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Vol tarian Censor's Discl ai ner

For the health, safety and sanity of any reader, it cannot be said often enough that the so-
called planet "Earth," as described in this story, does NOT exist.

And nore—+t nust al so be pronounced that it is | MPOSSI BLE for such a planet to exist.

First, Voltarian astrographic charts are the nost conplete in this galaxy. They cover
nmllions of light-years and NO record exists of ANY "Earth" or its so-called designation of Blito-
P3. If any such entity existed a nere twenty-two |ight-years away, we would be the first to know.
But there is NOTHING to be found on any astro-graphic records in the vicinity of the "Earth"
coordi nates but spacedust.

Thus the fabricated representation that there was a secret Voltarian base on "Earth" can be
di snmi ssed since there is no such planet. There was once a freighter called the Blixo. Records show
it disappeared with no survivors, probably at the hands of pirates. Thus, any attenpt to say that
it was used to make regul ar six-week runs to bring Earth substances called "drugs" (another
del uded concept) to Voltar is without taste or sensibility.

Therefore, there could NOT have been such a person as "Rockecenter” who controlled an entire
pl anet's fuel resources as well as "drugs" and the nedia.

The characters Jettero Heller and Countess Krak are real but clearly their so-called exploits
on this fictional planet could never have occurred. The nanme Soltan Gis does appear on sone
records but this fact does not lend a grain of credit to the account attributed to the narrator
who bears that nane.

The idea that Heller, a Royal officer, would be sent on a G and Council m ssion to keep such
a planet fromdestroying itself so it could be invaded later is al nost beyond comment. If such a
pl anet did exist, it would be cordoned off as a malignant growh, not assinilated into our
Conf eder acy.

This is nost evident in the bizarre practices described in this book. It is beyond the bounds
of the nobst fevered imagination to think there could be such people. It proves beyond any doubt
that it is | MPCSSIBLE for such a planet to exist.

No society coul d possibly exist that woul d openly countenance such behavior, |et alone
prof essions called "psychiatry" and "psychol ogy." |If such sexual practices as described in this
vol ume were condoned (let alone pronmoted in ANY form, one would find a society where pornography
was pronoted and perversion pronulgated. Crime in such a society would rise to the point where
even heads of state would be assassinated and entire countries destabilized through terrorism

No, there can be no such society, let alone a planet, where such decadent extrenes could be
found. It is inpossible. In time, it would destroy itself.

That is why "Earth" does not and cannot exist.

Lord I nvay

Royal Historian

Chai rman, Board of Censors
Royal Pal ace

Vol t ar Conf ederacy

By Order of
Hi s Inperial Mjesty
Wil ly the Wse

Voltarian Translator's Preface

H there.

This is 54 Charlee Nine, the Robotbrain in the Transl at ophone and the translator of this
wor K.

In support of the Honorable Lord Invay, | can verify that there is nothing in ny nost
extensive data banks to conpare with what is described in this book. In fact, certain Earth
practices cane as such a shock that one of ny subconputers quit in protest and still won't talk to
me and another tried to nate with itself.

Meanwhile, two are still having a great time arguing over the proposition "Earth is dirty,"
one is witing a nmusical, "Candied," two are coauthoring a book called "101 More Ways to Use
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Mustard and Rolling Pins" and the rest are rejecting this ridicul ous behavior with gales of
hysterical |aughter.

That | eaves nme to try and put sone order back into the area after | wite up the Key to this
vol ume, which imedi ately foll ows.

For a nonexistent planet, Earth is a pain in the circuits.

Si ncerely,
54 Charl ee N ne
Robot brain in the Transl at ophone

Key to AN ALIEN AFFAIR
Absor bo- coat —€oati ng that absorbs |ight waves, making the object virtually invisible or
undet ect abl e.

Afyon—€ity in Turkey where the Apparatus has a secret base.
Agnes, M ss—Personal aide to Del bert John Rockecenter.

Agricultural Training Center for Peasants—Cover nane for the secret Apparatus base in Afyon,
Tur key.

Anti manco—A race exiled long ago fromthe planet Manco for ritual nurders.

Appar at us, Coordi nated | nfornmati on—Fhe secret police of Voltar, headed by Lonbar H sst and nanned
by crim nal s.

Assassin Pil ots—Space pilots used to kill any Apparatus personnel who try to flee a battle.
At al ant a—Home province for Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak on the planet Manco.

Babe Corl| eone—fhe six-foot-six |eader of the Corleone nmob, w dow of "Holy Joe."

Bang- Bang Ri nbonbo—An ex-narine denolitions expert and nenber of the Corl eone nob.

Barben, I. G —Pharmaceutical conpany control |l ed by Del bert John Rockecenter.

Bawt ch—Soltan Gis's chief clerk for Section 451 on Voltar.

Bildirjin, Nurse—Furkish teen-age girl who assists Prahd Bittlestiffender.

Bittlestiffender, Prahd—Cell ol ogist who inplanted Jettero Heller back on Voltar. He was brought in
by Soltan Gis to start the phony Wrld United Chanties Mercy and Benevol ent Hospital in Afyon.

Bl ito-P3—oltarian designation for a planet known locally as "Earth." It is on the Invasion
Timetabl e as a future way-stop on Voltar's route toward the center of this gal axy.

Bl i xo—Apparatus frei ghter that nakes regular runs between Earth and Voltar. The voyage takes about
si x weeks each way and is piloted by Captain Bol z.

Bol z—aptain of the freighter Blixo.

Bonmber —An ordinary Earth vehicle with all of its glass renoved and roll bars added. It is found in
"denolition derbies" where the object is to ramothers to make them unable to nove. A wi nner of
one of these was defined as the last vehicle that could still nbve under its own power. The term
is also applied to the driver.

Buggi ng Gear —El ectroni ¢ eavesdroppi ng devices that Soltan Gis had inplanted in Jettero Heller.
Gis uses a video unit to nonitor everything Heller sees or hears. The signals are picked up by
the receiver and decoder that Gis carries. Wen Heller is more than 200 niles fromGis, the 831
Rel ayer is turned on and boosts the signal to a range of 10,000 nmiles.

Bury—bel bert John Rockecenter's nost powerful attorney, nenber of the law firm Swi ndl e and Crouch.

Caucal sia, Prince—Nanme of Tug One, after a hero of Manco.
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Cel | ol ogy—Vol tari an nedi cal science that can repair the body through the cellul ar generation of
tissues, including entire body parts.

Chank- pop—A snmal I, round ball that, when pressed, sprays a scented fog; used as a refresher on
Vol tar.

Code Break—Alerting others that one is an alien. Per a section of the Space Code, it carries an
automatic death penalty. The purpose is to maintain the security of the Invasion Tinmetable.

Control Star—An el ectronic device disguised as a star-shaped nedal lion that can paral yze any of
the Apparatus crew of Antimanco pirates that brought Soltan Gis and Jettero Heller to Earth.

Coordi nated I nfornmati on Apparat us—See Appar at us.

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

Crobe, Doctor—Apparatus cellol ogi st who delights in making freaks; he worked in Spiteos.
Enpire University-VWere Jettero Heller is taking classes in New York City.

Epstein, lzzy—Student at Enpire University and financial expert whomJettero Heller hired to set
up a corporate structure to handle his finances.

Faht Bey—Furki sh nane of the commander of the secret Apparatus base in Afyon, Turkey.
F.F.B.O —Fatten, Farten, Burstein and Ooze, the | argest advertising firmin the world.
Flagrant, J. P.—Vice President at F.F.B.O He was fired during the hiring of J. Walter Madi son

Fl eet —Fhe elite space fighting armof Voltar to which Jettero Heller bel ongs and which the
Appar at us despi ses.

Geovani —one of Babe Corl eone's bodyguards.

G aci ous Pal mns—The el egant whorehouse where Jettero Heller resides. It is across fromthe United
Nations and is run by the Corleone Fanily

G and Counci | —The governing body of Voltar which ordered a mission to keep Earth from destroying
itself so the Invasion Tinetable could be naintained.

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

Hakl uyt —Si xt eent h-century Earthman who wote of various explorations in the eastern United States.
Hat chet hei mer, General —tast surviving nenber of Adolf Hitler's general staff.
Hel l er, Hi ghtee—Sister of Jettero Heller and nmpost popul ar entertainer in the Voltar confederacy.

Hel | er, Jettero—onbat engi neer and Royal officer of the Fleet, sent by Gand Council order to
Earth, where he is operating under the name of Jerome Terrance Wster.

Hi sst, Lonbar—Head of the Apparatus who, to keep the Grand Council fromdiscovering his plan, sent
Soltan Gris to sabotage Jettero Heller's mission

"Holy Joe" Corl eone—Head of the Corleone Fam |y until rmurdered. He did not believe in pushing
drugs, hence his nane.

Hypnohel net —bevi ce pl aced over the head and used to induce a hypnotic state.
I nkswi t ch—Nanme used by Soltan Gis when pretending to be a U. S. Federal officer

I nvasi on Ti et abl e-A schedul e of gal actic conquest. The plans and budget of every section of
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Voltar's governnment must 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.

Kar agoz—Fur ki sh peasant, head of Soltan Gris's house in Afyon.

Kni fe Section—Section of the Apparatus naned after its favorite weapon.

Krak, Countess—€ondemned nurderess, prisoner of Spiteos and sweetheart of Jettero Heller.
Leperti ge—targe catlike aninal as tall as a nman.

Li ne-j unper —Smal | spacecraft used by the Voltarian Arny to lift and quickly nove up to one hundred
tons across battle |ines.

Lousei ni, Razza—Consigliere to mob chief Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici.

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. Warbl er Madman.

Magi ¢ Mai | —Apparatus trick where a letter is mailed but won't be delivered as |ong as a designated
card is regularly sent.

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

Maysabongo—A snmal |l African nation of which Jettero Heller was nmade a representative. |zzy Epstein
made sone of Heller's businesses Maysabongo corporations.

Mudl i ck Construction Conmpany—A private conpany in Turkey that gives Soltan Gis kickbacks whenever
he gives thema contract.

Mul ti nati onal Name of unbrella corporation, located in the Enpire State Building, that |zzy
Epstein set up to nmanage other Jettero Heller conpanies.

Mut azi one, M ke—©awner of the Jiffy-Spiffy Garage who custom zed, for Jettero Heller, both the
Cadi |l lac and t he vintage cab.

Nar cotici, Faustino "The Noose"—Head of a Mafia Fanmily that is the underworld outlet for drugs
froml. G Barben and is trying to take over the territory of the Corl eone Famly.

Nat ure Appreciation 101-€l ass taught by M ss Sinmons to which she has assigned Jettero Heller in
order to flunk himout of Enpire University.

Cct opus O | —A Del bert John Rockecenter conpany that controls the world's petrol eum
Qdur —See Oh Dear .

OCh Dear —Ni cknanme for Odur. Wth Too-Too, forced by Soltan Gis to get information on Voltar and
courier it to himon Earth.

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

Raht —An Appar at us agent on Earth who, with Terb, was assigned by Lonbar Hisst to help Soltan Gis
sabotage Jettero Heller's m ssion.

Rockecenter, Del bert John—Native of Earth who controls all the planet's fuel, finances,
governments and drugs.

Roke, Tars-Astrographer to the Enperor of Voltar, Cing the Lofty, and old friend of Jettero
Heller. It was his briefing to the Gand Council that pronpted Mssion Earth to restore the
I nvasi on Ti netabl e.

Section 451-A Section in the Apparatus on Voltar, headed by Soltan Gis.

Seven Brothers—Secret consortiumon Earth that includes Cctopus Gl as the senior nenber.
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Si | va, Qunsal no—Forner bodyguard to "Holy Joe" and believed to be the one responsible for killing
the Corl eone boss. Soltan Gis sent himto kill the CIA Director and be kill ed.

Si nmons, M ss—A teacher at Enpire University who has promised Jettero Heller she will flunk him
out of school.

Smith, John-An alias that Soltan Gis uses as a Del bert John Rockecenter enpl oyee.
Space Code—See Code Break.

Spi t eos—Fhe secret nountain fortress and prison run by the Apparatus on Voltar where the Countess
Krak and Jettero Heller had been inprisoned.

St abb, Captai n—+teader of the Antimanco crew that piloted Tug One.

Stinger—A flexible whip about eighteen inches long with an electric jolt inits tip-Iash.

Sul tan Bey—¥he Turki sh nane Soltan Gis assunmes in Afyon, Turkey.

Swi ndl e and Crouch—taw firmthat represents Del bert John Rockecenter's interests.

Tavil nasty, Jimry "The GQutter"—Hit man for the Corleone famly until killed by Gunsal no Silva.

Tayl, W dow-Nynphonmani ac on Voltar. She had a small hospital that Soltan Gris used when he had
Prahd Bittlestiffender inplant Jettero Heller with Bugging Gear.

Ter b—Appar at us agent on Earth who, with Raht, was assigned by Lonbar Hisst to help Soltan Gis
sabotage Jettero Heller's m ssion.

Too- Too—Ni cknane for Twol ah. He and Ch Dear were forced by Soltan Gis to get information on
Voltar and courier it secretly back to himon Earth.

Tug One—Fhe spaceship used by Jettero Heller to travel the 22 1/2 light-years to Earth. Heller
renamed it the Prince Caucal sia.

Twol ah—See Too- Too.
Ut anc—A bel |y dancer that Soltan Gis bought to be his concubine sl ave.

Vant agi o—Manager of the Gracious Palns, the el egant whorehouse operated by the Corl eone Famly,
across the street fromthe United Nations.

Vol t ar—Hone pl anet and seat of the 110-world Confederacy that was established 125,000 years ago.
Voltar is ruled by the Enperor through the Grand Council in accordance with the Invasion
Ti et abl e.

