," said Hightee. "I don't see any part in this for ne. There's no girl."
"Well, | was conming to that. You're the hero's sister."
"Then | rmust be a Devil, as he was a stolen child."

"No, no. The Devil stole a brother and SISTERl | forgot to nention it. And in the nusical, the
sister warns and saves the hero tinme and again. And SHE' S the one who sings all the songs. The
Qutlaw just runs around shooting people, and the sister, in the songs, describes what he is doing.
And all the people begin singing her songs."

"So there're a |l ot of choruses."

"Exactly!" said Madison. "Now the | ast scene when they hang himis the great one. Al the people
are there watching himchoke out his life on the scaffold--"

"How grisly!"

"And the sister cones in and sings a great song, a kind of a dirge. And then the Devils realize
that she was the one who tipped himoff all the time and they hang her on the spot!"

"Nol

"Yes. Right al ongside her brother on a second scaffold. And then two graves open up and huge

skel etal hands come out of them and grab the bodies off the scaffolds. And then the people al
rise up and sing the song she had been singing and renenber the Qutl aw forever!"”

H ghtee Heller was staring at him w de-eyed.

Madi son held his breath. Wuld she fall for it?

A speaker underneath a flowering tree opened up and interrupted them "Hi ghtee, the instrunment is
ready. "

Chapter 2

Madi son, as he followed her into the nusic practice room knew he had better be awfully | ucky or
awful |y good or both.

The place was a donmed roomwith no flat surfaces to reflect sound. It was decorated w th huge

enl argenents of Voltarian single notes in pastel blue that hung in various places as baffles to
farther break up the sound. The interior of the dome was a pastel yellow Jarp was hangi ng
sonmething fromwires in the mddle of the room It was the drawn piano keyboard but the keys were
vertical and it was raised five feet above the fl oor

"No," said Madison. "You sit down to it."

"No nusician ever sits down," said Jarp. "It nust be awfully lazy nmusic."

"G ve himwhat he wants," said H ghtee. "I can't see for the life of me how you play such a thing.
Keys?"

At Madison's direction, Jarp had a band hel per get a stool and then they supported the keyboard
hori zontal and firmed it in place.

Madi son, on his part, couldn't possibly see howit would work. The keys, white and bl ack, were
sinmply drawn on paper. They had no action up or down at all

He summoned up his nerve. It was all or nothing. He struck one of the painted, notionless keys
with one finger and he got a sort of a how.

"Ch, no," he said. "A piano doesn't sound like that. It vibrates nore |like a harp"

"Let's see if we've got the notes right, first," said Jarp

Madi son |inbered up his fingers, wishing he had at least tried to entertain people since he was

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (80 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:56 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

twelve. He ran the whole scale frombottomto the top. Yes, the notes were all on pitch. But no

pi ano ever HOW.ED!

"The tones are wong," said Madi son. "A piano note is bright and bubbling."

"My word," said Jarp. "Well, here's the adjustnment tool and that's the panel over on the right

end. The first slot is "attack,' the second is 'decay.' The next one is 'overtones' and the bottom
one is 'percussion.' See what you can do."

Striking one picture of a key with one finger, Mdison fiddled with the controls. He began to
perspire. He got rid of the hows and got sonme sharp striking notes but it still didn't sound |ike
a piano. Far too dead now.

"What's this second box under the top one?" said Madison.

"Well, that thing | pasted the picture on is a chorder-bar. | noved the contact points under it so
they match the pictures that you drew, only |I can't figure why anybody woul d want pictures to play
an instrument. You sinmply press the right spots hard or soft. And you don't want that second box.
That's drums, cynbals and bells."

"Ah!" said Madi son and pronptly went to work with his tool on the second box. He found anot her
slot Jarp hadn't nmentioned: it was "resonance."

Striking one note repeatedly, he thought he finally had it right.

He wi ped off his hands, flexed his fingers, and w thout daring to hope, experinentally struck a
chord. It felt so weird not to have anything nove

Everything, he felt, depended upon this now

He took a deep breath and began to play "Beale Street Blues.”

He got very interested. This thing was putting out sound like the nbost jangly honky-tonk piano he
had ever heard.

He was making an AWFUL | ot of flubs and sour chords.

Too much depended on this. He was rattled. He stopped playing and wi ped off his hands again. He
shook his fingers in the air. Wat piece had he been enanored with and had played a | ot? Then he
renenmbered. It was Scott Joplin's nmusic they had used in the movie The Sting. It seenmed very
appropri ate.

He started playing. This instrument really did have a wi de dynanmic range; the soft was soft and
the loud was LOUD! He started to give it the heavy downbeat of ragtimne.

He gl anced si deways at his audience of two. He could tell nothing fromtheir faces.

He t hought he had the instrunment now. He reached over to his briefcase and whi pped out a sheet.
"Now this," he said, "is one of the lyrics of the nusical." Nothing had been easier than to come
up with music, for he could pirate the entire library of Earth ragtime and bl ues and sinply get
words witten to it. He had lifted the tune "The Trickster Rag" from a Broadway nusical conedy,
The Con Man. The ex- Royal Acadeny reporter had put new words to it.

"I'f you would like," said Madison, "I will play the nmelody through and then you can sing it. It's
called ' The Qutlaw "'

H ghtee took it, |ooked at it. Madi son went through the tune and then Hi ghtee began to sing:

We hunt hi m here,

We hunt himthere,

For he is hiding everywhere:
The Qut!| aw

In your favorite boudoir,

If you hear a randy snore,

Don't | ook further anynore:

The Qut!l aw

If you step into a bank

And see the nuzzle of a tank
Don't ask who you have to thank
The CQutl aw

If there is a town to steal

If the jewels are very real

If the beauty has appeal

The Qut!| aw

He'l | take anything you' ve got,
Your noney, girls, the whole |ot,
And | eave you tied up in a knot:
The Cutl aw

He will use the smartest lure
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To take riches froma boor

And give it to the very poor:

The Qut!| aw

So for this man, strike up the band,
And give to hima hel ping hand,

For he will give us the whol e | and:

THE OUTLAW

Her brilliant voice died away.

"OfF course," said Madison, "when you sing it in the play, you will be wearing black shorts and
boots and a wi de-rinmed bl ack hat and you will have a gun on each hip and then draw and hol d up

the audi ence at the end of the song. And then the Qutlaw hinself rushes anpbngst them robs them
and runs off to give it to the poor. Terrific theater!™

A man who nust be her bandl eader had drifted in.

"That's an anmazi ng downbeat," said Hightee. "What do you think of it, Tink?"

"Primtive," said Tink. "It probably came fromthe backwoods of sonme planet |like Flisten and then
got refined a bit. Drunms. You know, comes from beating sticks on logs. And the downbeat is
probably some kind of a charge notion at a wild animal. Hunter enactnent dances. You know, chug
chug CHUG chug chug CHUG "

"You are absolutely right,"” said Madison. "Except it cones fromthe blacks of Africa and it got to
New Ol eans and caught on all over the place. It's called jazz."

"You sure got that chorder-bar sounding crazy," said Tink. "Wiy didn't you tune it up for him
Jar p?"

"He tuned it," said Jarp defensively.

"It's tuned to represent a honky-tonk piano,"” said Mdison

"Why do you need the pictures drawn on it?" said Tink

"Listen," said H ghtee, glancing at her |ocket watch, "lI've got to run. | have a showto do this
afternoon. |I'Il walk you to your car, Madison. Sonebody tell nmy maid to bring ne a jacket and tel
my driver to run out an airbus."

Madi son wal ked wi th her out of the nusic practice room He had no clue as to whether he had won or
lost. An awful | ot depended on getting this image built so he could fit Heller to it.

Hi ghtee seened to be a bit thoughtful. They cane to the |anding target. She stopped suddenly, "A
MODEL 99! Good Heavens! | didn't think they ever would sell one!"

Madi son had forgotten all about Flick. Suddenly he decided he could at |east use this neeting to
prevent further robberies. He said, "My driver will be delighted to showit to you."

Flick, scarlet-faced, trying to go down on his knees but too frozen to even make them bend, just
stood there.

Madi son said, "Flick is trying to ask you if you'd honor himby letting himdrive you to the
studio. "

"That woul d be an adventure. |'ve heard these ride like a cloud." Her maid was hurrying up with
her things and she turned to her. "Send Tink and the others in nmy car. I'mgoing to take a ride in
this Mdel 99."

Fl i ck managed to get hinmself unglued enough to open the door for her. Wen she and Madi son were
in, Flick, beet-red and gasping, slid under the controls.

They flewto Joy City and Flick nmanaged it w thout ever taking his eyes off the mirrors which
showed hi m Hi ghtee in the rear seat.

They | anded on a target marked H ghtee which jutted out of the huge done. Attendants rushed
forward. One yelled back over his shoulder, "Hey! Here's H ghtee in a Mdel 99!"

Flick had a sudden, obscured fight with the attendants and opened the door hinself. Al though he
seened to be having great trouble breathing, he stood there, straight as a rod, waiting to help
her out and bow.

But Hi ghtee did not get out. She turned to Madi son. "You know, Madison, you're a nice fellow But

any friend of Jettero's would be. |I'm absolutely bow ed over by that-what's its name? Piano beat?
You get the witer to do the rest of the book and I'Il do the show "

When she had di sappeared inside the dome, Flick said, "You' re an absol ute wonder, Chief.

actually drove her in the car! I'ma totally changed and reforned man!"

Madi son didn't even hear him As they took off, he was grinning fromear to ear

He had a stage i mage bei ng manufactured by the nobst popular star on Voltar, the guy's own sister!
And he would soon, with other nmedia, fit Heller to it.

He woul d soon put an end to this nmedi ocre hero worship Heller now experienced and push Heller's
nane to the heights of true imortality.

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (82 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:56 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

And he began to hug hinself. He had a bonus! Wen the nusical had been aired and when she had
found Heller for him he would have another headline. It would run

HELLER BURNS TEMPLE
KI LLS THOUSANDS
CF PRI ESTS

ROBS SACRED | DOL
OF PRI CELESS EYE
TO @ VE PRESENT

TO H' S SI STER

Sure-fire! She would even have shown the evidence on Homevi ew. He coul d use the story on an off
day when he didn't have nore exciting news to print about Heller.
He was REALLY naki ng progress now

Chapter 3

They were nearly home when Flick turned around. "Chief, | just thought of sonething. Wen you were
busy with Hi ghtee Heller, you got a viewer-phone call from Queen Teenie."

Madi son was jolted out of his euphoria. Al his influence rested on Teeni e Whopper, who was busily
m srepresenting herself as royalty and hol di ng her position through maki ng page boys into
catamites. It was, however, to Madison, the equivalent of a Royal conmand.

"Go up and hover!" he commanded nervously. "If she gave you a connection, call it back at once!"
He was very jittery: apparently, due to tine lag, it was difficult to call fromPalace City. Was
Teenie in town?

A piece of upholstery unfolded and a vi ewer-phone was staring himin the face.

Teeni e's face appeared. She | ooked provoked. "I've been waiting out here in the desert beside this
God (bl eeped) message center for an hour! It's going to ruin my conpl exion!"

"Ch, I"'msorry!" said Mdison

"Why didn't you call back?" she snarl ed.

"Ch, |'ve been neaning to call you. But | got tied up."

"Tied up with Hightee Heller! You owe nme a progress report on Gis!"

"Well, actually," said Mdison, "I've been working up to that."

"Listen, Madison. This "all prom se and no delivery' is just the way PRs work. | know You get
busy, you lunkhead. 1'Il cone back to this nessage center at sunset and if you don't have
sonmething to report on Gis by then, I'll have your cotton-picking head!" She hung up violently.
Wonen! Onh, his nother had taught himwell. They were troubl e!

He thought fast. He glanced at his Onega watch and saw that he only had about two hours |eft of
the day. He thought faster. Suddenly, he said, "Fly ne to Governnent City, Royal Courts and
Prison!"

"What the blazes? Chief, are you all right? Did H gh-tee run you out of your head?"

"I't's anot her woman. An al nost-woman. "

"Look, Chief, we were just lucky getting in and out of the Donestic Confederacy Prison. You get
near a Royal Prison and that's that!"

"Fly!" said Madi son

They fl ashed above the traffic |anes and | anced al ong toward CGovernnent City.

Madi son soon saw t he forbidding structure. It was perched upon a craggy hill, a fortress

di sdai nful and al oof fromthe nmundane matters of the worlds.

Flick didn't land in any courtyard: that was forbidden to anyone except the Enperor. Instead he
| anded on the sloping road outside its gates. He wouldn't nove any nearer than a steep one hundred
yar ds.

"Good-bye, Chief" said Flick. "It was great while it lasted."

"Shut up," said Madison. He got out and toiled up the pavenent. It was heavy going for him due to
the increased gravity.

Above himlooned the towering pillars of the outer gate. As it was still daylight, guards were
standing there, stiff as statues, on the other side of the heavy grill.

"I want to see sonebody," said Madi son to the nearest guard.

The man just kept on standing there. Madi son was not as nuch as a fly.

Madi son got out his identoplate and showed it. The guard didn't even look at it.

An of ficer was coming up, electric saber clanking. "What's this unseem y disturbance out here?"
"I't's no disturbance," said Madison. "l've got to see sonebody in here."
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"Well, that's informative," said the officer. "All it lacks is his name, your business and what
pl ot you are involved in to subvert the machinery of state. Be off."

"Look," pleaded Madison, "this is a matter of life and death."

"There's plenty of both in here," said the officer. "They're doing life, nbst of them and we have
assorted brands of death. Now get out of here!"”

"Pl ease, please," said Madison. "It's ny life |I'mtal king about."

"Tal k away," said the officer. "In living nenory, no one has had the nerve to walk up this road to
this gate and ask to get in...."

The statue guard said, w thout noving his nouth, "Correction, sir. Gis did."

"Gis!" said Madison. "That's it. | amhis dearest friend. | nmust see him"

The officer bent his head way forward and | ooked at Madi son through the bars. He suddenly wal ked
of f and Madi son fidgeted nervously. He could see the officer talking into a courtyard call box.
The officer cane back and gave a signhal to open the gates wi de enough for Madison to slip through
Then he gave another signal. The gates clanged shut and two guards ceased to be statues and
abruptly took Madi son by the arms, one on each side, and marched himforward saying, "Hup! Hup
Hup!" the same way Madi son had heard his crimnals chant. Was he under arrest?

They followed the officer into the main entrance and through the vast echoey halls. The officer
opened a door and they were in a courtroom They wal ked Madi son straight across it and stopped him
in front of a door

The officer frisked him appropriated his identoplate and went through the door. He canme back and
held it open.

The two guards catapulted Madison into a room It was a stone-walled chanber but it had a rich rug
on the floor. A huge block of stone, |ike a desk, had another rich hanging thrown over it. An old
man, dressed in black, was in a chair behind the desk staring out the w ndow.

The man swivelled the chair around. He picked up Madi son's identoplate and | ooked at it. He fixed
Madi son with a wintry eye.

"So you're a friend of Soltan Gis. Well, well. | amLord Turn. You can speak freely here."

Madi son took it that they nust be al one but he heard a clank behind him The officer was standing
against the far wall, keeping an eye on him

"l just wanted to make sure he was all right," said Madison, lanely. "I want to see him"

"Do you have a Royal order?"

"No, " said Madi son.

"Then how coul d you possibly expect to be able to see a prisoner here?"

"I amvery dose to Lombar Hisst, Spokesman to H s Mjesty."

"Hrim " said Lord Turn. "Tell ne... Madison? Do you know anything of the crimes of Gis?"

"Well, sir, | did not come here to testify. He nay--"

"No, no. This is not a court you're standing in. You couldn't testify anyway unless a court was in
session. Let me put this another way. Do you know Royal Officer Jettero Heller?"

"Well, yes, Your Honor--"

"Your Lordship," corrected the officer fifty feet away.

" Your Lordship," said Madison. "I do know Jettero Heller."

"Do you know where he is?"

"Well, no, Your Hon-Your Lordship."

"Blast!" said Lord Turn

"I know there's a general warrant out for him" said Madi son, "and | would be happy to--"
"Ceneral warrant, piffle," said Lord Turn. "I am holding his prisoner here. And | amquite sure
that Jettero has a very good reason to put this Soltan Gris in Royal custody. But | DO wi sh the
|l ad had given ne a note or sonething to say what Gris has DONE!"

The conversation had gone all sixes and sevens for Madi son. He realized he could not now say that
Gis was a crinmnal to end all crimnals, as he had already said he was his friend, thinking they
woul d | et himhave visitors. Maybe they could get himfor contenpt or lying to a judge. The cold
chill of this stately place was ghawi ng i nto him

"I"m 1 ooking everywhere for Heller nmyself!" he said in a desperate effort to appear hel pful

"And you haven't found hi n"

"No, Your Lordship, but I have lines out."

Lord Turn | ooked at himand then barked a short, dry |augh. He punched a couple of buttons on his
desk and a court clerk appeared first, being just next door

Lord Turn said, "This is a man naned Madi son. | see what this is all about now It's just another
crude attenpt by Lonmbar Hisst to bypass all normal procedures. For some reason, Hisst does not
want to produce a Royal warrant or even a Royal pass. He's sent another man in here to see Gis."
He turned to the guard officer. "Did you find any poison on this Mdison here?"
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"No, Your Lordship."

"Ch, heavens," said Madison, "I wasn't sent here by Hisst!"

"You just said you were," said Turn

"I just wanted to nake sure ny friend Gis was all right!" wailed Madi son

A warder had conme in in response to Turn's second buzz. He rattled his opening plates.

"Is the prisoner Giis all right?" said Lord Turn to him

"Chi pper as a songbird, Your Lordship. Just sitting there all day and half the night dictating his
confession. He's on his third roll of vocoscriber paper. Singing |ike a songbird, too, Your
Lordship. "

"Wl |, maybe soneday we'll know what this is all about," said Turn. "That's all, Warder. Now,
Clerk, look at this identoplate. Stanmp it on something. And | eave an order at the gate that this
Madi son is to be let inif he ever finds where that dear boy Jettero has gotten to."

M st aking this for kindness, Madison said, "Could | see Gis for just a nonent?"

"And," said Lord Turn to his clerk, "issue another order for Gis not to be pernitted to stand
near wi ndows. | think Hisst is trying to assassinate him" He turned to Madison. "Now, as for you
if I find out that you have found out where Jettero Heller is and have NOT told nme, | will have

you picked up on a judge's order and thrown into a detention cell until you tell nme why you
wi thheld the information.” He turned to the guard officer. "Throw himout!"

Chapter 4

Madi son pi cked hinself up off the pavenent, wi shing the guards had not taken the order so
literally.

Flick kept out of sight until he was sure the gate was closed and then he ran out and,
acconpanyi ng the |inping Madi son, tried to brush himoff.

"l told you not to go near that place," said Flick

Madi son didn't like this decline of image. "I shouldn't have gone for the guard's saber. | should
have ai med for his w ndpipe."
"Conets! Well, at least they threw you out instead of in. Even His Majesty is careful how he

orders that lot around.”

As Madi son clinbed into the airbus he noticed the sun was al nost set. He had Flick go up a few
thousand feet. He thought hard for a few noments and then suddenly a plan canme to him

He straightened up his clothes, put on a reassuring face and call ed Teeni e.

She answered instantly. "That's better!" she said. "I'"msure,"” and there was a threatening edge in
her voice, "that you have good news. Did you see the (bl eepard)?"

"Ch, yes," said Madison. "And Teeni e-|I mean, Your Myjesty-you would be absolutely boiled over.
spoke of you and he gave the nost insulting laugh | have ever heard."

"WHAT?"

"And he | eaned back, idly eating grapes-he's getting fat as a pig-and he said, 'Mdison, when you
see her, give her ny best: up her (bleep)!"™

"Ch, the (bleepard)."

"Yes, | thought so, too. They've got himwiting his menoirs and he showed nme sone of them what
he thought were funny passages about you. He absolutely rolled on the floor with |laughter over his
own jokes! Oh, | could have killed him but the warders were right there and they'd taken away ny
kni fe. Such a crass exhibition of unfeeling callousness, | have never before wi tnessed in ny
life."

She had gone white as a sheet.

"He's bragging," continued Madi son, "of how he led you on just for the pleasure of casting you
asi de."

She was grinding her teeth. She suddenly snapped, "That settles it!"

Madi son went into sudden alarm He had overshot his mark. He had not intended for her to do
anything. His plan was very sinple: he would sinply begin to try Gis in the press and push it to
such a public pitch that the Enperor would have no choice but to issue a Royal order for a trial
Then, under that guise, he would get Gis to start testifying all sorts of accusati ons agai nst
Hell er and he coul d nmake these into headlines that woul d shake the universe.

It was a very good plan. Just plain straight PR, Earth style, done all the tine. But it required
preparation and work and tine. It didn't need any sudden interventions.

Teeni e had not gone on speaki ng. Madi son said, "Wat settles what?"

"They're not even going to try him are they?"

"Well, they will if I work on it hard enough.”

"Yah? Well, Mdison, you be out here at dawn tonorrow. | see back of you on this viewer-phone,
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you' ve got a new car. Fuel it up. We're going to take a trip."

Before he could say a word, she had hung up. It left himin quite a quandary.

That was the trouble with amateurs. They got ideas. And ideas froman amateur PR were nostly

usel ess and ideas from Teenie night be very deadly.

He very well recalled the chaos Gis caused. Everything had been running along well until Gis
tried to nuscle in on the PR business. Amateurs just didn't understand the snmooth nuances of it.
Madi son scanned over his plan again. It was quite standard and flawl ess. Create a public storm
around Gis, using the nedia, and then get the trial itself to create a public storm around
Heller. And even if His Majesty, for some reason, illness or otherwise, didn't stanp an order for
the trial, public pressure would make it vital that Lord Turn change his mnd. It would work.
What in Heaven's nanme was Teenie planning? It could well weck everything! He had only intended to
keep her interested! Not throw her into a stanpede of senseless activity!

Oh, he nustn't let this gorgeous victory elude himjust when it was beckoning.

He t hought of the sad plight of Heller, shivering unknown in sone |onely hideout, waiting for
Madi son to rescue himfor posterity. What a waste of materi al

Knowi ng how to handle Gris and Heller in PR terns was easy. Handling an al nost-wonman |ike Teenie
m ght be quite sonething el sel Wiat a potential obstruction!

"Ei ghteen point," he said, "quote Mdison on Edge of Ciff."

"What ?" said Flick

"Go home," said Madison. "W need rest. Tonmorrow is going to be an awful day."

At that very second, but nore than twenty-two |ight-years away, the object of Mdison's concern
Jettero Heller, was not shivering in any dark cave. He was riding down Fifth Avenue, New York
Cty, Earth, deafened by the roar of the ticker-tape parade that was cel ebrating the investiture
of newtop officials for New York, but which was being | ed by Babe after her assunption of the
title Capa di Tutti Capi and whom people were now starting to call "Queen Babe." Heller
resplendent in U S. Arny full dress, on the seat beside her, was sniling into the newsreel and TV
canmeras, totally oblivious of the stormthat threatened his whole future on Voltar and his good
name and the future existence of Earth as well. The Countess Krak, on the other side, wasn't
smiling. She had a prenonition that was giving her nightmares.

Chapter 5

Madi son, as ordered-what el se could he do?-was before the entrance of Teenie's palace at the crack
of dawn. His fingernails were not in very good shape: he had been chewi ng themall night.

A guard captain came out, saw Madi son and pronptly went back in. When he cane out a second tine,
he was buckling an electric saber around his silver tunic and he was foll owed by two sergeants
with electric battle-axes. They took positions beside the airbus door, waiting for Queen Teenie to
emer ge.

Madi son was in no nental state for any kind of a wait. The norning had already started badly
enough. Flick, at the townhouse, when he got into the car, was seen to have an eye that was
rapidly turning black. H's footwoman had gotten in, disdainfully aloof, and then during flight had
el aborately ignored Flick

From various veil ed renmarks, Mdi son had gathered that Flick had been incautiously raving about

H ghtee Heller and both his bedroomgirl and his footwonan had cl eaned up on him

Wonren! thought Madi son. They were al ways trouble.

And here came nore trouble: Teenie, in a suit that was a shinmering jet black, came out the door,
drawi ng on a pair of long, red gloves. She was wearing her crown pulled forward on her forehead
and her ponytail was sw shing out behind like the tail of an angry cat.

She didn't conment on the car. She sinply got in and took the best seat.

The guard captain got in and then both sergeants.

"Where in hell do you think you' re going?" Teenie said to the guard captain.

"We're not going to trust you with that man," the guard captain said, pointing at Mdison

"You got good sense,” said Teenie. "He's a PR and they don't deliver, never."

At that nmonent the major-dono, very portly, canme running down the stairs, clutching rolls of
scrolls and trying at the same tinme to get into his cerenonial robe. He sprang into the airbus.

It did not |eave nuch room for Madison and he had to sit on a | edge across from Teeni e.

"Where are we goi ng?" said Madison

The maj or-dono ignored himand, |eaning forward, passed a slip of paper to Flick. The driver

| ooked at it, glanced back to see if the doors were closed and then took off.

Thi nki ng that they were going into Governnent City or some such place, Mdison was very al arned
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when, having energed fromthe gate and gone through the nausea that always resulted fromthe
violent time shift, Flick headed the airbus west of south.

As they built altitude, the desert wind devils dwindling in size, Madison tried to |lean forward
and see the map on Flick's screen. It | ooked bl ank!

The al arm on Madi son's face nust have been very pronounced. Teenie scowl ed at himand said, "Take
it easy, buster. You' ve got a long ride. Three hours at the very |east."

Madi son reached for a nusic panel and turned it on, hoping that it would soothe the savage womanly
breast. Then nmaybe she would tell himwhat this was all about.

Teeni e reached over right after himand turned it off. "I don't want anything spoiling ny
concentration. | got a whole nmilitary canpaign to plan."

"Mlitary?" he gagged.

"Of course! You have gone palsy-walsy with Gris and | just gave up on you. Stronger neasures are

i ndi cated, buster. And don't try to pry out of ne the battle plan. For all | know, you're just
acting as a spy for Hisst. MIlitarying and spying go hand in hand."

She had been talking to himin English and Madi son continued in the same | anguage. "I'm no spy,
Teenie. |'mon your side."

"That renmmins to be seen," said Teenie. They rode for a while and then Teeni e seened to have
conpl eted her plans, for she popped a piece of bubble gumin her nouth as though to celebrate and
a small smile began to play around her oversized and now busy Iips.

"l should know where we're going," said Madison. "After all, |I've got a right to know where | may
have to wal k back from?"

"You woul dn't ever wal k back fromthe place we're bound," said Teenie. "Not unless you brought a
pair of Jesus shoes. It's an island, two thousand niles southwest, surrounded by the sea."

"Are you runni ng away or sonething?" said Mdison

"Boy, did you ever get up into a fog. Too early for you, | guess. | own the place!"

"You own an i sl and?"

"Sure, mac. It's the place Queen Hora died."

"Was she exil ed?" said Madi son

"Ch, hell no, Madison. She just got tired of snuggling her officers into Palace City and, as she
was getting old, she sinply noved to her island. It's part of the Treaty of Flisten."

"Teenie, you're losing ne."

"Well, you ought to be like me and do your homework. | been sweating it out with the major-donp
here and | got it all straight. | bet you thought I was a fake queen."

"Ch, no," lied Madison. "The thought never crossed ny mnd!"

"Ch, yes, you did. | can tell. So let me put you straight, buster. I"'mthe real article. No fakery

about it, conpletely different fromyour profession. You see, Queen Hora was what they call a

Host age Queen. You got to know a | ot about treaties and things. And |'mgetting to be pretty
expert now.

"About thirty thousand years ago, Voltar conquered the planet Flisten. The only reason the pl anet
surrendered finally was Voltar promsing that the Royal Family of Flisten would be preserved. This
was all right with Voltar because it gave theman axe to hold over Flisten's head and the Roya
Fami |y was noved to Palace City as hostages. It's a pretty conmon Vol tar nmaneuver: there's four or
five such hostage fanmlies in Palace City.

"Anyway, the Flisten Royal line finally dw ndl ed out because Queen Hora, in spite of all her time
in bed, never had any children. And when she died on Relax Island--"

"So that's the nane of the place we're going to," said Madi son

"Don't interrupt," said Teenie. "I'mtrying to conplete your education. So when Queen Hora died on
Rel ax |sland about fifty years ago, it put the Exterior Division on the spot. You see, the

mai nt enance of the Flisten Royal Pal ace-ny pal ace-and the Flisten island- ny island-was paid for
out of Flisten taxes. The treaty was executed by the Exterior Division even though the planet is
now under the Interior Division. The Flisten Royal Fanmily stayed under the Exterior Division--"
"You're getting nme all nixed up."”

"You don't need any help. Get the wax out of your ears and |listen. So when Queen Hora died, it put
the Exterior Division on the spot, like | been trying to tell you if you'd just stop fidgeting.

A d Endow and the other officials count on the Flisten taxes for graft. And they been trying to
justify to the Flisten taxpayers how cone they still paid the Royal tax. And when | showed up,
Endow put me in the slot. The old treaty is still valid, the Exterior Division still get their
rake-of f and everybody is happy as clans. O course, | can't never go there, because that's part
of the treaty, but I'mthe real Queen of Flisten, sure enough. It's even awmfully |egal: about ten
years ago His Mpjesty, Cling the Lofty, issued an order to Endow to head off a Flisten tax revolt
by appointing a Hostage Queen of Flisten. But old Endow couldn't find anyone that wasn't fromthe
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Conf ederacy and who could be trusted to keep their nouths shut about the graft. So when Too- Too
showed up and Endow was ecstatic over him the old (bl eepard) suddenly renenbered the order and
wi th one stroke of the pen, between strokes on Too-Too, he executed the blank patent ding had

signed. So there. I'"'mno fake. I'ma real queen!”

"Well, I"mvery happy to hear it," said Madison. "But when | get finished with my work here, you
can go back to Earth."

"Hah!" said Teenie. "I don't think you' ve heard a single thing | said about hostage queens. I|f
Voltar takes it into its head to invade Earth, the Apparatus will knock off any royalty around
there or anybody calling thensel ves queens or kings and Endow wi |l appoint nme the Hostage Queen of
Earth. | won't ever be able to go back there but Endow will get his whack at the taxes--"

"Teenie, this is madness!"

"There you go," said Teenie, suddenly speaking in a Park Avenue accent, "I try to educate you in

Pal ace City politics and you insult ne. And you're just a comoner, not Royalty like ne." She blew
and expl oded a bubble for enphatic enphasis.

They had reached the coast and were now departing, at six hundred mles an hour, across what
seenmed a green and endl ess sea. No wonder the map Flick was using | ooked so blank. It was mainly
wat er .

Madi son nudged the footwonan in the front seat- he couldn't reach the driver. "Tell him" he

whi spered, "to turn on sonething that describes Relax Island."

"I"'mnot talking to him" the footwrman whi spered back. "He says he's reformed and if he doesn't
re-reform |1'mgoing to black his other eye."

"You' ve al ready done hi m danmage enough, " whi spered Madi son.

"No, that was his bedroomgirl. | haven't begun on himyet."

Madi son had the distinct sensation he was living in a madhouse. Teenie with her jabber about
becom ng Queen of Earth had thoroughly upset him And now here was anot her woman acting up. Oh,
but his nother had been right!

He had the sensation that his best-laid plans were going up in snoke. He thought sadly about poor
Hel ler-Wster as they flew across what seened an endl ess sea, going further and further, as he

t hought, from any sensi bl e PR approach. Wat the blazes did Teenie nean by "nmilitary"?

Chapter 6

Flick, nervously navigating and driving at ten thousand feet, |ooked all around: there was no | and
now anywhere in sight, only heaving green sea.
He pushed a button on his panel and in a screen al ongside of the map, Madison read:

RELAX | SLAND, formerly known to the ancients as Teon, stronghold of the since departed sea people.
Royal preserve of early Voltarian nmonarchs but fell into disuse fifty thousand years ago. Deeded
to the Royal Family of Flisten after the Treaty of Flisten. Located in the semtropical grid

18/ 103, Western Ccean, 883 miles fromthe central continent mainland. Area 305 square niles.
Surrounded by vertical black cliffs 2000 to 5000 feet in height, no beaches or harbors. Hi ghest
altitude, 9056 feet, Munt Teon | ocated at north end, which, though snow capped in col der nonths,
bl ocks inclenment storns. |sland forned by geol ogi cal upthrust of vol canic peak but vol cano | ong
since extinct. Mean annual tenperature 76 degrees. First view, clouds usually clutching Munt Teon
or reflective sky discolor. Warning to fishing craft and all aerial traffic, do not attenpt to

| and.

Madi son was chilled. What a bl eak and awful place that nust be! Black cliffs, no harbors, warning
not to |and. What on Earth was Teeni e thinking of, com ng out here?

Flick | eaned toward hi mand whi spered, "I think I'mlost. You' re supposed to just punch in the
grids but | think this Mddel 99 is lost, too! | forgot to read ny ground di stance neter when we

| eft the mainland. That ocean down there is full of toothers, sone of themfifty feet long and if
they don't get you, the airborne flying batfish will. Visibility is getting bad. Can you get

permi ssion to turn back?"

Madi son turned. Cthers had not heard Flick but the fact that he had noved caused the guard officer
to glare. Teenie was deeply lost in her own thoughts, scow ing.

Madi son said to Flick, "For heaven's sake, find the place. |I'mnot tackling any nore wonen today!"
"Me neither," said Flick. And he began to peer to the left and right.

There was a nist across the sun which nade visibility poor. "Haven't you got a radar?" said

Madi son.

"You nmean beanms? Ch, yeah, beans," and Flick hastily began to tw ddl e knobs. The screens stayed
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blank. "I ain't no ocean pilot," said Flick. "Wien | crash "em| |like to have sonebody find the
remai ns. Look at that distance nmeter. W' ve already conme twenty-one hundred miles."

"Wait a mnute," said Madison. "You' re only scanning ahead. What if we already passed it?"

Flick hastily tw ddled nore controls and shot the beans behi nd them

THERE WAS THE MOUNTAI N!

They' d passed right over the top of it with only a hundred feet to spare! It had been hidden by
nor ni ng cl ouds.

Madi son | et out a gasp of relief. They had overshot by twenty miles! Flick slued the airbus
around, reducing speed, dropping altitude.

Instantly, the nonent they changed course, their speakers booned, "Wrning, warning Mdel 99-3.
This is Satellite Monitor Control, Planetary Defense. W have a Sl aughter Warhead ready to | aunch
Do NOT attenpt to land on Relax Island.”

Perspiration started up on Flick's | ow forehead as he hastily veered off. He grabbed a m crophone.
"I been ordered to |land here!" And he hastily grabbed Madison's identoplate and pushed it in the
sl ot .