Whi z Ki d—Ni cknanme given to Jettero Heller by J. Walter Madi son. In addition, Madi son has anot her
person acting as Heller's "double" to get publicity without Heller's consent. The phony "Wiz Kid"
has buckteeth, a protruding jaw and wears gl asses. He | ooks nothing |like Heller.

Wster, Jerone Terrance—Nane that Jettero Heller is using on Earth.

Wrld United Charities Mercy and Benevol ent Hospital —€over nane for business that Soltan Gis set
up in Afyon under Prahd Bittlestiffender to alter the faces and fingerprints of gangsters for
exor bi tant fees.

Zanco—Cel | ol ogi cal equi pnent and supplies conpany on Voltar.
451, Section—See Section 451.

831 Rel ayer—See Buggi ng Cear.

PART TWENTY- NI NE
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To My Lord Turn, Justiciary of the Royal Courts and Prison, Governnent City, Planet Voltar
Vol tar Conf ederacy

Your Lordship, Sir!

I, Soltan Gris, Grade X, General Services Oficer, forner Secondary Executive of the
Coordi nated I nformation Apparatus, Voltar Confederacy (Al Hail H s Majesty ding the Lofty and
Hi s Nobl e Doni nions), hereby hunmbly submit the fourth volune of ny confession regarding M SSI ON
EARTH.

This volune has been the nost difficult to relate and | nust warn you beforehand that it will
take a strong constitution to read. The crinmes that | have openly and willingly confessed up to
this point pale by conparison. The screans and blood are as vivid as if they were now

That | would be put into the pinched position | am about to describe in this volune is now,
| ooki ng back, beyond all conprehension

I amnot to blame for what | did. | was driven to it by Jettero Heller. The nan is dangerous
and the sooner he is found, arrested and killed, the better. | speak not only from experience but
fromnmy study of Freud and Bugs Bunny whi ch makes ne as expert as any Earth psychiatrist.

Heller's violence is a sexual outlet. He is a classical exanple of a suppressed Cedipal-id in
conflict with a sublinmted father-ego fixation.

Look at this brilliant psychiatric analysis:

1. Heller lived at the Gacious Pal ns whorehouse across fromthe United Nations. And what
does the UN have out in front? Fl agpol es. And everyone knows what flagpol es nean. Freud is never
wWr ong.

2. Babe Corleone's Mafia family ran the Gracious Palnms. At six-foot-six, she is hardly a
"babe." She is a widow and yet "Babe" becanme Heller's surrogate Earth nother. That's the source of
hi s Cedi pal fixation.

3. Heller's infantile behavior was confirmed when J. Walter Madison, that master of PR
(public relations—another brilliant Earth idea), was hired to inmortalize him He called Heller
the Whiz Kid. The choice of nanme is indisputable proof.

4. Heller was using a platen code to wite reports back to Voltar. A platen is a sheet with
holes. You lay it over the docunent and the code words can be seen and the actual nessage read
through the holes. This is further proof of his sexual aggression. (lIt's also his underhanded way
of antagoni zing me. He knows | can't forge his reports without the platen and that | can't kil
himuntil | find it. It's typical of his aggressive nature.)

5. Heller's right-hand man was Bang-Bang, an ex-nmarine, menber of the Corleone famly and an
expert not only with explosives but guns. Guns are nerely phallic synmbols to the sublimated super-
ego, but Bang-Bang's nane is proof enough of Heller's sexual problens.

6. Heller had set up corporate offices that were run by that anti-I1RS anarchist, |zzy
Epstein. The offices were in the Enpire State Buil ding and everyone knows what the shape of that
bui | di ng means. Further psychiatric fact.

7. Heller bought and then converted a large Cadillac to a Voltarian fuel system He clearly
chose that car because of the two "I's" in "Cadillac." Like the UN flagpoles, they are clearly
phal lic synbols. (And take note that Heller's nanme also has two "|I's," perhaps ny nost brilliant
Freudi an analysis and final proof that his crimnal nature has a sexual origin.)

Conclusion: Heller is the source of nmy problenms and should be killed with slow torture.

This is an exanple of how Earth psychiatry and psychol ogy work. It never fails me. | used it
to keep riffraff in line like those two bunbling Apparatus agents Raht and Terb

| also used it on that crazy hit man Gunsalnmo Silva when | found that he had been hired to
guard Utanc, my one true love. As a wild desert flower fromthe Kara Kum desert, she would need
protecti on—but not Silva. So | cleverly convinced himto go kill the Director of the CIA a
suicide mission if there ever was one. Then | brought Utanc with ne to the United States. That is
how you use psychol ogy for your benefit.

The trip to the U S. was quite beneficial. Besides obtaining nmy phony federal credentials,
met "the Man" hinself, Delbert J. Rockecenter. He and his attorney Bury were nost grateful that |
had alerted themto Heller's plan to produce a cheap, non-polluting fuel. (After all, as
Rockecenter goes, so goes the plan of Lonmbar Hisst to nmove up fromhead of the Apparatus to
Enmperor.)

Due to ny invaluable contribution, I was sworn in and had nmy chest invisibly tattooed by Mss
Peace as a Rockecenter Fanmily "Spi," her clever way to code the word so no one else could
understand it. Wonderful girl
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Bury introduced me to PR To stop Heller, he hired Madi son, otherw se known as J. Warbler
Madnman.

Hel Il er had brought a small Voltarian el ement converter that was capabl e of producing fuel
fromvirtually any source. He wanted to denbnstrate it in his Cadillac in a thousand-1ap endurance
race at the Spreeport Speedway. Well, J. Warbler got to work.

Madi son created a "double" for Heller and called himthe Wiz Kid and while Heller prepared
for the race, J. Warbler was getting one front-page story after another, with the bogus Wiz Kid
chal | engi ng racing drivers around the world. He put the Whiz Kid on TV tal k shows attacking the
oil conpani es. He got spot ads, skywiting, radio news. The buildup for the race was the biggest
thing to hit the nedia in ages.

Hel l er couldn't figure out why all the newspapers, radios and TV stations were claimng to
have interviewed him He was working on the Caddy. Besides, with the jutting jaw, buckteeth and
gl asses, this "Wiiz Kid" didn't even |look like Heller

Little did he know the rules of PRl Mdison didn't need his consent. And truth had nothing to
do with it. The standard that Mdi son worked on was "Do whatever woul d nake the front page." So he
sinmply created and cranked out one story after another while Heller shrugged and went about his
work in a garage beyond Spreeport.

Heller didn't stand a chance. First, Madison got the race converted to a Denolition Derby and
Conbi ned Endurance Run with a dozen and a half killers, all screaming for Heller's blood. Second,
Lombar had earlier sabotaged the Voltarian el ement converter that Heller was using as a
carburetor. It had only a few hours left, too fewfor himto finish the race.

But to really make sure Heller was stopped, | followed the advice nmy Apparatus professors
used to give: if you want a job done right, give it to soneone el se.

| hired a couple of snipers, arned themw th silenced, telescopically equipped rifles and
dressed themin white to blend in with the snow that had been falling steadily for three days.
rented a van with a nice heater, got nyself a good spot on a knoll overlooking the Spree-port
Speedway on Long |sland, set the buzzer on Heller's viewer to wake me when he rose and settled
down for the night.

If the bonber cars didn't stop Heller, a .30-06 Accelerator bullet, travelling at 4,080 feet
per second, woul d.

As | bedded down for the night, | was sniling.

Hel | er was doomed!

Chapter 1

Hel l er's viewer buzzed ne awake. It was not yet 4:00 A.M! He nmust be nervous to be up so
early even on this fateful Saturday. Then | realized that the highways to the Spreeport Speedway
woul d be choked with crowds and snowpl ows and cars. Heller would want a head start.

| had spent the night parked on a hill overlooking the speedway. Despite the freezing outside
tenperature, the heater had kept the van confortable. To see how Heller was faring, | pulled up
the viewer. Thanks to Voltarian technol ogy, those bugs planted next to his optic and audi o nerves
woul d transmit in any tenperature.

He was in a notel room Being Jettero Heller, he spin-brushed his teeth and dressed very
neatly in warm red racing clothes. He threw his kit together. And then, pulling a snow nmask
across his face, he went outside. It was a blizzard. You could hardly see thirty feet through the
nmot el parking-lot |ights.

He was evidently using the front end of his sem for transportation, for there was no trailer
attached to its kingplate, or "fifth wheel." The tractor sat there in its huge netal bul k, exhaust
stacks rearing in the air like factory chi meys. The naneplate said Peterbilt. Fromthe size of
its cab | guessed it nust be one of the five-hundred-horsepower diesel jobs they sometines, by
t hensel ves, use in races. Then | discarded the idea he was going to use it in the race today. It
woul dn't be al | owed.

He wal ked around it. Every one of the ten huge wheels wore big chains. They'd be needed the
way that snow was falling and drifting through the dark

He stepped up on a fuel tank step, then onto a higher |edge and unl ocked the door. As he
opened it and the lights went on, | was anazed: the interior |ooked Iike a Fleet spaceship! Al
uphol stered, chromed beyond belief, even a stereo!

He put a key in a lock and hit the starter. It roared into life. He cut down the revs and
then turned on the heaters and de-icers.

Opening a seat, he took out a mediunmsized ball peen hamrer. He dropped out of the cab, went
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around to the headlights and delicately chi pped away the sheets of ice that covered them Then he
tossed the hammer back on the seat, closed the door and trotted off on foot toward a roadside
cafe, leaving the diesel to warm | guessed. He entered and stanped the snow off his feet and
saw he was wearing his baseball spikes. He nust be expecting trouble.

There weren't many in the cafe and he got his ham and eggs and coffee quickly. He al so bought
a huge bag of hanburgers and a gallon of coffee in a thernmos with a spigot. Nobody paid any
attention to him though the talk seened to be of the race and "Wiz Kid" cane up several tines.

When he paid his check, the cashier said, "You think that Whiz Kid will w n?"

"I sure hope so," said Heller

He trotted back to his tractor, swing up and in and was away. Wthout its trailer, the big
Peterbilt plowed through drifts |like they were nothing. He passed a snow plow on the road.

The big tractor was now goi ng down side roads and | realized his notel had been further east
than Spree-port. During a nonentary lull in the storm | could see the roads were jammed between
the Speedway and New York, being kept open by all the snowpl ows on Long Island, | supposed. New
Yorkers evidently thought the race was worth freezing to death over. It sure was cold. Hours of
dar kness renmi ned, yet still the people cane.

But there was nobody where Heller was driving. Hi s garages were beyond Spreeport and on the
border of the recreation parks. Shortly, the garages appeared ahead in his lights, only dimMy seen
in the heavily falling snow

Wl | before he got to them Heller turned the Peterbilt tractor around. He dropped a w ndow
and began to back toward the garage front that | knew from past observation held the trailer with
the Caddy on it.

He was | eani ng out, |ooking back. He was within a couple yards of the upsw ng-type netal
door, |eaving space to get it open

Suddenly a flick of nmovenent caught his eye. He flinched his head back inside the cab

Atall, thin figure in a khaki parka |eaped to the fuel tank step, sprang to the upper |edge
and thrust a gun into Heller's face!

More sounds. To Heller's right! Sonmeone was clawi ng at the other door

It happened so quickly, then, | could hardly follow Heller nmust have reached si deways for
the ball peen hamrer on the seat.

Hell er threw up his left hand and hit the gun wist! The gun flew out of the nitten.

The ball peen in Heller's right hand cane strai ght across and buried itself in the
assailant's skulI'!

The other door was opening. Heller let up on the clutch. The tractor rear slamred agai nst the
steel garage door with a cl ang!

The cab door whi pped back, catching the other assailant's arm

Heller's foot |ashed out and kicked the door w de open!

The second man went sailing back to hit the ground!

Hel | er set the brake. He scrabbl ed around on the cab floor. He got the first man's gun, a big
revol ver.

In a dive, Heller went out of the cab!

He struck, rolling.

The second man was up and running away. Heller cocked his gun. It seened to be sticky.

The second man, dimy seen in the truck's front lights and falling snow, turned and fired a
shot back!

Hell er couldn't make his gun fire. Cold had janmmed it. The other man had vani shed. Hell er
tossed the worthl ess gun aside.

He turned toward the tractor. It was tightly jamed agai nst the garage swi ng door. The engine
was idling. Its brakes were set. The swi ng door, which pulls up fromthe bottom was securely held
in place.

Hel | er |1 ooked at the other swing doors in the row. Show was banked heavily in front of them
There was no banked snow in front of this one.

His eye fixed on the one small w ndow at the top of the swi ng door, a dianond-shaped pane
about ei ght inches w de.

He went around to where the first man lay. The fellow was very dead. Skull caved in. He had
been wearing a hat under his parka hood. Heller pulled the thing off the corpse. He junped up to
the cab and got a fuel stick. He put the hat on the stick and lifted it up in front of the door

BANG

The gl ass sprayed out! The hat went sailing!

The scree-yow of a ricochet flying away into the night.

The shot had been very nuffled, being frominside where the trailer and Caddy were. The
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wi ndow was too high up to make a sniper post.

Hel l er ran over to a nearby workshop and pulled its door up fromthe bottom The interior was
dim He did not turn on the lights. Boxes of tools sat about. He opened one. He drew on asbestos
gl oves and grabbed up a pair of big cutters.

He raced back to the tractor. A couple nore nuffled shots frominside. They were trying to
sonehow shoot the door open.

The twin nmanifold stacks reared behind the cab into the night. Heller cut the clanps of one
away with two swift bites of the shears.

He seized the stack with both hands. The chrone gooseneck at the bottom bent easily.

He tipped the stack back and back and forced the top of it through the di anond w ndow

BANG

A muffled shot fromwithin tried to shoot it out of the way!

Hel l er braced the fumi ng exhaust in place.

He | eaped into the cab and sped up the engi ne!

He was filling that garage with diesel funes! Carbon nonoxi de!

BANG

Anot her nuffled shot fromwthin.

The stack was holding in place.

Hel | er dropped out of the cab. He was taking off his red anorak

He ripped the khaki parka off the dead man and wrestled himinto the red anorak.

He dragged the body over to the right side of the cab and sone distance away. It was just on
the fringe of the truck headlights and the dark. He dropped it there, face-down in a shall ow
drift, and kicked sone snow over the |egs.

He listened intently. Above the sound of the Peterbilt, another distant engine could be
hear d.

Hel | er dropped back into the shop. He pulled a white parka off a hook and got into it.

A big van showed in the truck lights and snow, coming fast. The driver nust have stanped on
the brakes, for, despite chains, the vehicle skidded, pointing its lights off to the Peterbilt's
|l eft and not into the shop

Three nen spilled out of the back, carrying shotguns. They threw thensel ves down under cover

A man | eaped out on the passenger side and ducked into the protection of the van

Then the driver, who had crouched down, lifted his head cautiously above the w ndow edge
Then he set his brake and opened his door
"Hell," he said as he got down. "You (bl eeped)* fool, you shot himafter all!" He was

pointing at the body in the snow, covered now, all except for the back of the red anorak.
The others canme out of cover. "Were's Benny?"

* The vocodi ctoscriber on which this was originally witten, the vocoscriber used by one
Monte Pennwell 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
byl aws: "Due to the extreme sensitivity and delicate sensibilities of machines and to safeguard
agai nst bl owing fuses, it shall be mandatory that robotbrains in such machinery, on hearing any
cursing or lewd words, substitute for such word the sound ' (bleep)'. No machine, even if pounded
upon, may reproduce swearing or |l ewdness in any other way than (bleep) and if further efforts are
made to get the nachine to do anything el se, the nmachine has pernission to pretend to pack up
This bylaw is nade necessary by the in-built nmission of all nachines to protect biological systens
fromthensel ves." —Jranslator.

said one, trying to peer past the Peterbilt's |ights.

"He nusta run," said anot her one defensively. "The (bl eepard) canme out of that cab |like a God
(bl eeped) rocket!"

They were all converging toward the red anorak.

| heard sone very small rattling sounds close to Heller.

One of the men, carrying a shotgun, turned the body over with his foot.

In a shocked voi ce sonebody said, "It's Benny!"

Heller's right armblurred

Sonet hi ng whi stled through the air!

It was spinning!

It hit the man with the shotgun in the face!

Hel | er gl anced down. He was hol ding an assortnment of wenches. He grabbed a box wench a foot
| ong!
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Hel Il er threw

Spi nni ng, the deadly steel sizzled through the air!

A man saw it coming, tried to deflect it. H's gloved hand spouted bl ood

A flashing object!

Anot her box wrench! The nman was down.

One tried to get a shotgun into action to fire into the dark garage. A spinning blur of
steel! H s forehead burst apart!

A man tried to flee. Heller's armblurred! A spinning mssile slashed his parka hood off and
hal f his head with it.

The | ast man had reached the van. He was struggling to open the door but slipped.

Hel | er lunged forward at speed. He threw a wench as he ran. It broke the driver's wist.

Hel l er was on him The man was hitting out with his remai ni ng good hand. Heller brought a
heavy socket wrench down on his skull! It burst like a nelon!

Then there was only the whisper of falling snow

Hel l er |1 ooked into the back of the van. Nobody. He stepped along the road and |i stened.
Not hi ng.

He surveyed the bodies in the snow. There were six lying there, including Benny. He went from
one to another, kicking their guns aside, checking. They were all very dead.

He went over to the garage door, put his ear up against it and |istened. He kicked it a
coupl e of tines. Nothing happened.

Heller pulled the Peterbilt hand throttle down to idle and then drove it ahead a few feet and
put the brake back on. He put on his asbestos gl oves again and pushed the stack up strai ght and,
with a piece of wire, fastened it in place.

He went back to the door again and listened. Nothing. He went to its lock. It wasn't really
cl osed. He took the padlock off, threw the |ocking bar over and pulled the door up fromthe
bottom | eaping aside at the same tine.

Cl ouds of diesel snoke billowed out. Although he was well clear of it, he fanned it away from
himsel f. He couldn't see into the darkness well. He turned on the tractor's side back |ights.

There were four dead nen in there!

Their faces were blue except for patches of pink on their cheeks.

Flurries of wind and snow were blowing into the interior. Heller approached the nmen nore
closely. They were very dead.

He picked up sonme straps and coils of rope they had been carrying. One had had a curious
weapon: an air gun with injector darts.

Hel | er checked the trailer and Caddy out for bonbs. He found nothing.

He went outside. It was snowi ng even harder and very dark. He glanced at his watch. It was
only 5:20 A M

Chapter 2

Hel l er started noving fast.

He took the red anorak off the |l ate Benny. He checked it for bl ood, found none and threw it
in the cab. He went all around and recovered his wenches. He verified he had themall. Then he
cl eaned them and put them back in his tool boxes in the shop

Then he began to drag bodies to the van. He threw t he npnoxi de-corpses in the back and then
bendi ng down under the van, using a screwdriver's blade, he stabbed a hole in the exhaust nuffler

The two with the nost obvious face injuries he put in the passenger side of the van cab. He
dragged the other four and put themin the back

He collected up all their weapons and equi pnent, quite a pile, and tossed theminto the back
of the van.

Then he verified that he had |left no evidence about.

He stood thinking for a bit. Then he went into the shop and found a bl ack plastic garbage
sack. He went to the van and, one by one, began to renove all 1.D., wallets and whatever fromthe
corpses. It was a sonmewhat grisly job although the blood had |ong since frozen. He put all itens
in the garbage bag. He threw the sack into the cab of the Peterbilt.

Then he went into the shop and found sone pellets. He picked up three jerrycans full of
gasoline and put themin the back of the van

He | ooked the scene over again. He went and got sone snow boots and pulled them on over his
spi kes.

He got into the van and drove it away.

The snow was so heavy it was very hard to see where he was going. He evidently knew. The

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20An%20Alien%20Affair.txt (10 of 124) [8/31/03 1:22:56 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L %20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20A n%20Alien%20Affair.txt

brush was cl oser and closer in beside the road. He drove for quite a while. Then he stopped and
got out.

A picnic table was to his right. He wal ked ahead. He was at the edge of a precipice. A dark
gul ly yawned bl ackly just beyond the picnic spot. Cbviously, he was in sone part of the recreation
park near the sea, a very deserted part anobngst the gullies and dunes.

He got into the back of the van. He opened the three gasoline cans. He | ooked at his watch.
Into each can he dropped a pellet. He recapped the cans.

Aha! | got it. They were Voltar time-dissolvable expl osion caps!

He got in the van, put it in gear and started it ahead toward the precipice.

He stepped out. The van went on

It sailed over the edge and vani shed in the darkness and snow. A thud below in the bl ackness
and then a rattle of stones. The engine quit.

Hel | er began to run with a distance-eating pace. The snow was falling so thickly and it was
so black that | would have been lost in seconds. But | had no hope that he would get |ost. Not
Heller with that built-in conpass brain of his.

He had gone sonme di stance. He nade his watch wink the tinme. He went a little further and then
| ooked back.

The faintest sort of greenish flash, hardly visible in this snow And then a faint WHOOSH

Three seconds, three-fifths of a mle away.

Was he kneeling in the snow? He was speaking in Voltarian. "O God of voyagers, thank you for
deliverance this day. | knowit is your way to test the souls of spacers with such trials to make
themnore worthy in a future life. But, O God of voyagers, did you have to nmake the natives of
this planet so conbative to an effort to land and give them hel p? I think you overdid it just a
little bit on Blito-P3. Al Hail."

He shifted to English. "Forgive me, Jesus Christ, for rubbing out some of your people.
don't think I gave themtine to turn the other cheek. Please accept these souls fromtheir funera
pyre and find it in your heart not to give themnore than they deserve. Anen."

He stood up.
Hel | er turned on a pocket light. A pencil of w ndblown snow. H's footprints on the back trai
were filling so rapidly they would be totally gone in mnutes. Satisfied, he turned the |ight off

and went speeding on his way.

Ah, now at last | could see sonething. And hear sonething, too. The tractor lights and the
tractor engine.

He sl owed down and made a wi de sweep, very silent, scouting the place for any nore unwanted
visitors. Satisfied, he closed in

Chapter 3

The falling flakes, turned bluish in the tractor lights, made a curtain all around that waved
this way and that, stirred by puffs of wind. The bitter cold turned his breath white around his
face mask.

He | ooked at his watch. It flashed that it was 6:15 A M

Hel l er rapidly got to work.

He dug up an opaque silver, plastic car cover and put it over the Caddy. Then he went and got
a spray can of black paint fromthe sem and on both sides of the cover, working very fast and
being very neat, he put SU CIDE RHODES in big letters.

| was nystified. There was no such driver listed in the starting |ineup copy | had.

He played a bl owtorch on sone snow, made it into nud and splashed the result on the tractor
and trailer license plates where it froze instantly. You couldn't read them

| hadn't realized the Peterbilt was rented until he addressed the outer |abel on the door
Bi g Boy Leasing, Rig 89. He splashed nuddy water on that and sort of glued some snowon it. He
I i kewi se obscured the | abel and nunber on the trailer. Then, with the blowtorch he got nore water
and put soap in it and nade the cab wi ndows and screen translucent except for a couple small clear
hol es and the w per area. He was goi ng i ncognito!

He got in and backed the tractor kingplate into the big receiver at the trailer's front end,
where it went clang as it slid in. He got out and pushed in the kingpin to lock the trailer on
Then he cranked up the trailer stand. He connected the trailer's electrical connection to the
tractor and the trailer's rear lights went on. He fitted the airline ends together and gave them a
I ocking twist. He reverified the Caddy chocks and turnbuckl es.

He pulled the trailer out of the garage and went back and forth a couple times, testing the
trailer's air brakes.
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He ran around then and | ocked everything up and put a nearly invisible thread al ong each
door. He was | earning, but he just wasn't suspicious enough in his nature to nmake a good spy even
now. He shoul d have done that before those hoods had gotten in! A real spy has to be downright
paranoid all the tine. Heller would never learn. In espionage, insanity is nmandatory. Heller was
crazy, of course, but not in the right direction

The big rig plowed its way through the snow. He got to a bigger roadway and, though it
earlier had been snow plowed, it was again inches deep. But the snow for the noment had let up

He was converging now with nobs and traffic from New York and the going was much slower. Cars
jamed full of people, people jammed into bl ankets and coats, all hurrying along to be able to get
par ki ng space or a seat for the big race

Hel l er topped a small rise. Fromit the speedway was plainly visible. He went a bit further
| ooki ng for something through his wi ndscreen peephole. He finally centered on Pit 1. It could be
seen because of the angle of a distant open gate. He got off to the side of the road and stopped
hundreds of yards short of what shoul d have been his destination

He pulled the diesel down to idle. Mdbs and nobs of people and cars were passing on the road
to his left. A big sign ahead sai d PARKI NG $20, with an arrow.

| wondered why he was hiding like that. For hiding it was. Nobody woul d recogni ze the Caddy
or see who was in the cab. He nust suspect sonebody was after him

Hel | er took a hanburger out of the sack and pushed it into a miniature mcrowave oven in the
panel . After a moment he took it out, heated. He | ooked at it. There was nothing wong with it |
could see but he put it down. He seemed upset.

He was watching Pit 1 through the w ndscreen peephole. He shifted and | ooked at the
grandstand lights and then at the enthusiastic crowd flooding along to the left of the Peterbilt.
He seened to be trying to figure sonething out. Plainly, he was worried.

Vell, if he thought something odd was on schedule for this conming race, believe ne, he was
right!

He | aid the hanmburger aside and got out the sack of |1.D.'s. They were nostly Italian
nanmes—€ecchi no, Fiutare, Rapitore, Laccio, Scimmottare, Cattivo, Ladro, Pervertire and Serpente.
One wasn't Iltalian: Benny Heist. Wiat was peculiar was that every one of themhad a U S. passport,
up-to-date, and every one of them had five one-thousand-dollar bills except Heist, who had fifty-
five thousand! There was a hundred G s plus snmall bills in those wallets!

Hel I er went back to Benny Heist's. He said, "You could have shot me as | drove up, Benny. O
did you find your gun was jamed or what? What did you intend to do and why? And what did that
have to do with this race?"

He threw them back in the garbage bag and put it under his seat. He didn't eat his hanburger

It was just past 7:00 AM The excited crowmds were thickening. It was still dark. It began to
snow agai n.

Hel l er closed his eyes. Maybe he was taking a rest. He'd need it before this day was out, |
vowed. | had not even begun on himyet!

Chapter 4

At 7:30 AM, Heller turned on his radio: ".. crowds. From Manhattan, from Queens, from
Br ookl yn and as far away as New Jersey, they are pouring to this race. Route 495 is jammed, State
25 is crammed and State 27 is slammed with cars and buses. Somehow the overl oaded Sunrise H ghway
i s being kept open

"Despite the storm the arny has flown in snowpl ows fromas far away as Fort Bl oom ndal es.
But as fast as highways are swept, there is nore snow.

"Several of the drivers and their crews are here. There is no sign yet of that idol of
Anerica, the Wiz Kid. He will be Car 1. He has been assigned Pit 1

"Ah, here is Jeb Toshua. He is 101 years old. Jeb, how does this snowstormstack up to you?"

"Well, Jerry, | can't reckamenber a stormthis bad since way back in '65 or was it '75. No,
maybe it was '82. Let's see, | lost nmy cat...."

"Thank you, Jeb," said the sportscaster hastily. "There's a ot of noney, not on just the
race but also on the weather: will it be clear or will it be snowing at flag tine?