"We're sorry, that won't do," said Planetary Defense. "There's been no | anding on Relax Island for
fifty years, but you're not the first one to try. Cear off at once!"

A hand was pl ucking Madison's sleeve and he turned to find the najor-dono pushing sonething at
him It was an identoplate. He passed it to Flick who wi thdrew Madi son's and put the new one in
the slot. H s hand was shaking so, he could hardly get it in.

"Is this a trick or something?" booned Planetary Defense. "We'|ll have to clear this with
Government City. Stand by."

Madi son and Flick | ooked at each other in dismay.

There was a pause, then, "Wuld Your Mjesty accept our apologies? W are nerely being diligent in
executing Exterior Division orders that no one may | and on Relax Island w thout the express
approval of Your Majesty. W bow. "

The maj or-dono grabbed the mike. "Her Majesty graciously thanks your diligence and watchful eye
and verifies that the order is still in force. She rel eases you to your duties."

"We kiss the hem of her robe. Qut."

Flick said, "Pheww! A Slaughter Warhead! You were right, Chief, in saying this would be an awfu
day." He passed Teenie's identoplate back over his shoulder to the nmjor-dono.

Madi son had been electrified by the exchange. Teenie wasn't lying, for once. Even Pl anetary

Def ense and Governnment City had her registered as a queen

And seconds | ater, he got another shock. They had dropped bel ow the cl oud | ayer and there, dappl ed
in patches of sunlight, lay the island.

It was BIG@ He hadn't realized that it took so nuch ground to nake up 305 square mles. From four
thousand feet, you couldn't even take it all in.

There were gentle hills and forests. There were waterfalls and rivers. There were squares of
fields walled by stone on which crops were growi ng. There were herds of animals in nmeadows. And

there were little villages with white walls nestling here and there in the brilliant verdure of
folded hills. Dropping even |ower, he saw that the nasses of color were flowering trees and fl ower
gar dens.

He tried to conpare it to any island he knew of on Earth for beauty. Tahiti? No. It was ten tines
t hat .

VWHAT A PARADI SE

"Where do | |and?" squeaked Flick

"In front of the palace,” pointed the ngjor-dono.

Madi son saw it. It was partially up the slope of Munt Teon and so nmasked by flowering trees that
the size of it was obscured until they were al nost | anded. Then it burst upon himthat he was

| ooking at a building that nust be a thousand feet long, curving elegantly upon the nountain
breast. It was only three stories high but it nust reach back into the nountain.

There was a | anding target, the usual blue circle nearly gone. Weds were pushing through the
stone steps which led down to it.

Then Madi son took a closer |ook. Al along the curving palace front, what he had taken to be green
scal | ops of decorati on was noss, hanging on faded netal ropes which bore only a fleck or two of
gilt. Dead linbs fromforgotten storns littered the curving steps and terraces.

They got out and stared at the pal ace.

"Jesus!" said Teenie.

A door opened, one that was inset into the massive entrance grills.

An old man with a stick in his hand, gray beard flying, raced toward them

"Be off! Be off!" he screaned. Then he drew hinself up in his tattered rags and shouted, "You're
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trespassing! This is the donmain of the Planet Flisten. Fly away fast or 1'lIl call the guard!"

The maj or-dono waddl ed up to him "Governor Spurt, | will wager you do not even have a guard! Down
on your knees, you oaf!"

"Down on ny knees in Hells for you!"

The maj or-dono turned, "That is an insult you cannot forgive, Your Mjesty. This place is a

di sgrace: the wal ks are clogged with weeds, the fountains aren't even running. Conpare it to the
beautiful condition you found your palace in Palace City in, hold an imediate trial and let us
fertilize the grass with his blood. That is nmy recommendation. | await your conmand."

The ol d man had been gawpi ng. Now he began to shake. "Did you say 'Your Mjesty'?"

"Her Royal Majesty Teenie the First!" said the nmajor-dono and unsnapped the Exterior Division
scrol |l before the bugging eyes of Governor Spurt.

"Ch, nmy Cods!" wailed the old man. "W have a QUEEN "

Faces popped out of pal ace wi ndows.

The old man rushed forward and fell prostrate at Teenie's feet. Tal king, blubbering really, with
his face pushed into the pavenent, he said, "Ch, forgive ne, forgive ne. Mercy! We did not know
you existed. We did not know you were com ng. We have had no warning. Fifty years ago when dear
Queen Hora died, Exterior

Di vi si on people cane and | ocked up all the chests. W have had no noney for paint or material of
any kind. No one has cone fromthe mainland. None of us can go. W raise our own food and fish in
the sea. W have not forgotten protocol, we drill it every week! Please, please, Your Mjesty,
don't execute nme on the day your comi ng has nmade the happiest day of nmy life!" Then he stopped for
a nmonment and said, "No. You can go ahead and execute nme if it will give you the slightest nonent
of pleasure.”

Governor Spurt reached out and put her foot on his neck and he clung to it, caressing it.

"I don't want your life," said Teenie. "I want you to show ne the deepest, rottenest dungeon that
you' ve got."
"Ch, good, you'll put me init. It is nmore than | deserve."

Teeni e | ooked up. The earlier shout of the old man had been overheard. At |east two hundred
peopl e, young and ol d, had cone scurrying out of the palace, half-naked and in rags, and were now
prostrating thensel ves on the terrace, steps and | anding target. They were all sobbing.

Teenie turned to the mgjor-dono. She renoved her foot fromthe back of Governor Spurt's neck
"WIIl you tell this idiot to get up and | ead the way to that dungeon?"

Madi son had a chill. Was that why she had brought himhere? To put himin it?

"Your Majesty,"” said the major-donp, "if you are choosing to be nmerciful despite this man's

of fense, could I reconmmend that you at least let me tell these people to clear sone of the debris
of f the steps and brush the halls so that it will not soil your feet to enter?"

Teeni e gave a slight nmotion with her hand. Governor Spurt instantly kissed her foot and scuttled
backwar ds.

He | eaped to his feet and bawl ed at the crowd, "GET BUSY! CLEAN TH S PLACE UP FOR YOUR QUEEN "
One woul d have thought, fromthe ferocity and volune of his voice, that he would have bl own them
all over backwards but this was not the case. They rose with awe upon their faces and |like a wave
across them the | ook changed to adoration. They started throw ng ki sses and then took up the
bell ow of a big fellow at the back: "LONG LIVE THE QUEEN "

Governor Spurt finally got them going back inside.

Rest | essly, Teeni e paced about. She had sonmething on her mind and she was not paying too much
attention to her surroundings. But, inwardly driven to be in notion, she wal ked up a path, al
weed grown but festooned with heavy-scented flowers, and cane to a spot where she coul d overl ook
the val | eys bel ow.

Madi son, somewhat anxious, trailed after her. He | ooked at the breathtaking view "How |ovely," he
said, hoping it would soothe her. "It's a garden spot |ike |I have never seen before. Even the
softness of the breeze kisses one. And how restful! Even the song of the birds is a lullaby."
"Shut up," said Teenie. Then she | ooked around. "It's a pretty place, all right. Too (bl eeped)
pretty, if you ask ne! | thought, like it said in the book, it was all black cliffs and rocks."
One of the sergeants cane up with a nessage fromthe major-dono. "It's cleared enough for you to
enter now, Your Majesty. But please watch your step, sone of the paving is |oose."

Teeni e gave her red glove cuffs a twitch and pronptly strode down the path. She stanped up the
steps and across the terrace. They had the gigantic front doors open now and the ragged staff was
lined up on each side, all kneeling, trying to catch her eye.

Governor Spurt was waiting with a burning torch. But Teeni e paused beside her mmjor-dono. "If you
can get any sense into these people, have sonebody assenble nmy reginent out in front."

The maj or-dono bowed and turned back and Teenie foll owed Governor Spurt.
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Men who had suddenly remenbered they were sergeants and guards were openi ng doors ahead of her. A
man who was probably the seneschal, for all his rags, was jangling opening plates as he hurried on
ahead.

"What are you doing with that wooden torch?" Teenie's Palace City guard officer demanded of
Governor Spurt. "Were are the |ights?"

"Ch, sir," said Spurt, "we ran out of fuel bars way back when | was a boy. Even this wooden torch
is a luxury. So nmany of the people here were nobles and courtiers and high-1evel technicians that
they had quite forgotten folk arts. It took us three years after dear Queen Hora died to work out
how to weave the hair of the woolly animals into rope. W never have reevolved the skill of making
cloth. We do very well to just weave baskets to carry fish and food, and we could only do that
because sone of them as little girls, used to nmake flower garlands and flower caps. It is a
terrible shock, when you are a high-level technology, to suddenly have to flounder with the
primtive. The steppingstones upward to a high technol ogy all disappear and one tries in vain to
go back down them everyone has forgotten how. "

"l didn't ask for a lecture," said the guard captain. "I asked you where the lights were. | see we
are entering tunnels back into the nmountain and I'mnot letting Her Majesty go any further unti
there's light."

Spurt hastily said, "Ch, I'msure the electronics and el ectrical devices all work. There just
isn't any fuel...."

The guard of ficer pushed him aside and strode ahead. Looking along the walls, he finally found a
panel . He scraped off the nold and dust, found the catch, opened it and then, taking a spare
electric saber battery fromhis belt, pushed it into a slot.

Not hi ng happened.

Di sgustedly, he recovered his battery and with an acid glare at the governor said to Teenie, "Your
Maj esty, this place is getting inmpossible. | think these tunnels go way into the nmountains and
deep down. | nust ask you not to proceed.”

"I got to have a dungeon,"” said Teenie. "The deeper and darker and nore awful, the better. Lead
on!"

Fol  owi ng the sputtering, sparking torch, their shadows eerie on the walls, the group proceeded.
At | ength, having descended very deep into black rock, they came to a series of openings. There
was a guard room Then there were chanbers lined with cells, their doors all corroded and hangi ng
awy. Finally there was a | arge chanber which seemed to contain a forge and the remains of whips.
Teenie patted a slab of stone which lay, filth-encrusted, at its center

Madi son realized it was a torture chanber and when he saw the | ook on her face by torchlight he
felt his hair rise.

She found there were two cells just beyond it, little nore than dark hol es. She took the torch and
peered into them one after the other. She found sone ol d shackl es.
"These," said Spurt, "are left over fromthe ancient Teon sea people. |'ve only been down here

once, when a courtier sixty years ago | ost a pet snug. These dungeons scared nme half to death.
Could I ask Your Majesty to withdraw from such an awful place?"

Teeni e was testing the remains of a door on one of the holes. "This has got to be repaired," she
sai d.

"Ch, yes, Your Majesty," said Spurt. "We'll clean it all up."

"No," said Teenie. "Leave it as filthy and awful as possible. | only want it fixed so no one can
ever get out. And repair those torture inplenments, too."

Madi son could stand it no longer. "Teenie, what ARE you up to?" he said in English.

"This," she said, "is all for Gis."

"Gis?"

"Yes! The nonent | heard torture dungeons existed over here, | had to conme at once. They're
torture dungeons, all right. A real horror picture. They'|ll do just fine. | amgoing to put Gis
right there in that hole and then every day for the rest of his life | amgoing to torture him and
hear hi m scream and bl ubber and beg. I'll carve on himfor years and years!"

"WAit a minute, Teenie. You haven't got Gis. He's in the Royal Courts and Prison!"

Teenie, in the torchlight, fixed himwith an awmful smile. "That's nmy military canpai gn. Queen Hora
kept her reginent here. I'mgoing to snuggle themout and in the dark of night 1'mgoing to storm
the Royal Prison and get Gis!"

"Teeni e, you can't ask that of anyone. It would be death to try!"

"The nen of the regiment were all Flisten nobles, sworn to give their lives at the whimof their
queen. In each generation, only the strongest of their descendants were permitted to join the
regiment. You are going to get ne the arns and transport! And | amgoing to get Gis!"

"Teenie," said Madison in shock. "Teenie, listen to me. | can get Gis brought to trial. It wll
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take a long tine and lots of work. | can hamrer away in the nmedia, try himin the press and
absolutely force themto try him And," he added in desperation, for his whole plan for Heller
depended upon it, "I can guarantee the trial will go on and on! He'd suffer nmentally no end!"
"That isn't the suffering | want to see," said Teenie. "I want himright here under ny shar pest
knife. For years."

Real desperation seized Madi son. He could see themboth being killed. "Teenie, what if somehow I
arranged it to get himsentenced at the trial and into your custody?"

"I'd have to wait too long," said Teenie. She turned to the governor and began to give nminute
orders about the cell and the torture chanber and the inplenents. It took her quite a while.

A radio crackled on the guard captain's belt. It was the mpjor-dono. "Please informHer Mjesty
that her reginent is assenbling. They've had to get word to the villages and farns. But they
should all be ready for review by the tine you have cone out."

Madi son had not realized how deep they had come into the nountain until he tried to wal k back up.
The foul and ancient air didn't help himcatch his breath as he toiled on up the ranps. It took
themnearly half an hour to get back into the halls.

A sergeant knelt and woul d have used a handkerchief to brush off Teenie's boots but wonen fromthe
pal ace pushed hi m asi de, and though their cloths were ani nmal skins, they got the stains and nold
of f Teenie's black suit, boots and red gl oves.

Then Teeni e wal ked t hrough the hal |l ways and sal ons toward the big entrance door

She strode across the terrace. She reached the top of the outside steps.

She st opped dead.

About five hundred nmen were standing there in an orderly parade. Their faces were handsone, their
physi ques magni ficent. Cbviously the product of noble lines, every one, the titled sons of
officers of long ago, nothered by titled |ladies of Queen Hora's court. They were young and they
were splendid, despite their rags.

An old man, evidently their colonel, stood straight as a ranrod before them At the sight of
Teeni e, he and the whol e regi ment knelt.

"Your Majesty,"” the colonel baw ed, "we have not forgotten protocol. W lie ready to do our duty.
We are only too anxious to do Your Majesty's bedding."

From five hundred throats, a song arose:

Ch, wel conme to us,

Ch, wel conme to us.

We greet you, dear Queenie,
And prom se sex plus!

And then, at a signal fromthe colonel, they all rose up

But what had stopped Teenie was the flowers in their hair, whole crowns of them They had no
weapons in their hands nor any sign of any.

They began to formrings by squad and then began to dance, plucking flowers fromtheir garlands
and tossing theminto the air as they circled with skipping, mncing steps like girls.

Teeni e sank down on the top step

She | owered her head and began to cry.

The regi ment stopped in consternation. The mmjor-dono waved his hand at them and they scattered
I'i ke chaff and vani shed.

Teeni e's sobs grew very nmarked.

Madi son knelt beside her.

"They aren't soldiers," sobbed Teenie. "They were bred for bed. Ch, Maddie, what am| going to
do?"

Madi son did not tell her he could recruit five hundred crimnals that would take on a Death
Battalion in a day! Oh, no. It didn't suit his plans. He was very clever, that Madison. He didn't
even push her.

"Maddi e," she said brokenly, after she had sobbed for a while, "do you think you actually could
get Gis sentenced to ny custody?"

"Well, as | amvery fond of you, Teenie, as a favor to you, | amabsolutely certain that I can."
"Then I'Il help you follow your plan to try himin the press,” said Teenie, feeling a little
better, "and when he is sentenced get custody of him"

A ragged naid was trying to dry Teenie's tears with a scrap of animal fur

Teeni e | ooked at Madi son suddenly. Her eyes went very hard. "But there's one thing you got to
know, Madison. If you fail to get me custody of Gis, you'll be right there in that cel

yoursel f1"
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Madi son had no slightest idea of how he could possibly acconmplish such a thing. He had just been
t al ki ng.

He backed up, nodding in little jerks. "I won't fail you, Teenie."

Gods, was he in for it now

PART SEVENTY- SEVEN
Chapter 1

The second Madi son entered the townhouse in Joy City he got to work. He felt that he was narching
to the sol etnm beat of druns and that noble victory beckoned froma nearer point.

How could he fail? He was the nobst acconplished PR since Julius Caesar, of this he had no doubt.
Caesar, an Earth king of |ong ago, had cone, he had seen and he had conquered all of Gaul. Madi son
woul d do the sane to Voltar. Lack of confidence was not one of Madison's faults. Hi storians, dear
reader, may wish it mght have been, for when all this cover-up is exposed, it is very plain that
J. Walter Mdison was bent upon a course which would alter the history of not only Voltar but of
Earth. Some poet once said that the pen is mightier than the sword: in this case one was testing
if PRwas mghtier than the conbi ned good sense of all the |leaders of two enpires. And as we
follow the actions of Madison and others, we shall certainly see if it was. So read on, dear
reader, read on. You'll be flabbergasted!

Teenie, he had left at Palace City. Reencouraged, she was making plans to ready up the island for
the receipt of Gis, but reconciled that his incarceration there would take some tine. Mdison had
even gone so far as to discuss with her how she could shake | oose Endow from sonme of the

mai nt enance noney for the island to buy an air-coach and sonme fuel bars and new torture

i npl enents. She had decided to teach Too-Too, Endow s dearest catamite, a new way to kiss and was
sure that would do it. So Teenie was no barrier, at least for a tinme, though he shuddered at what
m ght happen if he failed to get her custody of Gis.

He now had his roustabouts clear out a seventy-sixth floor |large salon and set it up with tables.
He sent out a crew |l ogistics man to get vocoscribers, paper, pens and copies of every newspaper
published, not only on Voltar, but on all 110 pl anets.

Then he called together four of his crimnal reporters and stood before them tall and comandi ng
inthe glittering light of dawn.

"You are now," Madison said, "creative artists. Lay aside the habits of drudgery and facts.

Unl eash your imaginations. You are now, fromthis nmonent, public relations nen. At once, w thout
del ay, begin to wite news stories of the crines of one Soltan Gis, an Apparatus officer

| angui shing in the Royal prison.”

"Coul d we know sonet hi ng about hi n?" the npbst senior crimnal reporter said.

"He is a blackguard," said Madison. "That's all you have to know. W are going to try himand find
himguilty in the press, and by that, force themto bring himto a public trial. That done, we
have other gane in sight."

"Wait a minute," said the leading reporter. "I don't think anybody has ever done this on Voltar
Peopl e might not think it's fair."

"It's up to you to nmanufacture crinmes so nonstrous that the public will be ravening after his

bl ood. Do that and all thought of civil rights are swept aside. That's PR at its best."

Anot her crimnal reporter said, "You used a funny termthere, 'public trial.' | never heard of
one. On Voltar, trials are private and they sinply announce the crinme and sentence."

"Aha!" said Madison. "Star Chanber proceedings. Wll, we can attack that in due course. Ri ght now
get very busy and dreamup the crines of Gis and we'll get theminto print."

The four went into a huddl e and then one said to Madi son, "W know | ots of crines because we knew
lots of crimnals in prison. But could you give us sone guidance in this?"

"Qui dance?" said Madi son haughtily. "You nean you want ne to do your jobs? No, no, ny friends. Let
your inmginations take over, let the paper roll. After all, you are now PRs!"

They nodded and got to work.

Madi son now cal l ed the roustabouts and had them set up a seventy-sixth floor nusic salon. He was
delighted to find that H ghtee's staff had sent over the reworked chorder-bar with a note that
they had duplicated it-making another but wi thout the "pictures.” Mdison sat down to it and began
to record ragtime, and the ex-Acadeny of Arts reporter and the horror-story witer listened in
amazenent and got to work on the nusical. Mdison |eft them argui ng about whether the choruses
shoul d be danced by skel etons or ghouls and went on to his next project.

Corralling the director and the rest of the available staff, he turned over to them what
apparently had been CGeneral Loop's drill hall, one of the largest roons he could find on the
seventy-sixth floor.
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Madi son told the director, "You take over here. Get rid of their prison pallor, show them how to
wear cl ot hes.

You are really running a sort of actors' school just now. And above all, get themtrained so they
can hold a sincere and earnest snmile without strain. W' ve got to get rid of the killer |ook."
"That will be tough," said the director. "They're killers!"

"Wl |, nobody is asking you to change that," said Madi son. "The final product is sonetines
killing. But it is done in a different way: it's called PR"

"CGot it," said the director and pronmptly went to work.

Madi son then went back to see how the reporters were com ng along. They | ooked up fromtheir work.
They were all smles.

"We've got it," said the leading crimnal reporter. "W've wrked out sone great copy. 'Soltan
Gis, the Apparatus officer, has been detected rushing all over the farmcountry of this planet
poi soning the wells. He's been killing grazing animals that way like flies.""

Madi son | ooked at the copy. These fellows were on the right track but they were kind of green. He
had expected that. "That's fine, boys. But add this for a bit of zing: The mangl ed body of the

i nformant who told you was found i mediately afterwards, drowning in her own bl ood."

"Hey," said a reporter, bright-eyed with adniration, "that's genius!"

"No, that's just PR " said Madison. "You'll get the hang of it quickly enough. Now, the four of
you revise it, make duplicates of your release, and get it to the city editors."

"Right!" the four reporters chorused, obeyed himand rushed out, on their way.

Madi son smiled. Ch, things were going well. Just

like old tinmes. And when he got Gris on the stand, he could coach his | awers on how to get him
of f: sinply accuse Heller. Copy, copy, copy, miles of headlines!

J. Walter Madison was in his el enent!

Chapter 2

Madi son was feeling very nmuch indeed in his elenent as he ate supper that evening. He was waiting
for tidings fromthe reporters he had sent out and he was very confident that the news woul d be
good.

He had even arranged a little internal PR caper to get peace back and he was having dinner with
Flick: Flick had the best and nost chefs.

So Madi son was in a conbi nation dining roomand kitchen of the seventy-sixth floor and Flick was
at the other end of the table. Flick was | ooking pretty bad: both his eyes were bl ackened now,
for, as his footwoman had prom sed, one nore raving nention of Hi ghtee Heller would collide with
her fist and Flick had incautiously raved anew about Hi ghtee Hell er

Flick's "bed-maker" was a willowy brunette with very deceptive beauty. She had been doing thirty
years for passing herself off as married and then bl ackmailing men she picked up with threats of
mayhem from a nonexi stent chanpi on wrestler husband. Her name was Twa. She was draped over the
counter of the sparklewater dispenser

"I can't believe what you told me," she said incredul ously.

Flick's footwonan, whose nanme was Cun, was |lounging, still in uniform against the door on the
other side of the table. "Well, | seen it," she answered the other girl.

Flick, distracted fromhis el sewhere thoughts, glanced up fromhis plate. "You two don't belong in
here. Can't you let me and the chief eat our supper in peace?"

Madi son grinned and covered it with a sip fromhis canister. Flick was in a fair way of getting
hinself killed by these two, and Madi son had set up another scenario.

"You nmay have seen it," said Twa, ignoring Flick, "but how do | know you really have the eye to

j udge?"

"Listen," Cun bristled. "Before they threwne in the jug for outright spite, | was a bodyguard for
the richest whorehouse nadamon all Mstin. I"'mtelling you, there was five hundred guys, half-
naked, handsome as Cods, standing there in front of that pal ace just begging to (bleep). And they
were the heaviest hung birds | ever seen. And | tell you |I've seen plenty. | never was no whore,

you understand. But | had to pass on lots of nen. So I am an expert!"

Flick was very unconfortable, staring at his plate through swollen, discolored eyes.

"Yeah," said Twa to Cun, "but you're just pushing it on the basis of nmass observation. Wasn't
there a particular one?"

"Ch, there was that," said Cun. "He was young and he was handsone: he had silky black hair and the
softest eyes. And when they scanpered off, he al nost knocked me down. It wasn't no accident. He
whi spered, plain as day, 'You see that flower tree over there? It's nice and soft behind it and I
have sonething pretty hard that needs handling. | haven't had any in ages, and boy, do you | ook
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good! " "

"NO" said Twa. "REALLY?"

"Ch, that's a fact," said Cun. "And there was a big blond one, what a MANl They're all
aristocrats, you know. And as he rushed by, he said, 'Hey, cutie, do you know where | can find a
willowy brunette?" "

"Ch, boy," said Twa. She turned to Madison. "Chief, can me and Cun run an errand for you to that

i sl and?"

"SHUT UP!'" screamed Flick

"We can leave Flick home," said Cun. "I can find the place."

"YOU RE STAYI NG HERE!" how ed Fli ck.

"Way shoul d you care?" said Twa. "You're not interested in us. Al you can tal k about is Hightee
Hel ler."

"SHE' S TOO NOBLE FOR YOU TO EVEN SPEAK HER NAME!" roared Flick

"Noble, that's the key," said Twa. "Five hundred nobl enen just slavering to get a girl's back to
the grass. Get the old Apparatus bus ready, Cun. 1'Il go get my coat. | think | saw the chief
nod. "

Flick was past Cun in a flash. He slammed the door violently and stood before it, glaring at them
as he barred their way.

"Al right, all right, all right!" shouted Flick. "The minute | finish ny dinner, 1'll see both of
you in the bedroom Strip and get ready. |'ve re-reformed.”

"And no nore nmention of Hi ghtee Heller?" said Cun

Flick | ooked beaten in nore ways than one. "l prom se," he said.

Madi son beaned, benign as a god. He had carefully coached the wonen. He had restored everything
internally. It was an odd enploynent of his craft, using it for peace, but by the sinple expedient
of advising the girls to PR the regiment, he had changed the nind and behavior of Flick. It just
proved to Madi son how much he hinself was a master of his trade. Mcrocosmor macrocosm it didn't
matter; for bad or for good, it didn't matter. What mattered was that one could command, w thout
fail, the destinies of men. The Suprene Being nust feel this way fromtine to tine as he directed
the courses of the universe. The only reason Madi son hadn't done it the other way around and
gotten Flick killed was that he didn't need himfor a headline.

Chapter 3

Shortly after midnight, it was very difficult for Madison to descend fromhis cloudy heights to
assini|ate bad news.

The four reporters stood about his bed like |ost wool animals, |ooking |ike they had been chewed
upon by fangers who had taken great satisfaction init.

Copy dangling linply fromhis hand, the |lead reporter said, "They won't take it."

"What ? A good sensational story |like that?"

"They never heard of 'handouts' before. Wt tried every editor we could get past the door to. They
want ed sources and every one said they'd send out their own reporters, but why bother?"

"Didn't you try bribes?"

"That's what we were doing tine for. We didn't think you'd like it if they put us right back in
what with the iron box and all."

Madi son waved them out of there with advice to have a drink and go to bed.

He was certain he knew what the trouble was: they were sinply inexperienced and deficient in

sal esmanship. He wote an order to the director to practice themin sincere and earnest
expressions and went back to bed.

It was obvious he would have to break the first ice hinself.

Accordingly, brisk and early in the norning, he dressed hinself in his nost conservative and
expensive suit, practiced expressions a little in the mirror, picked up fresh copies of the well-
poi soning story and went to the hangar

A very exhausted Flick told his smug footwoman to take the controls, for he could hardly see and
in addition, now, had trouble in even getting his hand up to point the way. PR had really worked
Madi son had decided there was no reason to start at the bottom As the top of his profession
hinsel f, he had better start at the top

By a slight misrepresentation to underlings, startled by the blanket order fromLord Snor to
Homevi ew, Madi son gai ned audi ence to the publisher, no |l ess, of the Daily Speaker, the nost widely
circul at ed newssheet on Voltar

In the lofty office which overl ooked Commercial City with disdain, Noble Arthrite Stuffy kept
Madi son standing. "l understand you have sonme nessage fromnmy cousin, Lord Snor."
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"Actual ly," said Madi son, "I canme because | have a sensational news story. Headline stuff. Here it
is."

Noble Stuffy read it and tossed it back, "It's witten in news format. |Is it supposed to be a
story?"

"Yes, indeed," said Madison. "Print it and you'll increase your circulation."

"W already circulate nore than we can easily handle. Why woul d anyone want to increase their
circul ati on?”

"To get better rates fromthe advertisers.”

Nobl e Stuffy frowned. "Advertisers? W don't print advertising. | think you have us mxed up with
noti ce-board cards. Wiere did you say you were fron? Let ne see your identoplate."

Madi son handed it over, expecting to be able to answer questions about PR nman and bow this

publ i sher over. Instead, Stuffy snarled, "The Apparatus? You're fromthe Apparatus? Wll, let ne
tell you, whatever your nane is here, this isn't the first tine the Apparatus has tried to get
sonet hi ng changed or a story pulled. | suppose you have a Death Battalion waiting at the door or

some such ot her poppycock. You have just beconme unpopul ar.”

Madi son didn't like the tone. He was used to editors and publishers bruising their heads agai nst
the floor before the PR of the governnent. "I could get a Royal order that you'd have to publish
anything | say!"

"Hah," said Stuffy. "You just get your Royal order and | will get you a revolution as quick as
blink. Seventy thousand years ago a monarch tried to force papers to report the soirees of his
comoner nistress and they even erased his nanme fromhistory. Royal order! Oh, this will be rich
when | mention it at luncheon at my club to other publishers.”

"I could start another paper and give you such conpetition, | could w pe you out!" grated Madi son.
"Hah, hah!" said Stuffy. "There hasn't been a new newssheet started in fifteen thousand years. Try
it and the other papers will buy up all the available paper and | eave you nothing to print on but
gutter stones. Now you better |eave before | ask sonebody to throw you out."

Madi son departed. He went to other papers. He got the same treatnent. He al so found sonething el se
that was di scouragi ng: These papers were all chains that re-published, with |ocal sections, on
every planet of the Confederacy, and where it had | ooked |ike there were tens of thousands of
newspapers on the 110 planets, in reality there were only about seventy-five.

Not letting hinself | ook or feel downcast, for after all he was a veteran PR he told hinself he
at |l east had a bl anket order for Homevi ew.

It was getting on toward evening by that time but he phoned them fromthe airbus.

"Honevi ew?" he said to the bright face of the receptionist. "Please connect me to your news
section."

"News section? W don't have a news section, sir."

"You give out news!" said the incredul ous Mdi son

"Ch, yes, sir. I'lIl connect you to the announcers' rest |ounge."

The sl eek face of an announcer came on: he was sipping hot jolt. Madison said, "Who is your ace
news conmmrent at or ?"

"Qur what?" said the announcer

"Don't you have a news staff?"

"What would we want with that?" said the announcer. "Whoever is on at those periods, we just read
items fromeach page of sonme | eadi ng newspaper. W use a different paper every day and give them
credit. Oh, | see what you nmust nean: you nean the canera coverage of lordly and notabl e people.
Do you want ne to connect you to our social director?"

"No!" snarled Madi son and hung up

He sat while Flick hovered above the | anes. Confound it, Mdison told hinself, | can't run a PR
canpai gn on bill boards! And conme to think of it, the only signs | have seen just told what store
it was.

"Take me hone!" he snapped at Fli ck.

Once there, he soaked his feet, It was the first door-pounding he had done in a decade. It was
maki ng hi m cross.

Then, fortified by supper and easy in bare feet and a robe, he went into the reporters' workroom
and began to go through the stacks of newssheets that had been purchased. He had an idea that what
he was up agai nst was that curse of the PR profession, journalistic truth. Long, |ong ago, on
Earth, they used to talk about it to graduates in journalism But these days, they even awarded
Pulitzer Prizes for the nost false story of the year. The Voltarians, with all this nonsense about
sources and accuracy, were definitely on the wong road: even the corniest weekly in Podunk could
gi ve them | essons.

He was reading | ead stories now.
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NEW MONUMENT
DEDI CATED

And anot her

LADY PROVPTON
ORPHANAGE
SPEECH I N FULL

Those were headlines? How ghastly!
Pages two to seven were usually social news.

WFE OF LORD ELD G VES
Pl NK SPARKLEWATER
PARTY

And

DAME ALT G VES
GARDEN SOCI AL
AT ALT ESTATE

And

EDI TOR S WFE
ANNOUNCES
VEEKLY AT HOVE

Madi son expl oded. HOW DULL! These peopl e had never grasped the idea that news is entertainment!
There was a little hope: several papers, on inside pages, bottom carried news on the revolt in
Cal abar, and on the back page of one paper, five lines said that a couple of lovers had been found
suicided in a river. Lacking anything else, those stories had the blood to nmake them headl i nes!
VWHAT A BACKWARD CI VI LI ZATI ON

He had better reformthem fast!

Al t hough his determ nati on was strong, he knew he needed nore than that. He needed sone point of
entrance to penetrate this nedia wall.

He went to bed and stared at the ceiling. No ideas. Eventually, he slept.

Factual |y, dear reader, not just Heller's fate but that of both Voltar and Earth were hovering in
the bal ance in that dark chanber

Chapter 4

At dawn, the searching fingers of the sun pried gently at his eyelids.

He lay in the sem -world, half-awake, half-asleep. A thought was drifting through his

seni consci ousness.

One of the proper purposes of newspapers, ran the thought, was to cause trouble and worry people
Thus, it followed, a primary intention of all Earth nmedia is to nake people go nad.

He stirred. Sonething was tugging at his mnd for recognition. He suddenly realized that he had
never seen any psychiatrist on Voltar or any sign of one. Not even a psychol ogi st.

Aha! The Confederacy, through its deficient nedia, was not only not causing insanity, it was not
even curing it! Suddenly an idea hit him

He struggl ed out of bed. He got on a robe. He went into Flick's room

Fl'ick, black eyes now yellow ng, was |ying spent between the naked bodies of Cun and Twa, both of
whom wer e snoring peacefully through gently smling lips.

"Flick," said Madi son, "what do they do with the insane on Voltar?"

"They sic two wonmen on themand kill them" said Flick, trying to free his arnms and sit up

"No, seriously,"” said Madison. "It's inportant that | know "

Flick craw ed weakly down to the foot of the bed and sat, too spent to progress further. He said,
"The i nsane? Let's see. Well, when they say sonebody is insane, it's not very hard to figure out

they're right. They get staring eyes and rush about or flop. They don't know anybody and, when
they talk, they say crazy things. So they send themto a big prison far up north and that's that."
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"What happens if they get well?"

"CGet well? That's a funny term You nean if they go sane again? Well, if that happens, they watch
themfor a while and then they let themout."

"You nean they don't shock them or operate on their brains?"

"For pity's sakes, why? How cone sonebody shoul d puni sh thenf? They don't work on them or touch

themat all. | had a cousin once was sent to the Insane Detention Canp on Cal abar: he went crazy
as a gyro with half a wheel gone. They kept himfor half a year, didn't do a thing but feed him
and then they let himback out. He was all sane again. |'msure glad they didn't damage him nmny

aunt woul d have raised a thousand Devils if they had."

"Have you ever heard of a nental doctor?"

"Nope. Don't think | ever saw a doctor that went crazy."

"I mean a psychiatrist?" said Madi son

"Look, Chief, | been sitting here awfully patient and every muscle aches, but couldn't we lay off
foreign words at least until | have had sone breakfast and wake up?"

Al this talk had stirred the girls. Twa said, "You don't need any breakfast yet,
hi m

Madi son left. He felt bl ocked again.

He went back to his room and paced.