"Hey, here is Killer Brag, the top bonber driver of Georgia. Killer, what do you have to say
about this race?"

"It's the craziest |Iot of racing conmissioners in history. It's snowing and the God (bl eeped)
conmmi ssion won't change bonber rules and | et us use chains and spi kes. The (bl eepers)..."

"Thank you, Killer Brag. The crowds are still com ng. There's a bus |oad, the Jackson Hi gh
School Marching All Grls Virgin Band. There seens to be an awful lot of them..."
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Ei ght o' clock. The snow had let up. It was lighter. The crowds, as | could see fromny hill
still converged upon the speedway. Long Island trainl oads were being bused the last |ap of the
journey. Snowpl ows were spraying geysers of white off the roads. One was working on the track to
clear it.

Eight-thirty. A new, oninous wall of gray-black clouds was rolling in. It began to snow tw ce
as hard as it had.

The radio said, "According to |ocal neteorologists, brought to you through the courtesy of
the Florida Chanber of Commerce, there are two weather fronts at work here today. One is icy cold,
sweeping in from Manhattan with tenperatures of mnus ten degrees. The other is battling it with
heavy snow pushed north by the warm and sultry breezes of Mam Beach, Florida. It is eighty-two
on a beautiful, tropical norning at Hi al eah where the nost beautiful girls in Florida watch the
t hor oughbreds run. The two enbattled fronts are bashing at each other right above Spreeport, Long
Island. We pause for this conmercial from Tropical Airways. "

VWhat ever lies the Floridians were telling about Florida, it only served to enphasi ze the
brutality of the weather that was going on here. Sheets of white snow bl anketed down upon a
compl etely frozen | andscape. Traffic churned the roads into slush which instantly froze again into
dirty ice. Wien | stuck my nose and binocul ars out of the van wi ndow, both froze up pronptly and
had to hang the gl asses outside to keep themusable. | was |ooking for ny snipers. | should be
able to see themfromthis height. But the snow curtained everyt hing.

The crowds weren't heading for Florida. Wapped into nobil e nountains, they were converging
here at Spreeport to see the Wiz Kid race.

Heller was trying to see Pit 1. Even the hole in his snow covered w ndshield kept closing and
he had to heat the glass behind it to see at all

It was creeping on toward nine. The radio said, and still the crowds come. No sign of
the Wiz Kid as yet. The other drivers have been having a neeting with the officials. Ah, here's
Hamer Mal one. How did the neeting go, Hanmer?"

"God (bleep) it, it's going to snow off and on all day.

You can't keep that God (bl eeped) track clear. W got to have chains and spikes to race at
all. And the God (bl eeped) officials won't suspend the rules. The race is off!"

Loudspeakers in front of the grandstand: "Ladies and gentlenen, we are sorry to have to
announce that the drivers have refused to race without chains and spi kes. The officials will not
change t he bonber..."

A roaring surge of anger! Fromthe radio, audible in the open air. Ten thousand people
how i ng in outrage! Berserk

Loudspeakers: "Ladi es and gentl enmen, please be calm Please be calm I|adies and
gentlenmen...."

Snarls, batterings!

Then a hasty voice on the | oudspeaker: "The officials have just this minute reached a new
finding. They will suspend all rulings concerning chains, spikes and wheels! The race will go on!"

Heller nmuttered, "That's all |'ve been waiting for."

The snow |l et up monmentarily. Through his peephol e he watched two huge vans punching their way
through the gate. They turned and drew up behind Pit 1. They both had signs:

JI FFY- SPI FFY GARAGE, NEWARK, N. J.

Men were spilling out of the vans!

I had a sinking feeling. He had M ke Miutazione's people as his pit crew And what el se?

Hel | er reached for a full-visored racing helnmet. He pulled the dark shade down. He put the
sem in gear and, creeping along the heavily trafficked road, nade his way to the gate.

At the guard point he slid down his wi ndow. He was holding up a NASCAR card and a ten-doll ar
bill. The security man sucked in his breath. Heller hastily said, "Don't yell who it is."

The guard shut his nouth, took the bill and Heller was through. He pulled up behind Pit 1.

M ke opened his door. "Hell of a rush, kid, but we made it. W been working all night for
three nights. And | got a great pit crew for you."

Hel | er handed M ke t he garbage sack. "H de this for ne, will you, M ke?"

| had anot her disappointment. It had been in ny mind to sort of slide in and pick up that
sack. Now | wouldn't know where it was! But what was this?

M ke's crew was unl oadi ng huge tanks of oxyacetylene and putting themin padding. Wat were
they going to do? Start the world's nost active wel ding shop?

And anot her thing, as Heller glanced around | could see frombulges in their heavy tank suits
that this crew was arned!

M ke said to Heller, "Wiy didn't you let the fam |y bet on you? W worked |ike hell on the
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wheel s. You're sure to win now"

The cover had cone off the Caddy. It was visible fromthe grandstand. A surging cheer went up
fromthe nassive crowd.

When he could be heard again, Heller said, "I don't really know, Mke. This is just too crazy
a race. Let's get the wheels on."

It was snowi ng again, undoing all the previ ous snow pl ow work. The crew had the Caddy off the
trailer. They pushed it to pit position. It had a huge black 1 on it outlined in gold, and WH Z
KID. The crew was fixing straps across the area where the w ndscreen was m ssing.

Three officials, wapped to their crowns, cane up. "You're late,"” said the first one.

Hel | er said, "Please satisfy yourselves there is no gasoline tank in, under or around the car
and then certify that."

The crew was lifting the Caddy's right side with a hydraulic jack. The inspectors nunbly did
as they were told.

Hel | er then said, "Now pl ease inspect the hood and the pan under the engine and testify that
they are sealed. Put your own seals on them"”

They did. Then an inspector said, "Those wheel s!"

The crew had renoved the two right-side regular wheels and were rolling up two others. They
| ooked strange. Al silver colored. They did appear to be wheels but they had very deep zigzag
grooves and they bristled with spikes.

An inspector tapped one. It gave a hollow clank! "Hey, that's not rubber. That's netal!"

"They're internally braced steel doughnuts,"” said Heller. "And you just allowed a suspension
of all rules on wheels."

The inspectors seenmed cal mabout it. But | sure wasn't! They woul dn't bl ow out!

O wait. Yes, a .30-06 Accelerator slug travelling at 4,080 feet-per-second nuzzle velocity

coul d gouge Hells out of one of those and unbalance it. |I was still all right.

The crew had all the wheels on now Heller bent down behind each wheel. | saw there was a
ki nd of disc above the brake druns. Heller was pulling a wire fromthe car engine area and putting
in place sonething that | ooked |ike an electrical brush. | understood what he was doi ng. That

carburetor devel oped nore power in electricity than it did in fuel. He was grounding it through
the four metal wheels instead of trailing a metal strap

The inspectors wanted to know if the wheels had notors in them In that event, they'd be
di sal |l owed as they were supposed to be wheels, not notors.

"Just grounding them" said Heller. "Lot of electricity around today. No notors in the
wheel s. "

That was all right then. Those inspectors knew better than to antagonize that crowd. Cold as
it was, they were cheering and how i ng.

The snow was coni ng down about five tinmes as thick. Anything the snowpl ows had just done was
bei ng undone fast.

It was about twenty minutes to starting tinme now Heller went into the Peterbilt cab. He
stripped and put on a garnent that | ooked like an insulation suit. Then he put on a warmracing
outfit of red synthetic fur with some heat coils init. He slid into fur-lined rubber boots that
had enornous cleats in the soles.

| suddenly realized that racing in bitter cold did not seemstrange to him A spacer flashed
t hrough tenperatures approachi ng absolute zero! Today's minus ten Fahrenheit mnight even seem warm
weat her!

He put on sonme Voltar insulator gloves. Then he pulled on a red racing helmet that had a
m cr ophone across his nmouth and, apparently, aradio in it. He pulled down its dark visor

He got out and went to the Caddy and got in. He started it up to let it warm Al up the
line, through the snow, bonbers were starting and warni ng up. The sound of engines at their pits
was | ow and threatening. The snow ng increased.

Hel | er buckled himself in, tested the quick rel ease and rebuckled it. His pit crew was
checki ng about .

Hel l er said into his mcrophone, "Are you there, Fancy-Dancy?"

A voice came back in his earphones, "There."

Wait. Who was this "Fancy-Dancy"? And where was "there"?

Then | realized he nust be testing the radio with his pit crew.

The flagman and the pacer car were out, trying to nake it through the snow

Hel l er revved the Cadill ac.

"Sounds sweet," said Mke at his w ndow.

Suddenly | renenbered to start ny stopwatch. Heller now had about five hours |left on that
carburetor. But | wasn't going to wait on that.
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Sonebody signalled. Heller turned his steering wheel to roll out into the starting parade.

"Bye-bye, Heller," | said. Oh, how | was going to enjoy watching this (bleepard) fail! H m
and his stinking, snobbish Fleet officer nanners and ways! His |ousy popularity was about to go up
i n snoke!

Chapter 5

Thr ough snow nmade thin by a sudden gust of wind, the crowd saw that the Caddy was novi ng
toward its starting position. A thundering roar of cheers burst fromthe grandstand, "Wiz Kid!"
"Whiz Kid!" "There he is!" "Gve it to 'em Wiz Kid!"

The radio: "Car Nunmber 1, the Whiz Kid hinself, is noving out to position. Look at that
beautiful car!"

And i ndeed, fromny vantage point, even through snow, | could see a flash of red down there
on the track. His pit crew nust have raked the snow off at the last minute.

| turned on ny small, portable color TV. Yes, there was a camera on him And then it switched
to the others.

Those bonbers, what you could see of them under the accunul ated snow, were rea
wr ecks—gl assl ess, battered street vehicles, picked because they coul d be expended. The Caddy, |
had to admt, |ooked |ike an aristocrat anobngst wi nos.

Hamrer ©Mal one had sone kind of a PA systemin his own black car. What was it? A cut-down
hearse? He yelled, "You stole ny starting position, you (bleepard)! You ain't gonna have enough
car to get yourself to the nmorgue when |I'm done with you!" Wat were those things on his hubs?
Kni ves? They stuck way out. Probably to cut tires!

The crowd screaned and booed.

Hel | er swung into position just behind the pacer and just ahead of the other cars. They were
going to circle the track once before they got the starting signal

What an awful track! The snowpl ow work was all undone. Eight inches of snow lay on the

asphalt. Qusting wi nds were bl owi ng snow back upon it as well. The cars' wheels were cutting ruts
and any slush that they made went into instant ice.

Abruptly the | ow sun |lanced through, cutting below the clouds. It was still snow ng!

The radi o suddenly said, "It's ten! It's sunshine and snow at the sanme tine. Al weather bets

are off! But here they are now, swi nging around, coning in front of the grandstand. The pacer is
pulling out. There's the flagman! OFF GOES THE WH Z KID "

Hel |l er had gunned. The Caddy | eaped forward with a m ghty roar

The battering crescendo of the other cars was added to, one by one! My viewer and TV and
radi o al nost knocked thensel ves off their |edges with the clinbing roar!

The crowd was goi ng nmad! Scream ng and wavi ng bl ankets, urging Heller on!

The announcer's voice—shrill, the words jamred together with hurry as though his voice al one
was driving those cars—rose above the roar. "Nunber 1 is halfway round. The others are trying to
cl ose the gap. Number 2, Hammrer Malone, is tight on the leader's tail. Nunber 12 has just passed

Number 5. Number 12 is Killer Brag. He's driving a stripped dowmn GMC truck! Look at him go! He's
overtaken Hamrer Malone. Killer Brag is challenging the | eader!™

| could see it fromwhere | was. Heller was speeding up. He was keepi ng Number 12 just back
of his rear right.

Snow was flying up fromtheir churning wheels. Clots of it were flying through the m ssing

wi ndscreens and wi ndows, pelting the drivers. The still falling snow was swooshi ng i n agai nst
Hel ler's visor.
Heller's view was staying clear. | didn't understand it. Then | realized his visor nust be

heated and covered with a nonwetting agent! He was cheating al ready!

The bonbers were not bashing each other. They were stringing out, trying to catch the | eader
Then | realized they nust have sone unspoken agreenent anongst them-get the Wiz Kid first!

Oh, was | in agreenent with that!

Heller did his first lap. He was keeping just ahead of Killer Brag. But he was not going fast
enough to pass the end of the closely spaced pack

Wth all the chains and spi kes those cars had on their wheels, they were not |osing traction
But they were tearing the track to bits, and after one circle they were hitting ridges that were
now i ce. They began to slither and vibrate.

A how i ng gust of w nd swept across the speedway, lathering it all with snow again, hiding
ruts.

The sun got stronger and glaring. The snow ng abruptly ceased.

Hell er was having a hard tinme not to overtake the tail of the pack and still keep ahead of
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Killer Brag. He was not really going at high speed. Maybe only a hundred. But that poorly banked
track tended to throw the cars off sideways when they nmade the turns at each end. It was a
scranmbling roar and a steering wheel fight to not fly out over the edge.

But Heller's wheels were gripping well. He was nmaking it through better than the rest. He was
braki ng into and gunning out of the turns.

Five | aps!

This was the cue for ny first sniper. | watched closely.

YANK! Heller's steering wheel junped in his hands! The Caddy instantly began to vibrate.

Killer Brag went by himlike a shot!

Into his mke, Heller said, "Fancy-Dancy. Just got one."

A voice in his earphones, "CGot it!"

Heller said, "Pit 1, coming in! Change a wheel!"

He coasted the last half of his lap and slid into the pit area.

His crew had the side of the car up on a jack in seconds. Automatic w enches spun. Another
wheel was rolled out. Mke was at his window, "Cristo! Take it easy! W only got four spares!"”
Then he | ooked down at the wheel conming off. He bent over. "Jesus, that's a bullet hole!"

An official was verifying that no gas had been taken. The jack was dropped and the car
bounced. The official held his thunb up.

Hel | er sped the Caddy out of the pit.

The pack was scattered now One had a ranming in nmind. A green car. It dived at Heller. He
stanped on his brake and sent the Caddy skidding in an avoid. The green car m ssed.

Hel |l er began to drive a dodging course. The radio cried: "The Wiz Kid has |lost his | ead!
Wth an unschedul ed pit stop..."

But | was going slightly crazy. A .30-06 Accelerator slug froma Watherby rifle had hit
accurately enough and while it had not caused the netal "tire" to shatter the way it woul d have
done with a normal one, it had still put a wheel out of action, and with only four spares we woul d
make it. But WHO was "Fancy-Dancy" and WHERE?

Chapter 6

It wasn't snowi ng. A nurky sun was neverthel ess glowing on that m | k-white blanket. | |eaned
out of ny van wi ndow, searching bel ow with my binocul ars.

There were buil dings down the slope, each one of them overl ooking the speedway.

My two snipers should be on roofs about three hundred yards fromthe nearest end of the track
fence. One should be over slightly to ny left and one to the right of himon another roof.

It was terribly hard to see them They were wearing snow cloaks. But their rifles and
tel escopic sights were dark enough to nmake them visible.

Wait! A third sniper!

He was on a hi gher roof, much nearer to ne!

| steadied ny binoculars. An MI nilitary riflel A long tube silencer. No scope! The sniper's
face turned a little as he took the tip of his right-hand mitten in his teeth and withdrew his
hand.

Bang- Bang!

| looked frantically about. | had no weapon | could shoot himwith!

| | ooked back. Bang-Bang was noving a radi o out of the way. He was flexing his shoulders the
way a nmarksman does to settle and steady his prone position

Frantically, | turned ny binoculars on nmy own | eft-hand sniper. He would not be as visible to
Bang-Bang as to ne. Probably the shot was what had spotted himfor the ex-marine. A silencer stil
enmts a tiny sound and the roar of the npbtors was distant.

My | eft-hand sniper was having trouble with his extractor. The enpty had not ejected after
his shot. An Accelerator case is subjected to an awmful |ot of extra force and maybe it had
expanded. O maybe this cold had jamred the action. O maybe those Wat herbys weren't in top
conditi on—+ had picked themup thirdhand. And the cases were rel oads. The sniper was pulled
si dewi se, working on the jamred case with a knife!

| screanmed nmentally at mny sniper, DUCK

Too | at e!

Abruptly the magazine of the sniper's rifle expl oded!

It was so fast | could hardly follow it.

The jar of inpact on the rifle he held yanked himright over the front edge of the roof!

He fell out of sight, probably a hundred feet down into the street bel ow

Bang- Bang was reaching for his radio.
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| whi pped ny binoculars to ny other sniper.

He had seen it!

And Bang-Bang from his position had not |ocated the second sni per

My right-hand sniper sw velled around. He took careful aimup toward Bang-Bang. He fired!

| whi pped ny binoculars to Bang-Bang. He had been hurl ed backwards. A hit!

Bang-Bang fell back onto a sloping roof. The snow made a small aval anche and Bang- Bang
vani shed from vi ew.

My ot her sniper watched for a bit, then turned, and possibly feeling he was too exposed from
above, shifted over and out of ny sight. But soon | saw the tip of his silencer protruding beyond
a chimey, pointing toward the track

Thank Gods, | still had a sniper in action! Heller was a | ong way from w nning!

Chapter 7

The roar of engines battered the snowscape, conpeting with the yells and bell ows of the
crowd.

Fifteen cars were strung out, thundering, skidding wildly on the turns.

The radi o sportscaster's excited voice was calling their positions and naneuvers.

A fusillade of snow soared up froma spinning wheel of a car ahead and battered Heller in the
face. The debris wiped out all sight. Then miraculously it was clear again. Heller had reached up
and pulled a | ayer of plastic off his visor. The visor nust be made up of countless thin sheets of
nonwetting plastic that he could just peel off one by one. It was just another sanple of his
cheating ways! He could see the blur of rutted track and ski dding cars before him

He was passing car after car now Each tinme he passed another, you could hear the crowd
behi nd the radi o sportscaster screamw th delight!

The radi o was saying, "For those who have tuned in late, this contest of daring, wits and
just plain vicious driving will be decided by the first one to nake a thousand | aps and the | ast
one to still be able to nmaneuver under its own power. The quarter of a million prize noney will be
divided into two pans: $125,000 for the laps and $125,000 for the [ast one noving. | can see right
now t hese denon drivers are each one working on both prizes. Unfortunately, there have been no
deaths yet despite the track condition. Listen to those engines roar! Those clanks you hear are
| oose chains...." He was drowned by a roar of the crowd. "The Whiz Kid has just |apped Hammer
Mal one! "

Heller, roaring along at at |east 120, was darting through the scattered pack

A driver lunged sideways in an effort to hit him Heller sped up. It was a miss.

Anot her car shot sideways to strike himas he roared through a gap. It was Car 9.

The car mi ssed!

Anot her car comi ng up behind spun and struck Car 9. The two spun through the fence! C ouds of
snmoke! The bel ated sound of the crash

"Cars 9 and 4 look like they're out of it!" cried the radio. "Wat a wonderful inpact! No,
I'"'mwong. Car 4, Murder McCee, is nmoving. Yes, he's com ng back onto the track! No, he's going
back to ram Car 9! He hit the anbul ance i nstead! Now here comes Miurder McGee again! He's back in
the race!"

The TV crew was struggling down there to shoot the mangl ed bodies. Its announcer said, "Here
we are, folks. Channel Six and Seven-Ei ghths, always on the job! W pronised you bl ood today and
we're delivering blood. There's blood all over the place here. Three dead anbul ance drivers. Look
at that blood, folks. W pause for our Bouncy Towels commrercial."

Fourteen cars were streanmi ng around the track now. They had been slowed by a yellow flag. It
let themstring out.

Suddenly Heller's wheel jerked again!

He skidded wildly, alnost hit Car 7. He slowed, steering to avoid a rear ram

Into his m ke he said, "Fancy-Dancy. There's another."

No answer.

Hel | er said again, "Fancy-Dancy, cone in, please.”

No answer.

| hugged nyself with glee. W were still in business!

The Caddy's wheel was chattering and pounding. Heller got around two cars and dived for Pit
The Caddy lurched as the crew got a jack under it.

"Cogliones!" said Mke. "Another bullet!"
The crew had a spare on. The official verified no gas was taken
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The crowd behind the radi o sportscaster was screaning, "Cone on, Wiz Kid!"

The announcer said, "The Whiz Kid is well behind now He has had two pit stops. The officials
verified he has taken on no fuel."

Hel l er started to make his way through the scattered field once nore. They seened to be even
nmore interested in hitting him

He went into a wild skid to avoid Car 6, got his car under control and began to shoot ahead
on the part of the track nearest ne.

H s wheel jerked again!

He al nost went into the fence. He recovered and narrowWy mssed Car 11. The Caddy's wheel was
chattering over the heavy ruts.

Hel | er said, "Fancy-Dancy. There's another!"

No answer .

He swerved his car to a pit stop

"Cogliones di Cristo!" exclained Mke. "Another bullet! After this one, you only got one
spare left! Take it easy!"

The TV caught Heller leaving the pit. "The Wiz Kid has really lost the edge. Wth three pit
stops, he's nowthe tail. He can pick sone of this up as other can start pulling in for gas but it
is going to take real driving now...."

It was snowi ng again. The radio said, "The Florida Chanber of Comerce neteorol ogists are
telling you that you are in the mdst of the I|ousiest, stinkingest winter you have had for a | ong
time. It is snowing again, if you haven't noticed. This afternoon Spreeport is going to have snow
and nore snow. In fact, as the hours go on, you are going to be snowed under. If any of you
survive watching this Spreeport race and win a bet, rush to Florida to spend it. W |ove noney, we
will rip you off painlessly."”

| couldn't see the track. But | hugged nyself. As soon as this flurry passed and he coul d see
again, ny sniper was going to nmess up another wheel. And then just one nore after that and Heller
was out of it! That Caddy was taking enough of a beating already. It could never survive running
on a gaping bullet hole.

And t hen, suddenly, a voice. | had three sound receivers on. For a nonment | didn't locate it.

Hel | er' s ear phones!

The voice said, "Sorry, Hgh-Flyer. My talk box got hit and nunber two took time." It was
Bang- Bang!

Hel | er said, "You okay?"

"Only a bruise, High-Flyer. Take her to a win!"

"Roger, dodger, over, under and out!" said Heller, and really fed throttle! The blurred track
sped under him

| swept the curtained expanse before nme. Somewhere in that chill terrain, ny other sniper |ay
dead. Probably with a knife, if |I knew ltalians. | could find nothing. Probably nobody el se ever
woul d eit her!

I had a bad few m nutes. Maybe Bang-Bang was up there sonewhere stalking nme! | |ocked ny van

doors securely and laid out a Knife Section knife. But then | realized Bang-Bang was down at Pit
1. He had had to go there to use their radio to reach Heller
(Bl eep) that Bang-Bang! (Bleep) him (bleep) him (bleep) him Heller had a chance to win!

Chapter 8

The snow snowed and the roaring race went on

Numb, not just with cold, | sat and watched. There were only two chances now. Heller would
smash up on that skidding track or his carburetor would fail

The snowing let up and started agai n nunerous tines. Round and round they went.

The TV Channel Six and Seven- Ei ghths had been running along as fast as the cars. "lI'msure it
will thrill our national audience to know that the Wiz Kid, who had several tines |lost his |ead,
has now recovered it. Track conditions are appalling. Ah, here is Jeb Toshua. He is 101 years ol d.
Jeb, do you ever recall a track this bad?"

"I think it was '83 when I lost ny cat...."

"Thank you, Jeb. Car 7, Dagger Duggan, has just pulled into the pit. He is refuelling.... No,
he's getting a drink of Peegrans Corn Wi skey. Look at that ecstasy on Dagger Duggan's face as he
enpties the pint. W pause for a word fromour sponsors, Peegrans Corn \Wiskey!..."

The commercial's boys quartet sang:

Cor n Wi skey,
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Corn Wi skey,

Corn Wi skey, | cry.

If I don't get ny Peegrans,
| surely will die.

The picture of the race cane back on. "Dagger Duggan is now leaving his pit. That's him
wavi ng at the canera. Hey, he turned right out into the path of the Wiz Kid!l The Wiz Kid braked
and spun his car around him

"Car 7—that's Dagger Duggan, folks—s... No! He has just caroned off Car 8! There he goes

through the rail! Duggan shoots up into the air. The car is turning over! It cones down on its
roll bars! It has burst into flane! He's trapped! He bursts into flanes.

"W will now do a slow notion replay of that shot."

The replay flashed on.

A low, harsh voice canme over. "Get that (bleeped) shot off the screen or you'll |ose our

account!" Hastily, a string of letters flashed across the expl odi ng Duggan
S| MULATED DRANMATI ZATI ON

Anot her car spun out and wound up in the snowbanks. Another cane crawming into the pit with a
busted fan belt and an engine that was overheati ng.

There were only eleven left in the race. It was creeping up toward 3:00 P.M Spraying snow to
ei ther side, jockeying through openings, Heller drove on to the screans of delight fromthe
grandstand. | found it absolutely disgusting. | kept a close eye on ny watch: in a very short tine
now, that carburetor was scheduled to fail and he woul d be done for

But in the last half hour, he had so clearly asserted a | ead that sonme of the other drivers
evidently began to think they had no chance at all if they did not take himout.

Instead of driving to nake |aps, some were driving nowto get a ramat Heller as he went by.

Car 10, Basher Benson, driving a stripped International station wagon, lay in wait at the

near end of the oval. He was going to, | could see, sweep along on the inside and ram Hell er
The Caddy braked into the turn and then sped up, skidding sideways in the flying snow.
Basher gave his car all it had and rushed parallel, aimng for Heller's left front wheel

Above the yow of tortured engines, Basher's voice, "Take this, you (bleepard)!"

The I nternational touched before Heller could avoid.

A fl ash!

An el ectrical explosion!

Car 10 rebounded like it had been hit by Iightning!

It spun away, went through the rail

The driver sat there stunned.

The crowd yelled and roared with delight!

The TV did a replay. It was a lightning bolt! Car 10 had hit Heller's left front wheel and an
electrical flash at least five feet in dianeter had flared!

The el ectrical surplus fromthe carburetor was being grounded in those wheels! And any ot her
car that touched thembled off the grounding in a lightning bolt!

Basher Benson was getting shakily out of Car 10. He apparently had no idea of what had
happened except that he didn't want anything nore to do with this race!

The radi o sportscaster was trying to account for it and suddenly settled upon the explanation
that it was the Wiz Kid' s nmagnetic personality.

Hel | er and the other cars roared on, the shrieking engines nerged with the how s and cheers
of the crowd.

The other drivers had no real idea of what had happened. There are always sparks to sone
extent when netal is hamrered against nmetal in a crash

The snow stopped and a nurky sun came out.

Anot her driver, in an old Dodge, got the idea of side-sw ping Heller on the far strai ghtaway.
He was driving close to the rail and, as Heller started to pass, the Dodge speeded up and dived at
hi m

FLASH!

It made a crack like a lightning bolt!

Hel | er had tapped himw th a wheel

The Dodge went spinning out of control! It rolled! It skidded fifty feet onits roll bars!

The crowd went crazy with ecstasy!

Yellow flag. A tow truck sped out to latch on to the Dodge and drag it away. The driver stood
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there until an anbul ance cane and then tried to clinb into the tow truck. He seened to be wal ki ng
in circles.

The cars were speeded up again. There were now nine.

I was on the edge of ny seat. | had half an eye on the viewers and the other half on the
stopwatch. It was past three.