The idea he had had was not really his. It was a historic mlestone of the PR trade. It had come
to himwhen he realized the primary purpose of Earth nedia was to make people go mad. And this had
jarred into view one of the PR triunphs of the century.

The American Psychiatric Affiliates, many decades ago, had had a terrible problemw th the nedia
At that tinme, nobody in his right mnd would print anything serious about psychiatrists; the breed
was regarded as just a bunch of vicious fakes and quacks, destructive at the very least with their
el ectric shocks and nurders.

But PR had saved the day. In league with the Wrld Federation of Mental Stealth-an organization
conmposed of ex-Nazis who had nurdered the mllions of Jews as well as all the "insane" in Gernmany,
and who were running fromthe Allied forces-the Anerican Psychiatric Affiliates had pulled the
nmost cunni ng coup of the age.

They had done such a nmarvel ous job on the nedia that now, today, a psychiatrist could comit
murder several times a day, including Sunday, and could do anything, even exhibit hinmself in front
of children, and the nedia and every page and frame of it would praise himto the skies and say
how scientific and necessary it all was.

Yes, their PR procedure had i ndeed worked and continued to work. Resoundingly, psychiatry and
psychol ogy were now considered totally above all |aw and even the highest in the land licked their
scruffy, bl oodstained boots.

Madi son, with his command of PR history, knew exactly what they had done, how t hey had gone about
it and continued to go about it down to the finest, minute detail.

But there was one snall flaw in his plan: he didn't have a psychiatrist.

and reached for

Chapter 5

Madi son, grimdetermnation in his eye, got dressed and had sone breakfast and then got on the

vi ewer - phone. He was trying to |ocate Lonbar: he was not at Palace City, he was not at his office
in town. He seemed to have vani shed.

From what he knew now of Apparatus offices, he hazarded that Lonbar must have a chief clerk. By
usi ng his bl anket order fromHisst that gave him a free hand in all matters of PR, he finally got
t hrough several shunts and wound up | ooking at an old man of very bitter visage.

"I need information,"” said Madison

"Well, I"mnot giving any over a viewer-phone, no matter what authority you've got. Tell your
driver to land you at Canp Endurance." He clicked off.

Flick, up and around now, went into a deeper gloom "I knew it would happen sooner or later: you
been ordered to Canp Kill. They'll sinply take us out of the car and throw us in the chasm That's
what they do with crimnals the Apparatus can no |onger use."” And he woul d have gone off to bid
the staff farewell if Mdison hadn't grabbed his arm and shoved hi mtoward the hangar

Far above the traffic |anes, at six hundred mles an hour, they went over the nountains, crossed
the Great Desert with its dust dancers and, after a harsh challenge, were pernmitted to land at the
canp.

Troops were marching here and there and for sonme tinme the three of themsinply sat in the |anding
area, unapproached.

"They're getting the execution squad ready,"” Flick told Cun. "They will probably rape you first.
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Then over we go. |I've just got tine to re-re-reformso | can go to ny death thinking about Hi ghtee
Hel ler."

Cun hit him

A smart young officer, followed by a squad, cane out to the car. He | ooked sonehow different than
others who were around. His squad cane to a military halt, very precise. The officer leaned in the
wi ndow. "I1'm Captain Snelz." By chance of changing duty rosters, it was the very sane nan who had
been the fast friend of Heller and the Countess Krak. "Is your nane Mdi son?"

Flick cowered back and Madi son had to reach over and get his identoplate, just used in the slot.
Snel z | ooked at it. He clicked the buttons on the back

"Hello, hello," said Snelz. "Unlimted pay status? Well, it just so happens the canteen is on the
way and you won't mind setting up sone drinks for ne and the squad before we proceed. |'myour
escort.”

Madi son got out. The hot desert wind hit him He stared at the huge bl ack bul k of the castle and
then he felt hinself being pushed along. "Wait a minute," he said. "I am supposed to see Lonbar

Hisst's chief clerk, not attend a mlitary review. What is this place?"

Snel z said, "You nust be new in the Apparatus not to knowthis is Spiteos. Wiere are you fronf"
"Earth," said Madison.

"Earth?" said Snelz. "You nean Blito-P3?"

"That's what they call it here," said Madison. "The right name is Earth."

"Hmém " said Snel z.

They got to the canteen and Snelz ordered tup all around. Wen he had washed the desert dust out
of his throat, he said, "By any chance did you run into an officer naned Jettero Heller on Earth?"
"Ch, yes," said Madison. "One of ny dearest friends."

"Hm " said Snelz. "How is he?"

"Ch, splendid, splendid," said Mdison

"You didn't come back here with him did you?" said Snelz.

"No, I'mafraid | didn't have that pleasure,” said Mdison

"Then you know his | ady," said Snelz.

"Ch, yes," said Madison. "Lovely person."

"What does she | ook |ike?" said Snelz. "Just to nmake sure we're tal king about the sane person.”
"Ch, lovely, lovely," said Madison. "Very lovely."

"But, confidentially," said Snelz, "didn't you think she was a little short for hinf? | nean, a
girl only five feet two when Heller is six feet six."

"Ch, | thought her slightness was one of her nobst charming features,” said Madi son

"Well, drink up," said Snelz, "and I'll run you on through to the chief clerk."” Qher than that,
Snel z didn't seemto have nmuch nore to say, which was not strange, now that he knew Madi son was a
f ake.

Madi son paid for the drinks and they got onto a zip-bus and were shortly speeding through the
tunnel s. They got out and nmade their way to an elevator. They sped to the high tower where Lonbar
had his main clerical office, and Snel z pushed Madi son in and conposed hinself and his squad in
the passageway to wait.

The crimnal old chief clerk frowned at Madi son. "I know you have a bl anket order. You probably
think, by seeing ne, you can get to see the chief...."

"No," said Madison. "Actually, | want to see you. | know very well that chief clerks really run

t hi ngs. "

"Well, you're the first one to ever nention that! What can | do for you?”

"Two things. As the Apparatus is actually an intelligence activity, | can only suppose that you
have lots of information on people. So the first one is, | want to know if you have data on
publishers and editors."

"Bl ackmai |, you nean. It's a fact that we have informers in their houses and in their offices, but

it's adry run. W've tried for years to get something really good on thembut all we hear about
is just domestic spats. Tiresone trash. You won't find any tw sts."

"Neverthel ess,"” said Madison, "I want everything on every publisher and editor and everyone around
them "

The ol d chief clerk shrugged, called another clerk and | ed Madison to the central data console.
Wth the clerk operating it, they shortly had torrents of printouts coming fromthe nachine.
After a while the chief clerk came over. "You renind ne of Gis. He sneaked in here one day and
ran this machine totally out of paper.”

"It's inportant,” said Madi son

"It's trash," said the chief clerk. He picked up a corner of the roll and in a snide voice read,
"Lady Mthin this nmorning accused her husband of being an unreasonabl e boor when he conpl ai ned the
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jolt was not hot.' | can see you now trying to blackmail Noble Mthin, publisher of the Voltar
Vigilant, with that!"

Madi son suddenly found hinmself |ooking at reports frominfornmers, doornmen and such, who had noted
his calls on publishers the day before. Yes, the Apparatus ran quite a network. Well, he could run
quite a network hinself: he would have to see that proper false reports were fed into their
system

The paper eventually anmpunted to a fornidable bale: the rolls had had to be replaced twi ce.

"I hope that's all,"” the old chief clerk said.

"Well, no, it isn't," said Madison. "Anywhere on Voltar or in the Confederacy, is there a rea
psychi atrist?"

The ol d chief clerk shook his head.

"A psychol ogi st?" said Mdi son.

The ol d chief clerk shook his head again.

"A psychoanal yst ?" said Madi son. "You know. Sonmebody who handl es nental illness?"
"Mental illness?" said the chief clerk, "That's a funny term Mental things don't have any gerns
or virus connected... Wait. | just renenbered sonething. What was that first word you used agai n?"

"Psychiatrist."

"Aha, yes! That crazy Doctor Crobe, when he came back fromBlito-P3, was yappi ng about treating
"mental illness.' He was refusing to go back into his | aboratory because he was now that funny
word you just used. He's right down on the first sub-level here."

"Crobe? Can | have hinP"

"Ch, and welcone," said the chief clerk. And he pronptly wote out the order of custody.

Chapter 6

Doctor Crobe was lying on a filthy operating table, obviously in a bit of a haze.

The rest of Snelz's squad had stayed outside, guarding the cart of printouts, but two of them and
Snel z preceded Madi son into the roons.

Snel z punched at Crobe with a stinger a couple of tinmes and the man writhed around, blinking.

The snell of the place hit Madison like a club. Ad dried blood and decayed tatters of flesh
stained the floor and furniture. He stared at the dirty doctor

Suddenl y, Madi son recogni zed him Too |long a nose, too long in linb, weirdly nmisshapen. This was
the sane man Snith had sent to his office and that he had sent to Bellevue Mental Hospital in New
York! His luck was in!

"CGet up," said Snelz. "You're being handed over to this man."

"I will not go," said Crobe. "I am busy."

Madi son, | ooking at Crobe's eyes, had a strong suspicion

A twisted sort of assistant was tindly peeking in. Madison said to him "Wat's the doctor so
busy on?"

The assistant shook his head. "There are no nore freaks being nade: the chief is interested in
other things. He must be tal king about his bottles and pans. He has been working for a week on
them and just yesterday, he flopped down on that table and this is the first tinme he's noved."
"Show e, " said Madi son, with a sudden flare of hope.

The assistant | ed himdeeper into the naze of roons and stopped, pointing at a | aboratory bench
Madi son smiled a snmle of exultation. It was nmore than he had ever hoped for. There was a pile of
nol dy seeds. There was a pan to collect the fungus. There were the tubes and vials. Doctor Crobe
had been making lysergic acid and fromit, lysergic acid diethylam de, LSD

Yes, there was a gallon jar full of crystals and next to it, three gallon jars full of |iquid!

He had suspected it the nonent he had taken a close | ook at Crobe's eyes. Many a psychiatrist and
psychol ogi st augnented his incone by making LSD in his kitchen and spreading it around. And Crobe
had been so industrious he had enough there to knock out a billion people: it only took one one-
hundr ed-t housandth of a m crogramto produce a full-blown trip.

"Pack up all this stuff,"” Madison ordered the assistant. He went back to Crobe and | ooked at him
The man had evidently finished his task and had cel ebrated by sanpling his wares!

"Don't worry," said Madison to Crobe. "We're taking your cookout along and all your LSD

"You know it?" said Crobe, suddenly interested.

"Ch, yes," said Madison. "LSD is wonderful stuff. Don't know what | would do without it." Wich
was a conplete Iie: he had never touched it in his whole |life and wasn't ever going to, nor any of
his crew either. Tal k about poisoning wells! That was nothing conpared to what Crobe could do.
Wth that much LSD poured into waterworks, he could disable the whole planet.

The assistant cane out of the back, wheeling the LSD and paraphernalia on a cart.
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"What the Hells is this?" said Snelz. "Are you carting away the whole castle?"

Madi son fl ashed his bl anket order in front of Snelz. Then he had the assistant push the cart out
the door and into the hall.

Crobe rose right up and followed the cart.

Snel z stared. He had thought it would take two soldiers to force Crobe to | eave. He nmade an
experiment. He pushed the cart along hinmself. Crobe anbled right on after it. "Magnets," said
Snelz. "It nmust be magnets.”

Back once nore in the | anding area, Mdison shuddered at the idea of letting the filthy Crobe ride
in the Model 99: he could hardly bear to be near him such was the stench. Using his order, he
comandeered an air-coach and | oaded Crobe in.

"I better send a couple soldiers," said Snelz, "just to nake sure he gets to where you want him
and of course to make sure we get the transport back."

Madi son shrugged. They | oaded the printouts, the LSD, the cooki ng paraphernalia and Crobe into the
shabby ai r-coach.

Snelz told off a corporal and a soldier and they got in.

"Well, | certainly do thank you," Madison said to Snel z.
"Say nothing of it," said Snelz. "Any friend of Heller's is a friend of nmine."
Madi son, as they took off, wondered if he had detected sarcasmin that voice. Wll, it was of no

i mportance. Riding across the desert, the air-coach cl ose beside, Madison was experiencing his own
ki nd of gl ow.

He not only had his data, he also had a real Bellevue-trained psychiatrist. And there was a
terrific bonus: he had gallons of LSD

He couldn't possibly |ose!

He could follow the Anerican Psychiatric Affiliates caper right here on Voltar. He didn't even
have to dream anything up! It had all been done and proven utterly before. Earth ran on it, right
this mnute. Pure perfection

The stepping stones were leading himright up to Heller! Onh, it would be no swift thing. But it
was sure and it was certain that he would succeed.

A feeling of power surged through him

Chapter 7

The ensuing days were a blur of activity for Madison. One part of his project overlapped with
others and he was everywhere at once.

H's very first action was to turn all six roustabouts |oose on Crobe and bat he himand soak him
and bathe himagain and again until he snelled |ess bad. It was a terrible job.

Madi son then got himtailored and provided with a wardrobe of respectabl e professional clothes,
after which the director, with many curses and nuch sweat, began to get himinto shape.

The four reporters that Madi son had put on were clipping social notices and nmaki ng a huge soci a
cal endar that covered a najor wall

He checked the wardrobe of the five circus girls, augnmented it and turned them over to the
director.

He del i ghted Chal ber at Zippety-Zip by purchasing sone air |inobusines.

He went and saw Teeni e and, into her w de-eyed stare, gave her certain instructions and she,
assured that it would wind up eventually with a captured Gis, fell to with a will.

Madi son di scovered the Apparatus Provocation Section and pried them|oose from nany fal se but
seemingly valid identoplates.

He got the el ectronics man busy on the upper floors.

He even nanaged to get in, to keep himhappy, another clip on Honeview of Lonbar. Wth his own
crew this tine, using the occasion of a national holiday, Confederation Day of Delight, he had
Lonbar dedicating a new cenetery for the dead of the Calabar Revolt. It fitted the day, Mdison
expl ai ned to the dunbfounded nanager of Honmevi ew, because of the close-ups of delighted sniles of
Lombar viewi ng the as yet unused grave markers in a truck. Lonbar, however, thought it was great
when Madi son explained to himthat he was building Lonbar an inmage of "Don't trifle with Hisst,
the nost ruthless and relentless man in the Confederacy.”

At the end of ten days, Madison, everything else going well, wanting to see Teenie, had to fly
fromJoy City to Relax Island. Flick had left Cun pointedly behind. They had a pass stanped by
Teeni e.

This time, being nore experienced, they took no chances of flying over the top of the nountain
and, coming in low, alnost collided with the side of a five-thousand-foot cliff, coal black, that
gave Madi son quite a shock. But, rising up over it, they were rewarded by the stupendous scenery
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of the valleys and hills.

They landed in front of a much-changed pal ace. Evidently Too-Too's new ki ss had worked |i ke magic
on Lord Endow. The whol e vast front was stripped of noss and glowing in new gilt, the paths were
trimmed and neat, the shrubbery pruned, not a single errant twi g obstructed the terrace, and even
the paving stones, firmy gripped in new cenent, had ceased to teeter. Staff, and possibly sone
construction conpani es, had worked mracles.

Two stiffly standing guards, shimering in silver uniforns, stood on either side of the door. A
properly robed seneschal cane out and bowed Madi son in.

"Her Majesty is in the third nusic salon," he said. "Follow ne, please."

Expecting to see Teenie being played to with soft airs suggested by the clinmte and beauty of the
pl ace, Madison was a little startled to find her stripped to the waist, wearing a pair of blue
pants with red side-stripes and nothing else. She held a stinger in her hand.

"Madi son," she said without preanble, "you just got no idea how dunb these (bl eepards) are!"

Madi son had no i dea who she was tal king about. They were the only ones in the room There were
mrrors on all the walls which cross-nultiplied their inmages, and although there seenmed to be
several hundred Madi sons and Teenies, that did not nake them any | ess the only occupants of this
| arge and ornate sal on

"Watch this," said Teenie. She barked out, "Hike!"

A woman, dressed in noble clothes, entered by a far door. Wth leisurely and cultured steps, idly
gazi ng about her, she wandered toward a pedestal which nmust be a perforner's platform Mdison
recogni zed one of Teenie's Palace City maids.

"Let himgo!" cried Teenie.

Instantly, fromanother door, a man in officer's uniformraced into the room He spotted the
wonman. He nade a beeline for her

He tore the robe off her. He knocked her down. He haul ed her over to the perforner's platform
Keepi ng one foot on her so she couldn't escape, he half tore off his own clothes. He | eaped on her
and was just about to spread her |egs when Teenie noved forward with a yell.

"No, no, NO" cried Teenie and stabbed himin the butt with her stinger

That didn't stop him Not for a second. Teenie grabbed hold of the hair of his head and sought to
pul | hi m upwar d.

Two sergeants had rushed in and they backed up Teenie. They got the man out of and off the maid
and hel d himthere.

"Madi son, that's the third God (bl eeped) tine he got it wong! In arow"”

"Teeni e, nmaybe he doesn't understand what he's supposed to do."

"Ch, he understands all right," she snarled, jabbing himin the belly with the stinger. "He is
supposed to walk up to her and bow, then kneel and kiss her hand and request her conpany for a
stroll in the park, AFTER which he is supposed to nake an inproper proposal. But they know

(bl eeped) well that after the proposal they just get sent back to barracks, so they use these

| essons as a chance to get by ne and tear off a piece before | can stop them™

"Well, Teenie," said Madison, looking at the wilted officer, "I wouldn't dare to advi se you, but
has it occurred to you that if you let himactually take a girl to a bedroomand do it, IF he did
all the rest right, they nmight revert to protocol? It's called 'reward" in animl psychol ogy. |
know, | studied it in college."

"You got it all wong," said Teenie. "That's the trouble with them They're acting |like a bunch of
beasts! Five hundred God (bl eeped) noblenmen, ny (bleep). They're just five hundred God (bl eeped)
ani mal s!"

"I think even their fathers and grandfathers were led to the queen with an electric collar on
them" said Madison. "I think maybe their protocol requires themto act that way."

Teeni e becanme thoughtful. She sent for CGovernor Spurt. He cane racing, all dressed up, now that
the chests had been unl ocked. He canme to a halt with a clank of office badges and bowed | ow.
Teeni e dragged himover to the side and had a | ow voi ced conversation with him

She came back shortly. "By God, Madison, you're right. It wasn't ani mal psychol ogy that was

m ssing- who'd miss it-it was the standi ng Royal orders! Queen Hora wanted to be hit and stri pped
and raped!"

Governor Spurt soon returned acconpanied by a clerk in black and three footnen carrying a table
and ot her things. They set them down.

Teenie, with their help, drew up a docunent which altered forner Royal orders. The clerk, with a
flourish, handed her the Royal Seal of Flisten-a two-pound carved eneral d-and she stanped and
signed it.

"I't won't do any good to do any nore training until the heralds yell it all over the island to
make it legal." She got up, a maid dropped a cloak over her shoul ders and Madi son foll owed her out
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onto the terrace.

Teeni e sat down on a balustrade and stared out across the valley. A footnman handed up a silver
tray which held a piece of bubble gum bowed and wi t hdrew.

She chewed for a while and, when she could bl ow a bubble, did so. "This queening business is
pretty tricky, Mdison. You can get away with anything so long as you do it with the proper |egal
actions. But |I'mlearning."

"This certainly is a lovely place," said Madison. "Birds singing and the air is |ike perfune.
They're really making progress fixing it up."

"Ch, the contractors are getting the panels and machi nery working. |'ve got two air-coach trucks
maki ng daily runs now. |'m having trouble with the villages: they keep organi zi ng danci ng
festivals of welconme. But the main holdup is in Commercial City: they never heard of sone of these
torture instrunents and they're having to be handnade. How s it going with publicity?"

"You mean PR. | think I'Il be in business in another two or three weeks."

Teeni e sighed. "I guess |I'lIl just have to resign nyself to it. How long do you think it will be
until 1 get ny hands on Gis?"

"Two or three nmonths," said Mdi son

She | ooked at himcrossly. "You sure are slow Well, you didn't cone down here sightseeing. What
do you want now?"

"I just wanted your permission to send in a canera crew and get some blank passes. | want a little

travel ogue. "

She shrugged. Then she said, "Wiile you're at it, tell your cameraman to be sure and take sone

pi ctures of that dungeon. | want sonething to remind you with in case you get ideas of not com ng
through. Call it aninal psychology." And she popped her bubble gum enphatically in his face.

Chapter 8

One week later, Madison called his staff together

"I think we're all organized," he said. "I just want to tell you that if anybody flubs, he will be
subj ected to one or both of two penalties. He or she will be forced to take a dose of LSD and if

the offense is very bad, the offender will be forced to have a psychiatric treatnent. Is that
under st ood?"

They squirned. It nust be pretty bad if the chief, a known murderer, |ooked that grimabout it.
They shivered, they went pale under their newy acquired tans. They said they understood.

"Al'l right," said Madison. "It's all systems go!"

The five circus girls rushed off, got dressed as noble | adies.

Five air |linousines took off, headed for five different social functions.

Five false identoplates that said, incontestable that they were noble | adies from distant

Conf ederacy planets got thementrance to estates and bal |l roons.

The PR war was on

They had their orders. They had been drilled and drilled. They were to circul ate anongst the
guests and at any opportunity, talk about the marvel ous new doctor froma planet of very advanced
culture nanmed Earth that had devel oped a narvel ous thing called psychiatry. And woul d you believe
it? The root of all nental disturbance was sex? Amazing! But he was curing people in droves. It
was the latest thing, quite the rage.

For days and days, on and on, for dozens and then hundreds of soirees and balls and at hones, the
whi speri ng canpai gn pounded on

The two of ficer-inpersonators, dressed now in solemm scientific garb, attended on the heels of the
circus girls, thoughtfully and conservatively confirmed the runor and al so brought Madi son his

f eedback.

Madi son, with a dungeon waiting, watched the canpai gn nervously.

Very few people, even on Earth, realized that psychiatry and psychol ogy were just the creations of
PR and had no ot her substance.

Freud's theory that everything was sex had remained scoffed at and neglected until he had married
into a New York advertising firmand then the advertising men began to push it, and until this day
sex was the dom nant basis of all Earth advertising. The PR on psychoanal ysis was so good that it
overrode the fact that a third of the patients comritted suicide in the first three nonths of
treatnent. And there were no cures of record.

Madi son was follow ng the general PR pattern psychiatry had pursued so successfully. He even had
LSD avail abl e, a nil estone of psychiatric success which had permitted it to capture no |less than
the head of the |largest news magazine in Anerica, nmake him an addict and convert himto the

psychi atric cause. Loose, of Slime nmagazi ne, had thus beconme a primary crusader for psychiatry and
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LSD and a relentless hatchet man for any other technol ogy that arose that psychiatry thought mn ght
constitute a threat.

Madi son did a little praying when, at the end of ten days, it was announced that the fanous
psychiatrist would give a lecture to a very select few

An auditoriumon the eightieth floor had been nade ready. Linousine after |inousine arrived on the
roof . Seat after seat was taken. Mdison began to breathe nore easily as he watched through a
peephol e.

Doctor Crobe, an electric collar hidden beneath his professional tunic neckband in case he
departed from his coached speech, cane to the platformand began to speak of the work of Signmund
Freud in the field of sex. It was a good speech. It should be: it was taken straight out of Freud,
for Madi son had found, nuch to his delight, that the old Soltan Gris office contai ned conplete
transl ated transcripts.

Crobe droned on. He had a small speaker in his ear that could pronpt himif he forgot any part of
the speech. He filled the air with ids and egos and censors. And then he got down to the nitty-
gritty of it: if wives were dissatisfied sexually with their husbands, inhibitions could build up
The censor was only a thin veil at best, and with the | east pronpting, the terrible insanities
whi ch | urked bel ow could burst out and bring terror. Everyone was inhibited. It all depended on
whet her one was sexual |y satisfied.

Appl ause greeted the lecture. It was not surprising. Mdst of the people attending were the wives
of publishers and editors.

Then Doctor Crobe, as he was supposed to do, said that as a special favor, he would grant
interviews that very afternoon to a favored few.

He got five.

They were taken to a room equi pped as a hospital. The two actors, now garbed as nedica

technici ans, took their pulse and weighed them and did other banal things. But they also | ooked
into their mouths with a tongue depressor. And unbeknownst to the wonen, that tongue depressor had
on it a small dose of LSD

Madi son held his breath. Lady Arthrite Stuffy was one. She was the wife of the publisher of the

| argest news-sheet in the land, the Daily Speaker, the one where he had first been rebuffed so
cruel ly.

Qut of sight, but with everything on nonitors, Mdison watched the five being escorted to their

i ntervi ew roons.

Lady Arthrite Stuffy, nuch younger than her husband, was led into the first roomthat Madi son and
Flick had earlier entered and turned on the bl ack w ndow.

The sacrificial altar had been covered with a velvet cloth. The room | ooked quite ordinary. The
young woran, at the direction of the courteous nedical technician and assisted now by one of the
crimnal whores garbed as a nurse, lay down on the bl ock

The other wonmen were led into different roonms of the same nature.

Doctor Crobe entered the roomof Lady Arthrite Stuffy. His collar was on renmpte control. He knew
better than to depart fromthe arranged speech

"Now j ust conpose yourself," said Doctor Crobe. "Just lie there and go over all the rows you may
have had with your husband. By doing so, we will penetrate the veil of the subconscious. |If we can
get back past the censor, we will then know what you are inhibiting. And we can clear away any

| atent neurosis or insanity. | will be back shortly."

The nurse remained, smiling a reassuring snile

He went to each of the four renmining roonms and did the sane.

Madi son | ooked at his watch. The LSD would really bite in about an hour

Doctor Crobe kept circulating, telling each one to think deeper about any husband troubl es.

The hour was up.

Lady Arthrite Stuffy said to the nurse, "All this thinking is making ne a little nauseated. My
heart seenms to speed up when |I dwell upon the terrible arguments we have had."

It was the signal. Madison watched his nonitor closely to be sure the subjective stage had been
reached. He pointed at the el ectronics nan beside himand gave a signal. The button was pressed.
In every LSD trip, two things were inportant: the first was the "set" or state of mnd of the
person; the second was the "setting," where the person was at the tine of the trip

The lecture and the directions to think of quarrels with the husband were the "set" and now came
the "setting."

Devils appeared in every chair!

The window lit up and Denons threw a nmaiden into the roaring fire. Another body seened to be lying
where Lady Arthrite was and a Devil plunged downward with a knife.

LADY ARTHRI TE SCREAMED!
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In the next room the woman there, on proper timng, was suddenly | eaped upon by how i ng beasts
whi ch rushed in froma w ndow that disclosed a jungle. Savage toothers attacked the third wonan as
she sank to the bottom of an engulfing sea. Tinmed precisely with the LSD, the fourth wonman was
being nurdered by bats with daggers in their claws while a cavern howed. In the fifth room the
spaceshi p cabin was beset by space pirates from sone ghastly planet who tore a superinposed body
linb fromlinb.

The screans of the other wonen were no less |loud than Lady Arthrite Stuffy's.

Al five withed and bucked, each one carefully attended by a "nurse" who was naking sure she
stayed there.

Gradually the illusions were faded down and the wonen were let go into their trips. Started like
that, they nust have been bizarre indeed, but they lay back, not protesting, spinning with tine
and space all tangled and with no sense at all to contradict the unrealities of it.

Some hours |ater, when the drug was wearing off, Crobe came back

"I see," he said, "that we penetrated the censor. W now have in view the inhibitions. The case, |
have to tell you, is very grave. There is no cure except to have sex with a handsonme young man."
It was the standard psychiatric renedy.

"Ch," shuddered Lady Arthrite, "it would ruin ny reputation."

Crobe had even been taught to smile, with a little help fromthe collar. "Not as much as going
suddenly i nsane due to donestic opposition. That would be fatal. But there is no risk at all. W
have a private sanitari umwhere you could go and you would only have to say you had decided to
take a rest."

"A hospital ?" said Lady Stuffy.

"Hardly that," said Crobe. He opened up a folder and handed her sone phot ographs of Relax Island
They were just stills but they were of sonme of the views. They had been dipped in perfunme and in
each one a different handsome officer was talking with a | ady.

The jangl ed senses of Lady Stuffy were soot hed and

caressed by the views. She was also still in the end grip of LSD where the victimis in a highly
suggesti bl e state.

"How | ovely," she panted. "And it will cure these awful subconscious inhibitions?"

"Absolutely," said the well-drilled Crobe. "The nmatter is extrenely urgent. It is plain you need

t he best possible professional help. W will keep it absolutely secret that you are potentially

i nsane. Here is your ticket on the air-coach in the norning. Be on it."

When Crobe had done the same to all five, Madison did a rapid calculation. At five a day, it would
take fifteen days to hook all the wives of the publishers of the seventy-five biggest news chains.
Actual |y, he was organized to handle ten a day. He deci ded he would put the pressure on and speed
it up.

He grinned

He coul d al nost snell, now, the Heller-Wster headlines!

PART SEVENTY- El GHT
Chapter 1

It was the |ast week in August in New York. The weather had been warm even hot, but a cool

sunset breeze was bl owing across the | andscaped terrace of the condo, rustling the | eaves of
shrubs.

The Countess Krak was sitting in a garden chair, petting Mster Calico and watching Jettero Heller
at the unbrella'd table as he brought his conbat-engi neer 1og up to date.

"Jettero," said the Countess Krak, "do you know the date?"

"l was just going to ask you," he said, |ooking up, pen held thoughtfully against his nose. "Ws
it Tuesday or Wednesday when they finally let ne out of the arny?"

"I'"'mnot tal king about that, dear," said the Countess Krak. "It lacks just three days to the date
you said it would take war vessels to arrive here on Earth if they started the sane night you
brought the Enperor out of Palace City."

"I't was Wednesday," said Jettero and busily made an entry.

"The ships might not have started the sanme night," said the Countess, "but they could have |eft
within the next twenty-four hours."

"Was it at the new mayor's reception that Bury gave nme the news about the | ast refinery being
decontam nated? O was it at the engagenent party?"

The Countess Krak sighed. What a trial that engagenent party had been! Mdi son Square Garden
three bands and a synphony orchestra, five chorus lines from Broadway shows. And Babe Corl eone,
despite Jettero's instructions, had stepped up to the m crophone and said, "Ladies and Gentl enen,
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it is my pleasure to announce the main engagenment: My son, Jerone Terrance Corleone is going to up
and marry no | ess a personage than the Countess Krak. How about that?"

And afterwards, when bands were playing and thousands were danci ng, Mam e Boonp, who had conme up
fromAtlantic Cty, said to her, "She really got the intelligence services screwed up about your
sailor. Al nost every delegate at the UN knew himat the G acious Palns as a nysterious prince and
then they found out he was really Rockecenter's son, which was fine, but when she nmade that
announcement a while ago it threw themin a spin. They approached the Crown Prince of Saudi- Yenen,
thinking | mght be able to shed sonme light onit, and | set themstraight. It's obvious that
Rockecenter was secretly married to Babe Corl eone. That nade them happy. | like to keep these
geneal ogi cal matters straight.”

That wasn't the only geneal ogi cal natter that had been gotten straight. Jettero had had Professor
Stringer revise Babe's fanmly tree and put Prince Caucal sia at the head of it. She had been bow ed
over and woul d have accepted it even wi thout the thick al bumof evidences he had put together for
her, tracing the descendants of the Manco refugees through Atlantis, to the Caucasus and finally
to Aosta in the Al ps where Babe cane from And it was true that she had the sane blood type, a bit
different fromthe usual lines of Earth, that Krak, from

Manco, had. Jettero had given Babe the tiara with the Manco arns that he had had nade at Tiffany's
and Babe had worn it in public ever since. It was one of the reasons the press referred to her
constantly as "Queen Babe."

But it was the TV crews and caneras that worried the Countess Krak. Wth all the exposure they
were getting, if Lombar Hisst had a single agent operating on Earth, he would have no trouble
whatever in finding Jettero. And all during the weeks that followed Krak's arrival in New York
this last tine, she had had nore than an uneasy feeling that they were going to get hit and hit
har d.

"Well," said Jettero. "I think that brings it up to date. Babe will address the UN next week and
get nucl ear bonbs outlawed. Congress in its fall session will decrimnalize drugs and take the
profit out of the scene. The fuel situation is handled and will gradually phase over. The

at nosphere is cleaning up and the poles are stable. It's been a lot of work to clean up this
planet, but | think it's nicely onits way."

"I don't like it," said the Countess Krak

"What? It's a very nice planet. Alittle goofy with its fake psychiatry and psychol ogy, but now
that Rockecenter interests aren't organizing and financing themto keep the people down, even that
may someday come straight.”

"l didn't mean | didn't like the planet,” said the Countess Krak. "I don't like the situation
We're sitting ducks."
"Well, | nust say," said Heller, "that you're a very pretty duck. Don't you think so, Mster

Cal i co?"

The Countess Krak was just drawi ng her breath to tell himshe w shed she had his iron nerve when
Bal nor, the butler, cane to the terrace. "Sir," he said, "that special phone in your study keeps
buzzi ng and buzzing. | know you told ne not to answer it but I think, sir, it needs attention."”

Chapter 2

It was Faht Bey on the viewer-phone. He | ooked very agitated. He was calling fromthe Turkish
base.

"Sir," he said, "I think you better conme over here at once."
"What's the matter?" said Heller. "Has Prahd's patient taken a turn for the worse?"
"No, Prahd says there is no change. It's sonething else. |1've got some news fromhone and | think

you better come over here and do the interrogation yourself."

Hel I er | ooked at the sweating face. The Enperor wasn't dead. It was too soon by three or four days
for even a scout vessel to get here fromVoltar. Qbviously Faht Bey didn't want to discuss it on

t he vi ewer-phone because ot her nenbers of the base there coul d be nonitoring.

"Al'l right," he said. "Expect nme."

He went back to the terrace. "Dear," he said to the Countess Krak, "I'mgoing to take a Mach 3 to
Tur key. "

"I knew it!" said the Countess Krak. "Sonething has happened.”

"Not hi ng has happened. It's just that Faht Bey wants ne there for a talk."

"I'I'l get packed. I'mcomng with you."

"That's my pleasure,” said Heller.

Shortly after dawn in Afyon, Turkey, Heller, the Countess Krak and M ster Calico debarked fromthe
Air Force plane and got into the waiting Dainler-Benz.
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Having left the Countess and the cat at the villa, Heller was shortly afterward sitting across the
desk from Faht Bey in his office.

"Thank Gods you got here," said Faht Bey. "I think we're in for trouble.” And he passed to Heller
a denand despatch fromthe Apparatus General Staff.

"I't's the Blixo" said Faht Bey. "She canme in |ast night."

"But the ship nmust have left a couple days before | nmade ny call on Voltar," said Heller. "Nothing
had happened there at the time the Blixo departed. And she woul dn't have picked up anything in
passage. She's just a freighter."

"Well, Gis had couriers that travelled on the Blixo. Two catanmites that alternated. This one is
Qdur: we've got himin detention and he's scared to death. He had that despatch for Gis: at the
ti me, nobody on Voltar suspected that Gis was no |onger here. You better read it."

Hel l er sighed. A demand order for information was not much to be alarmed about. He read it:

APPARATUS GENERAL STAFF

To: Soltan Gis
Secondary Executive Section 451

You are hereby and herewith directed to furnish any and all current information on the defenses of
the planet Blito-P3, |ocal name, Earth.

You will diligently conpile, at once, wthout delay, nunmbers of troops and popul ati ons to be

sl aught er ed.

You will give us your estimate of potential pockets of resistance that nmight formand have to be
obliterated.

Your viewpoint for the information required shall be the assunption that only Apparatus forces
will be used in the all-out assault, so accuracy is mandatory w t hout any all owance made for
reserves or reenforcenents from Voltar of Apparatus troops.

Authority for this demand is contained in Chief of Apparatus O der 345-nb-456-Blito-P3 attached.

Captai n Maul di ng
Secretary to the General Staff
OFFI CI AL

Hel l er | eafed over to the next sheet:

EXTERI OR DI VI SI ON
CH EF OF APPARATUS

To: General Staff, Apparatus
345- nb- 456- Bl i t 0- P3

It has been deternined that forces are internally at work on reference planet inimcal to our

i nterests.

If at any tinme the supply of opium heroin or anphetam nes ceases to arrive fromreference planet,
you are to withdraw all Apparatus forces fromthe Cal abar revolt and proceed forthwith to
reference planet Blito-P3 and launch a full-scale Cass One assault, destroying its defenses and
popul ati ons but taking care to preserve only the inhabitants of Afyon, Turkey, and that opium
producing area and the |I. G Barben factory conplexes in New Jersey, United States.

I gnore the I nvasion Schedul e.

Pl an wi t hout cooperation of the Arny or Fleet.

This is your highest priority. Get it in the planning stage at once.

LOVBAR HI SST

Chi ef of Apparatus

OFFI CI AL

"Well," said Heller, "you have been hol ding i ncom ng freighters, but as of this noment, since not

enough tine has el apsed for himto know they will not return, he isn't aware of any curtail nment of
shi pnent. This planning--"

"You better talk to the man we're holding in the next room sir." Faht Bey pushed a buzzer

Captain Bolz was brought in by two guards. His hairy chest was heaving with indignation

"Bol z," said Faht Bey, "this is Royal Oficer Jettero Heller, a conbat engi neer of the Fleet
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operating on his own cogni zance and therefore officially. You had better tell himwhat you told
us."

"l got plenty to say!" roared Bolz. "As a blasted Royal officer, | know you can have ne

exterm nated, but |1'mgoing to have ny say anyway! | cone in here, innocent as a virgin, doing ny
duty as an Apparatus freighter captain, two days ahead of schedule after a conpetent passage and
what do | find? A whole base wearing Fleet insignia! An order putting ny ship under detention!
think you've all gone crazy!"

"Quite likely," said Heller. "And | am sorry for any inconveni ence. Now, what was this informtion
you had?"

Bolz lost a lot of his glare. He | ooked down at his big feet and shifted them unconfortably.
"Wel |, these fellows here know well enough that | was carrying contraband Scotch whi sky and they
probably already told you. A captain that never gets paid has to have a little profit--"

"The information," said Heller firmy.

"Well, | didn't have roomfor a cargo of |I. G Barben anphetam nes once | had the whisky aboard,
so |l left themin the storeroom here."

"And when you arrived on Voltar sonebody noticed it?" said Heller

"The anphetam nes were on the nanifest," said Bolz, "but they weren't aboard. | happen to know
that Hi sst always checks the drug shipnents agai nst the nanifests, because every tine | try to
pinch a little cargo, he has appeared personally to scream”

"Then there has already been a cessation of shipnent," said Heller, |ooking back at the Apparatus
General Staff order. "Now, where is this catanite?"

Faht Bey |l ed the way down the tunnels and they cane at length to the detention cell

There sat Ch Dear, his pretty, nade-up face streaked with tears. He recognized, from Voltar press

photos of yesteryear, Jettero Heller. "Ch," he sobbed. "A Royal officer. | have one request before
you kill me: take the magic mail card back so they don't kill ny nother."
"You're not going to be killed,"” said Heller with a trace of disgust. "All | want fromyou is any

other information you might have had for Gis."

"Where is Gis?"

"Apparently dead," said Heller

"Not really?" said Ch Dear. "Ch, what utterly marvelous news. Ch, | just can't wait to tell Too-
Too! We'll have a celebration party! 1'll buy ribbons--"

"The information," said Heller.

"That the General Staff despatch was very urgent," said Ch Dear, "and that | was to keep Gis up
day and night to conpile it and that | was to return with it."

Faht Bey said to Heller, "That nmeans at |least three nonths until they hit. Six weeks going back
si x weeks for the Apparatus invasion fleet to arrive here. Add the time it takes themto assenble
and board."

Heller said to On Dear, "Is that everything you had?"

"There was a nessage that Gis was assured he'd be the next Chief of the Apparatus only if there
was no halt in drugs."”

"A pronmotion?" said Heller. "But Hisst is the Chief of Apparatus.”

"Well, you see, the plan is that Hisst will be noving up to Enperor. Any time now. And that's all
| had, | swear it."

He was too shaki ng-scared not to be believed.

As Heller left he saw the Countess Krak at the end of the corridor. She was coning out of the cel
that still held Utanc-Col onel Gayl ov.

"Dear," said Heller, "your wonan's intuition seens to have been right. The Apparatus has a plan on
foot to use its own forces to snash this planet. H sst is crazy insane."

"Then we've got to get off it right away," said the Countess. "W and you-know who nust not be
here when they crack it up."

"And waste all the work |I've been doing for a year?" said Heller. "This is a nice planet."
"Qpinions differ," said the Countess Krak. "Psychol ogy, psychiatry, perversions beyond belief and
a popul ation that doesn't even raise its voice when sone nut |ike Rockecenter is ruining it. It's
not worth saving, Jettero. W'd better get a nove on."

"We've got time," said Faht Bey. "It will take nore than three nonths for themto nake the voyages
and hit the place."

Hel | er shook his head. "How | ong ago did you stop the first freighter?"

"Ch, that's been about four weeks now," said Faht Bey.

"Then they will know for sure, within a couple weeks, that it didn't come back. But it was Bolz
that triggered it. You haven't got three nmonths. You nay not even have five days."

"What are we going to do?" said Faht Bey. "Wen they find out we stopped the drugs, they'l
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sl aughter us to a nan and go right on with their invasion. W won't have anything left to stand on
even if they mss us."

"Steady, steady,"” said Heller. "I admit this is quite a problem W've got to make sure Prahd's
patient is secure, we've got to nove this base and we've got to safeguard this planet."

"What ?" said the Countess Krak. "Try to stand off the whole Apparatus fighting force? Pl ease,
Jettero, please. Don't try to save this planet!"”

"I''I'l come up with something," said Heller. "And make no ni stake. Whatever el se happens, | am
going to make every effort to save this planet."

"Ch," said the Countess Krak in a voice of despair, looking at the set expression on Heller's
face.

None of them knew that none of their estimtes were correct. Just four days short of arriving, an
Apparatus Death Battalion was approaching with orders to find any hostile influence at the base
and destroy it. That happened to include, at that instant, every Voltarian on Earth excepting only
the Blixo, its crew, Captain Bolz and Ch Dear. This was no nmjor invasion, not yet, but it could
be the prelimnary of mass slaughter. Lonmbar would go crazy for revenge against the planet for
getting in the way of his anbitions.

The wi ngs of death hovered over Earth.

Chapter 3

In the coolness of the patio at the villa, Jettero Heller paced up and down. H's nood of grimess
did not match the tinkle of the fountain.

For weeks the Countess Krak had been after himto give some serious thought to their plight but
had made no penetration in his easygoing attitude. She was | earning something about trying to live
with a personality like his: with peril a constant conpani on, a conbat engineer took joy in life
when he could and tended to shrug off dangers he considered nminor. But once he conceived that
somet hi ng shoul d be done about a situation, his dedication to getting it handled was a little awe-
i nspi ring.

She had thought he would sinply shrug and | eave the planet to its fate. His carefree attitude did
not carry over into his suddenly confronted tasks.

She sat on the fountain's edge, hopeful that at any nonent he would sinply turn and say, "You're
right. It is too nmuch for us. We'll just put the Enperor in the tug and go somepl ace nobody ever
heard of ."

He turned all right. But he didn't say that. He said, "Wat do we know of Prince Mrtiiy?"

She chilled. Calabar was withing in the toils of raw, red war. Wat he inferred was even worse!
But she said, nmanaging a cal mvoice, "Nothing good, I'mafraid."

"CGood, bad, what does it matter?" said Heller. "I need information."

He was asking her because she had | ately been entertaining himwith bits of Royal history she had
read in the books Gis had left in her cell during her captivity. Suddenly she grasped an
opportunity to di scourage himfrom sone nad course that could end in their destruction. He

woul dn't believe her unless he saw it hinmself in print. "Wait right there," she said. "I'll get

t he books."

She returned in nmnutes with the | atest suppl enent of the Conpendium she could find. It was only a
year old. She fluttered pages. There it was and she showed him readi ng al oud:

MORTI I'Y, ex-Royal Prince. Proclained rebel Denied succession by Royal Proclanation. Bani shed from
Royal famly

Mortiiy, the youngest of three Royal sons of Cing the Lofty and the | ate Enpress Fohl, was

consi dered so distant from succession in his youth that he was permtted to follow his chosen
career as an officer of the Fleet. G aduated fromthe Royal Acadeny rather than Protocol School at
Pal ace City.

Served with the Fleet with no very notable distinction: three tinmes excused courts-martial;
striking and, in one instance, killing an officer superior in rank; not tried due to Roya

I i neage. Much given to braw i ng.

At the age of seventy, sone ten years ago, Mortiiy's oldest brother, heir to the throne, was
killed in an air-linousine accident. As this left only one heir at Palace Cty, the Grand Counci
ordered Mortiiy to return fromthe Fleet and assunme his princely duties, which he did.

For a tine, Mortiiy behaved hinself and supported his brother dit, who had becone the heir and of
whom Mortiiy appeared very fond.

However, during a banquet Mortiiy, possibly stinulated with strong drink, took his father, ding
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to task on the outrageous accusation that Cing, not liking the el dest brother, had connived to
have hi m nmurdered under the apparency of the air-linousine accident. Mrtiiy advanced the weird
theory that a technician had tanpered

with the nachine. H's father, Cing, despite this grave provocation, did yet speak to himfurther
and demanded that if this was true, the technician be produced. Alas for Mrtiiy, he had killed
the of fender in a rage of grief over his brother's death.

Mortiiy was placed under house arrest for a considerable period, becom ng very gloony and surly,
refusing to apol ogi ze.

When, five years ago, the heir to the throne, Ait, was found dead in his chanbers after a short
illness, two Lords approached the palace of Murtiiy to informhimthat he was now the heir to the
t hr one.

I nstead of receiving the news graciously, Mrtiiy flewinto a rage, grievously injured both of
them raced to his father's pal ace, shot down the guards and gai ned audi ence.

Mortiiy accused Aing before the entire court of being a murderer of his own children, renounced
any succession to "a throne drenched in famly blood," fired a shot which narrowy nissed Cding
and then, killing several, seized an air-tank outside and nade his escape.

Procl ai med now by ding an outcast fromthe Royal famly and with no right to succession to the
throne, Mortiiy turned up at the Royal estates on Cal abar. He subverted the guards and raised the
standard of revolt. He was proclainmed a rebel by ding.

H s Majesty has been overheard to say that he woul d bestow vast estates upon the man who

brings in the head of Mrtiiy, so deep has the insult rankl ed.

Due to ding s advanced age and the length of his reign, efforts have been nade to find and choose
an heir apparent. But those clearly eligible in direct |Iine have passed away. Succession nmust be
chosen by a concl ave of Lords and the Grand Council

"So you see, Jettero,"” said the Countess when she finished reading, "if you are thinking of taking
H s Majesty to Calabar and joining the rebel forces you'd seal his fate. Mrtiiy would sinply kil
him™"

"Mortiiy is not a nadnman," said Heller.

"He'll do until one cones along," said the Countess. "He is no longer in line for the succession
The whol e fighting force of the Apparatus, as we heard when we were on Voltar, is engaged in a
full-scale attack to wi pe himout."

Hel l er did not answer her. Instead he went to see Captain Bolz, who was sitting in his ship under
heavy guard.

Bol z | ooked up the instant Heller appeared. "No sense talking to nme," he said. "I'mnot going to
join the (bl eeped) Fleet and neither will my crew. W're sensible people. W belong in the
Apparatus and we are going to stay there!"

"l amsure," said Heller, "that, with your srmuggling, you find it far too profitable. But |'m not
asking you to join. Al I'masking you to do is take back a cargo to Voltar."

"WHAT?" said Bolz. "So all this talk about no nore drugs was just wind."

"I't will take several days to get your cargo here from New York, so if you will promse to sit
quietly and give no trouble, you can go home with it and you won't be in any trouble at all."
"That's fair," said Bolz.

Hell er went immediately to Faht Bey's office. He put in a long-distance call to the president of
I. G Barben and you could al nost see the sweat spurting back out of the phone when the nman
realized who he was tal king to.

"Now hear ne carefully,”" said Heller. "I want a ton of tablets made. They will be conposed of 50
percent anti histanmi ne and 50 percent methadone. They will be shaped and packaged and narked as
anphet ami nes and you will get themto the airport in Afyon, Turkey, by jet within four days."

"A ton?"

"Correct," said Heller. "See to it."

The anti histanine, he knew fromhis studies, would give a senblance of reaction |ike anphetani nes;
t he met hadone woul d counteract heroin. If Lonbar ran out of drugs, let the Lords w thdraw nore
easily with that. He doubted anyone woul d detect the difference. It bought tine.

He wote a despatch to Bolz telling himto be on the | ookout for it, load it up when it canme and
go home. And he wote the despatch with an ink that would fade to nothing in a couple of days.
He found Faht Bey. "How nmany freighters do you have that will operate?"

"W got the old ones running. Two nore have been stopped here. Five freighters."

"Good. That's enough. Disassenble the base and load it and all personnel. Break your neck and be
ready to go as soon as possible."

"I't will take days," said Faht Bey.
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"I hope not," said Heller. "If we do this right and we are quick, we can save this planet."
Chapter 4

There seened, suddenly, to be a thousand details to what had | ooked |ike a sinple undertaking.
Fam |y connections who had been unaware of extraterrestrial husbands and donesti c connections who
had never known who their enployers really were had to be cared for sonehow, at |east decently set
up in life. Faht Bey remarked that the Apparatus would sinply have killed them and then hastily
said he was just commenting, when he saw Heller's | ook

The New York office had to be shut down and its personnel haul ed back

Hel l er found out from Prahd that there was now a |lot of trained Earth staff, including doctors,
and that nade up Heller's mnd. He phoned Mudur Zengin at the Piastre National Bank

"Make up papers,” Heller said, "transferring amounts whi ch have been schedul ed for 'conpany

mai nt enance, Afyon' over to 'hospital and di sease-eradication use.' Mke themup so they stay in
ef fect pending any cancellation fromne."

"That's an awful |ot of money for health," said Zengin.

"We're earmarking a good chunk of it for drug rehabilitation,” said Heller

"That's a big job," said Zengin.

"Ri ght. Maybe we can undo sone of the danage that's been done. Wuld it be asking too nuch to fly
t he papers down here?"

"Not at all," said Zengin. "I'Il come nyself."

Krak got hold of Heller. "That Russian spy colonel is still sitting there in his cell. You were
hol ding himin case they needed nore when they tried Gis. Remenber?”

"Well, he hasn't got a country anynore,"” said Heller. "He can't be very dangerous. Put a

hypnohel met on hi m and suppress his nenory of the base and let himgo."

"I't's not that sinple," said the Countess. "There's the two little boys he corrupted. They're
caving in, nobody can do a thing with them | had an idea. France has been exporting an awful | ot
of drugs."

"What's that got to do with Col onel Gaylov?" said Heller. "He was al so exporting heroin. From
here. To keep the international K@ network running."

"Well, those that commt crinmes like that," said the Countess Krak, "will often turn conpletely
around and canpai gn agai nst such deeds. What | want to do is send Col onel Gaylov to France with
the two little boys."

"You must be awfully mad at France. They'd corrupt the whole nation!"

"No, | don't think so," said the Countess. "You see, |'ve been talking to the colonel and he's
absol utely spinning with the glory of it."

"Of what ?"

"To show up in France and use the old K@ network to convince everybody he's the reincarnation of
Joan of Arc. | didn't even touch the helnmet. He's sure he can be the greatest Joan of Arc that
ever lived!"

Hel  er gave her a sizable draft on the G abbe-Manhattan Bank in Paris, to be paid out to Gayl ov,
month by nonth for years.

When she put himand the two boys on the plane the followi ng norning, there was a holy gleamin ex-
Utanc's eye. Standing there in a silver travelling gown, he/she said, "You are an angel and
bless the day | net you. | can in truth say that | was visited by the Lord of Hosts on high
France is about to become the holiest and nost drugless place on Earth." And they were gone.
Handl i ng Babe was not quite as happy an occasion for Heller.

He got her on the phone and said, "Ms. Corleone, |I'"'mterribly sorry to have to cancel out on the
weddi ng you had pl anned for the cathedral next nonth.™"

Babe, startled, said, "She's left you?"

"Ch, no," said Heller. "It's just that things got pretty urgent."

"Ch, | get it. You're going to pull a fast justice of the peace before those nine nonths and the
stork catches up with you. Well, all right, son, Mana understands. Just don't forget to nane the
baby G useppe after 'Holy Joe' if it's a boy, or Alma Maria after me if it's a girl. And get that
beauti ful countess into bed and resting as soon as you're hitched and you | eave her al one unti
she delivers. You hear ne now, Jerome, and don't interrupt. You' re not doing ne out of a
grandchild, do you hear?"

"Yes, Ms. Corleone."

"And can this 'Ms. Corleone' stuff. You can't soft-soap your own nother. Get that girl to the
justice of the peace quick, you hear ne?"

"Yes, ma'am"”
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"Al'l right, then. And come back when the coast is clear and she can be seen in public again.

You' re a dear

boy, Jerone, but you sure as hell take a |ot of guidance. Keep your nose clean, kid." There was an
audi bl e sniff. "I got to run off now, sonething's in ny eyes. Bye-bye, son."

Heller's own eyes, as he hung up, were wet. He doubted that he would ever see her again.

Chapter 5

Regul ations required that an installation on a foreign planet could not be abandoned without being
destroyed. There were many reasons for this: included anongst them was the mi suse of such a base
for piracy and smuggling.

Jettero Heller, as a conpetent combat engineer, did a conpetent job of setting it up. He used

met al -di sintegrator mnes. These, inserted near connection boxes and al ong conduits, would cause
an atomc shift of heavier metals to silica: with a surge of enornpbus heat fromthe converted
atoms, every piece of nmetal that conprised the hangar area would beconme sand. This nmeant that the
t ensi on- beam boxes would go and the twi st and stresses in the rocks that had been restrained
through a thousand earthquakes would no | onger be braked. The result would be a furious flash of
fire and then a wall collapse. It would sinply appear that an earthquake had caused the nountain
to collapse into an unsuspected fissure.

He attached the fuses to a central firing box and this he triggered to a renote control

"Bolz," he said to the captain of the Blixo, "I amgoing to have to trust you. You will not join
the Fleet. Your cargo will not arrive until the day after we are gone. Wen you have | oaded and
exi ted spaceward, your |ast act nust be to push this button.” And he gave himthe very small box.
"What will happen?" said Bol z.

"Well, don't experinent,"” said Heller. "The Blixo had better be up there a couple mles when you
do it. Every piece of nmetal in this hangar will disintegrate. A human body contains a lot of iron
and anybody standi ng around will al so become sand. So don't |eave anybody in here."

Bol z | ooked at the renpte. "It doesn't have a safety catch."

"Way should it?" said Heller. "You'll find it pretty hard to push. It won't go off by accident.
But ny order to you is don't delay in having here. And when you do, push it.”

Bolz smled quietly to hinself: not only would it not go off by accident, it would not go off at
all. Contrabanding was too lucrative, he was becom ng rich; he could buy an old space tub, retire
fromthe Apparatus and snmuggle to his heart's content. "All right," he said, "I'll be glad to do
you this favor in return for nmy liberty and life. You have my word on it, O ficer Heller." And he
put the renote in his pocket.

They were al nost ready now. The freighters were | oaded with every piece of repair equi prment and
supplies they could sal vage. They had even dismantled the line-junper and stowed it in a hold. The
thousand details were coning to an end. It was the evening of the third day.

Hel ler called |1zzy, Bang-Bang and Twoey and told them guardedly that he had to take a trip and

rang off quickly so that they would not suspect this "little trip" was forever.
According to arrangenents with Prahd, an anbul ance brought Cing the Lofty in the fluid container
with all connections active. The Enperor was still unconscious. The tub was nasked by an opaque

cover and no one could see who was init.

The tug was in the deepest recess of the overcrowded hangar

Hel  er got hold of Bolz and Ch Dear. Wthout seenming to do so, he positioned them so they could
see the fluid container with an unidentified being in it being | oaded aboard the tug.

"Qdur," said Heller to the catamite, "you are a courier. | have sonmething for you that nust arrive
in no other hands than those of Lonbar Hi sst." He produced a triple-seal ed packet.

Ch Dear stared at it, unwilling to touch it. He was stunned at this irregularity. Sonething from
Royal O ficer Heller to Hisst who was his bitterest eneny?

"Take it," said Heller. "Do not tamper with the seals or he will suspect you have opened it. And

if he suspects that, he may very well kill you when he reads it."

"Ch, no!" shivered On Dear. "I don't want to take it if it's that dangerous!"

"Well," said Heller, "I"'mvery afraid that you would find it very dangerous not to take it. If

Hi sst found out you had it and didn't deliver it, then he certainly would kill you."

Oh Dear let out a small scream But he took hold of the packet, holding it like it was burning his
fingers.

Hel I er pointed up to where Prahd was carefully getting the fluid tub into the tug airlock. "Al so,
you and

Bol z shoul d both notice the fact that a sick person is being put aboard the Prince Caucalsia with
a doctor in attendance.”
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The significance of it did not register with either one. But they dutifully noted it.

The Countess Krak cane out of the tunnel fromthe villa, pushing nmounds of |uggage and boxes on a
cart. The hangar crew who had been handling the fluid container with Prahd assisted her in | oading
t hem

Hel I er, going over to give her a hand up the | adder, suddenly stopped. "Wat's that yow i ng?"

"I don't hear anything," said the Countess Krak

"Lady, what are you up to?" said Heller

"It's just the cat."

"We've only got one cat. It can't be nmaking that much noise.”

"Jettero, you are cruel. You expected poor Mster Calico to go all the way off to Voltar and | eave
Earth forever without a lady friend."

Hel | er |1 ooked at the boxes now being swung into the airlock. "A lady friend? But that sounds like
nore than two cats."

"Lady friends, then. It just accidentally happened that Midur Zengi n brought down half a dozen
femal e calico cats yesterday. There's also a couple of males. You wouldn't want them getting

i nbred, would you? But if you don't like the yowing, maybe | can teach themto sing. Good. | knew
you woul d agree." And she went on up the | adder.

Hel | er shook his head over the cargo he was carrying. An Enperor, a cellologist and nine cats.

He wal ked across the jamred spaceshi p hangar: made for five freighters, it now held six and the
tug. A knot of officers that carefully excluded Bolz was waiting for him They were the captains
of the five ships and Faht Bey.

Hel l er notioned for themto bring their heads in close. "Your rendezvous point is coordinates 678-
N 567B/ 978R Wite it down. 678-N567B/978R " He watched while they did so. "It is a seven-week

voyage. | will be five days on the way so | will l|and and nake arrangenents and then come out to
the rendezvous point in space and guide you in."
"Sir," said one of the captains, "these coordinates are on the edge of the star Qar. | have to

informyou that there is war in that area."

"l know," said Heller. "That is where we are going. The Confederacy is under the control of Lonbar
Hi sst; the safest place we can go is to take sanctuary under Prince Mrtiiy on Cal abar."

A shock went through them

"W will be welcome, | think," said Heller, "because we carry repair tools, technicians and nen.
Mortiiy has managed to hold out for five years. The Apparatus is the only force pressing the
attack there. Calabar is an awfully big planet."

"Sir," said another captain, "there nust be sonme other reason.”

"Well, yes there is,"” said Heller. "I have reason to believe that if Lonmbar Hi sst knows | have
gone there, he will commt all his forces to the attack of Cal abar."

"I's there sone benefit in this?" said Faht Bey.

"Yes," said Heller. "He will not then attack Earth. You have a right to know that the reason we
are going there is to save this planet."

They | ooked at himdoubtfully. Then one said, "Maybe you figure he will whittle down all his
forces throwi ng them agai nst Cal abar."

"That he will," said Heller. "Unless sonething happens to sour nmy relations with the Fleet and
Armmy, neither one will cooperate in what they will consider to be an insanity-full-scale war just
to get hold of me. But | don't want to seemto have such a grandi ose idea of nmy own inportance.
happen to have sonet hing H sst wants very badly. He'll cone for us, all right, and unless by sone
fluke he gets Fleet and Arny help, he'll shatter hinself against the hundred-thousand-foot peaks
of Cal abar."

"Well, we've all wanted to get out of the Apparatus and be free nen again," said another captain
"and we're willing to work for the chance. But how will Hi sst know that you have gone to Cal abar?"
"That's why we didn't seize the Blixo," said Heller. "I just gave the courier on it a letter to
Lombar Hisst. | told himwhat | have. And | told himwe would be waiting for himon Cal abar. He'l

go crazy and throw in everything he's got. And, without help fromthe other services, that will be
the end of Lonbar Hisst."

They grinned suddenly. They rushed off to their ships.

One by one Heller watched them as the spaceshi ps shot up into the night.

Hell er waved a hand to the captain of the Blixo, "Be sure you have a good passage to Voltar!" he
shouted. He went into the tug's airlock, closed it and sent the Prince Caucal sia spaceward ho!

Chapter 6

Captain Bolz smiled and scratched his hairy chest. The hangar and base, enpty now of everything
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except the Blixo, had ceased to exist as an extension of Apparatus authority. He had his own
pl ans.

In his cabin he got dressed in Wstern clothes. He put a wad of Turkish lira in his wallet. A
frightened Ch Dear stared at him

"We're supposed to wait for our cargo and go," said Oh Dear. "I'mcertain Oficer Heller is right.
If I don't deliver this and Hisst finds | have not, I'll be dead."

"To Hells with Officer Heller," said Bolz. "They left that Daimer-Benz in the yard of the villa.
Even that old driver with the funny laugh is still hanging around. |'m going out there, stop him

fromstealing the car and go on up to Istanbul and see ny friend the w dow. "

Bol z stopped to give his nate orders to pick up the cargo when it arrived by air and load it and
then, with a jaunty air despite his bulk, went out and found Ters who, for a consideration, was
shortly rolling himin luxury through the night to Istanbul

Throughout the entirety of the next day, a frightened Ch Dear waited. He hardly concerned hinself
with the arrival of the cargo when it was brought in by the mate and crew fromthe airport in the
af ternoon. Oh Dear conceived that Bolz might be deserting and this would | eave hi m captainl ess and
unable to get back to Voltar. He didn't speak a single Earth | anguage: he saw hinsel f stranded.
Dusk cane, the light vani shing above the electronic illusion. No Bolz. If he had been there, they
could |l eave in an hour

The upper hole in the mountain went black. The hours dragged. Oh Dear began to be afraid of the
hangar. It was so enpty that his footfalls as he paced scared himw th their echoes. He began to
get the idea that the place was peopled now with ghosts.

M dni ght canme and went. One o' clock took forever to arrive. The digitals of his watch seened to be
nmoti onl ess and refusing to nove onward toward two. Then it becane two and then two-thirty.

A | oud sound sonewhere nmade Ch Dear scream

It was Bol z.

He had brought a truckl oad of counterfeit Scotch. He got his crew out and they got it aboard.

Bol z was hinself pretty drunk and considerably smeared with |ipstick.

It was three o' clock in the norning when the captain finally began to nount the |adder to the
airlock as the | ast one aboard.

There was an abrupt roar overhead.

wonderingly, thinking a freighter night have conme back, Bolz got down off the | adder and stared up
at the hol e through the nountaintop

He froze.

The black tail of a warship was sliding in!

Plain upon it was the synbol that | ooked |like a fanged snake. And sone letters!

THE 243RD DEATH BATTALI ON!

The hul k, too big for this hangar, came down with bristling guns. It hit the floor with a thud.

A hundred bl ack-uni formed men poured out of the six |ocks, blastrifles ready!

Bol z, too shocked to nove, was instantly seized.

A squad raced into the Blixo.

Shortly the whole crew of the freighter and Ch Dear were being prodded down the | adder to the
hangar fl oor.

Bol z couldn't register what was happeni ng. He had no way of knowi ng this was the battalion that
had been sent by Lonbar to "search out any traitors that were confederates of Heller's or took his
orders and exterminate them" For the Blixo had | eft a couple days before the order had been

i ssued by the crashed Lonmbar Hisst.

A man in a black uniformwi th scarlet gloves, taller than Bolz, |ooned over him "I am Col one
Flay of the 243rd Death Battalion. Wio are you and where is everyone here?"

"I am.. | am.. Captain Bolz of the Blixo, this ship. | have an urgent cargo of drugs for

Vol tar."

An officer yelled fromthe Blixo's airlock, "Colonel, this ship is carrying contraband drink!"
The col onel glared at Bolz. "A snuggler!”

"I"'mcaptain of an Apparatus freighter!"

"I'n those clothes? Answer ne. Wiy weren't we chall enged? Where is the personnel of this base?"
"They' ve gone!" quavered Bol z.

"Cone where?"

"We don't know " screamed Ch Dear, who was being held by a Death Battalion soldier. "I ama
courier to Lord Endow "

"Ha!" said Colonel Flay. "Travelling with a snuggler? Bend that pretty fellow over a rifle and
make himtal k."

"No! Look at ny identoplate--"

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (114 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:56 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

Two sol diers grabbed either end of a rifle. Another grabbed Oh Dear's head, a fourth grabbed his
feet. The first two held the rifle horizontally in the mddle of his back. The second two pulled
Ch Dear's spine began to crack. He screaned.

"Tell me where the others have gone!" roared Fl ay.

"W don't know " shrieked Ch Dear. "Look at nmy |.D.!'"

An officer fished in On Dear's pockets. He | ooked at the identoplate he found. "This just says
he's a clerk in Section 451. That's this planet. He's no courier."”

"Make himtal k!" said Flay.

They pulled on Ch Dear harder

"You better tal k! You know where they have gone well enough. Don't |ie again. TALK"

Ch Dear went into a high-pitched keening as his spine stretched and cracked. He was able to get
out, "I have a despatch. | have a despatch. | have a despatch! | nust get it through!"

"To Hells with your despatches," said Flay.

Ch Dear had fainted.

Fl ay gave a signal and soldiers grabbed Bolz. One of thempulled his head back with a handful of
hair and another hit himin the body with a fist. Bolz grunted with the force of it.

"Where have they gone?" denanded Fl ay.

"They did not tell us!" cried Bol z.

The col onel snapped his fingers and an officer put a light in his hand. Flay wal ked up to Bolz and
shined the light in his eye. "Are you lying to us?"

Bolz withed, trying to get away fromthe light. The only thing which was registering with himwas
that this colonel mght discover that he intended to keep this base for his own use.

"His pupillary reaction,"” said Flay, "shows that he is lying! Ht him"

The bl ow echoed t hrough t he hangar

"Once nore," said Flay, "I amgoing to ask you politely and then we will really get to work on
you. Where has this base crew gone?"

"I DON T KNOWN" screamed Bol z.

"Hit him" said the col onel

It was the last order he ever issued in this life.

The blow hit the button renote in Bolz's pocket.

There was a searing flash throughout the hangar!

The Death Battalion, the warship, the Blixo, the crew, Captain Bolz and Ch Dear gl owed, suddenly
outlined in incandescence. They shifted color upward fromred to yellow to violet. They went

bl ack. They turned to silica, nmomentarily hol di ng shape, then they becane nolten gl ass.

No one in the base was left alive.

The wal | boxes that held the beans in place turned into sand which, under the ferocity of heat,
turned to liquid dribble.

And then with a shuddering roar, the walls of the hangar tw sted and began to cave in.

The slide of rock went on for quite a while.

Fantastic heat fused the inside of the nountain.

Then there was nothing left of the Earth base.

And buried there, because of the delay and self-interest of Bolz, |ying under the pile of
shuddering gl ass which had been Ch Dear and under the countless tons of boiling silica above it,
was the ash of the despatch which had been designed to stave off an invasion of Earth.

It woul d never be delivered.

PART SEVENTY- NI NE
Chapter 1

Oh, Madison had little doubt now that he would be able to finish his job with Heller. In the
foreseeabl e future he woul d have not just the Apparatus but the entire Army and Fleet on Heller's
trail

Oh, what headlines that woul d nmake!

He was standing at an upper-story w ndow of the Royal mansion on Relax Island, waiting for Teenie,
who was unaccount ably del ayed. He had | anded in the rear of the palace so as to stay out of sight.
He was down here to tell Teenie some good news and gi ve her sonme evidence.

Through the w ndow cane one of the softest and nost perfume-|aden breezes he had ever felt. The
magni ficent view of the valley bel ow soothed his nerves. And one particular ten-acre square of the
farm and down there would soothe other nerves as well: it was smoothly rippling with a flourishing
crop of marijuana-Panama Red, if he recalled aright when Teenie, working a crew fromher five-

t housand i sl and popul ati on, had told hi mwhat she was doing.
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But no labors jarred today the tranquil scene of the terrace. A masked wonman, niddl e-aged, an
editor's wife, was strolling along the balustrade, |oosely gowned and indolent. Fromtinme to tine
she turned her eyes away fromthe view and cast gl ances expectantly along the front of the pal ace.
Ah, here cane what she was | ooking for. A gallant young officer in a brilliant silver uniform
approached her at a slow pace. He stopped, he spread his hands adniringly, he bowed. She stopped
and steadi ed hersel f against the bal ustrade. The young of fi cer approached closer. He said
sonething in a | ow voi ce and the worman | aughed coquettishly. He took her arm and they began to
stroll together.

Madi son adnired how well Teenie had taught her reginment. He knew that their |essons did not

i nclude just deportnent.