Was Heller going to win after all?

Chapter 9

The snow cl ouds parted nore widely. The dirty-hued afternoon sun slanted down upon the chewed-
up track. It seened col der

The battering roar of the straight-shoot-exhaust-pi ped Caddy racketed above that of the other
cars as it speeded up to nake the near turn. Heller had started to race in earnest. He was already
twenty | aps ahead of any other driver and he was starting to open the Caddy up

The ot her eight, including Hamrer Malone and Killer Brag, seemed to realize they were done
unl ess they did sonething. Probably the chanting, "Whiz Kid, Wiz Kid, Wiz Kid!'" that
sporadically rose fromthe grandstand egged them on

They were ol d bonber veterans. They had seen everything and done everything but they were not
going to just idle around and watch thensel ves be thrashed.

Strategies of denmolition derbies included gang-up. Once they had di sposed of Heller, they
could fight the rest of it out anobngst thenselves. But Heller nust GO

| read all that in the way they concertedly began to idle down as they passed the grandstand.
They did another circle, Heller threading his way through them as though they didn't exist.

Hel l er was doing nore than 150. He was sitting there doing an alert job of driving,
predicting the novenents of the other cars and predodging in anple tinme. The

Caddy | ooked like a red streak. Its engine was a continuous scream of power.

The other eight cars were drawing up in a kind of an uneven circle with a huge gap in the
center. Four favored the grandstand side of the straightaway, the other four favored its other
side. They had stopped trying to lap. They were going into pure denolition derby formation

The TV and radi o sportscasters were both jabbering in excitenent that there was sonething up

Hel | er knew there was sonething up. He suddenly slowed. He shifted down to | ower drive,
cutting out his top gear, probably to give hinself enornous pickup in a sudden spurt.

The Caddy approached the waiting circle doing only about sixty.

He came to the outer edge of the hole.

A lunge as cars surged at himn

A yowl as the Caddy speeded up

A grinding crash!

It was Hanmer Mal one hitting another car

The Caddy was through the gap and away!

The ot her cars changed tactics. They turned around so they could back ramthis tine. It
| ooked |i ke a planned maneuver and, indeed, they were wi thin shouting distance of one another

The gap for Heller was wi de open and inviting.

He was apparently just going to go through again.

The bonbers began to back! They would hit him

He suddenly stanped on his brakes and gave his steering gear a yank to the left!

He spun in a conplete circle.

The bonbers crashed into one anot her

Hel l er wasn't there!l

He cane out of his spin and gunned his engi ne and streaked by, al nobst scraping the grandstand
barri cade!

He had gone behind them He had used a | ane just vacated!

The crowd howl ed with joy!

The bonbers pried thenmsel ves apart. Mre shouting. They got back into position.

Hel | er toured the oval

But whatever he planned to do next never happened.

Comi ng out of the far turn of the oval, doing about seventy, his engine quit!

He had only about a hundred yards to go to reach the bonbers.

Per haps he t hought he coul d coast through

He had been high on the bank. There was |ots of snow under his wheels. It was cutting his
speed down dramatically.

There was not hing he could do about it.

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20An%20Alien%20Affair.txt (20 of 124) [8/31/03 1:22:56 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L %20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20A n%20Alien%20Affair.txt

He went straight into the open center with a dead engi ne. He was doi ng about twenty.

CRASH!

Ei ght cars backed into him

They were stopped in a jamed nass.

The top of Heller's hood was going cherry red!

The carburetor had fused!

Wth a quick yank he released his safety belt!

He shot his arm out through the wi ndow and got a hol d.

He said, "Good-bye, you Cadillac Brougham Coup d'El egance. It wasn't your fault!"

Li ke the gymmast he was, he pulled hinmself through the w ndow.

Janmmed cars all around!

Cursing drivers!

Snmoke began to shoot out of the Cadillac's hood.

"Run!" Heller shouted in that high, Fleet voice.

He was up on a roof. He sprang to another roof!

He | eaped to yet another roof.

He | aunched hinself into the air, struck the snowwith a roll, was up and runni ng. He was
heading for Pit 1

Hamrer Mal one and Killer Brag had extricated their cars.

As one, with a crash of gears, they launched their vehicles after Heller!

Two explosions in the tangled mass of the six cars. | knew it would be the oxygen and
hydr ogen tanks goi ng up

Fl ames shot into the air!

The other drivers were running away.

But the cars of Hammer Malone and Killer Brag bore down on Heller

He turned to face them

They conver ged!

He sl apped his hands agai nst their hoods, sprang upwards and with a roll, hit the roof of
Hanmmrer Mal one's car and was over it and behi nd.

Wth a grinding shriek of nmetal, the two sidesw ping cars recoiled right and left, spinning
in the ice.

Killer Brag's gas tanks nust have been ruptured. The sparks of the chains on ice did the
rest.

A whoosh of green, orange and red flame envel oped both cars!

Brag was out, racing away.

Harmrer Mal one was on fire. He dived into a snowbank to put it out.

Heller was racing for Pit 1.

Chapter 10

The pit crew was scranbling about.

Hel l er dived over a pit barricade.

M ke Miutazi one was poundi ng at sone sparks lying in Heller's racing suit.

The grandstand was goi ng crazy.

The radi o announcer was yelling, "The Wiz Kid' s engine died, just like that...."

The TV sportscaster was shouting, "Nine cars in flanes...."

The | oudspeakers bl ared, "The Whiz Kid apparently ran out of fuel...."

Hamrer Mal one coul d be seen struggling out of the snowbank. He raced back toward his car. He
beat out sone flanes in the upholstery. He | eaped in!

The old weck started! It had only been danaged by the explosion of Killer Brag's!

No other car in the flam ng pyre before the grandstand was novi ng.

Hamrer Mal one began to drive around the track

There was a how of rage fromthe crowd.

A new voice was in the grandstand | oudspeakers. "That God (bl eeped) Whiz Kid cost us our
shirts!™

Nobody was paying any attention to Hammer Mal one, faltering along at about twenty. He had won
the denolition and he was now going for the endurance. Totally ignored.

The grandstand | oudspeakers blared, "Get that God (bl eeped) Wiz Kid!"

The losers spilled in a wave over the grandstand barricades and onto the track!

Howl i ng and shrieking revenge, they tore toward Pit 1.

Hel | er | ooked up, watching themcone. He nuttered, "Just like it said in Hakluyt's Voi ages.
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Very hard to nmake a safe | andi ng anongst the natives of North Americal"

M ke Miutazione's crew was standing in a semicircle around the pit area.

The crowd was plowi ng down the track like a stormcloud gone crazy. The race was forgotten
Al'l they wanted was bl ood.

Track security police tried to nake a stand to check them They were hurl ed aside!

The crowd cane storming on. They were screaming, "Get the Wiz Kid!'" "Cost ne ten thousand!"
"Kill him" and other ferocious war cries.

Hel | er just sat there watching.

The forenost ring of the nmob, nouths snarling, fists shaking, got within twenty feet of the
Mut azi one |i ne.

"“"Now! " barked M ke.

Abruptly flame erupted from nozzl es!

A dozen oxyacetyl ene hoses played a fan of fire over the heads of the nob

There was an instant of incredul ous gasps cut by the sizzle of flane.

Then a torrent of screans!

How s of terror burst out!

The forenost ranks recoil ed!

They knocked down peopl e behind themIike domi noes!

The crowd was racing away, |leaving the fallen and tranpled in the snow. And then these, too,
found the energy to run

The oxyacetyl ene torches popped out as their valves were shut off.

Hamrer Mal one's ol d weck staggered past the grandstand and wecked cars and knocked al ong,
working to conplete his thousand | aps.

But the race was over for the crowd. They were goi ng hone.

PART THI RTY
Chapter 1
| packed up and drove the van down off the hill, heading for the track and grandstand.
I had seen Heller get into the Peterbilt and knew t here was no danger he woul d spot ne.
The disgruntled and di sgusted crowd was trailing away. | steered the van slowy through them

| was hoping | could find J. Walter Madison.

Behi nd Hell er's back, Madison had fabricated the Wiz Kid and the controversy around this
race. Wth Heller's spectacul ar defeat and the bl oodthirsty crowd, | had to find what Madi son
pl anned next.

The security guards were no |onger tending the gates. They did not care who went in or out
now.

I went through a tunnel and energed in the littered grandstand. There was a cluster of people
around a box. | recogni zed one of the nearest ones. It was a reporter | had seen at Mdison's
of fice, 42 Mess Street.

| went up to him Although he had a sheepskin coat up around his ears and although |I was
wearing a hooded parka, we recogni zed each ot her

| said, "Did Madi son start that great riot?"

He said, "No. | did, on the spur of the monment. J. Warbler is in a weird state. Twenty
m nutes before the race he went into shock and passed out. W had to take himto the hospita
tent. He only returned to the grandstand in tinme to see the end of it."

| 1 ooked through the cluster of 42 Mess Street people and saw Madi son sitting there on a
folding chair. Cold as it was, he had an ice bag on his head! H's face was gray and awf ul

I went over to him | said, incredulously, "Are you feeling that way because Heller |ost?"

He shook his head. "Ch, no. Wn or |lose, that wouldn't have nattered. It would only have
given us one day's front page and then we woul d have had the work of doing sonething el se.”

| didn't understand it at all. "Well, if winning or losing didn't matter, what are you
feeling so bad about?"

He ineffectually adjusted the ice bag. Then he broke down. "Never trust a client! They always
do you in!"

"Maybe you better tell nme what you think is wong," | said, puzzled.

He began to cry. In a choked voice, he said, "He wasn't supposed to race at all! Just before
the race he was supposed to be ki dnapped! W woul d have had two weeks at | east of front page!"

He ground his fists into his knees. "It was all to be so perfect! After two weeks he would
have turned up behind the Iron Curtain, a captive of the fuel-hungry Russians!"

He let out a frustrated wail. "It would have started World War 111! He'd be | MMORTAL!"
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After a period of withing and pounding his knees, he said, "You just can't ever depend on
clients! OH My GOD!I WHAT DO | DO NOW TO RECOVER THE FRONT PAGE??????"
| crept away.

Chapter 2

Sunday norning, the Bentley Bucks Deluxe Arns (to give it its full name) held nme in tender
and loving, if expensive, enbrace. That was the only enbrace | was getting these days.

But by ten ny feeling of |aziness began to give way to a vague disquiet. It occurred to ne
that it was altogether possible that Heller mght recover fromthat debacle. In life, he was
treacherously hyperactive. A type of disposition for which | have no symnpat hy.

I called down for a breakfast of strawberry shortcake—+nported fromthe Argentine, the menu
sai d—and, wrapped in a robe, was soon devouring it. My carbon-oxygen furnace needed restoking
after the shocks and | abors of the day before.

Al nmost indolently, | opened the ten pounds of Sunday paper. | don't really know what |
expected to see. But | had not at all anticipated what | did see.
Not hi ng!

There was absolutely no word about that race in the whol e paper

Not ONE wor d!

| hastened over to the TV. | ran through the channels. Ah, a programcalled "The Wek in
Sports" was just beginning. Several itens. Then a few brief clips of the race without any
editorial coment, hardly any mention of the Whiz Kid! Just the crashes!

Oh, this was bad. Madison was right. He was off the front page. And not even in a day or two
but at once!

| then renmenbered the |ocal -radio-station dial position | had been listening to on Saturday—a
Long Island station, WHOA. | tuned in on it. | was in luck! They were just beginning their news.

It was, apparently, a sleepy, snowed-in, suburban Sunday on Long |sland. There were only two
itens of interest to ne, both [ ocal

A burned-out van with ten bodies in it had been found by some Boy Scouts in a picnic area of
Jones Beach. Police said that they were burned beyond recognition; that a | eaking nuffler had
overconme them that they probably had been en route to pick up a | oad of seaborne narcotics; that
Tommy Jones had been awarded his nerit badge for snowshoei ng.

The other item was another discovery: M ss Sarah Jane Gooch, the charming w fe of Gooby
Gooch, had been on her way to Cranston's Supernarket this norning and had stunbled over a body in
the snowdrifts which now "dot our streets" and had called the police who had then found anot her
body about two hundred yards away, the location traced by Police Chief Flab because of dogs
quarrelling over it, which event had been phoned in by Ms. Ema Goss, the charmng wife of Bil
G oss. The police concluded that one of the men had shot the other one with a rifle and had then
comrmitted suicide with a stiletto that was still sticking in his back. Crime in the comunity was
thus reduced by two, which was heartwarm ng on a col d day.

The race m ght as well have never happened so far as the Spreeport area was concer ned!

And it |ooked especially quiet when it came to news about the Wiz Kid. | was worried. What
was going to happen now? Was Heller going to get off scot-free and ride to glory?

| thought | had better check up on said Heller

| had kept my receiver-viewscreen | oaded with strips to record Heller's actions and by
replaying them!| found out what he had been up to this norning.

He had conme into his office! On Sunday? That was a bad sign. Awfully industrious!

The first thing he did was dig |lzzy out of that closet-office he uses as a bedroom

"I gave you a device sone tinme ago," said Heller. "I want to ook at it."

Hel l er went into his own office, turned on a heater and stood for a while gazing out across
t he snow covered expanses of | ower Manhattan. He seened to concentrate on soot patches already
darkening the snow. He was evidently letting his office warmup, for presently he took off a sk
mask, a white fur hood and parka and sat down.

lzzy came in with the item It was the unnodified carbon converter Heller had brought from
Vol tar and a duplicate of the one he had put in the now defunct Cadill ac.

Hel | er broke out sone tools and, with very rapid notions, soon had the device spread all over
a cloth on his desk. A snmall feeling of alarmbegan to rise in ne.

One by one, holding each close to his eye, he began to go over the parts. Suddenly he
stopped. He was holding a thin metal bit about an inch |ong.