And here behind them snoothly appeared a nmusician with a chorder-beat. But the tune he was pl aying
and the tones had been taken from Teenie's record collection: it sounded exactly like a romantic
gypsy violin.

The officer and the | ady sauntered down the wi de pal ace steps. Followed by the violin nusic, they
strolled along a path. They entered one of the nmany secl uded nooks. Each one, Madi son knew, had a
softly padded bench. He could just see the end of one through the flowering trees.

A beggi ng babbl e reached his ears.

Presently, as he expected, he saw the wonman's gown being laid gently on the bench end.

The nusi ci an was now behind a tree, his back to the nook, but the violin nusic played on

In the linbs above, a branch of bl ossonms began to weave.

The nusician's face was watchful, intent. He was playing faster now.

Bl ossons expl oded and the petals showered down.

The nmusic now was mild and sl ow.

An attendant in silver livery who bore a silver tray sped across the terrace. He entered the nook
Shortly the gray-blue snoke of marijuana rose.

The violin nusic played on.

Madi son | ooked down at the terrace. Another publisher's wife had come out. She was nmasked, but
Madi son knew her husband published the Daily Conservati ve.

Anot her officer came out of the palace. He stopped, he bowed, he approached. He whi spered

sonmet hing in her ear and she handed hima fl ower.

They sauntered down anot her path.

Anot her rmusician foll owed t hem

The pair entered anot her nook

From the palace now cane a third officer. He strolled to the first nook. Mdison faintly heard his
voice, "I say, old man, may | cut in?"

Above the second nook a branch of blossons was going in a circle.

The second nusician, back to it, played faster and faster

The branch of bl ossons erupted in a blast of petals.

The second nusician smled and began to play dreanily

The attendant with the silver tray approached the second nook at speed.

Qut fromthe palace cane a third publisher's wife.

The violin nusic played on. And Madi son knew it would play on for the rest of the day. And ot her
violins would play for the twenty other wi ves who would be sporting in these gardens this
afternoon-after sporting in their bedroons the entire night before!

Aside frommarijuana, any LSD trips they had now were totally full of handsome young of ficers!
Madi son stole a peek at the clipping book he was carrying. The first batches of wonen were |ong
since returned home. Just to test his nuscle he was getting psychiatry good coverage. Page after
page contai ned news stories about the narvel ous cures it was effecting, how magnificent Crobe was,
how nmi sgui ded any other form of treatment was and how all rival ideas should be crushed out. Life
had becone inpossible for publishers and editors unless they ran colums and col ums about this
mar vel ous new sci ence inported fromBlito-P3!

Ch, there was no doubt of it that psychiatry had all the answers. They had won press domi nation on
Earth the very sane way: get the wives of the publishers and editors on the couch and being
|iberally (bleeped) and you got all the column inches you could ever want! And woe betide any
conpetitor in the field: he would be sl aughtered!

A voice behind himjarred into his nood. "Wat the hell have you becone? Sone God (bl eeped)
voyeur ?"

Chapter 2

It was Teeni e and she | ooked very cross. Her air |inousine nust have | anded in the back near his,
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for he hadn't heard it. She was drawing off a pair of black gloves and two naids were hastily
attendi ng her. This was her upper dressing antechanber.

"Ch, Teenie," said Madison, "you have done so well. Organizing this place and training the
officers as you have was a superhuman feat. And |ook: here are the first fruits of victory!"

He shoved the clipping book under her nose. She shook off a maid who was trying to conb out her
hai r and reorder the ponytail and took the book

She | ooked at it. "I don't see anything here about Gis."

"No, no. This just shows the dawning of press control. R ght now they're just braggi ng about
psychiatry. Isn't it marvel ous? Some of this is front page! It's never been done before in the
history of Voltar! Influencing their press.”

"Listen, buster, |I'mhelping you for just one reason. You'll forget that to your sorrow | want
that Gis spread-eagled on the block down there and hours and hours every day filled with his
screans. |'ve thought of things way beyond anything dreaned up by Pinch. And all the way here from

Pal ace City today, |'ve been thinking up new ones! Ch, |I'm MAD"

"Teenie," said Madi son anxiously, well aware it could be hinself, not Gis, on the block down
there, "what has happened?”

"The (bl eepard) has ruined Too-Too's life, that's what."

"Too- Too? How?"

"That (bleepard) Gis just reached out and smashed him"

"WHAT? Has Gris escaped?"

"No such luck, for maybe then | could trail himdown and capture him He's still in that stinking
Royal prison hiding out fromus. And (bleep) all you' ve done to get himout and into that dungeon
I"lI'l let Too-Too tell you-if he can talk."

She turned and gave a signal and a guard rushed off. Teenie took an agitated tour of the ornate
dressi ng antechanber. She | ooked like an angry and frustrated nenace to Madi son

There was a clatter at the door and two white-coated nen brought in a stretcher. One of Teenie's
mai ds from Pal ace City was beside it: she was sponging at the forehead of its burden

Too-Too lay with ashen face, seemingly a corpse. The nen laid the stretcher down upon a sofa and
the mai d swabbed anxiously at the unconscious vi sage.

Teeni e brushed the mai d asi de. She bent down and stroked Too-Too's pretty face. The nakeup was

al ready sneared. Too-Too did not respond.

Teenie turned to Madison. "I brought himwith me in the hopes the quiet here would hel p. And

al so wanted you to hear what a (bleepard) that Gis is. I"'mgoing to have to use nouth-to-nouth
resuscitation.” She snapped her fingers and a footnman raced in with a silver tray. Teenie took a
joint out of a silver box and Iit it. She then knelt by Too-Too. She took a puff fromit and then
laid her lips on Too-Too's and bl ew.

Too- Too began to cough on the snpke. Teeni e took another puff and, steadying him pried his |ips
apart with her tongue and bl ew

Too-Too went into a spasm He had sat up. He saw Teenie and put his arm around her and began to
cry.

Teenie held himoff and nade himpuff the joint. This tine he inhal ed deeply and then the snoke
bl ubbered out anongst his coughs and sobs.

Teenie made himdo it again. He becane cal ner.

"Ch, Teenie, dear Teenie," Too-Too said, "ny life has cone to an end. Hold ne cl ose, dear Teenie,
so that | can perish in your arms.”

"Hush, dear Too-Too, you'll live nmany a day to be (bl eeped) by nmany men yet. We're going to get
that (bleepard) Gis. I'lIl even show you the dungeon where he'll be tortured. Now tell this nan
here what you told ne so he'll get off his (bleep) and begin working |ike he neant it!"

"I't's too painful," said Too-Too. And Teenie had to get himto puff the joint again

Too-Too, in a broken voice, began to talk. Gis had forced himand Ch Dear into being couriers and
i nforners by a mechani sm known as magic mail. Every three months, by mamiling a card through a
certain slot, an order continued to be held. But for some reason the Blixo' s schedul e had been
advanced and al t hough Too-Too had nmailed the |ast card he had been given on Earth punctually, as
he thought, it had been | ate.

The order which had been held had al ready gone. The commander of the Knife Section on Mstin had
received it. Due to internal Confederacy del ays between planets, Too-Too had only now been

i nf or ned.

H S MOTHER HAD BEEN MURDERED!

Screaning it out, he went back into a collapse and Teenie had to work hard to revive him After
nore nout h-to-nouth marijuana resuscitation, she said, "Now, Too-Too, start fromthe begi nning and
begin to spill all the crimes you know that Gis has conmitted."
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Madi son |istened. This catanmite knew quite a bit. It was all headline stuff. Actually, Mdison had
not been too interested in Gis, regarding himjust as a way to get to Heller. But as he |listened
he began to get fascinated. This was juicy copy!

Finally he said, "You say he gave you orders to kill old Bawmch and two others in your office.
wn't that inplicate you?"
"Ch, no!" cried Too-Too. "I couldn't nurder anybody. | sinply told Lonbar Hisst. W just

transferred Bawtch to another section. That was when H sst began to set Gis up."

"For what?" said Madi son.

But Too-Too had spent what little energy he had and was coll apsed again in Teenie's arns.

"Now you've heard it," Teenie said, her eyes snoldering as she | ooked at Madi son over Too-Too's
head. "Don't |et any grass grow under your feet. GET THAT GRI S!'"

Madi son grinned. Wth material like this, how could he mss? It would open the door to Heller with
a crash.

Chapter 3

Four hours later Madison, in a hurtling Mddel 99, was hot on the trail. He had been very intrigued

by the information that Gris had been "set up."” He also knew fromrecent past experience that the
medi a here had a nasty idea that one should have docunents and proof for stories. Wile this was
far from i nsurnountabl e-one could always forge and find fal se witnesses-it nmight save himtine if
he could get his hands on the real thing and, thanks to Too-Too, he was certain that, sonmewhere, a
| ot of evidence existed.

He had been cautioned by Lonbar's chief clerk not to barge in all the tine on Lonbar Hisst, so the
logical target in this case was the old chief clerk hinself. The nman woul d be, he thought, at
Spiteos or the pal ace.

Madi son, having crossed the green seas and now with the mainland under him was still trying on

t he conmuni cations systemto |locate his quarry.

Suddenly into his calling, a harsh voice broke in: "Divert! Divert! This is Apparatus Traffic
Surveillance. J. Walter Madison, divert fromyour course at once and proceed to the Ofice of the
Chi ef of Apparatus, CGovernnment City, wthout delay."

"Ch, boy," said Flick, overhearing it, "you're in trouble."

"Why is he in trouble?" said Cun who had bullied herself back into her job, Relax Island or no

Rel ax 1sl and.

"I't means they been looking for him" said Flick to Cun. "It nmeans they were calling earlier and
it means you was out of the airbus instead of standing by its phone. | bet you got yourself

(bl eeped)!'"

"I did not!" said Cun savagely. "I was just peeking."

"I'"ll bet you were," said Flick. "How cone the front of your uniformis wet?"

"I was getting a drink of water. It was you that was getting all hot. And over a scullery naid,
tool"

"Peace!" said Madi son. "Head for Government City. Do you know where his in-town office is?"

"You can't miss it," said Flick. "Upper end of the town, on the cliff above the River Wel. You
can always tell it fromthe dead bodies in the streets around it."

"I hope you're joking," said Mdison

"Well, yes, actually | am" said Flick. "He has a chute so he can dunp theminto the River Wel."
They sped across the green countryside and soon were over the masses of tall buildings which
housed the bul k of the governnment. The vast area at the upper end skirted tall cliffs which fel
into the River Wel. This section was the ol dest and nost decayed part of Government City, and the
Apparatus, while not the ol dest, was certainly the nost decayed part of the governnent and had
fallen heir to it.

There was a square, occupied by a central building which was surrounded by broken pavenent and
nmonunents to forgotten glory. Al of this would seemto indicate that the Apparatus was also old
but this was not true: the service was really quite young as things in Voltar go. It was only that
the other parts of the government would no longer live in this place where the fountains no | onger
ran and the statues were m ssing heads and | egs.

As the Model 99 swept in to land, there was imedi ate trouble to find a parking place. Wde as the
surroundi ng pavenents were, they were covered with randomy parked tanks and vehicl es.

FI'i ck squeezed in between a personnel carrier and a flight conmand car, each of which bore a
general ' s guidon. Cun opened the door while ogling some of the drivers.

"There's somet hing going on here," said Flick. "These are the vehicles of the Apparatus CGenera
Staff! You watch it, Chief. They're the nost vicious (bleepards) in the Confederacy!"”
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Madi son got out. He felt a little conspicuous in his gray business suit. He made his way through
clusters of officers and nmen in nustard uni forns, black uniforns, green uniforms, every one of
them badged with the Apparatus synmbol which, if you | ooked at it froma certain angle, did
resenble a bottle.

An overly dressed young woman with a snug on a | eash was sauntering in front of the main door
Anot her one, considerably underdressed and with a hard face, was inpatiently twirling a cane. The
| atter accosted Madi son, "How nmuch longer is this silly meeting going to go on?" she said.

"I have no idea, madam" sai d Madi son

"Well, if you're going in there, you just tell Genera

Buc that his mistress has been waiting for five (bleeping) hours. I'mfed up!"

Madi son went up the broken steps. Two sentries in nustard barred his way. An officer baw ed at
him "Madi son? Where the bl ast have you been? Get the Hells in there and fast!"

Madi son found hinsel f being propelled across a cluttered | obby and then down a flight of stairs.
The officer thrust himinto a crowded room

The place | ooked nore |like a cave than an office. It also stank

Generals in red uniforns were sitting in chairs around the rough rock walls. In the recorded
strips of this neeting they look just |ike Manco Devils.

Lonbar Hisst was sitting behind a desk, also unifornmed in red. He was turned si deways, watching a
staff officer with a remote control in his hand who was el ectronically chasing an orange arrow
around on a projected map.

"This is Omha" the staff officer said. "According to earlier intelligence advices, it is a sort
of mlitary nerve center. Estimates are that it will take a million nmen, after it is occupied, to
hold the position and fan out eastward."

"Amllion nmen!" commented a general. "That nmeans no suppl enentary reserve."
"Well, if we are denied the right to sinply bonb New York ..."
"That has to be denied," said Hisst. "It would obliterate the installations that nust be seized in

operational condition in New Jersey. That requires a solely infantry approach, noving through
cities on a slaughter basis. Are you afraid of casualties?" he asked the first general with a
sneer.

"No," said the first general. "I was sinply hoping that sone way the Arny could be coerced into
participation. W only have about four nillion troops. Wen distribution to other continents is
exam ned. . ."

"We could sinply concentrate on the United States," said another general

"No, no, no," said a general with artillery badges. "There are nore than twelve nations that are
nucl ear arned, according to reports. Failure to make this an infantry action on all continents
could result in sone hysterical nuclear involvenent. |f the objectives of the chief are to be
attained, we have to prevent their use of hydrogen bonmbs from one country to another across
oceans. | think you would find the objective areas totally contam nated and unusabl e."

An ai de bent over Lonbar, "Your Excellency, the Earthnman has finally arrived."

Al eyes swivelled to Madison. (To do himjustice, he mght not have understood conpl etely that
what was under di scussion was an invasion of Earth, for the neeting transcripts do not, of course,
give internal thoughts of those speaking. Mdison's own |ogs shed no light on this.)

The general of artillery was the one who spoke. "Wat is the range and thernal penetration
potential of an MX3 missile?"

Madi son said, "lI'msorry. | don't have it at my fingertips. But | don't think it's nuch to be
worried about. The full project was, if I recall, challenged by the General Accounting Ofice
because of cost overruns and was suspended. | renenber readi ng about it."

"Ha!" said the artillery general. "Good nan. So that's a systemwe don't have to worry about. Now
what about the satellite killers? Those coul d be used agai nst spaceships."

"Well, only the Russians devel oped those. They received a lot of TV coverage. So | shoul d think
that if you avoi ded the sky-space over Russia, they would be no problem"”

"Aha!" said the artillery general. "Show us this Russia,"

Madi son wal ked up to the front of the cave and with a "Wth your perm ssion" took the renote from
the staff officer. He mastered it and the projector began to throw up Earth maps. He found Russia
and showed them (Madison would not have known, since it had happened after his departure, that
there was no Russia now.)

H sst noved restively. He glared at the generals. "Al right, you can go and w angl e sonmepl ace

el se now. But get a general operational plan on this desk by tonorrow "

They rose and their aides got their papers together and they left. Lonbar, after a bit, becane
aware that Madison was still there

"You' ve been disnissed!" said Hisst.

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (119 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:57 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

"I wanted to see you about Gis," said Madison.

"Gis, Gis, Gis! Wll, (BLEEP) Gis! He's the one who is the cause of all this trouble!"
"Could | ask what all this trouble is?" said Mdison

"Amphet ami nes! Intelligence!" shouted Hisst. "If the sun didn't rise tonmorrow and | investi gated,
| can promse you it would lead to Gris! The Blixo, on its last arrival, should have brought
amphetam nes. It didn't. Now there has not been one freighter sincel He never kept his
intelligence reports up and now we're going blind."

"I can get him" said Madi son

That got through to Hisst. But he shook his head.

"I'"ve sent three assassins into the Royal prison. Gis is still alive! It's inpossible."

"You don't want himdead," said Madison. "You want himtalking."

"He let Heller get away fromhim" said Lonbar in his usual disconnected way. "lI'mgoing to kil
him"

"I can get Heller, too," said Madison

"Heller has turned all Earth against ne," said Hisst. "I amcertain that right this mnute Heller

is racing through the streets of that planet screanm ng at the people to attack ne! He's a scourge!
The Arny and the Fleet won't nmake the slightest effort to smash him"

"Pl ease,"” said Madison. "Let's open up our coats. |s there sone reason you don't want Gis to

tal k?"

The unpredi ctabl e Lonbar suddenly broke out |aughing. Madison did note later that, with Lonbar, he
very often felt like he was dealing with someone who was quite insane.

"Did you set Gis up sone way?" pursued Madi son

Lonmbar was still laughing. Finally he said, "If | were ever accused of anything, nothing could be
proved. Every order that ever went to Blito-P3, every shipnment that ever came fromthere, bears
only the nanme of Soltan Gis. He stanped his life away!"

"Then you wouldn't nmind if Gis cane to trial?"

"What's a trial got to do with it?"

Madi son said, "A trial that was public, that was reported in the nedia. Blow by blow"

"That's a funny idea."

"You can even try himfirst in the nedia and then he's certain to be found guilty in the court.
That's the proper way to do these things."

"How strange."

"You'd emerge the hero," said Madison. "It would help build your inmage."

"Ch, trials have nothing to do with this," said Hi sst, suddenly |ooking angry. "My problemis how
to get the Arny and Fl eet cooperating."”

"I's that very vital?" said Madi son

"He asks ne if that's vital," Lonbar asked an invisible spectator who wasn't there. "I'd have to
wi t hdraw t he whol e Apparatus from Cal abar to invade Earth. At least the Arny and Fleet coul d take
over there!"

"You need the cooperation of the Arny and Fleet,"” said Madison. "I CAN GET THEM FOR YOU "
Lonbar stopped. Finally he said, "How?"
"Let me have all the files and witnesses on Gis. | will get himinto the press and on trial. Then

I will get himto accuse Heller. It can be done so that the whole Arnmy and Fleet will go chasing
after Heller like mad dogs!"

"Real | y?"
Madi son took the clipping book he had been carrying. He flopped it open on the desk before Lonbar.
"These stories are just trial balloons. | wote every one. They'll print anything | issue. Al

have to do is use the media, and the Arny and the Fleet will be in your hands!"
Lonmbar was staring at the book, l|eafing through it. "They are publishing what you say?"

"I control the nedia of the Confederacy. It's just a tool. | can use it to whip up a stormthat
will give you all the support you will ever need for anything you want to do. | can mold public
opinion like it was clay! And that is the key to all your projects.”

"Mraculous!" said Lonbar, still staring at the book. "Crobe? A hero?" Yet here were touched-

up pictures of Crobe, front page! Laudatory! Paper after paper

"There, you see? And that's just an exercise to try my nuscle. A nothing."

"Madi son, if you can nmake themthink that that demented old crininal is a hero, then it should be
no difficulty at all to nake a deserving, preselected man like ne..."

"An enperor,"” Madison finished for him

Hi sst's yell ow eyes grew round and then began to glow. He stood up, towering over Madison a foot.
He took one of Madison's hands in his and stroked it. Then he turned and bawl ed toward the door
"CH EF CLERK! d VE TH S MAN MADI SON EVERYTHI NG HE WANTS! EVERYTHI NG YOU UNDERSTAND, OR | WLL
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HAVE YOUR HEAD! "
Chapter 4

Qut side the sun had al nost set. The square was nearly deserted and the Model 99 | ooked lonely in
the rubbl e.

Madi son handed Cun an enornous stack of printouts, gave Flick an address card and got in.

"You had us worried," said Flick as he got the Mdel 99 noving. "Cun was talking to the driver of
that general's tank beside us: he said that was the whol e Apparatus General Staff in there

pl anning a full-scale invasion. Wen he said 'Blito-P3'" we flipped! Ain't that the planet you're
fronP"

Madi son was | ost in thought and did not reply.

"Now, |'mfrom Cal abar," said Flick. "All that war over there worries ne. They sl aughter whol e
towns, butcher the kids, rape the wonen, burn the lot. | should think your hair was standing on
end thinking of the Apparatus invading your planet."

"Ch, war is just war," said Madison in a bored voice. "I'ma PR man. Mdst wars are started by PRs.
So what's there to be excited about?"

"Listen to that, Cun," said Flick. "What a cool one! But | guess that kind of attitude goes al ong
with being a nurderer. And speaking of nurder, get your stinger out, Cun. This nei ghborhood we're
moving into is a perfect 'X marks the spot."'"

They pulled up before a place that was nore fallen down than standi ng: the reek of garbage
assail ed their noses. Madison wal ked up some steps at the risk of a broken ankle and banged on a
door.

A mn with two tufts of gray hair standing out on either side of his head poked his nose out. "CGo

away. |'ve just this mnute gotten hone. I'mentitled to a little peace."
"I's your nanme Bawtch?" said Madi son.
Bawt ch tried to close the door but Mdison's foot was init. "lI've cone to you for information

about a man naned Gis."
"R S Get out of here!"

"He's in the Royal prison,” said Madison, "laughing at you all. I'mtrying to get him brought to
trial."

"Come in!" said Bawtch.

For a revelatory half an hour, Madison, in Bawtch's best chair, listened entranced. "So then," he
finally said, "I could count on you as a character w tness."

"I"d wal k across the Great Desert just for a chance to testify," said Bawch.

"And if | asked you to give a lecture on him you'd tal k?" said Mdison.

"Indeed I would," said Bawtch. "Now, thinking this over, | can give you a couple nanes. They're
just down the street." He wote an address and handed it across.

At the door, Bawtch shook himenotionally by the hand. "Count on me, Madison."

They rolled around the corner and down a hill. They halted before a very decayed boardi ng house-
For Gentlemen Oficers, it said on a twi sted sign.

A harsh-faced woman cane to the door. Madison had |earned his lesson: "I'mhere to get you to help
me hang Gis. | presune your nane is Meeley. You were once his |andlady."

"To help you hang..." She whirled suddenly and yelled in the direction of the kitchen. "SKE' COVE
OUT HERE! WE' RE I N LUCK! SOVEBODY WANTS TO HANG GRI S!'™

Madi son found hinself in a parlor, drinking hot jolt. He listened while Ske, Gis's old driver,
poured out his tale of woe, interrupted with curses and tales of woe of her own by Meeley. He
gathered that Gis had given themboth counterfeit bills and had they tried to pass themthey
woul d have been executed. But, knowing Gis, instead they had gone straight to the Finance Police
with conplaints of their own. Their bitterness against Gis had bound them cl ose together.

Oh, yes, they'd testify at any trial. Gadly, gladly, gladly! At a lecture? Wll, they were not
really very presentable but they'd be only too glad to say anythi ng Madi son want ed.

Smiling like a toother that was all set to snap up his prey, Madison returned to the townhouse in
Joy City. He ignored dinner. There was no tinme for that. He called his whole staff together.

He stood upon the platformin the briefing room He stood very tall.

"Loyal and hard working staff,” he said, "this is a mlestone. At tines PRfinds itself on a

pi nnacle. W are about to influence the courses of enpires. W are about to direct the very
destiny of the stars. Now listen closely."

Chapter 5
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Two days later, a very select audience of ninety wonen sat in the lecture hall on the eightieth
floor of the townhouse, conscious that they were being especially favored by an invitation to this
hi ghly educational |ecture by the famous Doctor Crobe.

They were al so conscious, but this was never nentioned, that if they didn't cooperate, they would
never again get another chance to "get cured" at Relax Island. Also-although this, too, was never
even hinted at-if they weren't agreeable, sonebody nmight forget to renew their free supply of pot.
What was di scussed anmpngst thenselves and to others quite freely was that, as nmenbers of high
society, they had a positive duty to use their positions-and their husbands-to do good. It didn't
have a spoken nanme but they were all nenbers of a very exclusive club made up entirely of those
fortunate enough to have been "enlightened" at Relax I|sland.

Madi son had had a little trouble with Crobe. He had sneaked an extra dose of LSD into hinself
outside his rationing and two roustabouts had had to stand himup in alternate hot and cold
showers to bring himaround.

He stood now on the lecture platform aware that he would get a small jolt through his hidden
electric collar if he goofed up, and steadi ed hinself agai nst the desk.

"Ladies," he said, repeating what the ear speaker told himto, "you are aware that as the chosen
inner circle of the enlightened few, your... your social... social position has responsibilities.
The society we live inis... is unfortunately a cesspool of unrestrained insanity and nonstrous
abuses. Lurking, hidden, out of sight... out of sight fromcomon and unenlightened view the
brains of nen ... seethe with lusts and ferocity uninmagined. It frightens ne to see the dangers to
which this society is exposed and how ill it... it... it handles them It requires stern neasures
| ouder it requires STERN MEASURES! " He took a deep breath and steadied hinself with his fingers
agai nst the desk top.

"Lean forward. There is a case so nonstrous, would you know it, that | do not even describe it to
you | ean back and stop. You are, after all, gently nurtured ladies and | must not speak of it |est
| offend your ears don't go on."

"No, no," cried Lady Arthrite Stuffy in the front row, well aware of her position as the |eader of
this select group. "Go on, go on! Do not be afraid to offend our ears.”

"Ch, yes, go on!" cane others' calls.

"Look as though you need coaxing," said Crobe.

"W don't need coaxing!" cried a woman. "Tell us!"

"Go ahead. Well, this case, ladies, is so shout it vile that you will cringe. It is a singular and
notable case. It is so notable that it falls totally outside the Freudi an band of psychosexua

pat hol ogy!"

“"No!" came several cries.

"The case," said Crobe, "is not anal. It is not oral. It is not genital! It is not even |atent!

Shout a nonster."

The wonen | ooked appal | ed.

Crobe sat down suddenly in a chair. "A woman has cone forward to describe this case as an
eyewi t ness. Introduce her."

Meel ey came forward timdly to the platform Then took confidence fromthe expectant fenal e faces.
"What he says," said Meeley, "is true. | was his | andl ady. He never had wonmen in his room He

cl osed the door when he went to the bathroom He never spoke properly to anyone. Wen he wasn't
sneaking in and out, he was lurking in the dirt and filth of his room There is no describing his
obscene and awful thoughts. He also plotted day and night to get ne executed just because | used
to smle at himand wi sh himgood day. Wien he skipped out we could find no one to occupy his
room It had such an awful reputation that it is enpty yet!" She broke down sobbi ng and an usher

| ed her off.

Then came Ske. "I was," he said, "his long-suffering driver. The deprivations | experienced during
t hat unhappy period of ny life have left a brand upon ne so deep that ny very soul is seared. He
used to sit in the airbus trying to hide the grinding of his teeth. And for ny faithful service he

tried to get nme executed. | cannot describe the obscenities that surrounded hinl" He broke down as
coached and fled the platform
A d Bawtch canme forward. "I was his chief clerk and it ruined ny Iife. The nurders and crines of

this man, strung end to end, would reach half across the universe.

The insane things he did culmnated in orders to take ny life."

He left the platform Crobe, somewhat revived, stood up. "Now, |adies, you can plainly see that
insanity rages. The diagnosis of this case is so nonstrous that in all the annals of psychiatry
there has never been one like it. | have sinply | ook cal mand professorial brought up the case to
show you how the claws of insanity have dug into the very depths of our culture look like that's
the end."
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"WAit!" cried Lady Arthrite. "Who is this case and where is he?"

"Look toward the door. Is the man who inforned nme of this case still here?"

"Yes," said an usher pronptly.

An actor dressed as a warder of the Royal prison cane in reluctantly. He was wearing a nask
"Doctor Crobe," he said, "I told you about this case for the good of the society. If it got out
that | had infornmed you of what the governnent is doing, it could cause ne to |ose ny job."

"Tell themtell themthey will all regard your identity as inviolate."

The actor turned. "The man is being held in the Royal prison to avoid his being brought to trial
He sits in his cell, protected. What is feared is that if he ever was put before a judge, the

t hi ngs he woul d di vul ge woul d shake the governnent to its very foundations. Even if they tried
him it would be done in secret. What we warders fear is that he will be rel eased upon the society
through a back door and strew the streets with the gruesonely mangl ed bodi es of the poor and

i nnocent. Wile I know naught of your psychiatry, fromjust viewing himin his cell, | would say
that, in a long career of handling nmal efactors, he is easily the worst | have ever seen. He defies
all descriptions! Yet THEY are hiding and defending him?"

"What is his nane?" said Lady Arthrite Stuffy in an enraged voice.

"His nane," said the actor, "is Soltan Gis!"

Chapter 6

Li ke a maestro conducting a vast orchestra, J. Walter Madi son went to work on Soltan Gis.

The hi ghest social circles of Voltar were buzzing about the scandal and, quite in addition to
demands fromtheir w ves, publishers and editors could not turn anywhere without colliding with
the outrage.

The first headlines read:

MYSTERI QUS PRI SONER
H DDEN BY AUTHORI Tl ES

And this was quickly followed up wth:

VWHO I S THE
GOVERNVMVENT REFUSI NG
TO BRING TO TRI AL?

And t hen:

| DENTI TY REVEALED!
PRI SONER | S
APPARATUS OFFI CER
SOLTAN GRI' S

Quickly then, edition after edition and day after day, the docunented catal ogue of the crines of
Apparatus O ficer Soltan Gis began to appear, each one juicier than the |ast.
They began with:

APPARATUS OFFI CER
GRS | LLEGALLY
EXPORTED METALS

I medi ately after that:

APPARATUS OFFI CER
GRI' S ORDERED MURDER
CF OMWN OFFI CE HEAD
AND CLERKS

And t hen:

APPARATUS OFFI CER
ORDERS MURDER COF
MOTHER OF
DEFENSELESS BOY
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And a picture of the sobbing Twol ah and faked photos of his nother's body and funeral began to
send ripples of rage through the popul ation

It was at this tine that Lord Turn received a viewer-phone call fromno | ess a social |eader than
Lady Arthrite Stuffy.

"Lord Turn," said Lady Arthrite, "I do not think you realize that public opinion is grow ng. WHEN
are you going to bring that prisoner to trial?"

"Lady Arthrite," said Lord Turn, "would you pl ease keep your nose out of the affairs of the Roya
prison?" And hung up.

This, as it was recorded, gave the Daily Speaker an excl usive:

JUDGE TELLS PUBLIC
"HANDS OFF GRI S!'"

This, of course, nade all the other papers livid: they had been scooped. They began to bonbard
Lord Turn with tricky calls of their own. This made Lord Turn furious. He was so angry that he
refused to explain anything to anyone. The headlines grew worse and worse.

Now, unfortunately for Soltan Gis, when he had been bl ackmailing the Provocation Section of the
Appar atus, the head of that section had been radi o-recording back to his own office down by the
River Wel during the whole tine that he had been shadowing Gis to get the goods on him And a
recording of every single one of these crimes Gis had pulled at that time existed, with pictures
and sound, in the Provocation Section. Gis, unaware of this, thought he had handled it with the
final nurder of that chief. And now Madi son began to feed these crines one at a tinme to the press

HYPNOTI ST MJURDERED
BY APPARATUS
COFFI CER (RIS

And t hen:

SUPPLY COLONEL
MJURDERED BY
APPARATUS OFFI CER GRI S

And t hen:

ELECTRONI CS W ZARD
SPURK FQOULLY SLAI'N
BY APPARATUS OFFI CER
GRS

BURNS THI RD CF
ELECTRONI CS | NDUSTRI AL
QUARTER TO HI DE
VI Cl QUS CRI ME

And the final one of the series was conplete with photographs of a body falling ten thousand feet.

BROTHER APPARATUS
COFFI CER SLAIN I N

DASTARDLY EFFORT

TO H DE DAMNABLE

CRI MES

The footage was even shown on Honevi ew, which was begi nning to take an interest.

The question was starting to buzz through the streets: |If the government had an officer who had
been comitting all these crinmes, just why was it refusing to bring the villain to trial?

But Madi son was saving a pi ece de resistance.

When Bawt ch had been overheard chortling "he had Gris now' and about a forgery, he had NOT been
tal ki ng about the Royal signature forgeries at all. At that tine, he didn't even know about them
Gis, in his carelessness, had left the old cloak of Prahd' s beside his office desk. He had
intended it to be found beside the River Wel. And in that cloak he had wapped a very bad
forgery, a suicide note. Unfortunately, he had witten it on a piece of paper which had been under
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a docunent when he stanped it for Bawtch. And dimy under the witing on the Prahd suicide note
could be seen the identoplate outline of Soltan Gis!

The recorded strips of the dead Provocation Section officer had showmn Soltan Gis calling on Prahd
Bittlestiffender

Al'l evidence for a murder charge was there. So Madi son, through one of his reporters, called the
attention of the Donestic Police to the crinmne.

The Donestic Police traced it down, acconpani ed by a horde of reporters, and found that young Dr.
Prahd Bittlestiffender was nowhere to be found. They then issued a warrant for the arrest of
Soltan Gis.

Young Dr. Prahd, the nobst pronising cellologist to graduate for sone tinme, was extolled by his
professors as a real loss to his profession. The act of cutting himdown in his early youth could
be | ooked upon as a crinme agai nst the whol e popul ati on, who so desperately needed his services.
The act of a madman!

HEADLI| NES!

Then the Domestic Police asked Lord Turn for the custody of Gis so they could try himand execute
him It was, of course, refused.

HEADLI| NES!

The questions began to race through the popul ation. Wiy was the government protecting this raving
lunatic of an Apparatus officer? Wiy would they not | et himbe brought to trial?

Witten by his ex-Royal Academnmy of Arts reporter, Mdison began to circul ate the words and nusic
of a ballad. It was printed on a single sheet and seenmed to be the creation of an unknown. Shortly
it was being reprinted in the press and sung on every hand. It went:

In the name of the governnent he nurdered and kitted.
Many an innocent victimhe has chilled.

He is an Apparatus officer

Why does the government |ove this cur?

He grows fat on his victims bl ood,

Then with gl ee stanps themin the nud.

Coddl ed and protected for his crinme,

They extoll his virtues as sublime.

W are demanding his life should cease.

VWE WANT THE BLOOD OF SOLTAN GRI' S

Mobs took to marching in the streets singing it at the tops of their voices.

Actually, sone time since, J. Walter Madison had fully expected Lord Turn to sinply give in and
say, "All right. I'Il try him" And in the case of the Donestic Police, "Here he is. Try the Hells
out of him"

If he could only get Gis on the stand accusing Heller, Mdison knew he woul d have it made.

But he had reached an inpasse. The fury boiling in the streets was not moving Lord Turn up there
in his high castle.

O her neasures were needed.

Chapter 7

Madi son was busy far into the night, laying out his plans. There were several things he had to do.
Anongst the first of themwas to keep Lonbar Hi sst hopef ul

Accordingly, one norning, Mdison caught Hisst at his desk before the closed door of the Enperor's
bedroom Hisst was going over the details of the invasion plan of Earth.

"How soon," he greeted Madi son, "do you suppose we can have the cooperation of the Arnmy and the
Fleet? If they can supplant our Apparatus forces now active in the Calabar revolt, we can get on
with invading Blito-P3 and bring it to heel."

"I''"'mworking on that project day and night," said Madison. "In fact, that's what |'mhere to see
you about: that and the far nore inportant question of making you Enperor. You see, all these
things tie together neatly."

"How?" said Hisst.

"It's sinply a matter of image," said Madi son. "Wth enough i mage, you can do anythi ng. Now what |
need to know is what exact inmmge do you favor? How do you want the public to think of you?"

Lonbar sat back. His yellow eyes grew dreamy. "Totally form dable," he said finally.

"That's what | thought," said Madison. "A man of iron will. One who will brook no nonsense. The
public yearns for strong and nerciless control. The figure of a vengeful God."

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20Villainy%20Victorious.txt (125 of 153) [8/31/03 1:31:57 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2009%20-%20V ill ainy%20Victorious.txt

"Exactly," said Lonbar Hisst. "I have finally discovered why | listen to you. You are extremnely
perceptive and are not afraid to speak the truth to your superior."

"l only do ny duty," said Madison. "Now, | know that you are very busy. But it just so happens
that there are sone riots going on at this mnute in SlumCity. It is a nmarvel ous opportunity to

create inmage. The nbb is being contained by two battalions of the Apparatus. | have a canera crew
standi ng by. If your good judgnment tells you that you should utilize this pricel ess opportunity to
create image, we can go there in your private tank and you'll be on Honeviewin a trice."

"A nmob," said Lonmbar, "that needs quelling? Wiere's my cap and stinger?"

An hour and a half later, Lonbar stonped up the steps of the prepared stand before the faces of an
assenbl ed five thousand people. The Slum Cty square was cordoned of f. For once Madi son had not
had to put out any noney for extras or actors in such a denponstration. Due to the Giis publicity,
the two Apparatus Death Battalions were having nore troubl e keeping additional spectators out than
containing the ones that were in: they had tank roadbl ocks on every side street that entered the
ar ea.

Madi son had handed Lombar his speech. It was a good speech: the horror-story witer, under

Madi son's close direction, had been up all night witing it.

In his red general's uniform Lonbar |ooned above the crowd. The speakers booned as he began to
read his speech.

"Citizens of Voltar! You are nmisguided. Law and order nust triunph every time above nmob rule. Qur

domestic tranquillity nmust not be shattered by questions and chal | enge of your government. | stand
here, strong and powerful, formi dable and determned to crush all opposition to the sovereign
state. In nme you see the image of stern power! | will not ever retreat fromny stern duty to bring

all malefactors to trial.'

A wave of satisfaction swept through the vast throng. Madi son's canera crew, supplenented by three
nore canera crews from Honevi ew on the nmanager's own initiative, were carrying this speech to all
Vol tar and, on delay, to every other planet.

"I will have you know," roared Lonbar, in fine form "that the characters of Apparatus officers
shoul d not be inpugned by the crines of Soltan Gis. Apparatus officers are nmen of sterling virtue

and unbl em shed honor. | am proud to number nyself anongst them and to be their chief.
"The rivers of blood spilled by Gis, the graveyards janmed with corpses, are all the work of Gis
and Gis alone. This foul fiend nust not danage the brilliant innocence of other Apparatus

officers or mne

"My very soul cries out to do himjustice. Wth these two hands | could separate his spine,
vertebra by vertebra, and take the utnost pleasure init. | wuld |ove to deliver himeven into
the hands of this nob and | et him be di snenbered!"

W1ld cheering began at the back and swept forward in a roar

Wien the hysteria died, Hisst swept on. "Alas, H's Majesty lies ill, too ill to be disturbed, and
inthis time of public crisis, | do not wish for anything but tranquillity. | amtherefore
carrying forward His Majesty's deepest wish and | am assuning the tenporary powers of Dictator of
Vol tar."

There was a shock of stillness. The crowd stared. They had never heard of such a post or position
But the speech gave no tine for discussion. Lonmbar had never heard of the position either. He had
not read the speech beforehand. But suddenly, although he could not inmagine what it might enbrace,
he accepted the post with a surge of unbridled elation. It was the stepping-stone he had been

seeki ng.

Filled with divine fervor, he read on, "I pledge on ny honor to bring peace to Voltar
tranquillity to its people, and | will stanp out ruthlessly any dissidence or question that wll
damage the state. | am backed by the sterling and honest officers of the Apparatus and | will

gather in the support of every other branch of service, or else!

"Now, as to the matter of Gis, due to the obstructionismof the Royal prison, other neans wll
have to be used. The danger is that this foul fiend will be rel eased upon the popul ation to work
his will again. Fortunately, there is a new tool that can be used. It is called psychotherapy. It
is that which will be enployed. And | shall use ny new powers to see that it is properly applied
So | promise you that the matter of Gis will be successfully concluded to the satisfaction of
everyone."

The crowd was confused. Then they began to get the idea that psychotherapy nust be sone kind of
torture. They began to cheer.

Lonbar came to the |ast paragraph of his speech. He waited for a lull and then he booned it out,
"O popul ation of the Confederacy! | promise you that | and all the other officers of the
Appar at us, honest, uni npeachabl e and dedicated, will bring peace and order to the state no matter
VWHAT we have to do. | thank you!"
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Del i ght raged. Lonmbar canme down off the platformfeet taller than he had clinmbed up it.

The two Death Battalions stood there dunbfounded. Their officers had to screamat themto bl ock
back the surging crowds so Lonbar could get into his tank. The din of cheering for Lonbar was
deafening. He stood in the turret and waved. Hi s tank took off.

"My Gods, Madison," he said, "your genius is alnost as great as mine. But this post of dictator
won't it have to pass the Grand Council ?"

Madi son handed himthe G C. order, all stanped and signed. Only two nmenbers had been present but
the pages were good pages. They had done what Teenie told themto.

"A man naned Napol eon,"” said Madison, "noved fromdictator to enperor with ease."

"GODS!" said Lonbar, quivering. And for nminutes he just stared into space.

It was not until they were flying across the Great Desert that Lonmbar spoke again. "You know, this
opens the door to total cooperation by the Arny and the Fleet. W will be able to handl e both

Cal abar and Earth with ease. You seemto have sol ved everything. But | do have one question. Wat
is this thing called psychot herapy? Sone new | ong-di stance met hod of execution?"

"You |l eave that to nme," said Mdison

Lonbar nodded and forgot about it.

PART El GHTY
Chapter 1

Madi son was handl i ng the "psychot herapy."

He was in the observation slot back of the wall behind the eightieth-floor townhouse auditorium
He was grinning. This had to work, and when it did he would have his trial. And with the Gis
trial, he would have Heller.

The editorials in the papers had been a very nixed | ot on the subject of Lonbar's speech, none of
them | ess stunned than Madison's own staff. On his return his reporters and crew had said, "W
made a dictator, bango, just like that! But what's a '"dictator,' Chief?" Sone of the papers were
of the opinion that a "dictator" was one who spoke into a dictating nachine. Qthers, since the
word had been translated directly over into literal Voltarian, said that it was a nore forcefu

ki nd of spokesman and was a natural outgrowh fromthat earlier title. But the majority seened to
gat her that Lonbar had assunmed nmuch nore enbracive powers and, if the Grand Council order had not
been showing up on their consoles, they would have had to assunme that Lonbar had aut hored sone
kind of a coup; they were not at all sure what. But none of the papers nissed the point that the
Appar atus was suddenly the senior force of the state.

The Apparatus didn't miss it. Their officers, with few exceptions jailbirds, joked to one another
about their "uninpeachable reputations” and their "honor." They began to put on airs. Apparatus
of ficers had never dared go into the better hotels and restaurants and clubs, and suddenly it

pl eased their fancy to show up and bully waiters and nmanagers around. Apparatus troops began at
once a gane of holding arms and wal king up streets shoving everyone el se off the wal ks. Underpaid
and unpai d, they began to find ways of being paid.

But Madi son ignored all that. He was on to bigger gane: Heller. H s ways of arriving there were
entirely PR Deadly!

This "psychot herapy" action had begun with his discovery of a postcard in the Gis dossier. It
sai d:

SCLTAN GRI' S

YOO HOO, WHEREVER YOU ARE

The baby came on schedul e and he's beautiful.Ilt's a he.

Now, | don't want to have to go to your superior officer and make a fuss. It would be much nicer
just to clinb in bed with you. So when are you going to turn up and do the right thing and narry
me?

Pratia
PS: Any commandi ng officer: You can cone out and see ne about this any tinme you like. | hope
you're handsonme. | amvery pretty again now that nmy belly is flat and we can talk it all over

What do you like for
breakfast? | can be found at M nx Estates, Pausch Hills.

PPS: It has the softest beds and the |oveliest sw nming pool and a sunmerhouse with a bed init.
Smack. Smack.
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Now, Madi son had known better than to put his handsone face in that trap. So he had sent the
director and one of the circus girls dressed as people of fashion and an actor as Gis's
"conmandi ng of ficer."

Now, here in the auditorium a hundred |adies of the "club" were gathered in breathtaking
suspense, and Madi son's grin w dened as he peered through the slot fromwhich he could view them
Al t hough many were mi ddl e-aged, they looked in full bloom They had recaptured some of their |ost
youth and life, viewed through a marijuana haze and sex, and seened renarkably attractive.

Crobe took the stand. This tine they'd kept the LSD away fromhim and expecting nore if he
delivered, he was on his good behavior. The little speaker was in his ear and all he had to do was
repeat the script being read over it.

"Ladies of quality, |adies of fashion, |adies of sparkling eyes and resurged youth," Crobe began-
and it was pretty good even though he was saying it in a very flat voice-"I know how concerned you
have been about the state's reluctance to try the insane lunatic Gis. As you doubtless read or
saw on Honevi ew, Lonbar Hisst, Dictator of Voltar, pronised that psychotherapy woul d be attenpted
in the Gis case.

"Now the grave danger, ladies, is that Gis will be released upon the public totally insane, that
he will continue to slaughter and burn and ranpage throughout a hel pl ess popul ati on

"Hi sst, poorly advised, directly ordered me to attenpt a solution through psychotherapy. It was
reasoned that if the foul fiend could be nade sane, it would then be safe to turn himl oose.

"I demurred. | tried to point out that this crimnal lunatic Gis was entirely off the Freudian
scale. Most of you heard the lecture where | took that up took that up took go on go on
"I said to Hisst, 'The chances of success are so renpte they are not worth... calculating.' He

ordered me to do it anyway. Then | told himthat anyone chosen to do this thing mght very well be
facing certain death. But he said, 'Wat is one woman nore or less? Find a volunteer and nake her
doit!"

"The brute!" ran the whisper around the room

"Now, as you know you know you know quit repeating, according to Freud, sex is the basis of
everything. If the true sexual basis of a crimnal could be awakened, he woul d reform and becone
sane. That is proven scientific fact like all psychiatry.

"So what will be attenpted is to bring light into the [ife of Gis in the hope that it will reform
him bring himback to sanity and renmove himas a threat fromour society.”

The wonen nodded.

"But," cried Crobe, "as | told Hisst, the experinent, while noble, has two drawbacks: one, the
chances of this working on sonebody totally off the classification scale are al nbost nonexi stent;
and two, it is alnmost certain death for the volunteer. Shout yet we have actually found a

vol unt eer."

Crobe stood there, since no words were comng into his earphone now. An usher led forward the
vol unt eer.

It was the Wdow Tayl !

She was dressed in purest white. She | ooked virginal. Her head was bent forward, her snoothly
straight hair fell across her face. She clasped her hands in front of her. She had been directed
to perfection, to |l ook Iike a maiden being brought before the altar in a printive sacrifice. She
stood before them eyes cast down.

"This woman," said Crobe, "in a spirit of purest patriotism is willing torisk her life in this
undertaking. | regard with awe her devotion and fearl essness in servicing ... serving the state
and people. | give you Pratia Tayl wait for applause."

The assenbl ed wonen stared. They felt a surge of awe. Then sone began to cry.

"I amtherefore," said Crobe, "appointing a conmittee under the chai rwomanship of Lady Arthrite
Stuffy to call upon Lord Turn and insist that he pernit the marriage and nuptial night of Gis and
this woman in the Royal prison.”

The audi ence gasped.

Madi son gri nned.

Chapter 2

A very disturbed Lord Turn faced the committee of ladies in his chanbers the next norning. Nothing
like this had ever happened to himbefore. But he had never been pounded by press in all his life
and he was getting cowed. Even his own fanm |y was not speaking to himlately, and this nass of

det ermi ned wonen he saw before himwere, nmany of them on remarkably good terns with his famly.
"But Lady Arthrite," he sputtered, "nothing like this has ever happened before. A marriage to take
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place in nmy prison? It's unheard of."

Lady Arthrite fixed himwith a gimet eye. "Lord Turn, we have consulted | egal experts. Qur famly
attorneys tell us that there is no regulation against it! You are NOT covered by the law this
tinme. Any objection by you would be purely personal!"

Lord Turn digested that. He was a letter-of-the-1aw man and he knew she spoke the truth. It had
suddenly become too personal. Then he grasped at an out. "Marriage is a thing to which the man
must agree. | doubt very much that Soltan Gris would want to get narried!"

"He nust be asked and we rust hear if this is the case."

Lord Turn raised his eyes to the ceiling. There were no regulations up there to be read. He | ooked
back at Lady Arthrite. "Very well. W will go ask Gis."

Now, the Apparatus is an intelligence service and it has ways and neans of getting infornmation.
And, this time through a warder's w fe, Mdison had |earned that Soltan Gis had finished witing
hi s conf essi on.

Actually, Gis, these days, had put on sonme wei ght through | ack of exercise, and food eaten
regularly. Just now he was sitting in the tower cell wondering what to do with his tine.

He had delivered the massive confession. For a couple of days thereafter he had worried a bit,

t hi nki ng he woul d now be executed. Then he began to realize that judges take a long tine to read
t hi ngs and maybe he had a few nore breaths of life left to breathe.

The orders that he stay away fromthe wi ndow did not have to be repeated to him he knewin his
bones that Lonbar Hi sst would nove the planet to get at him He had heard some crowd shouting
sonet hi ng or other outside the prison on sone occasions but he had not dared go to the wi ndow to
| ook and he coul d not understand what they were saying: they were too distant. No information had
come to him He knew nothi ng what ever about the press canpai gn agai nst him

He was somewhat puzzled therefore to hear nany footsteps comng up the tower stairs and a buzz of
voi ces. Fenual e voi ces? How strange!

There was a jangle of opening plates and then the groan of his iron door.

A guard canme in and pointed a weapon at him

The room was suddenly full of wonen!

Gis's wits pronptly went into a spin.

He recogni zed none of them

Their gaze upon himwas hostile in the extrene.

Pani c gripped himand there was no place to run.

A hooded figure, very slight of build, advanced toward him It canme very cl ose.

He felt a note being pushed into his hand.

Al nost hysterical, he glanced down at the note. It said:

If you don't say yes | will tell them about the baby and they will tear you linb fromlinb.

The figure before himthen lifted a hand and took hold of the top of her hood and pulled it off.
Gis went into petrified shock

I T WAS PRATI A TAYL!

"For the good of the state," she said, carefully coached, "I have volunteered to marry you." And,
out of sight of the others she jabbed a finger at the note.

Gis, very close to fainting, could not speak

Lord Turn, at the back of the group, snarled, "Well, answer her! Speak up so we can get about our
busi ness! "

"Say yes," hissed the Wdow Tayl .

Gis took a look at her slitted, determ ned eyes. He | ooked at the hostile faces of the other
wonen.

It suddenly occurred to himthat he could buy a little nore life. He could postpone his execution
simply by setting a forward date, a nmonth away, for this marriage.

"YES!'" he shout ed.

Lord Turn was amazed.

Hope suddenly lit the faces of the wonen.

"Good," said the Wdow Tayl, "we will be nmarried right here this afternoon. Be ready."

Gis tried to open his nouth to speak

The cell was enpty and the door clanged shut.

Chapter 3

Madi son, of course, had the headlines set and ready to go. By noon, papers were all over the
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streets with variants of the headline:

SACRI FI Cl AL BRI DE
TO REFORM GRI S

O course, there were statenents by Crobe to the effect that it was a nearly inpossible feat. He
coul d not possibly guarantee any success due to the fact that Gis "had cone to himtoo late"-the
usual psychiatric hedge they used on Earth.

But what attracted public attention, as Madison knew it would, was the probable fate of a

beauti ful woman. Thousands upon thousands of people began to gather on the | ower slopes of the
Royal prison. Many were weepi ng, none had any hope, all thought it was a cruel thing to do and al
thought that the nobility of Pratia Tayl was beyond any possible estimation

Madi son didn't even need his own canera crew. Hbnevi ew had covered the deputation going in and
comng out and it was down there now in the afternoon sunlight, putting on the air live this vast
throng of gathering people, getting close-ups of faces, getting opinions. He had hardly had to
tell the nanager of Homeview what to do at all

For Madi son had another mission of his owm. Wth Apparatus-provided credentials and in the uniform
of a General Services officer, he was going to act as the "bridegroomis friend," a necessary
personnel of the cerenony.

The guards searched himfor weapons and poi son and prom sed himthat they woul d be watching
through the slot with a gun on himif he so nuch as made a gesture at Gis. And they let himin
Gis was lying on his bunk in a state of collapse. He had failed utterly to buy his nonth. The

t hought of being married to the Wdow Tayl was only offset by the fact that he would not live very
| ong anyway.

The bunk was actually an inset |edge in the stone.

When a pad was on it, as now, it had only about four feet of clearance to its overhead.

He saw what he took to be a General Services officer being let in. That didn't necessarily nean
Appar atus. He had expected they would send soneone to help himget ready, and sure enough the
fell ow had some boxes under his arm He was al so reassured when he saw a gun barrel trained
through the cell viewslot. So he |ay there watching.

Then suddenly the features under the cap began to register

In horrible shock he shot upright!

He hit his head!

It didn't knock himout. It sent his wits spinning. He thought he was at 42 Mess Street, New York
Cty. No, he nust be on the yacht Col den Sunset.

Madi son? It was MADI SON!

"Ch, no," said Gis. "No, no, no!"

Madi son found a stool and sat down beside the bunk. "Well, Smith," he said in English, "I mean
Gis. | certainly hate to see an associate of M. Bury's in trouble. Don't be concerned. | am here
to help you out."

Gis went into terror. "Ch, please, dear Gods, Madison. Don't act as ny PR"

"Of course not," said Madison. "I amyour friend. | will do everything | can to see you cone out
of this in great shape.”

"Ch, no, no, please. Please Madi son, don't help ne."

"Ch, nonsense, Gis. That is what friends are for. Now listen to ne carefully. You are going to
get out of this with flying colors."

"You nean... you mean | have a chance of getting off?"

"Ch, nmore than a chance, Smith. There are people working day and night to keep you from being
executed. It's the very last thing your friends want!"

"I have friends?"

"Wuy, of course you have! You have no i dea how rmuch has been done for you already. W're going to
get you brought to trial."

"WHAT?"

"Absolutely. Not only that, it will be a fair trial. You don't think the Wdow Tayl is desirous of
becom ng a doubl e wi dow, do you? Way, no. She's got noney by the ton and she will hire the very

best attorneys. | can assure you that you have a very long and very interesting |ife ahead of
you. "

"Madi son, for the love of your nmother, don't torture me this way. | haven't got a chance. You're
just up to sonething horrible. I knowit!"

"Ch, Smith, I'm shocked. You are not ny client. I"'mstill working on Heller."

"You are?"
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"Of course. You and | are just the old team Smth and Madi son. Sanme as al ways. But | probably
haven't got all day to talk to you, so you better renmenber what I'mtelling you. When you get up

on that stand, | want you to accuse Heller as the sole reason for all your woes."

"But that's true," said Gis. "He is!"

"Excellent! | knew you woul d agree. So when they put you on trial..."

"They won't try me. They'll just execute nme. And if | ever wal k out of this prison, Lonbar Hisst
will have ne cut down ten feet fromthe gate."

"Don't give it a second thought. | am Lonbar's right-hand man-or he is nmne, | forget which. So if

we get you to trial, you do what you're told. Understand?"

"Al'l you want ne to do is accuse Heller?"

"Right."

"Any and all crines | can think of?"

"Right!"

Gis started to cone out of it. He began to see sonme light. "They'll realize he's the one behind
all this."

"Right."

"Il doit."

"Good. Now we've got to get you ready for your wedding."

Madi son had to keep his smile fromspreading into a triunphant grin. Gis didn't even suspect how
absol utely diabolical the real plan was!

Chapter 4

Late that afternoon, the marriage took place in the prison

Lord Turn would not permt canera crews inside and they had to be content with what they coul d
shoot from outside the courtyard gates.

The I ate afternoon sun nade the grimold castle a dark sil houette and fell upon the countless

t housands of people who covered the flanks of the hill. Priests were passing anpngst them
exhorting themto pray, and the crowd sat or knelt, young and old, covered with a bl anket of
buzzi ng sound.

When the narriage priest and the friend of the bride and friend of the groom appeared at the gate,
exiting, the priest made a sign that the nmarriage had been perforned. A conbined sigh of hope from
t housands of throats swept down the hill like a w nd.

Al'l eyes were fixed on the highest tower now, for they knew that the sacrificial bride and the
hated Gris were there, alone. Nobody fromthe crowd left: they knew that at m dnight the wfe
woul d depart the prison. They prayed for her. Wuld the therapy work? Wul d she ever be seen again
alive?

The sun went down. The nobon Ni ko rose: it bathed the ancient fortress with an eerie light; it nade
the uplifted faces a greenish haze on the hill.

The crowd did not miss the fact that an anmbul ance stood outside the gates, a nedical teamready.
As the Honevi ew announcer said, when the cameras panned it, it was there to grasp the possible
hope that the bride, no matter how abused, could be treated and kept alive.

But what went on outside the prison and what went on inside were two different things.

During the cerenony, Gis had been nunb as stone. Pratia Tayl, on the other hand, with sparkling
eye, had been chattering like a | oose cogwheel. And when the two friends and priest had left, she
was not even disconcerted by the fact that a guard renmined at the blastgun slot, ready to

i ntervene.

Pratia had brought a basket containing a weddi ng feast which had survived the nminute inspections
and tests given it. Wth novenents not unlike a gol den songbird, she hopped about, spreading the
conmesti bles upon a glittering cloth. She was popping bits and pieces at Gis's nouth-and m ssing
much of the tinme-even before they sat down fornally. They were nissing because Gis was too nunb
to open his lips.

"Ch, you just wait," prattled Pratia, "we'll have such fun. You won't have to work anynore, for
you'll be out of the Apparatus. And all you'll have to do is sinply lie on a bed and I'Il throw
food at you like this. Your heaviest exertions will consist of sinply sleeping and (bl eeping).
Isn't it marvel ous? Have another berry."

Gis was in the total grip of unreality. He had been peacefully in this tower for nonths, his only
conpani ons a vocoscriber and his materials. Cccasionally, the inmate in the next cell would

scratch on the wall; now and then a bird would sit on the wi ndow | edge and chirp and fly away. Al
this commtion sounded to himlike a din. There seened to be, as well, sonme sort of a swelling
nmoan outside he could not account for, for he was still under orders not to go near a w ndow.
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Sex was far fromattractive to himthese days. Since Prahd had changed his anatony, wonen had

gi ven himnothing but solid trouble. Also this marriage had not bought himany time. He really
didn't believe he'd have a trial. He had confessed his |ife away; the best he could hope for was
the nost painless execution Lord Turn could give him During the cerenony, the nore he had | ooked
at Madi son, the less he believed what Madi son had said. The record of J. Warbler Madman was a
proven thing to Gis. After his nonentary hope, Gis had backslid.

"Ch, have sonme of this pink sparklewater. It is the very best: extrenely nutritious," said Prati a.
"I't will get your strength up." And she laughed a little bell-like laugh. "You're really going to

need it." Then she shook a finger at him "Don't be so unresponsive! You sinply mnmust stop
worrying. Three of the very best attorneys in all Voltar will defend you. Trust ne!"

"I don't think any of you understand," said Gis. "I amHeller's prisoner. For sone reason His
Maj esty has not issued orders to finish nme off. But he will. He will.

Even if you could help me, | just confessed to every crinme in the book. | don't believe you and |

don't believe, Gods forbid, Mdison."

"Ch, don't be so gloony. Look there! It's already dark outside! Now have you had enough food and
drink to feel really fortified? You have. Good. Now you just turn your back and I'Il fix up the
bed t here and WHEEE!"

He sat facing the blank wall and heard her working busily in the stone al cove. She had brought a
roll of bedding and he had no idea at all what she was up to.

Finally, she tapped himon the shoul der. Wodenly, he turned around. She wore a gown that was so
transparent it made her nakedness an excl amati on point.

The al cove had been draped with white gauze and a bl ue bl anket of shimercloth lay upon it.

She was plucking at his clothes, unfastening things. Like sone sort of statue, he stood there and
l et hinself be stripped. The only notion he made was to step out of his boots and pants.
"Qooooooooh! " cried Pratia, standing back and staring. "LOOK what we have here! GOGooooh! Wy,
Sol t an, what has happened? WHAT an i PROVEMENT! Ch, Soltan, that is positively DIVINE | never
DREAMED t here coul d be one |ike THAT!"

Gis |ooked at her with resignation

She was staring round-eyed. "No WONDER you never answered my postal cards. Wnen nmust have been
haunting you in MOBS!H"

Gis |ooked li ke he had been whi pped

She frowned. "But | see you are not responding." Then she smiled in inspiration. "Ch, | know what
will get you excited. A picture of our son. It will make you want to have another one just like
him*"

She runmmaged in her purse. "I had this taken just yesterday. Here it is. Isn't he BEAUTI FUL?"
Gis looked at it. It was a baby, two or three nonths old. It was smiling and w de-eyed.

Abruptly Gris took hold of it and approached the light. Yes!

Strawcol ored hair! Geen eyes!

He glared at her. "This is Prahd' s baby!"

"Ch, no, it's yours. There's lots of hair like that in ny famly and green eyes, too. Just because
you have brown hair and eyes doesn't nean a thing. He's your son, all right. The registry papers
show it. And now he's all legal, not even a bastard since this afternoon. Aren't you proud?"

It was just like Nurse Bildirjin's baby. "This is Prahd's," he said.

She | aughed delightedly. "Wy, you're jealous! Onh, this is wonderful! So you do love ne a little
bit after all. Wll, come right over to this bed and you'll get all the | ove you want!"

She dragged himover to the inset bunk and through the gauze.

The guard was watchful as he stared into the cell across the sights of his blastgun

The white curtains that hid the bed were noving.

Pratia's robe was thrown out of themand hit the floor. Her voice was reproving. "Come ON, Soltan
This is no time to be shy."

The guard was very watchful as Pratia' s voice said, "Now, now, Soltan. Don't be naughty. You've
been living in all this stone. Use it as an exanple."

Abird lit on the cell window |ledge and |istened. Pratia's voice was a little strained. "Wll, |
suppose it is the ot of wonen to do all the work."

The guard frowned.

"Qooooooh!" cried Pratia as the startled bird stared. "Wat QUANTITY!" The bird flew hastily away.
The guard's face glowered. Pratia said, "Now, Sol-tan, be a good boy. Aaaah, that's better. Now

l et me concentrate.™

The white gauze curtains were tw tching.

Pratia's face was staring up at the close-to ceiling of the inset bed.

Gis was staring down at her wonderingly.
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Pratia's face was very rapt, | ooking upward.

Puzzl ed, Gis was |ooking down at her. He deci ded she rmust be staring at something above his head.
Gis turned sideways to | ook upward and find what she was gazing at so raptly. Had she put

sonet hing up there?

It was a three-dinensional picture. Big as life! Full col or!

HELLER!

Gis suddenly began to scream

He | eaped out of the alcove. The curtains caught at himand he felt he was being seized.

H s screanms rose to total vol une!

He was westling on the floor with the curtains!

Guards pounded in! Now he knew they were after him

Hi s screanms battered the walls and sliced down the passageways. They tore out the wi ndow and into
t he night.

Qut side, a noan rose from thousands of throats.

The canera crews went tense

The anbul ance started its notors.

Al arm gongs racketed in the courtyard!

A tense throng, in agony, watched the ponderous doors sw ng open

A stretcher crew raced in.

In the darkness of the courtyard, the nen in white were | oading sonething. One of themwas an
actor: he expertly tossed a blood bag under the sheet, observed by no one.

And then into the glaring gate lights, before the eyes of caneras, attended by the men in white,
the stretcher canme to view

Thousands groaned!

Peopl e shrieked in horror.

On it lay the sacrificial bride, sheet showing only part of her face.

AND DOWN FROM THE STRETCHER RAN A TORRENT OF BLOOD!

PANDEMONI UM

The crowd tried to charge.

Guards with flashing guns fired over their heads!

A platoon struggled to get the prison gates closed.

The stretcher was slid into the ambul ance. It took off with a roar

Madi son | ooked back through the rear wi ndows of the anbul ance.

VWHAT A RIOT!

AND ALL ON HOMVEVI EW FOR THE WHOLE OF THE CONFEDERACY

He sat down by the stretcher. He took Pratia Tayl Gis's hand and patted it. He was grinning from
ear to ear

"Ch, you did wonderfully," he said. "I amvery proud of you."

"Well, | certainly hope all this works," said the nost dedi cated nynphomani ac on Voltar. "I just
can't wait to get nmy hands on himagain. Did you know he is now ENORMOUS?"

"Ch, | think the rest of it will conme off snpothly," said Madi son

"This PRis great stuff!l"” said Pratia. "Were's it been?"
Chapter 5

The rest of Madison's caper was not long in follow ng.

On the very next afternoon, an incredul ous Lord Turn, already sorrier than sorry that he had said
yes to the marriage, |ooked at the Royal prison seneschal. "WHO?" said Lord Turn

"They're asking for permssion to land in the courtyard,"” said the seneschal. "It's an air

I i nobusi ne and the identoplate of the occupant says 'Queen Teenie.' They are saying that as the
occupant is Royal, they have a right to land."

"That nust be the Hostage Queen of Flisten," said Lord Turn. "But a hostage nonarch doesn't have
access to this place!"

"That's what | told them But they said royalty was royalty and that they have urgent business
with Your Lordship that will NOT wait."

"Well, it's a noot question," said Lord Turn. "Are those Honevi ew people still hanging around
out si de?"

"No, Your Lordship."

"Well, nobody will notice. It can't be anything very inportant. Probably wants sone retainer
|l ocked up and 1'Il have to tell her no, but | better do it in person or they' Il feel insulted.

Tell themthey can | and.”
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He got into a new robe and straightened up his desk

Very shortly, two heralds stepped in and halted. In unison, they said, "Her Majesty Queen Teeni e!
Al risel™

A silver pal anquin, covered, borne by two husky footnen in silver, was carried into the chanber.
"Kneel " said the heral ds.

Lord Turn, suffering, stepped to the side of his desk and knelt.

The footnmen set the pal anqui n down.

A bl ue-gl oved hand swept the front curtain of the palanquin aside. A young voice said, "Rise. You
may sit at your desk.”

Lord Turn was irritated. Hostage nonarchs had no business here. But he rose and seated hinself at
his desk. Then he | ooked into the curtained chair. She was sitting there, crown on head, scepter
in hand, robed in gold. Her eyes and nouth were very big but she was actually quite beautiful
Then he realized she was little nore than a child and he could not repress a fatherly snile. Wat
possi bl e trouble could a teen-age hostage nonarch cause? None that he coul d i magi ne.

"Well, what can | do for Your Mjesty?" he said, wondering if it would be protocol to offer her
sone candy.

"I't is not what you can do for us," said Teenie. "It is what we mght be able to do for you."
"Real | y?"

"Yes, really," said Teenie. "W are quite used to judges and courts and so on and we know how rmuch
trouble they can get into."

"About what?" said Turn, a trifle anused.

"Gis," said Teenie.

"GRIS?" cried Lord Turn. "OH, NO NOT MORE GRIS!'" He dropped his gray head into his hands
clutching his forehead.

"Yes, Gis," said Teenie. "He is the vilest, nopst underhanded, unprincipled villain alivel Before
| becane the Hostage Queen of Flisten, | was a novie queen on the planet Earth."

"Earth? What country?"

"Moviola. But it doesn't matter. This Gis, a terrible villain, was haul ed before nmy court there
and sentenced to life inprisonnment. He escaped. He is actually ny prisoner. It would save you a
great deal of enbarrassnent if you sinply turned himover to nme so he could finish his sentence."
"Ch, | couldn't do that. It's the wong venue. | think | know what planet you nean now. Blito-P3-
it's been in the news. It's not conquered yet. There are no treaties. And even if we were talking
about Flisten, it would be the same. There is no possible way under Heavens that | could turn Gis
over to you."

"No matter what?"

"Not even faintly possible."

"I't could save you a lot of enbarrassnent if you changed your nind."

Lord Turn sighed. "lI'msorry, but it's inpossible."”
"Ch, well," said Teenie, "It was a nice try. So | guess I'll have to spill it to you."
"My dear... | nmean Your Majesty, | would give half nmy head to get rid of Gis. But unfortunately

cannot. However," and he smled, "I can't possibly see how he could cause any nore trouble."
"I't's plain you don't know Gris," said Teenie. "He lies, he cheats, he steals. But this time he's
really done it. He has conmitted a crine right here in your own prison."

Lord Turn shook his head. "That's inpossible."

"You don't know Gris," said Teenie. "This time he has really done it. And that's why | thought |
could help. When | saw his picture on Honmeview, | said, "NO It can't be! But there he is! That's
Gis! He's done it AGAIN""

"My dear... WHAT has he done agai n?"

"The very same crime | sentenced himto life inprisonment for. Bl GAMY!"

Lord Turn's eyes went round with shock. Bigany was a capital crime on Voltar. "No, no, there nust
be sone nistake. You nust have the wong nman." He was pleading with hinself, please, not nore
trouble with Gis.

Teenie said, "If he confronted ne, you would know in a second that it is true."

"Ch, | hope there is sone mstake," said Lord Turn. Then hastily, "Look, Your Majesty, we can
settle this imediately. If you will consent to noving your palanquin into the courtroom | wll
have Gis brought down."

Teeni e nodded and they carried her chair out into the main courtroom They set it down in the
enpty hall before the witness seat and encl osure. Teenie shut her curtains.

There was quite a wait. But at last, a very manacled Gis was brought, closely escorted by six
armed guards

Gis had not known why they were fetching him The curtained chair nmeant nothing to him But when
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he saw that he was not being taken to an execution chanber, and it was probably just a matter of
some questions, sone of his norale returned. He sat down in the railed w tness box, trying to make
a good inmpression on Lord Turn who was now taking a seat on his judge's dais.