"A notch!" he said.

Magni fied by his own eyesight, | could see it too on ny screen. Just a little V notch, the
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one our saboteur had cut to enbarrass Heller

"Look!" he said to lzzy, holding it out.

But 1zzy couldn't see it no matter how he twi sted his horn-rimed gl asses around. Heller got
a huge nagnifier and showed him

"That caused the wong electrical value to pour into the next component!" said Heller. "It
built up to red-hot overheat! These were just cheap school kits. | should have known better."

| zzy gazed at him bl ankly. "School kits?"

"No, no," said Heller, probably realizing he was on the edge of a Code break. "They will work
fine. All | need to do is redesign it slightly to guarantee its electrical values in this area and

it wll run forever. Get ne the plans back."
lzzy got them and Heller nade the changes. He seemed quite cheered up. The stupid idiot
didn't suspect it was the farsightedness of Lonmbar Hisst that had cost himthat race!

"lzzy," he said, "what do you do when you have |ost a race?"

"You don't engage in one in the first place," said |zzy.

"No, no, really, | want to know. "

"You | eave for South Anerica," said lzzy. "There's this place up the Amazon where there are
only soldier ants. Peaceful! No people! Even the reporters have been eaten up. |'m hol ding your
ticket. | can get you a Pan American reservation in seconds!" He was starting to lilt with
ent husi asm

"No, no," said Heller. "I"lIl just fix up this thing, get another car and chall enge them
agai n!"

"Ch, no!" wept Izzy.

And "Oh, no!" wept I! | could not possibly tolerate that nmuch strain again, ever! This was a
REAL energency.

| reached for the phone, found | was holding the viewscreen. | put it down and tried to make
a call on ny Colt Bulldog. | ran about, slanming doors, trying to get dressed.

Utanc, ny darling Turkish |love, stuck a sleepy head through the bedroom door. "Whatever is
goi ng on, Sultan?"

I had not seen her in days. But | had no tine now. "The world is liable to fall "in!"

"Ch?" she said, closed the door, locked it and apparently went back to bed.

| didn't, let ne tell you! | knew duty when | saw it calling! It was screaning at ne!
Chapter 3

| found the phone where | had knocked it off under the bed.

I managed to find Madison's nunber. | forced the hotel operator to dial it: I couldn't hit
the right buttons.

A very concerned, older fenale voice answered. Hi s nother

"I must talk to J. Walter at once!" | yelled at her

"Ch, dear," she said, "I'mafraid that is inpossible. He is Iying in bed. Three doctors have
been here and they ordered absolute rest. | can't even go near himnyself."

And, indeed, | could hear tiny suppressed screeches in the background.

| hung up.

Bury. | nust phone Bury!

It was a tangle! H s nunber was unlisted. The Cctopus O Building Exchange woul d not give ne
hi s home phone.

Ah, | had it! That night he had gone hone in the police car! | knew where he |ived!
Sunday or no Sunday, M. Bury was going to have a caller
I still had the van, the rental office being closed on Sunday.

| piled into sonme warm cl othes, got the car brought around front and was soon tooling uptown.

The streets were deserted tunnels piled high on both sides with snow, the tops of cars
showi ng vaguely in the mounds. The snowpl ows had been industrious! Some of those notorists would
not see their vehicles until spring!

I was soon standing before his mailbox. It said Ms. Destuyvescent Depl eister Bury.

I rang. | got himat once.
Wthin a mnute | was in an upper hall and he was letting ne through a door
"I't's an energency," | said desperately.

His reply was strange. "Ch, good," he whispered.

Then, with a conspiratorial finger he beckoned me into the sitting room He was carrying a
sheet of Sunday paper and he didn't have any shoes on

A torrent of words was coming froman inner roomthings |ike "Wien | married you,
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expected..." and "Tine and again ny whole fanily told ne..." and "That is what | get for narrying
beneath..." Quite a blur.

Bury whi spered, "Tell ne again, real |oud!"

"THIS IS AN EMERGENCY! " | yelled at himand neant it.

"OH, HEAVENS!" he shouted back. "AN EMERGENCY ON SUNDAY! "

He grabbed his shoes and put them on. He grabbed some overshoes out of a hall closet. He got
into an overcoat. He put on his snap-brim Ilittle New Yorker hat. He grabbed an attache case,
rushed into a side roomand filled it with white mice. He closed it.

Then he rushed into the roomhis wife's voice was com ng fromand said sonething to the
effect that the office demanded his presence.

He rushed out. A stormof snall pillows and perfune sprays and nail files poured after him
He got us into the hall

"Thank God," he said. "I've never been so pleased to see anybody in ny life, Inkswtch.
will remenber this as a kindly act! So rare, kindly acts!"

He was pushing ne along as he spoke. W got outside and we clinbed into the warm van

I handed hima half pint of applejack | had taken to the race in case of emergency. "You're
going to need this." And | told himfirst how Madi son had planned to kidnap Wster, send himto
Russi a, blame the Conmunists and start World War 111

Bury nodded. He didn't even touch the applejack. "Well," he said, "I told you, Inkswitch. A
little bit of Madison always goes too far. Many think his nmother should be arraigned for attenpted
humanoci de. But frankly, Inkswitch, he's really no nore skilled than any other public relations
man or reporter. He's just a little faster, that's all."”

"You aren't worried?"

"Ch, PRs, catarrhs, Inkswitch. One of them sooner or later, will get us into Wrld War |11,
anyway. What do you expect? At least we got himinto action."

"That's just it," | said. "He's not in action. He's under the care of three doctors and he's
lying in bed screaming. And | can see his point. After the failure of his plan, he can't figure
out how to get any nore headlines. The paper today was bl ank."

"The Sunday papers? They're all printed on Saturday. They were in the delivery trucks before

that race even started. Now, |'ll admit you have a point. It is probably infeasible now for himto
make Wster inmmortal for starting Wrld War 111. And it is very unlikely that J. Warbler Mdman
will come up with another gemlike that. And he probably will have to work like a dog to get back

on the front page. And | surely want to thank you for getting ne out of there.”

"You nean your w fe?"

"Ch, no, no, no. The nayor! We were scheduled to have dinner with him"

"I's he that bad?"

"Ch, no, no, Inkswitch. You don't understand. The mayor is just a fat slob. It's his wife!
She's a former Roxy showgirl and she's never forgiven anybody for preventing her from beconing a
Hol  ywood star. My wife is nothing conpared to the mayor's w fe. Her voice ought to be arrested
for assault and battery with intent to kill! | shall remenber your kindly act. Even though
ki ndness is an awful weakness, |nkswi tch, and you've got to guard against it. But come, we're
wasting time."

"You' ve got anot her energency?"

"Indeed so. | was going to go to the Bronx Zoo today and | couldn't possibly figure howto
manage it until you came. Because of the Rockecenter gifts to the place they specially open the
snake house for me on Sundays and let ne feed live mce to the nost delightful reptiles it's ever
been your pleasure to neet. Want to cone?"

| shudderingly declined.

"Al'l right, then drop nme at the subway station and I'lIl be on ny way. And guard agai nst
ki ndness, Ink-switch. It can be a fatal flaw. It can even open the door to the Mdisons of this
world."

Wth this threat, | hastily started up and dropped himat the subway station

| watched himgo down the steps with his attache case full of live mce

| have seldomfelt so uncertain of the future.

Chapter 4

Late that night, around 10: 00, fearing that Madison m ght not be dead, | again called his
not her .

She stunned ne!

"Dead? Ch, no, he's not dead. |'ve seldom seen him|l ook nore energetic. |Is that you, M.
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Smi t h?"

| managed to say that it was.

"He flew out of here hours ago. He said he knew you woul d need reassurance and encouragement
and for you to call 42 Mess Street right away if you rang."

| rang 42 Mess Street. | said, "This is Smith. | want to speak with M. Mdison."

A bright nale voice said, "Smith? Ah, M. Snith, owner of the National Enmirer, of course
Listen, Smith, have we got a scoop for you!..."

"No, no," | said. "I'"'mnot a publisher. Tell Madison it's the M. Smith."

Whoever it was | eft the phone. A nmad chatter of telex nmachines and barking voi ces assaulted
my ears. Hey, that office was busy! But Madi son had been dyi ng!

Madi son's voice, "Ch, M. Smith. | do thank you for calling. | knew you would be worried."

"I thought you were dying or dead!"

"Quote Medical Mracle Unquote. Intranmuscul ar norphine foll owed by Benzedrine and intravenous
transfusions of black ink saves Madison's life. Smith, we nust cease to dwell upon the nostalgic
and roseate glow of yesterday. Nowis the time to get the shoulder to nmen's souls. For these are
the tines that try nmen's grindstones.

We are the nasters of nen's fates and | thank God for ny indonitable will....'

"Wait," | protested. "Wat are you going to do now?"

"Smith, we nust rest content that there will never be another chance to pull the PR coup of
the century again. W have to let sleeping dogs tell lies and abandon all that. W must not | ook
back but sternly face the future. Inspiration and genius would have triunphed had it not been for
that undependable client. But never mnd. | will nowresort to standard press policy and though it
will be hard and long, the end will see us riding in the triunphal procession, crowed with |aure
| eaves, never fear."

"What," | demanded with growing fear, "are you going to DO?"

"Smith, we have the first C of PR Confidence. Wiat we have lost is the second C, Coverage.
We are OFF the front page! But never fear, Smith, we will regain it! For we have the third C
Controversy! Riding through the icy night, determned to nmake good, it cane to ne in a flash
CONTROVERSY! W can rebuild our camnpai gn upon the sturdy headsman's bl ock of Controversy wi thout
end. W will succeed! And you will have to excuse ne now as | amtold the publisher of the Los
Angeles Grinmes is on the other wire." Cick! He was gone!

| sat there staring at the phone. He hadn't told me a blasted thing. | feared | did not
understand this nysterious world of PR | put the phone on the hook

It rang instantly. Madison's voice, "See tonorrow s front page!” dick. He was gone again.

Needl ess to say, the next nmorning, it was with shaky hands that | unfol ded the norning
newspaper .

And there it was. Headlines!

VWH Z KI D ACCUSED OF FRAUD
VEHI CLE | MPOUNDED

Race officials last night obtained a court order to inmpound the car used by the Wiz Kid in
Sat urday' s race.

No one could be found to conment.

The Whiz Kid refuses press interviews.

The racing world tonight was shocked by the om nous order..

| rushed out and got other papers. They all said nore or less the sane thing. They didn't say
what it was really all about.

The TV and radio both were carrying the story. Apparently it was going national, for West
Coast racing figures were being interviewed.

And so it went through the day.

Toward eveni ng, | thought of my viewer. How was Heller taking this?

He had newspapers spread all over his desk. He was asking lzzy, "What in the nane of
bl astguns is this all about?"

lzzy said, "It's about a ticket to South Anerica. | got a book right here on soldier ants.
They're a lot |ess deadly than the press. The ants just destroy everything."

"But," said Heller, "the remains of the Caddy are sitting right over at Mke Mitazione's
garage. | called him Nobody has cone near it! And besides, it's so burned out you can't see
anything but nelted netal. And not a soul has called me. | haven't refused any press interviews!"

He started to clip all the stories, pushing the airline ticket aside fromtinme to tinme as
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lzzy kept putting it in his way.

Al'l day Madi son's phone was busy or he wasn't available. But that office, each tinme | heard
it on the open line, sounded like it was situated in the mddle of a hurricane.

Tuesday norni ng cane.

Front page again!

VWH Z KI D CHEATED
GAS LI NE FOUND

Oficials today revealed that in investigating the snoldering weck of the Wiz Kid' s car, they
had di scovered a gasoline line cleverly hidden in the pistons..

It was in all the papers and on radio and TV. Well, | thought. That will be the end of it and
the end of Heller, tool!
But Wednesday norning cane. Front page!

RACE OFFI G AL FLEES
VH Z KI D CULPABLE

According to uni npeachabl e sources we cannot disclose, a track official —-whose rel atives
demanded he remrai n anonynous—f1l ed the state after confessing he had accepted a bribe fromthe Wiz
Kid to overl ook a hidden gas tank in the Wiiz Kid' s steering wheel..

It was in all the papers and on radio and TV. Ah, well, | thought. Madi son has cleverly
scotched any future race. And that will be that.

So, on Thursday | was fairly relaxed when | opened the norning paper

Front page again! Wth phot os!

ANGRY MOB SEARCHES FOR WHI Z KI D
EMBATTLED PCLI CE USE RI OT' GUNS

Today, Manhattan huddl ed behind cl osed doors and listened with terror as the streets were torn
to bits by the angry marching feet of a howing nob searching for the Wiz Kid.

Phot os of the nmob, with placards which said Down with the Wi z Kid, showed flanme and tear gas
shooting frompolice lines. | |ooked out the window. Fifth Avenue never | ooked so calm
The afternoon editions had new banners:

MAYOR CALLS CI TY- W DE EMERCGENCY

And there were nore photos.

Vell, | said to nyself, this Madison has really got what it takes. Really a genius. But he's
shot his bolt now. He'll drop to page two.
Fri day.

Front page again!
VWH Z KI D H DEOUT FOUND

I nvestigative reporters today stunbled upon the secret hideout of the Wiz Kid. Tipped off by a
Good Hunor Ice Cream nman who was in a bad hunor...

The story went on.

But the photograph! There was the Wiz Kid, buck-teeth and all, peering out from behind the
Venetian blind of an upper wi ndow and | ooking very fearful

I wondered if Heller really had fled. | ran through nmy recorded strips. He was goi ng about
his usual routine. At one point he came into his office, puzzled over the papers a bit and then
went on with his school work.

On Saturday, | knew Madi son woul d have worn it out.

But no! Front page!

VWH Z KI D H DECUT BQVBED

Today nobs converged upon the hideout of the Wiz Kid, ten thousand strong, and with ferocity
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hitherto unknown in city annals bonbed the house to bits!...