"Gris," said Turn, "have you ever been sentenced to life inprisonnent?"

"Al'l my crinmes are in ny confession, Your Lordship."

"Well, that may or may not be," said Lord Turn. "I've not read it. So please just answer
truthfully, were you ever tried and sentenced in a country called Mviol a?"

Gis had had a very hard night. But he knew that the last thing he rmust | ook was guilty about
anything. After all, his crimes had all been done because of Heller and he had explained that in
his confession. He forced an easy laugh. "That's ridiculous," he said.

"There is soneone here who says otherwi se," said Lord Turn and waved a hand at the cl osed

pal anqui n.

Gis managed a confident snile. "There isn't anyone on Voltar who could allege such a falsity.
And he | ooked easily at the curtains.

Suddenly, a blue-gl oved hand shot the covering aside.

TEEN E!

Gis went white.

He | eaped back

He hit the rail of the witness box and went right through it!

Wth a rip of splintering tinber he reached the Iimt of his shackles!

H's velocity was so great he parted chain Iinks!

He hit the wall!

He nadly tried to get through it!

Wth a shrieking, frantic nmoan, he realized he could not escape.

He fainted.

Lord Turn | ooked at the crunpled heap of severed chains, fallen plaster and Gris anmongst it, lying
t here unconsci ous, now, upon the floor. Lord Turn, in the saddest voice said, "Ch, no."

Lord Turn took a long breath and | ooked at Teenie. "Well, Your Mjesty,"” he said, "l guess that
settles it. | have no choice now but to bring Gis to trial for conmmtting a crinme in ny own
prison."

"I said it would be enbarrassing," said Teenie. "Pratia Tayl was the fourth tine he got married.
He's not guilty of just biganmy: it's QUADRI GAMY! "

Madi son, two hours later, was dancing with joy. His plan had worked perfectly. He had brought Gis
to trial. He would make sure the trial was public. WHAT HEADLI NES THAT WOULD MAKE! And Gis would
accuse Heller. Madison had it nade! He could see it now The greatest manhunt in the whole

uni verse! The Fleet, the Arny, everybody! Al after Heller! Headlines, headlines, HEADLI NES! What
ecst asy!

Ch, it was great to be a pure genius at PR

Chapter 6

On a lonely nmountaintop of Calabar and in the screaning wind, Jettero Heller stood, stung by the
hori zontally hurtling snow, half-blinded by the night, surrounded by thirty blastguns ready and
eager to bl ow him apart.

It had taken him nmany days and several different applications of conmand | ocation geonetry to find
t he headquarters of Prince Mrtiiy.

The voyage fromBlito-P3 had only taken five days. It had been quite uneventful. The trouble had
come when he had had to penetrate the Apparatus planetary net all tangled up with the beans and
def enses of the rebels.

Usi ng one identification or another, he had nmanaged to slip through and the Prince Caucal sia | ay
up there now, twenty mles above them invisible to all intents and purposes but, with her vita
passengers, a total loss if anything happened to him

He had come down here in a spacetrooper sled; he was chilled to the bone; his oxygen was al npst

gone and they were standing on what was a "hill" for Cal abar but which was nevertheless thirty
thousand feet. Gun flashes flickered on the distant horizon, a burning city was a patch of pink
snudge.

There was a dimy seen figure about fifty feet away, hidden by a rock

Through his face mask that also had an anplifier speaker, Heller called, "I will have to stand
closer to you to give you ny nessage." Thirty blastguns in the ring around himtw tched.

The anplified voice came from behind the rock, "You're close enough. | can't believe that the
great Jettero Heller, idol of the Fleet, wants to cone over to the rebels. I amvery well aware of
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what a conbat engineer can do. G ve ne your nessage fromthere."
"I don't even know if I'mtalking to Prince Murtiiy," Heller shouted above the shrieking w nd.
"l don't even know that you're Jettero Heller!"”

"I was introduced to you as a cadet aboard the warship Illusive twelve years ago," Heller shouted
back. "You were wearing slippers because your feet had gotten burned."
"Anybody could know that. |'ve net thousands of cadets."

"I have to see your face up close to knowit's really you!" shouted Heller. "The nessage, as |
have told you, is for your ears alone."

"That's how you got this far. Men, bind his hands behind himand take any weapons. Only Jettero
Hel l er woul d be crazy enough to try to penetrate these lines naking all this noise."

Two pressure-suited sol diers detached thensel ves fromthe ring and noved forward very gingerly.
They found no weapons and they tied his hands. They pushed himforward across the intervening gap
Heller found it hard walking: in addition to the wind, the 1.5 gravity of Cal abar nade him fee

i ke he weighed a ton.

He came to a place behind a rock. Alight hit himin the face. A hand pulled away his oxygen mask
and then let it drop back. "It looks like Jettero Heller all right," said a gruff voice.

"Turn the light on your own face," said Heller

"That's nerve. Don't you realize you're talking to a prince?"

"I"'mtalking to a rebel," said Heller, "and unless you listen to ne, you'll go right on being
one."

A barking laugh nmet this. "CGods-blast! Wat nerve!" Then the |ight was suddenly reversed and,
through the faceplate, Heller saw and recogni zed the craggy features and thick black beard of
Prince Mortiiy.

"All right," said Heller. "I give you my word | am not here to assassihate you or harmyou in any
way. Send these men back out of earshot. My nessage really is for your ears alone."

"Comets! | must be crazy. Al right, you nmen, draw back but keep weapons trained on him"

"I have a conplete repair crew, five ships com ng here. They'll arrive in a few weeks. | think you
need them"”

"I don't need anything. The people of this planet support nme: they're in a livid rage agai nst the
Apparatus. Furthernore, Apparatus units are pulling out and the Fleet and Arnmy are inactive. |'m

winning this war."

It was a shock to Heller. If the Apparatus was pulling out, they had only one destination: Earth.
Hel l er gl anced around him The others were now well out of earshot. He | eaned closer. "You'l

never win this war wi thout sonething |'ve brought you."

Mortiiy barked an anused | augh. "There isn't anything in the universe that you could bring that's
that inportant.”

Hel l er said, "I've brought your father."

"WHAT?"

"H's Majesty, ding the Lofty," said Heller

"Ch, well, if you really have him bring himin, bring himin so that | can execute him But, of
course, | don't believe you for an instant, as you couldn't possibly have him"

"Your Highness, | do assure you that | have him | also have the regalia and seal." And he quickly

sketched the turn of fate which had brought the Enperor into his hands.

"Then actually he's running fromHi sst!" said Mrtiiy. "WIIl he cancel ny rebel status?"
"He's unconscious. "

"Then he can't declare ne his successor."”

"Not until he gains consciousness."

"WAit a minute," said Murtiiy. "This is dangerous! If Hi sst knows he is here, he will launch al
his troops against us! If it gets out that you ki dnapped him the
Fleet and Army will join in. This is EXPLOSIVE! They'd sl aughter us!"

"Are there no advantages to having hinP" said Heller.

"Does the G C. know he is gone?"

"I came here past Voltar. There's no trace of it in the news. Al they're tal king about is a man
naned Gris that | thought was dead."

"Then Hisst is playing this quiet."

"I think so" said Heller.

Mortiiy | eaned back against a rock. The w nd screaned above them Finally, he said, "It has just
come to me with a shock what nust have happened to nmy brothers and ot her successors to the throne.
It might not have been nmy father. It could have been Hisst. Heller, do you suppose that man has
the incredible effrontery to try to proclaimhinself Enperor?”

"He is calling himself a dictator. Enperor is just one step away."
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"Well, he can't do it," said Mrrtiiy. "The GC. and the Lords of the |and have to have positive
evi dence, a body and the regalia, in order to declare the throne vacant and appoi nt a successor
If you have the body and the regalia, he has to recover them Gods-blast it, Heller, all you' ve
brought nme is a total assault! Wether he does or does not say you have the Enperor, he won't |et
anything stand in his way to recovering what you have. You are A LIVING BOWB!"

Hel  er woul d have spoken but Mrtiiy silenced himwith his hand. "I"'mtrying to think my way
through this. Is there any chance ny father will recover consciousness |ong enough to cancel the
procl amation that made nme a rebel and reinstate me as his successor?"

"That is in the lap of the Gods."

"Heller, if he did or didn't announce it, you're sitting on a shell that is about to expl ode. |
know you have a good reputation but sonebody could stir things up to try to find you and Hi sst
woul d have the body and regalia. Wth those, he could make hinself Enperor.... Oh, | alnpbst wi sh
you' d gone sonepl ace el se!"

"Your Hi ghness, how nuch assault can you w thstand here on Cal abar ?"

"There's two billion population left. The rest have been slaughtered. Mst of the cities are
rubble. | frankly don't know "

"I got an estimate,"” said Heller, "while | was |ooking for you. This war has gone on for five
years so you have not done too badly. | think you could stand off the full force of the Apparatus.

The rivers are so wide, the mountains so high...."

"We couldn't stand off the Apparatus PLUS the Fleet and the Arny."

"How about a ganbl e?" said Heller. "How about ganbling that your father will regain consciousness
in a fewnonths and let's ganble again that he will cancel your rebel status and procl ai myou
successor. And then ganble that the Fleet and Arny stay out of it. And then ganble that we put up
such a ferocious defense that we cripple the Apparatus.”

Mortiiy shook his head. "Please don't use that word 'ganble' again! You' re painting the thinnest
forlorn hope | ever heard of!"

"I"mnot through, Your Hi ghness. Then suppose we secretly tell H sst that the Enperor is here."
"WHAT?"

"He will know then that we aren't going to nake a public announcenent.”

"W can't anyway! I'mnot in line for the throne anynore. It would not do us any good to announce
it publicly. It would bring the whol e pack down on us! No, the only thing that would save this is
for my father to wake up and proclaimH sst a traitor by Royal proclamation."”

"One other possibility. | informH sst secretly that that is exactly what will happen if he brings
the Fleet and Arny into this war."

"He'd read it as a declaration that the Enperor was dead or incapacitated.”

"But he wouldn't be sure.”

"Royal O ficer Heller, you are insane!"

"That may or may not be," said Heller, "but | can hazard that such a message would drive Hi sst
close to or over the border into insanity. You were an acconplished Fleet officer, Your Hi ghness.
You are aware of the principle that unstabilizing eneny command can often get himto do sonething
rash, foolhardy or do nothing at all."

"Don't lecture ne on strategy and tactics, Oficer Heller. | was fighting battles when you weren't
even weaned. There is another principle and that is, when an opportunity presents itself and one
does nothing, one is alnost certain to lose. Yours is the craziest battle plan | ever heard of. |

will adopt it. Go bring ny father. | give you ny word I will not kill him W wll put himin a
nice, safe cave. You can put the rest of the plan into effect. He may, as you say, recover. Unti
then, we live on hope. You are crazy, Oficer Heller. | like you. MENl UNTIE H S HANDS! "

Chapter 7

It was dusk and it was raining. Shining rivulets of water ran fromthe seni dead spaceships of
Ener gency Fl eet Reserve.

As the tug Prince Caucalsia came to silent rest on its tail, Commander Crup and old Atty stared
nervously as Jettero Heller, not waiting for a | adder, slid down fromthe airlock on a safety
I'ine.

"My Gods, Jet!" Conmander Crup whi spered, "you've got no business here. There's a general warrant
out for your arrest!"

"Hel | o, Conmander! Hello, Atty!" said Heller in a |oud voice.

"Sh, sh, sh!" they both said in chorus.

"What are you shushing about?" said Heller. "I can't hear you in this rain!"

"Arrest!" said Crup. "Lonbar Hi sst has had his agents tearing Voltar apart trying to find where
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you are!”
"Look," said Heller, again in a loud voice, "if a Fleet officer can't land at a Fl eet base w t hout
worryi ng about 'drunks,’ | don't know what the Confederacy is comng to."

"It's coming to Hell Eight very rapidly," said Crup. "Hisst is calling hinself a dictator and the
Apparatus is in charge of everything."

"Not in charge of ne," said Heller. "Loan ne a fast aircar and, Atty, get this ship full of food
and things.

Particularly lots of Food. Put it on the Exterior Division account | gave you last tine."

"He's crazy," said Crup

"Couldn't agree nore," said Heller

An hour later, the old gray-haired enlisted man who served as clerk at the Fleet Oficer's Cub
was taking advantage of a rainy night to try to balance his accounts. He heard a sound at the
counter, he | ooked up and saw soneone in a streaning raincloak standing there. He went over
"Could I have nmy room key?"

The old clerk stared. He went white. "Good CGods!" he whispered. "There's a general warrant out for
your arrest! Agents have been here three tinmes in the past week checking to see if..."

"First things first," said Heller. "My key! And then send sonme hot tup and sweethbuns to ny room
Did you know it's wet out there?"

"Jet, you're crazy!"

"Always was. Can't take tine to reformnow. Tell Bis of Fleet Intelligence to come up if he's
around and has a noment."

Ten mnutes later, a stunned Bis entered Heller's posh suite. He heard Heller in the shower and
went to the door.

"Jet!" said Bis in a stage whisper, "there's a general warrant out for your arrest!"”

"Speak up!" said Heller in a loud voice. "Hand me that bottle of soap, would you?"

"Ch, Jet, you're crazy!"

"Seens to be a universal opinion. How you been? Wnning any bullet ball ganmes |ately?"

"Ch, Jet, you're hopel ess.”

"Maybe, but not quite. He who hath no hope is not long in the spaceways. Hand ne a towel, would

you?"

Hell er, towel wrapped around him was soon sitting in a living roomchair, drinking hot tup
Bis declined a canister. "I don't think you realize how serious all this is," he said, perched
nervously on the edge of a couch

"Ch, | do," said Heller. "Going out inrain like this could make even the strongest nen catch
cold."

"Jet! The Apparatus is all over the place! They want your blood! And they're a (bl eeped)

bl oodthirsty lot!"

"I'mglad you brought that up," said Heller. "Renmenber that fellow Gis | tried to deliver to the
Royal prison?"

"1 know. The papers are screaning about him?"

"Well, listen," said Heller. "Conming in, | heard a news bulletin that he was being brought to
trial. Apparently he's even going to have sone attorneys defending him Do you recall those boxes
of papers | sent you?"

"The Gris blackmail file on the Apparatus?"

"Right. I want you to hand those over to his attorneys."

"WHAT?" Bis stared at him "But they' d use those to try to get himoff."

"Possibly. But it sure would upset a | ot of people in the Apparatus.”

Suddenly Bis barked a | augh. "You know, | think it would. I'Il do it. But listen, Jet, you've got
to get out of here. They have this place watched."

"Ch, I'mleaving very shortly," said Heller. "Just as soon as you get ne a nustard-col ored
Apparatus officer's uniformand an Apparatus airbus."

"WHAT?"

"Don't tell nme Fleet Intelligence hasn't collected some to use in espionage on anot her service."
Bis held his face in his hands. "Now | know why a conbat engi neer has such short |ife expectancy.
What are you going to do?"

"The | ess you know about that, the I ess you can tell the torturers. Get nme a false identoplate
along with it. You' ve got lots of time. Shall we say fifteen minutes at the back door?"

Bis stared at hi m nunbly.

Two hours later, Heller |anded the Apparatus-nmarked airbus on the |landing target at Canp Kill. The
rain had not reached over the nountains into the Great Desert but the airbus bore signs of it: it
was suspiciously clean for an Apparatus vehicle.
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The guard officer came into the glaring target lights. He | ooked at the snudgy identoplate that
said "Captain Fal."

"l won't be here long," said Heller. "lI've cone to pay a ganbling debt to Captain Snelz."
"Pickings in town nust be good lately," said the guard officer

"Coul dn't be better," said Heller

"Thanks for the tip that he'll have noney. He's in those dugouts back under the hill."

Hel  er got out. He was wearing big sand goggles. He wal ked at a leisurely pace through the dusty,
cluttered canp.

A sentry stood outside a dugout door. Before he could challenge, Heller yelled, "Hey, Snelz, you
got any thudder dice for sale?"

There was an instant flurry inside. Then a white face, just a blur in the night, peered out of the
| ow dug- out entrance.

Hel l er wal ked bol dly past the sentry and entered.

In a hoarse whisper, Snelz said, "My Gods, Jet! Don't you know there's a general warrant out for
your arrest?"

"You know," said Heller, in a loud voice, "if people keep telling ne, sooner or later I'Il believe
it."

Snel z shuddered. He turned and nade a gesture at a prostitute who |ay naked on a far bunk. She
grabbed her clothes and scuttled out.

Snel z was tucking his shirt in his pants and trying to drop the door curtain at the same tine.
"Heller," he said, "you're crazy."

"No, I'mthirsty."

Snel z, both his shirt collar and his hair standing up, tried to find sonething that hadn't been
enptied in the debris on the table and, after upsetting several bottles and canisters, got sone
spar kl ewat er poured. Heller sat down and sipped it.

The ex-Fleet marine sat nervously across fromhim "Jet, there's a whisper out that Hi sst will pay
a hundred thousand credits cash for clues as to where you are.”

"Cheap," said Heller. "The man al ways was cheap.”

"Why are you HERE of all places?"

Hel l er reached into his Apparatus tunic and pulled out an envelope. He laid it before Snel z.
"This," he said, "has got to be delivered to Lonbar Hisst."

"I haven't got access to him" said Snelz. "I'monly a captain.”

"Well, | wouldn't think it would be healthy to give it to him" said Heller. "If he received it
and those seals were disturbed, nmy guess is that he would very |likely execute the bearer just to
be sure his nmouth stayed shut.”

Snel z | ooked at the outer cover. It said:

TO LOVBAR HI SST
FROM JETTERO HELLER
Private. Personal. Secret.

Snel z' s hand began to shake. "This could get ne killed just looking at it! Heart failure!"
Heller laid down a five-hundred-credit note. "Just so you don't feel too bad being deprived of
t hat hundred thousand."

Snel z was shocked. "I wouldn't ever turn you in. You're ny friend! You don't have to pay ne
anything either!"
"Well, | told the Ianding guard officer | was here to pay a ganbling debt, so he'll be on to you

for drinks, so | don't want this to cost you anything personally. Now think, do you know of a way
to get this into Hisst's hand?”

Snel z thought about it. Then he suddenly sniled brightly. "Yes, | think | can do that. And wi thout
a hitch."

"I't's very inportant that he get it. No slips."

"No slips," said Snel z.

"CGood," said Heller. "That conpletes ny business. Wuld you like to indulge in a few passes with
t he di ce?"

"Ch, Jet, please to the Gods, get out of here. You have both our bodies hal fway down into that
chasmright this mnute. Don't you realize that Hi sst cones to the tower office up there al nost
every day? He might be in this canp right now"

"Then it will be very easy to get the nessage to him won't it?" said Heller. "Well, you seemto
have | ost your ganmbling fever, so | guess I'Il run along. 1'll stop by the canteen...."
"Jet," said Snelz in a tight and urgent voice, "you get... get out of here. Honest, ny heart won't
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start again until you've left this canp!"

"The day you're that scared, Snelz," |aughed Heller, "that will be the day. Cone on and walk with
me to the canteen.”

Snel z convul sively was clinbing into his uniformtunic.

Firmy but carefully |ooking very casual, he wal ked Hel |l er straight back to the | anding target
area and got himinto his airbus.

Hel l er took off.

Two hours later, at Emergency Fleet Reserve, Heller conplinmented old Atty for restocking the tug,
shook hands with a worried Conmander Crup and, exhibiting the ship identoplate of the cruiser
Happy Return, was spaceward ho for Cal abar

Chapter 8

One cannot hel p but wonder, dear reader, what the course of history m ght have been if Captain
Snel z had not thought of the man he did when asked to design a way to get the nmessage into
Lonmbar's hands. If he had only told Heller the nane that had popped into his mnd, the fate of
Earth might well have been quite different.

For the man Snel z had t hought of was J. Walter Madi son

As he stood on the |landing target watching Heller's airbus | eave, Snelz was putting through his

m nd exactly how to do this.

Lately Lombar Hisst had been coming to Spiteos al nost every day for a brief period, usually in the
nor ni ng. He was doi ng somet hing strange down in the storeroons with that weird powder. Snelz

hi nsel f had escorted in several truckloads of strange things marked Lactose, Epsom Salts, Quinine,
Baki ng Powder, Photo Devel oper, Insecticide and Strychnine. Hi sst had several technicians who
woul d take sonet hing call ed anphetanine out of its original capsules, nmx the powder with these
other things and then, using new capsul es, expand the original batch enornously. According to one
of the technicians, Hi sst seened to take a ot of pleasure in this strange exercise: he called it
"cutting" and seenmed to think nobody else could do it as expertly as he.

And Snel z had noted that the Earthman Madi son was never kept informed as to where he could find

Hi sst: that was no real nystery, as Hisst always had the idea that anywhere he went, an assassin
woul d be waiting for him So, at odd tines of the day or night, Madison would show up at Spiteos.
It had beconme so well known now that Madison was a close creature of Hisst that Madison could cone
and go as he pleased. The very distinctive Model 99 with its four flying angels was never even
chal l enged in the air. Once | anded, Madi son had carte blanche. He needed no escort, he didn't even
show his plate, he sinply trotted over to the zi pbuses, went through the tunnel, up the el evator
and into the north tower. Oten, nowadays, there weren't even clerks up there.

Knowi ng Madi son for a fake and no friend of Heller's, Snelz selected himfor a nmessenger whose
message, it seenmed, could end in sonebody's death.

Accordingly Snel z, despite the hour, paraded his conpany. He went down the line, |ooking very
closely at his nen. Suddenly he stopped and pointed his baton.

"You there. You have just volunteered. Lieutenant, disniss everyone but this man and Tinyjo."
Snel z took the two nen aside. Timyjo was the conpany's best thief. "Tinmyjo, go into town and get
an expensive suit of gray shinmercloth and all those conservative things that go with it. The
stores at this hour should be easy to rob. Make sure they fit this man. Be back before dawn."
Snel z whil ed away the time by buying the guard officer some drinks and shooting a little dice. He
even had an hour for a nap

Tinmyjo returned laden. In his dugout, Snelz dressed the volunteer. He stepped back admiringly.
Sane hei ght, same build, sane hair coloring. To all intents and purposes, unless one knew him
wel |, one was | ooking at Madi son.

Not to take any chances, Snelz put a pair of sand goggles on him a thing he had |ately seen

Madi son wear.

He gave the fellow the envel ope. He said, "Now, don't talk to anybody. Just get on a zipbus, go up
in the elevator, walk through the clerk's room enter the office of Lonmbar Hi sst and lay this
squarely in the mddl e of his desk. Then wal k out and cone back here."

"And if | don't?"

"Then we throw you in the chasm and forget about it."

It was well after dawn. A sleepy canp was recovering from hangovers.

The volunteer, feeling very nervous, pleaded at least for a canister of tup. Then, fortified, he
wal ked out, got on a zipbus, got off, got in the elevator, went up to tower level and entered the
clerk's outer room He froze. The old crimnal chief clerk was sitting there, back to the door
Wth no choice but the chasmif he did and the chasmif he didn't, the volunteer wal ked bol dly
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across the room

The old chief clerk glanced up. "He isn't here,” he nmuttered and went back to his work.

The vol unteer pretended he had not heard. He wal ked to Hisst's office door and went in. The place
i npressed hi mvery unfavorably: one whole wall was glass, a throne chair that |ooked Iike tonb-

| oot was behind the desk. But the volunteer wasted no tine.

He took the envel ope out of his coat. He laid it on the desk and propped it up with a stinger
Anybody who sat down would be hit with the address.

The vol unt eer wal ked out.

The chief clerk nuttered, "I told you he wasn't here."

The volunteer got into the hall

Meanwhi | e Snel z was experienci ng shock and heart failure. The volunteer had no nore than gotten on
the zi pbus when the feeling of being smart and clever turned, in Snelz, to horror

THE MODEL 99 LANDED

In a state of acute paral ysis he watched Madi son get out, wal k through the dust to the barricade
before the zip-bus. Snelz didn't dare breathe. Wuld the officer on duty notice he was | ogging
Madi son in TW CE?

Action was the answer to everything with Snelz. He drew a hand blastgun, fired at the top of a
pol e and shattered the light. He ducked.

As gl ass showered down, the guards raced for cover. Madison put into action his own method of
escape. He swung aboard a zi pbus quickly and | ooked back as it sped away into the tunnel

Not daring to think what woul d happen when Madi son ran into "Madison" in the elevator or hall, he
did sonmething he al nbst never did: he prayed.

The volunteer, nmeanwhile, was waiting in the hall for an elevator shaft to signal it was clear
Sonebody was comi ng up!

Not wanting anything like a confrontation, possibly even with Lonbar, the volunteer |ooked hastily
around. There was a big box of fresh conmputer paper in the hall. It was only four feet high but he
qui ckly dived behind it. Peering out, he was horrified to see the real Madison step out of the
shaft!

The instant the hall was clear, the volunteer dived headfirst into the shaft to get out of there
The real Madison wal ked into the clerk's office

"What' d you do?" the chief clerk said, after an indifferent glance. "Forget sonething?"

Madi son wal ked on into Lonbar's office, saying, "I'Il wait."

He had the newest clippings fromthe press. They gave a |l ot of juicy speeches about H sst wanting
| aw and order and ragi ng about anyone trying to defame the honor of Apparatus officers, and he
knew t hese shots of his angry face would delight Lonbar no end. He wanted to nake a nice display
of them on the desk.

A stinger was propping up a big envel ope and he accidentally knocked it down. He set it up once
nore. But it was in the way of his clipping spread. He decided it should be put further back. He
took hold of it once nmore and noved the stinger and, then, with a double take, suddenly registered
what was in his hand.

He stared, stunned.

TO LOVBAR HI SST
FROM JETTERO HELLER
Private. Personal. Secret.

How had that gotten there?

It was still seal ed.

Lonbar hadn't seen it yet.

Not know ng anything about Heller's adnonition to Snelz that Lonbar woul d have the nessenger
killed, particularly if the seals were broken, Mdison quivered with greed to know.

What was this? Some secret communication |ine?

And as it was fromthe only reason he was doing all he was doing, he could hardly resist.

He broke the seals.

It was all quiet in the outer office.

Madi son swiftly read:

Hi sst,

G eetings and salutations and all that son of thing, none of them sincere:
You have known for some tinme the conpany |'ve been enjoying as | left you the present of ny baton
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As you know for you keep saying so on HomeviewH s Majesty is suffering froman indisposition, and
we really do not want to trouble himw th such a small matter as signing and sealing a Roya

procl amati on declaring you a traitor and a nenace to the state.

However, we can prom se you that in the event you seek to use the Army or the Fleet in attacking
Cal abar, the proclamation will be issued and that will be the end of Hisst. So ny advice to you is
sinply to fly into a few rages, shoot some of your own staff and let nature take its course.

Hopi ng not to have the
pl easure of seeing you
hangi ng on the gal |l ows,

Jettero Hell er

Madi son read it again. Suddenly everything began to click together. Tine after tinme he had told

Hi sst that all he had to do was get a Royal proclamation about this thing or that: Hisst every
time had | ooked extrenely cagey!

Madi son abruptly under st ood.

There was no Enperor back of that Palace City door Hi sst guarded and saw guarded so carefully!
Jettero Heller had ki dnapped the Enperor!

So THAT was what this was all about!

Madi son gl anced around. He did not think that he was in any way observed.

This was not a conmunication line. It was a first tine.

Ri sks were the very thing his profession was nmade of. Madi son put the envel ope and despatch in his
own briefcase. He left no trace of it on the desk

He arranged his PR display of clippings. He went into the clerk's office. He said, "Have there
been any urgent nessages for Hisst?"

The ol d clerk shook his head.

A surge of elation coursed through Madi son. Wat an outlaw Heller had sonmehow, unbeknownst to
anyone, slipped into this office, maybe fromthe roof, and had | eft Hi sst this envel ope.

Looki ng very calm Madi son sat down at the consol e of the conputer and, as though to pass the
tinme, began to extract bits of information he might find handy, such as the strength of forces on
the pl anet Cal abar. Then he began to tally up the enornmous nunbers available in the Arny and the
Fl eet .

Cbviously, fromthe nmessage, Heller didn't want these people after him Mdison was trying to work
out how he could acconplish just that.

Oh, what headlines all this would eventually nake!

Not right now, of course, but |ater when he had his canpaign all worked out and perfect.

If he had had any slightest doubt before, that he would nake his goal, he had none now. He woul d,
for sure, return to Earth in glory-if, of course, there was anything left of it.

H sst cane in an hour |ater. Madison walked with the man into his office. Hi sst was very pleased
with the press.

"Things are going well," said Hisst.

"Yes, we'll have you Enperor in no tine," said Madison

HE DI D NOT SAY ONE SI NGLE WORD ABOUT THE HELLER DESPATCH

Snel z, when the vol unteer, sneaking past the barricade, had returned, sighed with relief.

He saw Hisst arrive and go up to the tower.

Nei t her the chief nor the real Madison cane out.

He could only assune that the nessage had been delivered.

For a second tinme, a nessage which would have forestalled an invasion of Earth had been stopped en
route.

And not only that, this one had fallen into the hands of a man to whomit gave total power: J.

Wal ter Madi son, who could use it in any villainous way he chose and at a nonent when he consi dered
it would be the npst advantageous in a headline

KNOW.EDGE WAS PONER! And Madi son now knew that he was the only one on Voltar with the vital

pivotal information that the Enperor was on Cal abar and Hell er was hol ding hima captive!

WHAT A STORY

But not for now. No, no, not for now This one had to be built up to with the biggest BANG this
uni verse had ever heard!

As he returned to Joy City, the glee in Madison threatened to bubble out and expl ode!

The fate of two enpires was truly up for grabs! And J. Warbler Madman was the one who woul d do the
t ossi ng!
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PART El GHTY- ONE
Chapter 1

The first toss by Madi son cane the nonment Soltan Gris took the stand in the crowded courtroom
Lord Turn had bowed to the pleas of his own guard captains, the newssheets and the Donestic
Police, who all prom sed they could not prevent riots unless the people were kept inforned, mnute
to mnute, on the progress of the proceedings. They pointed out there were no | aws or regul ations
which forbade it: it was sinply a new idea. Lord Turn, against his better judgnent, had agreed to
a public trial

Madi son, who was behind it, could not have asked for nore.

The bi ggest courtroom of the old castle was jamred fromthe dais to the entrance doors. Even the
buttresses had stages clinging to them The gray stone | ooked down upon six thousand people
cramed in where only four thousand should have been. The high windows let in shafts of dusty
sunl i ght.

The Honeview crews were in ecstasy. They had never been pernitted in a courtroom before and they
kept racing about janmm ng caneras into people's faces, hitting nouths with mcrophones, telling
people to ook this way and that, colliding all the while with press photographers and stunbling
over reporters.

Lord Turn, in vain, was banging his mace of office on the dais gong. He was nearly in despair:
this whol e thing was being seen all over Voltar and, on delay, throughout the entire Confederacy.
He was certain people were bound to get the inpression that he ran a very disorderly court. He

wi shed to bl azes those refreshment vendors would stop hawking their wares at the tops of their

Voi ces.

Only when his chief clerk brought himan el ectroni c negaphone did hope revive in himthat he woul d
be heard. He pointed it at the gong and struck a trenendous bl ow with his nace. The result was ear-
shattering.

"The court is in session!" Lord Turn roared. "If the prisoner Soltan Giis will take the stand, |
can read himthe charges!”

I nstant hush.

Soltan Gis, nmanacled, was sitting on a bench surrounded by the three attorneys that the Wdow
Tayl (Ms. Gis) had provided him Gis had thought he would be dressed in a CGeneral Services
officer's gray.

I nstead, he was appearing in the black uniform of an Apparatus Death Battalion col onel. He had
protested but his attorneys had said he had no choice. He even had to put on the scarlet gloves.
Soltan Gris was scared: in addition to everything el se, he had stage fright.

The three attorneys were trying to | ook reassuring. They were old nmen; two of them had been
Donestic Police judges and the third a Lord's executioner. Gis did not trust them But it had
been explained to himthat this was the closest anyone could get to a crimnal defense attorney on
Vol tar, and al though he had to accept them he still did not believe they were on his side: the
expl anati on had been done by Madi son

His evident refusal to walk toward the railed stand began to elicit a stormof animal sounds from
the assenbl ed, and his attorneys gave hima forward shove and two sergeants grabbed him Wth a
clank and clatter of manacles, Gis was propelled to the raised rail chair: its door was opened
and he was slammed into it, the instant center of all eyes. Yells of hate bonbarded himlike
nmssiles; a shaft of dirty sunlight froma high, round wi ndow blinded him Gis was confused.

Lord Turn, again using the | oudspeaker held to the gong, banged for silence. He hitched his
scarl et robe around himand | eaned fromhis massive chair toward Gis.

"You are Soltan Gis," said Lord Turn, "officer of the Coordinated Information Apparatus. Verify
if correct.”

Gis swallowed hard and nodded.

Turn had every hope of getting this over fast. "You are accused," said Turn, "of false and

fel oni ous bigany commtted in this prison. You may nmake any statement you care to before you are
sent enced. "

Gis drew a long, shuddering breath. The crime carried the death penalty. He couldn't possibly see
how he could get out of it. He had not seen Teenie in the court but he suspected she woul d have
papers showi ng earlier marriages and woul d have given themto the judge. It |ooked |ike he was a
goner for sure.

When he didn't answer at once, the aninmal sounds started up again. The spectators had had al

their weapons renoved by guards but that didn't include spent chank-pops and sweetsticks. A few
m ssiles cane his way. He gathered the idea that he was not popular. H's nmind was confused.
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Lord Turn hit the gong again to bring order. It was |like a shock to Gris. Suddenly, |NSPI RATI ON!
He woul d say what Madi son had told himto say.

Gis shouted, "I accuse Jettero Heller! He is the cause of any crinmes!"”

What ever the vast audi ence had expected to hear, it had not been that. Abruptly, one could have
heard a dust note fall

Lord Turn sat up straight and blinked. Then he said, "Just a nminute. Jettero Heller is a Roya
officer. You were HI' S prisoner in this jail. But this is NOT the trial we're trying. You are being
charged with fal se and felonious marriage committed within these very walls."

Gis took heart. He hadn't been sentenced yet. H s attorneys were all nodding at him He shouted,
"I still accuse Heller!"

A buzz of confusion went through the room

Lord Turn said, in an incredul ous voice, "You accuse him of causing you to conmt bigany?"

Gis glanced toward his attorneys. They were all nodding at him Madi son, on the bench behind
them was grinning. Gis said, "Absolutely. He refused to follow orders. He went absolutely wild.
Jettero Heller put me in a position where all | could do to defend nyself was to get married
again."

The buzz in the roomrose in volunme: it was beconing a roar of confusion

Lord Turn hit the gong again. "Clerk," he said to his scribe at a | ower desk, "this prisoner is
being willfully digressive. Strike those remarks fromthe record."

But Madi son's grin wi dened. They m ght get struck on the record but they had been carried by
Honevi ew all over Voltar and would be all over the Confederacy.

The el dest Gris attorney, one of the two ex-Donestic Police judges, rose and demanded attention
"Your

Lordship," he said to Turn, "we accept the charge of biganmy in your prison but will seek to prove
it was totally justified."

"WHAT?" cried Turn.

The old attorney said, "To clarify the point, we will have to produce a great nmany w tnesses. They
will attest to various crines and situations that give the background nature of this charge and
when we cone to the end of this trial, | amsure you will agree that the extenuating circunstances
are so great that you will be bound to find our client innocent."

Lord Turn roared, "Don't presune to tell ne what ny findings will be!" Then he saw t he Honevi ew
canmeras on him He must not appear unreasonable or prejudiced. "However," he said with a groan
"produce your witnesses and we will get on with this."

Madi son's spirits soared into Heaven Nunber Seven. It was exactly what he had pl anned and hoped
for. He had brought off a PR man's dream He alnost chortled aloud with delight. Mles and niles
of headlines stretched before himlike a roaring river of the blackest ink

And all for Heller!

Chapter 2

A trial which, by Voltar standards, should have taken ten m nutes was, artfully, due to Madison's
careful coaching, being dragged out Earth-style for days and weeks and, he hoped, nonths.

And it gave headlines every day and provi ded hours of Honevi ew

The two ol d Donestic Police judges, in their century on the bench, had seen and judged over every
stall and circum ocution that prisoners by tens of thousands had ever dreamed up-and those
prisoners had lots of tine before trial to think. The old Lord' s executioner had heard every plea
and dodge that terrorized victinms and angui shed fam lies had ever strained their brains to put
forth. Many had worked and they used themall for Gis.

The basic pattern of defense, however, was always nore or |ess the sane.

Wtnesses, called by Gris's attorneys, would take the stand. Each woul d detail and produce

i ncontrovertible, horrifying evidence of a Gis crine. Al though many of these crinmes had al ready
appeared i n newspapers before the trial, here they were exhibited and reenacted and dwelt on for
hours and hours, each one, until not the nbst sordid, vicious detail was left to the imagination.
W ecks were found and haul ed in. Bodies were even exhumed and filled the courtroomw th their

st ench.

Gis was becom ng nore confident, even cockier, in the Iinelight. Wen, after a day or two or even
three was spent upon a crinme, he would again be put upon the stand, he would confess that the

evi dence was true, that he had done it and that as an Apparatus officer he pleaded guilty to it
BUT he would qualify the statenent by declaring each tine, "JETTERO HELLER MADE ME DO IT. I T WAS
ALL BECAUSE OF HM "

Headl i nes, headlines, headlines, hours and hours of Honeview Day after day. Wek after week. The
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public outrage against this Apparatus officer was growing to such a pitch that Lord Turn borrowed
tanks and stationed themin front of every gate. Not only was the courtroom janmred each day but
the whole hill on which the castle stood was a constant jam of spectators. Every Homevi ew set on
Vol tar was playing to crowds.

Several tines Lord Turn addressed the Gris attorneys. "How in the nane of anything holy is this
conti nuous bl ackeni ng of your client ever going to get himoff?"

The attorneys calmy ignored Turn's bafflement. They just continued to produce nore crines. Gis
continued to plead guilty to them Gis continued to assert that Heller had nade himdo them And
so the show went on.

The Fl eet was becom ng absolutely livid. These accusations by a "drunk," sitting there and
grinning now in his black Apparatus colonel's uniform continually accusing a Royal officer of the
Fl eet-and of all people, Jettero Heller-and never explaining for a nonent how or why he had nade
Gis do it was getting to be a lot nore than the Fleet could take

The court was only running nornings, and one afternoon Madi son received an urgent summons from
Lorn-bar Hisst to cone at once to the Apparatus plaza in Government City.

He flew in but was diverted by an Apparatus patrol to an entrance through the cliff below Even
so, he had a glinpse of the plaza: it was packed with Fleet staff cars bearing admrals' pennants.
Lonmbar Hi sst was in a dungeon roomunder his office. He nmet Madi son the instant the PR nman stepped
out of the airbus.

"You've got to help nme," said the agitated Hi sst. "There's a deputation up there. The nost senior
officers of the Fleet. The Fl eet outnunbers the Apparatus ten to one, even nore. They're very
angry about what Gis is saying! Wiat if they nmutiny?"

"Now listen," said Madison, in a calm reassuring voice, "this is just a problemin PR and we are
bei ng very successful. The basics are Coverage, Controversy and Confidence. W surely have
Coverage: every paper is giving us front page every day and the Honevi ew exposure is terrific.
This deputation is vital Controversy. W could not possibly do without it. Now all we have to add
i s maxi mum Confi dence. "

"That's what's getting shaky," said Lonbar. "M ne."

"Ch, no, no," said Madison, "this is all part of the plan. This is a heaven-sent opportunity for

i mge building. You can raise public confidence to the stars with it! This is just another great
chance to be a STRONG MAN! Sonebody not to be trifled with! Now give me one of those presigned

bl anks we got fromthe Grand Council. I'll send for ny canera crew. You just let those adnmirals
cool their heels while | set this up.”

Lombar, nuch reassured, did as he was told.

An hour later, in his cave of an office, before the canmeras of Madison's crew, he stood tall in
his red uniformand glared at the deputation in powder bl ue.

In a roaring voice, into the incredul ous faces of senior Fleet officers he had not even invited to
sit, Lonbar Hisst, using the Madison prepared speech, stormed, "You are here to conplain about the

statements of the prisoner Gis. | shall have you know that he is not representative of the
Appar atus. Apparatus officers are honest and upright nmen, beyond reproach. That is nore than | can
say for officers of the Fleet. You have dared to question what |, the Dictator of Voltar, have

ordered. Therefore, know all, by order of the Grand Council and signed by the Lord of the Fleet,
its menber, the following regulations are in effect at once:

"A) No officer or personnel of the Fleet may nention the nane of Jettero Heller

"B) No officer or personnel of the Fleet may speak ill of the Apparatus.
"C) No officer or personnel of the Fleet may conplain about nyself, Lonbar Hisst, in any way, or
question any order that | issue, no matter how or where.

"D) Fleet officers nmust salute any officer or personnel of the Apparatus.
"E) Any offender against these regulations shall be docked a year's pay.
"The deputation before ne is disnmssed. Get out of here at once!"

A senior, gray-haired adniral, the whole front of his uniformgold with decorations, stepped
forward. "Hisst, | can see fromhere that the order you hold in your hand bears no Royal seal. It
cannot therefore be enforced, as it has no validity."

Hi sst drew hinself up like a red thunderstorm The canmeras were rolling. "You, sir, have just
violated Section C of this issue twice. You have questioned an order | gave and the deputation
whi ch canme to ne so inpudently has not left! Therefore," and he reached down to his desk for

anot her order Madi son had just typed in case, "the entire Fleet is restricted to its ships and
bases and this order calls upon the Arny to enforce it. Now salute and LEAVE!"

They did not salute. They left.
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The canera crew went out to show themgetting into the airbuses.

Lombar was ecstatic. "They obeyed!" he said to Madison. "Did you see their faces? Al nost purple!
But they are cowed! Wiy, | suddenly realize | can use themto relieve the Apparatus on Cal abar and
begin to organi ze the invasion of Blito-P3 in earnest!"

"Ch, yes, indeed," said Madison. "Today you've taken a giant step forward to assum ng total power
and the Crown."

"I certainly have," said Lonmbar, expanding. "Wen we capture Rockecenter and put hi mback on his
throne there, I'"'mgoing to have to tell himwhat a truly magnificent aide you are."

Madi son gri nned.

This was creamon top of cream

Yes, his honmecom ng woul d be gl ori ous.

He just had to make sure that he had finished his job with Heller

Chapter 3

Madi son felt nowthat it was tinme to advance his programa notch. According to his notebooks, with
this trial, so far, he had been using a PR techni que known as "invidi ous association."

Day after day, as the gruesone testinony ran on, Lord Turn would challenge the Gis attorneys,
demandi ng they inform himexactly what this or that crinme could possibly have to do with Jettero
Heller. In fact, each tinme Gis would take the stand again to adnmt guilt and state that he had
done it because of Heller, Lord Turn would | ose no chance to again demand an expl anati on-what did
this have to do with the charge against Gis and what did it have to do with Jettero Heller? But
the Gis attorneys were old, experienced hands and, with this | egal dodge or that, would insist on
their rights to present the case IN FULL before giving any explanation of rel evance. In due
course, they solemly promised Lord Turn, it would be reveal ed just how the charge of bigany was
incurred by &is because of Heller.

The i mage of Heller was becom ng surrounded in nystery. Now it was tinme to begin to give it nore
substance. To a master of PR Iike Madison, it was just child' s play. The next nove, while the
trial continued, was to begin the image renold. It was time to rel ease the nusi cal

He got Hightee Heller on the viewer-phone. "l understand,” he said, "that the play, The Qutlaw, is
all ready to hit the stage.”

"That's true," said Hightee. "Sets and costunes, nusic, all rehearsed and ready to go. But | don't
think this is awise tine todoit. It has political connotations and the political scene | ooks
pretty rocky."

"Ch, heavens," said Madison, "is that all? Forget it. | can absolutely guarantee that no harmw |
come to you. Hisst will do whatever | say."

"I'"ve noticed that," said Hi ghtee.

"Wel |, cone on, then, be a sport. The people hate himanyway and they | ove you. He wouldn't dare
touch you. By the way, you haven't heard from dear Jettero, have you?"

"Ch, when | showed the jewel, a Fleet observer wote in and said he was certain, fromthe way an
Appar atus fuel dunp was bl own up, that Jet was on Cal abar. But that's inpossible. He'd never side
with rebels.”

Madi son knew very well that Heller was on Cal abar, but he said, "OfF course not. Well, shall we put
the musi cal on the planks tonorrow ni ght?"

"I'f you can guarantee nothing will happen to nenbers of the cast. W' re dealing with Apparatus

t hugs, you know, and | don't want ny friends knocked around."

The shamel ess Madi son said, "l absolutely guarantee on nmy honor as a gentlenan, nothing at al

wi Il happen to the cast and no harmwi |l come to you. Hi sst just needs a bit of slow ng down,
that's all."

"Al'l right," said H ghtee, "in front of the cameras she goes, tonorrow night, live. Good view ng."
Madi son cal | ed the nanager of Homevi ew and dictated some announcenent spots to go on the air at
once and continuing. They were terrific come-ons. He wanted all Voltar in front of sets tonorrow
ni ght and the whol e Confederacy right after

At 6:30 the foll owi ng evening, he ran down Lonbar in his Government City office. Madison wal ked in
| ooki ng very worri ed.

"Chief, injust a few mnutes, there is something | have to get your opinion on. | tried to stop
it but they are so bull headed over at Honeview. They wouldn't listen, and furthernore, they

woul dn't even tell ne what it was all about. You' ve seen the spot ads?"

Lombar was readi ng some reports of fights and riots between the Arny and the Fleet, occasioned by
the Arny hal fheartedly trying to enforce Fleet quarantine to bases. It was giving himsone
satisfaction to see themquarrelling with each other instead of him H s confidence was ri sing.
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The strong-man i mage seenmed to be very effective. He hardly paid any attention at all when Madi son
turned on the Homevi ew.

The spot announcer said, "In just fifteen m nutes now, the new H GHTEE HELLER nusical, The Qutl aw,
will come to you live, live, live. It has a new type of nusic called dowbeat that has never been
heard before. It has a cast of hundreds. After this one showing on Honeview it will nove to the
Joy City Anphitheater. So this is your last chance to viewit free. H ghtee Heller takes her life
in her hands to bring it to you. So rush out and get your neighbors and friends and people on the
street and get themto your set. It may be your |ast chance to see Hi ghtee. BE HERE!"

Spot ads thensel ves weren't usually done on Home-view, so the fact that they had been runni ng now
every hour for the last thirty-six was creating sonething of a sensation. There was hardly anyone
who did not know that sonething was going to happen tonight. That "takes her life in her hands"

was not understood at all. WAs she going to do death-defying feats on the stage or what? The
billions and billions of passionately devoted H ghtee Heller fans reacted in a nunber of different
ways. A few of them got physically ill at the idea of anything happening to "their dear Hightee."

Al arned calls had been jammi ng the circuit boards of Homeview all day fromevery part of the

pl anet and sone from other planets which only had del ays neasurable in hours.

The news followed. As a |ot of day programing was given over to the trial, the news itself could
get on with other natters. Mention was made that the fighting on Cal abar seened to be dininishing
as Apparatus troops pulled out. Several papers were speculating on the target of sonme punitive
strike, guessing at which of several unconquered planets. One said that a race had devel oped a new
and devastati ng weapon and needed preinvasi on chastisenent and a usually infornmed source nentioned
that it mght be Blito-P3. Lonmbar grinned |ike a toother at that: Madison had told himthat such a
| eak "prepared the public mind."

Then the nusical came on with a roar fromthe studi o audi ence. The performers were all introduced,
as is usual. Then with a fanfare the curtain went up and to the downbeat nusic, playing in a dirge
version of ragtinme, the Devils and the beaten people how ed and npaned. The show had begun

H ghtee stepped out and in a brilliant aria described the scene and the history of her brother and
hersel f.

Madi son gl anced at Lonmbar. He seened to find the antics of the red Devils and the abuse of the
peopl e a source of gratification. He hadn't really grasped the inport of the play.

The brother went through his duplicity, the sister described it all in song, the choruses and
scenery were superb

Lonmbar seened to be musing about something as he watched. He even once or tw ce tapped his boot
toe in time to the music. Such was Lonmbar's ego that he seemed to be missing the point. But

Madi son knew that no one else on Voltar was missing it. They all knew that H gh-tee's brother was
Jettero Heller. The lead nale star in the piece, by Madison's covert interference, was a handsone
bl ond youth from Manco, six foot two.

Then in the latter part of the play, just before the final scenes, H ghtee Heller as the outlaw s
sister is seen standing on the cowcatcher of an inprobable |oconmptive of a train that is being
robbed. Boxes and bags of |oot are being taken off. Another robber cones to her, opens a box and
says, "Look, we found sonme of the Devils' clothes, ha, ha, we found sone of the Devils' clothes."
And he holds up a scarlet Apparatus general's uniform

Madi son, at that noment, |ooked at Lonbar. The Dictator of Voltar was sitting there stunned.

Hi ghtee, at that point, throws back her head and | aughs. Then she draws a six-gun and fires it in
the air to attract the attention of peasants in the nearby fields. These all run up and Hightee
sings them a song.

Wth the crazy downbeat rhythm and singing as only H ghtee could sing, the ballad went:

The Devil's going to get you
If you don't watch out.

The Devil's going to cheat you
Bef ore you know he is about.
He's going to hit you

Wth a great big stick

He is going to smash you
Wth a fist that's quick

But if you saw the Devi

Wien he was skinned,

You would really find,

He was just a bag of wi nd.
For the Devil was bred
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Inalowy slum

And every unknown fat her
Was a gutter bum

The point of this song
Shoul d not be mi ssed.

| am si ngi ng about

(rout hed onl y) !

There is no nistaking the words that Hightee's lips form They can only be "Lonbar Hi sst." But in
their very silence, they are ten tines as loud as if they had been spoken

Then the robber holding the uniforminflates it with gas and it does a crazy dance as it rises.
The stage-play brother rushes up, draws his six-guns and shoots the uniformfull of holes. The
peasants and robbers all go into a wild carnival of dance, stanping on the uniformand finally
burning it in effigy.

But that wasn't the only thing that went into wild notion. Lonbar was up out of his chair, waving
his arms about wildly and | eaping. "That's ne! That's nme she's singing about! I'Il kill her! |"lI
mai m her! She is holding me up to ridicule! Oh, CGods, | get the point of this play now She's
telling the people to revolt and tear me to bits!" He shook both fists at the screen and woul d
have lunged into it but he tripped over a stool and began to roll around on the floor, frothing at
t he nout h.

The convul sions lasted until the burning of the effigy on the screen, and then Hisst lay there in
a twisted pile, staring at the set as though in a catatonic stupor.

The rest of the play ran off, the brother and sister were both hanged and their bodies seized down
into a grave and the vast cast all sadly sang the last song the sister had sung. Then they
chorused The Qutl aw thene song again, but with celestial overtones, and the face of Hi ghtee and
factually the face of Jettero Heller hinself |ooked down from heaven. Mdison's |ast touch had not
been known to anybody except the bribed technician

The studi o audi ence went into yells and appl ause that Madi son thought better than to conplete. He
turned the set off.

Lonmbar sonehow got hinmself straightened out and fell into a chair.

"Now you see why | was worried," said Madison.

"It's Heller," said Lonbar. "Heller put her up to this. Al Voltar knows Jettero Heller is her
brother. It didn't take that last picture of his face to drive it hone! It's a plot against ny

life! 1'Il order a Death Battalion to raid her house and shoot her down at once!"
Madi son said, "Lonbar, all fanous figures have to be able to withstand ridicule. It's one of the
rules of the ganme: ridicule the mighty. But be calm they have played right into your hands. | am

gl ad that you have seen that. You can get even with her and can get Heller to show up. Al you
have to do is sign this note."

Lonbar | ooked at it. A savage | ook replaced the shock that had been dominating him "That's
brilliant!" he said and signed it, stanped it.

Madi son took it back to see that it was all in order. It said:

ARREST H GHTEE HELLER AND HOLD HER. THEN BARGAIN W TH HER BROTHER AND GET HI M TO COVE I N. THEN
KI LL THEM BOTH.

LOVBAR HI SST

"Make sure you get that executed!" said Lombar with a ferocious snarl. "l've never been so
affronted in nmy lifel™

"I knew you' d see your way out of this,"” said Madison. "You can now i gnore the details. Leave the
rest up to ne."

J. Warbl er Madman was about to pull off the PR caper of the age.

Chapter 4

The arrest of Hi ghtee Heller took place in the street before the huge done studi o of Homevi ew.
She had been told that a group of notables and fans fromMstin wished to present her with that
pl anet's synbolic flower. There were some notables there all right, but they weren't from M stin.
They were Death Battalion nen in civilian clothes.

Madi son had his own canera crew placed on a | edge that outcropped fromthe done: it was thirty
feet above and coul d | ook down on the whol e scene. There was another crew there, on the scene
itself, assigned by the manager of Homeview. There were several reporters and photographers from
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papers.

The street was just a typical Joy City street, lined with shops that sold kni ckknacks and pretty
clothes. The main entrance to the done, however, was inposing, for the pavenment just in front of
it appeared to be made of gold. It was there that the deputation stood.

H ghtee Hell er canme out of the building: she was dressed in a white gown and gold gl oves. Such
presentations were quite ordinary: she would sinmply go down, accept whatever it was, snile, shake
hands, thank themand withdraw. It was a little cerenony that took place several times a week. She
was usual ly only accomnpani ed by a coupl e Homevi ew ushers to carry away the present or award or
whatever it was. No one woul d have dreaned of flanking Hi ghtee with security nmen, for in all her
career, no one had ever laid a finger on the Honmeview star or even frowned at her in public.

She m ght have been checked by the fact that the deputation was so silent. Usually such groups
were nore nunerous and gave a little cheer when she appeared. This one just stood there, the man
in front holding a bouquet.

She was five feet fromthe apparent | eader. He extended the bouquet toward her stiffly. Stil
movi ng forward, she put out a hand toward it.

He dropped the flowers to the pavenent.

They had nasked the blastgun in his hand!

A whistle screaned.

Wth a single novenent, two hundred nen stepped out of the different shops. They wore bl ack
uniforms and carried rifles. The street was suddenly totally lined with these troops.

From t he back of the deputation, a man strode forward, throwing off a cloak to reveal hinself as a
col onel of the Death Battalion

Hi ghtee turned to reenter the buil ding.

Two Death Battalion soldiers blocked her way. She turned back to the "deputation."

The colonel's boot crushed the fallen flowers. "High-tee Heller, | arrest you in the name of
Lombar Hisst!"

The two ushers made a sudden rush to protect Hi ghtee.

Two actors, placed there by Madi son for that purpose in Apparatus uniforns, smashed bl ood bags
into the faces of her protectors! It |ooked exactly like they had been killed! They fell.

A nmenber of the "deputation" raised and dropped a bl ack sack over Hi ghtee.

Four Death Battalion troopers grabbed her as though she were a bundl e and rushed her into a
personnel carrier.

Two hundred Death Battalion troops struck down the people who had stopped, stunned, in the street.
They raced for their vehicles.

Wth a shattering roar of takeoffs, the street was enpty except for pedestrians coll apsed upon the
wal ks.

Then peopl e began to run out of the building and out of the shops. They | ooked around. They stared
at the sky in horror. A worman began to scream

Madi son had the caneranan fade out on the crushed bouquet. It |ooked as though the battered
flowers bl ed.

He was grinning. It had been carried live, as a special, over all Honeview.

It was on the streets in an hour

H GHTEE ARRESTED
BY HI SST

Madi son had it all schedul ed. Later papers would carry that her whereabouts was unknown, |ater
ones woul d headline the beginning of the riots, tonorrow it would be:

Bl LLI ONS MOURN
Madi son now had ot her things to do.
Chapter 5

For three days, the Gis trial took second place. For all three of those days Madi son had been
beanm ng a nessage to Cal abar. The nmessage had been carried on all nilitary wavel engths: these were
known to be nonitored by the rebels. The nessage, over and over, had said:

JETTERO HELLER. ON THURSDAY MORNI NG YOUR SI STER, HI GHTEE HELLER, W LL BE AT HERO PLAZA, GOVERNVENT
G TY, VOLTAR |F YOU DO NOT LAND THERE AND G VE YOURSELF UP, AT NOON SHE W LL BE SHOT. LOVBAR
H SST, DI CTATOR OF THE CONFEDERACY.
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On Wednesday ni ght, Madison leaked it to the papers. On Thursday norning it was being carried

t hr oughout the Confederacy.

Orders were crackling on every Apparatus, Donestic Police and Arny line to control and suppress
riots.

Hero Plaza is a circular expanse. It is two hundred yards in dianeter. There is nothing there but
clear pavenent since it is often used for affairs of state. In the exact center is a conpletely
plain circular pillar fifty feet tall and about twenty feet in circunference, led to by three
circular steps. The only decoration or inscription is on the front edge of the top step: it says
Dedi cated to the Heroes of Voltar. Mdison had chosen it carefully.

Entering the plaza were eight boul evards, usually cranmed with traffic. Today each boul evard, at
the plaza's edge, was bl ocked by an Apparatus tank

At nine o'clock, H ghtee Heller, gowned in white, was taken to the pillar by a Death Battalion
squad. She was without her gloves now and the shoul der of the dress was torn. Her golden hair was

in disarray but it still |ooked |like a halo.
Her eyes were cal mas she | ooked at the Apparatus general who, in his red uniform was directing
t he squad.

A canera crew was close to hand, one of the several on duty at the plaza now Hi ghtee saw the

m cr ophone pointing in her direction.

"Jettero!" she suddenly shouted, "If you are listening, don't conme in here! They nean to kil

you!"

The general had acted slightly |ate. He clanped his beefy hand over H ghtee's nobuth. At a gesture,
three of his squad chased the camera crew away. But Madi son, hidden by a tank at the plaza edge,
saw that other crews were covering. It was all going live to the whol e Confederacy.

The Death Battalion took a chain. It was twenty feet [ong and had big |inks. They cl anped one end
of it on Hightee's left wist; they ran the length around the pillar; they fastened the other end
to Hightee's right wist. They nade sure the links were solid. She was chai ned now with her back
to the pillar.

The squad drew back.

The heavy guns of the eight tanks at the boul evard ends trained around on Hi ghtee.

Madi son grinned. Wat a tabl eau! Beauty chained to a pillar. A vast clear area of pavenent. Eight
deadly nuzzles, ringing the plaza, poised for destruction

And then things started to go slightly wong. Possibly the crowds-which, despite roadbl ocks, had
gotten into the boul evards-had been in the grip of unreality. This couldn't possibly be happening:
it was too nonstrous. But when the Apparatus general had dared to actually touch Hightee to
silence her, a roar and nutter had begun to rise.

There nust have been a hundred thousand people in those boul evards. There were only two or three
t housand Apparatus troops form ng barricades to bl ock them

The barricades buckl ed.

There was a roar of Apparatus stunguns.

Mssiles flew fromthe crowd!

Appar atus troops charged then

The Donestic Police were conspicuously absent. The Apparatus knew very little about crowd control
For twenty mnutes there was hand-to-hand fighting.

The crowd in three boul evards managed to break through the barricades. The tanks at the plaza end
had to swivel their turrets about and fire.

Then the boul evards were full of stunned and bl eeding bodies, civilians and Apparatus alike.

Two Apparatus relief reginents came in and boxed the nobs in the streets fromthe far end.

It was not until 10:20 that sone kind of order was restored. But it was not very thorough, for
people fromthe rest of the city were now surging up, and it took three nore reginents to hold
barricades as far away as a nmle in each direction

Madi son had his eye on the big clock in a tower a thousand yards away. He supposed that Heller
woul d wait until the last minute. At |east he hoped so. He had no slightest notion that Heller
woul d surrender. Besides, it would have wecked his plans.

That cl ear space out there, a hundred yards in radius fromthe pillar where H ghtee was chai ned,
was anple for sonmeone like Heller to | and troops.

Madi son did not think his own safety was at risk at all, for he didn't think that Heller would use
artillery-it would endanger Hi ghtee. Mdison's greater worry was hinself getting into the caneras:
accordingly he was wearing a General Services gray uniformand he had altered his features with
makeup and masked themw th sand gl asses. If any action started, he was going to step through the
port of this tank.
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The digitals of the distant clock were flashing second changes. He | ooked back at the tanks: their
muzzl es, freed now fromcrowd control, were pointed back at Hi ghtee.

She was being pulled against the pillar too tightly by the chain. Her stretched-out arnms nust be
half killing her. Her ripped gown had slid half off her shoulder. But she was | ooking at the sky.
Then Madi son heard it.

A sort of boomi ng sound.

I T WAS DI RECTLY OVERHEAD!

Madi son | ooked up. For an instant, he could see nothing. Then he glinpsed a blur that was
travelling high at some ferocious speed. Wiat was it? Sone strange kind of racer?

Hi s view was suddenly bl ocked by a swi nging gun. The tank was pointing at the sky.

A cry rose up fromthe hel d-back nobs.

It could only be Heller. But the high ship was going right on by!

Ei ght tanks opened up with a bucking, shattering roar. The odd space-racer had al ready passed.
They were firing after it.

Their shots were going straight through it!

It nust be sone sort of an illusion being pushed ahead of a speedi ng ship!

It was al nbost gone. Then suddenly a gun nust have detected the actual vessel behind it.

THERE WAS A HUGE EXPLOSI ON I N THE SKY

A direct hit froma tank!

Fragments of a ship were black agai nst the bl ue!

A shrieking noan came fromthe crowd. Before their very eyes, the vessel had been shot down!

Madi son gl anced across the hundred-yard gap at Hi ghtee. She was weepi ng.

Sonewhere distant, the remains of the ship crashed, apparently into a warehouse, for flanes shot
skywar d.

Madi son | ooked at the tanks. He felt that his plans for great PR were gone. He supposed that
Hel I er had been killed. It would nake such brief headlines!

But then he saw a tank officer pointing. The armwas stretched upward.

A thousand small objects were drifting down out of the blue. They were above this whole area and
made a nmile-diameter circle of their own.

They canme | ower and |ower. A tank suddenly opened up to try to shoot at |east sone of them out of
t he sky.

Madi son saw a di stant one w nk.

Then he had a sudden inpression that all the world had turned blue. Painfully, unbearably bl ue!
He went unconsci ous.

Only because caneras kept running would he find out what happened then

It was blueflash. A thousand of themin antigravity holders set to let themdrift down. They nust
have been dropped when the high plane went over and were set to explode a thousand to two hundred
feet above the pavenent.

Al nost every person in a mle dianmeter was knocked unconsci ous.

Then behind them came a | arger bonmb. It went poof about a hundred feet above the pillar.

The whol e area was swal | owed i n dense fog.

Not hi ng coul d be seen.

Then there was the pul sing sound of spaceship drives. That first ship nust have been a drone.
Hell er's had not been touched. There was the thunp of a landing in the mst.

Then the click of airlock Iatches.

Heller's voice! Very softly, "Oh, | amso sorry | had to knock you out."

Shortly another click of |atches. Then a throb of drives.

Hal f an hour |ater, Madison cane awake.

The mi st was gone.

There was nothing in the plaza but two broken chains.

HI GHTEE HAD VAN SHED

Madi son | ooked at the bare pillar. No, there was sonething el se there now. Sonething hanging from
a pin.

Madi son groggily stunmbled forward. He got a canmera crewon its feet. He nade them go up and shoot
t he broken chains and then this strange object on the pin.

It was a cheap excursion ticket. It had been reworked so as to read:

A ONE-WAY TRIP TO HELL NI NE
FOR LOVBAR HI SST

Madi son was ecstatic. He had his headline:
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QUTLAW BROTHER
RESCUES SI STER

H GHTEE SAVED

JETTERO HELLER
CONSI G\S

DI CTATOR OF VOLTAR
TO PERDI TI ON

Madi son had done it. He had converted Heller into an outlaw that could now be chased by every
active unit in the whole Confederacy!
And the incident of Hero Plaza had started his client on the road to immrtality.

Chapter 6

"I can't imagine how it happened," said a stunned Lonbar in the safety of his dungeon office at
Government City. "Heller is still on the |oose!"

"It's sinmply that people don't realize yet," said Madison, "that you mean business. They didn't do
the job properly. They let you down."

"That's true," said Hisst. "I have been too weak. | have tolerated the riffraff too | ong. Now t hey
are rioting in the streets.™

"Thi ngs have gotten up to a point of national energency," said Madi son. "You need peopl e around
you you can trust."

"Trust sonebody?" said Lonmbar, for this was a brand-new i dea.

"I admit that someone like that is pretty rare. But we'll have to do something about these riots
before we can get on with our business. I'lIl be right back."

Madi son went into another room There were some Arny officers there, |ooking very unhappy. They
had cone to report trouble in trying to confine the Fleet to their bases.

Madi son said to an elderly colonel, "W is the nost popul ar general in the whole Army?"

"That's easy," said the colonel. "General Whip."

The ot hers nodded.

"I's he really, truly popular with the Arny?" said Madi son.

"Men, officers, everybody," said the colonel. "He wins battles because his troops trust himnot to
waste their lives. And he's a brilliant strategist. He's over at Arny General Staff Headquarters
right now. You want to talk to himabout this Fleet situation?"

"Have hi m cone over here right away," said Madison

Twenty minutes later, General Whip arrived. He was a tough old canpai gner but he had a nice smile.
H s high forehead showed | ots of brains.

Madi son's canera crew t ook some pictures of him The two |ogistics men | ooked himover very
careful ly.

Madi son then went in and had a word with Lonbar.

He beckoned from the door to CGeneral Wip, who entered.

"Ceneral ," said Lonbar, "there is a Fleet officer named Jettero Heller. He has been stirring the
people up. He is now an outlaw. | want you to run hi mdown."

The general smiled, "If you nean Jettero Heller, 1'd like to point out that he is a Royal officer

I heard there is a general warrant out for himbut courts just won't accept that. If you will give
me a Royal order, | will see what | can do."

Lombar glared at him "I1'Il have you know that | am Dictator of Voltar. Heller has forfeited any
status he may ever have had. | amordering you right nowto get the entire Arny busy and run down

this outlawm"

General Wi p | ooked Lombar up and down. Then he shrugged and | eft.

"I didn't like that," said Lonmbar to Madi son

"Be patient. You'll see howthis works out. All we have to do is wait for a report fromone of ny
crew. "

Two hours later, one of the actors of Madison's crew, dressed as an Arny officer, signalled to
Madi son fromthe door. Madi son went over and they exchanged a few words.

Madi son cane back to Lonmbar. "It was just as | suspected. General Wip went back to his
headquarters and began to | augh at you."

"WHAT?" cried Lonbar.

"l expected that he would," said Madison. "Wat this requires is a show of force. They will only
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obey you if you are shown to be a man that cannot be trifled with. Only after that can you trust
them Please sign this order."
Lonbar | ooked at it. It said:

GENERAL WHI P HAS REFUSED ORDERS TO FI ND JETTERO HELLER. BRI NG ME THE HEAD OF GENERAL WHI P.

Hi sst grinned |ike a toother. He grabbed his pen and signed it. He stanped it.

Madi son took it. He left.

Madi son's camera crew came into Lonmbar's office and set up. Lonbar, agitatedly going over Earth

i nvasion plans, hardly noticed them canera setups were a conmon occurrence |lately. He was much
nmore concerned that, despite his adulterations, speed supplies were very |ow

Suddenly the door opened. Five wonen dressed as noble | adies-they were the circus girls-canme in
and knelt before Lonbar. They were crying.

One of them collapsing, was supported by two on either side of her. One of these said, "Forgive
her. She is the wife of General Wip. She came to plead for nercy. But she has fainted. | plead in
her stead. Please, please, please spare the life of General Wip!"

The caneras were grinding. The angles were such that one could not see the faces of the wonen,
only their backs. What predom nated in the scene was the ferocious scow of the red-unifornmed
Lonmbar Hi sst.

Suddenly there was a commotion at the door. The two actor officers, dressed in Arnmy uniforns, cane
in. Between themthey bore a platter. And on that platter, sopped in gore, appeared to be the head
of General Whip!

The wonen screaned and fainted dead away.

The two officers knelt. "Sir," said one, "your orders have been foll owed. General Wi p has been
executed for failure to take your command to hunt down Heller. Here is the head of General Wip."
Lonmbar glared with ferocity. "That will teach himl My word is suprene! Renove that carrion and

t hese fenal es at once!"

The whol e scene had been shot. The room was cl eared. Mdison wal ked back in.

Madi son had filled out another blank Grand Council order, ready for the signature, as well, of

Hi sst.

"I think," said Madison, "that when they see that on Honeview, there isn't a single officer out
there who won't obey you. Please sign this."

Hisst read it. It said:

TO ALL OFFI CERS OF ARMY AND FLEET: YOU WLL AT ONCE BEG N TO HUNT FOR AND YOU WLL FIND THE
NOTCRI QUS QUTLAW JETTERO HELLER.

He signed it with a flourish

Madi son grinned. The manhunt he had envi si oned woul d now take pl ace.
The heat and beat of the elation within his veins was close to ecstasy.
WHAT HEADLI NES

WIIl Earth survive Hsst's final rage?
Find out in

the final book of

M SSI ON EARTH

Vol unme 10

THE DOOVED PLANET
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