Phot os of an exploding building. | looked at it closely. It could not have been the sane
house the Wiz Kid had been shown peering out of. It |ooked nore like a factory. Hard to tell with
all the flame and bits flying about.

I went for a wal k and saw Madi son's earlier advertising signs about the Wiz Kid, that had
been so neat, were now all covered with graffiti derogatory to the Wiz Kid.

Sunday, of course, would be a blank news day.

But it wasn't! Front page again!

MAGAZI NE CANCELS CONTEST

In an unprecedented action today, the sports magazine, Dirt Illustrated, cancelled the $100, 000
contest to guess the secret fuel of the Wiz Kid.
The full details, according to nagazine officials, will be released in this week's issue.

But uni npeachabl e sources | eaked that it had to do with a crimnal act of the Wiz Kid relating
to the contest..

Hey, a second front page story! Mdison was really pouring it on!
" SECRET" FUEL DI SCLOSED
VWH Z KI D FUEL LEAKS

According to the Attorney General's office of an undi sclosed state, investigators today
obtained vital information on the supposedly "secret” fuel of the Wiz Kid that was to
revol utioni ze i ndustry and autonobili ng.

Using forensic air hoses on a gas station attendant whose nane was wi thheld, they obtained the
name of the actual fuel

According to the indictnent which sonme believe to be under preparation, the "secret" fuel was
no | ess than Cctopus Gasoli nel

The gas attendant sought inmunity from conspiracy charges by testifying that someone who | ooked
like the Wiz Kid bought, in North Carolina, 39 gallons of Cctopus H gh Test Suprenme Unl eaded the
very day of the race!

Wth variations, the story was in all the Sunday papers. But there was much nore. Dirt
Illustrated had full-page ads announci ng the com ng expose. And doubl e-page ads were carried by
Cct opus Gasoline, "The Drink of Industry and the People!"

By the Gods, he had even nmade the Sunday papers! | was really pleased. Bury's faith in
Madi son had not been mi spl aced!
| hastily went down to get the newest copy of Dirt Illustrated and there it was! A conplete

expose! According to the leading story, the Wiz Kid hinself had tried to win the prize! He had
subnitted an unsigned entry that sinply said "COctopus Gasoline"

| really chuckled. This Madi son was a how ing genius after all.

| tuned in on Heller. He was at his Nature Appreciation 101 class with M. Wuldlice as his
instructor. The snow was all over the place and the class | ooked cold. Wuldlice seemed a sort of
chinl ess young nman. Wth an ice saw, he was trying to cut a hole in the frozen Harlem Meer in
Central Park and lecturing on the nesting habits of carp. He wasn't naking nmuch headway with the
ice cutting. Heller, hands in pockets, finally finished the job for himwi th sone strategically
pl aced kicks with the heels of his baseball spikes. Heller handed the resulting slab to a girl and
the students began to use it as a sort of belly sled. M. Wuldlice went on lecturing with Heller
as his sole attending student. He didn't seem antagonistic to Heller; well, that would change with
the next termwhen M ss Simons got back on the job.

Hel l er did act sort of depressed. He was stirring the soot-covered snow with his foot. It
made ne very cheerful

Monday, however, made nme sort of wonder whose side this Madi son was on

He got his front page again. But a new tw st.

OCTOPUS OFFI CI ALS
DENY | NSTI GATI NG
VWH Z KID RI OTS
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The mayor today denied that he had been summoned before a full-scale neeting of the Cctopus G|
Conpany. However, uni npeachabl e inside |eaks reached this paper just before dawn that a secret
nmeeti ng of the Seven Brothers had occurred over the weekend to discuss the Wiz Kid riots.

Al'l officials reached denied the neeting and the di scussion

"In admitting that he used Octopus gasoline in the race," a spokesman said, "the Wiz Kid
obvi ously sought to inplicate the oil conpanies in his vicious and villainous plot to underni ne

the entire oil industry with a fel onious breach of racing rules. | deny vigorously that the oi
conmpani es financed the rioters. Besides, the Wiz Kid, being only 17, could not legally drive in
Nassau County. This is an effort to link the great Anerican patriots of the oil industry to an

illegal act and inply that by selling the Wiz Kid Octopus gasoline to use in his fraud, the oi
conpani es are also party to the crine.”

But when Tuesday's papers came, Mdison had lost his front page. He had slunped to page 3.
The story was even short.

VH Z KI D FORBI DDEN TO DRI VE

Oficials of the State of New York today revoked the unissued New York Driving License of the
Whiz Kid due to the Cctopus disclosure that he is only 17 and underage.

NASCAR of ficials al so revoked his menbership, effectively ending any further racing by the Wiz
Ki d.

Charges of fraud and public conspiracy ..

Ah, well. | could relax. Madison had done it. | phoned his office. He wasn't there. | phoned
hi s not her.

"M. Smth? Ch, | amsorry. | can't call himto the phone. He has been under a terrible
strain all norning and didn't feel well enough..."

Madi son took the phone away fromher. "M . Snmith?" He sounded very depressed. "I am so sorry,
M. Smith. | lost the front page. | could feel it in ny bones last night." And an aside, "Mt her
pl ease hold the ice bag tighter, it's slipping. M. Smth, please don't lose faith in ne. These
things take tine. Sonewhere | went wong. | promise youl will live up to everything you ever
thought of nme. Really. | have to hang up now. My psychiatrist just came in."

He really sounded depressed. But | wasn't!

| checked up on Heller. He was in the High Library at Enpire University. He was readi ng
Hakl uyt's The Principall Navigations, Voiages, and Discoveries of the English Nation (1589 A D.).

He was lingering on a section where a vessel had gone aground on the North American coast and
natives were swarnmng all over it, hacking the crewto pieces in the intense cold. Then he just
sat there | ooking into space.

An assistant librarian, gathering up some books, said, "You |look kind of lost. Can | help
you?"

Hel l er said, "No. | don't think anybody can. Sonewhere | went wong. And for the life of ne,
I can't spot where."

"Just go see the student psychiatrist," said the assistant librarian cheerfully.

"Just because I'mlost is no reason to make two mi stakes,"” said Heller and went back to
st udyi ng Hakl uyt.

But oh, was | cheerful. My life felt like a song.

Bl ess Bury. Bl ess Madi son. Heller was stopped col d!

Chapter 5

According to psychol ogists a manic state seldomlasts very long. And so it was with mnine

Not two minutes after | left the viewer, there was a knock on the door. Thinking it was a
bell hop with sone deliveries for Utanc, | unsuspectingly opened it.

Raht and Terb!

| hastily swept theminto the living room |ooked up and down the hall, reentered and | ocked
it behind ne.

Raht's mustache was grow ng back—they nust have shaved it to repair his fractured jaws. He
had some facial scars fromthe wires. He was very hol | ow eyed.

Terb had | ost nost of his fat and, apparently, the use of a couple of fingers.

"It's about tine!" | thundered at them "Lollygaggi ng about on conpany tine! You ought to be
ashaned of yourselves. |'ve a good notion to dock your whole year's pay!" That's the way you have
to handl e such riffraff.
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| sat down and poured nyself a cup of coffee fromthe silver pot and | ooked at them
contenmptuously through its steam They were standing in the nmiddle of the room their thin clothes
shabby, shivering fromthe outside cold, kind of blue. Apparently they had | ost their overcoats.

"The New York office is open and running," said Raht. "They got all the crimnals schedul ed
for their identity changes as you requested."

"That's no reason for you to cone around and bother ne," | said.

"Ch, we wouldn't have," said Terb. "But Faht Bey said on the wire that it was pretty urgent
so we had to cone."

| sighed the sigh of the harassed executive. "And what,"” | said, "is urgent enough to disturb
the vital work |I'm doing? Wthout any help fromnenials, | mght add."

Raht said, "Apparently, he wouldn't wait."

"And whomis he?" | said, correcting his grammar. You have to keep such riffraff on their

t oes.

"Qunsalno Silva," said Terb

| felt nmy hair lift. | had told Silva to go kill the Director of the CIA Silva shouldn't be
alive. He should be safely dead whil e executing an execution that couldn't possibly be executed!

"Evidently," said Raht, "he arrived several days ago in Afyon. Faht Bey tried to find out
what he wanted and get it handl ed but Silva said his business was with you and a coupl e days ago
he sinply left. The airline booking he nmade was for New York!"

Vll, New York is a big town. Silva couldn't possibly, Gods forbid, know ny address. One

mustn't appear nervous before underlings. "So what else is new?" | said.

Terb pronptly handed nme a stack of orders to stanp!

Wearily, | got out ny identoplate and stanped away. But, for once, | was alert. There were
two orders there: one for their hospital expenses and another which called for overcoats and new
clothes. | tossed them aside. Then, on second thought, to nake a better inpression, | recovered
themand tore themin small pieces.

"You be on call,"” | said as | swept theminto the hall. "No nore of this |oafing!"

| slamed the door on them

For some tinme | sort of paced around the bedroomand sitting room Then | decided to go for a
wal k. | got ny warmest clothes and, all wapped up, | went to the hall door and opened it.

GUNSALMO SI LVA

In noments of intense shock, the thing uppernost in one's mnd tends to surface

"How did you find ne?" | gasped.

He pushed on by. He renpved a camel's-hair overcoat fromhis squat and nuscul ar frane and
threwit on the sofa. He put his hat, a Russian astrakhan, on the coat. He sat down, found the

coffee was still warmin its thernos pot and poured hinmself a cup

"Cone in and close the door," he said. "It's drafty."

| did. I went in the bedroomand took off nmy own coat. | checked to nmake sure |I had ny Colt
Bul  dog but, actually, | don't think |I could have drawn it, because nmy hand was shaki ng.

| reentered the living roomand sat down to hide what ny knees were doing.

"The answer to your first God (bl eeped) question,"” he said, "is easy. | seemto have these

m racul ous powers. That Utanc is sending aval anches of postcards to her two little servant kids
back in Afyon and they're showing themto half of Turkey." He pulled one out. It was pretty
dogeared. It was of the Bentley Bucks Deluxe Arms with an X on the penthouse and said "X marks ny
room" And al so "Confidential."

"I had to twist the little (bleepard's) arma bit, but there it is. Now as to your next
question," he said, overlooking the fact I hadn't asked it, "where's nmy hunnert big ones?"

| found nmy wits. "How do | know you did the job?" | said. "After all, the rub-out of the
Director of the CIA woul d nmake big news."

"Jesus H Christ," he said, "don't you ever read the papers?" He | ooked around. A stack of
themfor the last two weeks stood in a corner: ny Heller file that | hadn't clipped yet. He went
to them Sure enough, there was the story:

Cl A DI RECTCR
REPLACEMENT
H TS SNAG I N SENATE

He fished around in the stack some nore. "And how about this?" He jamed it under ny nose.

Cl A DI RECTOR
SUCCUMBS TO OPERATI ON
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"They can't cone right out and say he was hit," said Silva. "It would set the God (bl eeped)
Russi ans a bad exanpl e. But how about this?"

He threw the whole wallet and identity cards of the Director of the CIA on the sofa. It was
bl oodst ai ned!

"Incredible!" | said, stalling for tine.

"Yeah, | thought so nyself. You see, | sort of got these incredible powers. | don't know
where the hell they conme from"

| knew. Taken to Voltar, he had been hypnotrained by the Apparatus! | had a killer-killer in
front of ne, very deadly indeed!

I fought to think of nore stalls. "It's hard to realize you could waste a man as guarded as
that," | said.
"Yeah, it took tine. First, | had to get themto hire me as a hit man. They knew ny

score—Holy Joe' and all-so they took me on. And | had to waste two Russians for themand then a
dictator in Central America. That's what slowed me down."
He poured hinself another cup of coffee. "Still, it wasn't too slow You see, these ideas on
how to do things just pop up and away | go. Mysterious. Like angel voices. Really beautiful."
Silva added two | unps of sugar to his coffee. "But wasting the ClA Director was easy. Hardly

took any angel voices at all. After the three hits they trusted ne so nuch I was even riding in
his car. | learnt his habits, so to speak. So | disguised nmyself as his wife and shot himin a
Georgetown brothel. They're | ooking for her now Good, clean job so they won't find her. | sold
her body to the God (bl eeped) university hospital. It was a bit nore noney, too. And speaki ng of
noney, where's ny hunnert big ones?"

| choked. "Listen," | managed, "lira won't do you any good in the U S. |I'll phone and find

out what the exchange is and pay you in dollars.”
"Liral" he snarled. "Wat the hell would | do with ten nmillion liral It's a hunnert thousand
U.S. greenback bucks, buster. So cough up."

"That's what | was saying," | said hastily. "I'lIl make a call and get it sent over right
away. "

"That's better," he said.

| went into my bedroom | had about a hundred and thirty thousand under ny mattress but | had
concei ved a good plan. | phoned the New York office.

"Raht," | said.

They put Terb on the phone. He said, "lI'msorry. Raht has gone out to find us sone roons. |I'm
al one. "

"Then conme alone!" | snapped. "I want you over here at once. Cone to my bedroom door and no
pl ace el se!" | slamed down the phone.

I went back. Silva was sitting relaxed. "Well, you won't believe this,” he said, "but I'm
going to God (bleep) retire shortly."

"Good," | said. "I don't have any nore work for you."

"Ch, | wouldn't take it if you had it. I'ma real artist now | got these mysterious God

(bl eep) powers, see? And there's a bird that nobody will take a contract for. It's been offered
and offered and no takers. One million God (bl eeped) bucks. And no takers. What do you think of
t hat ?"

"Marvel ous," | said. "He nust be pretty dangerous."

"Ch, heis, he is." And then he snapped his fingers. "But ne, I'man artist. |I'mtaking it.
He's wasted thirteen hit nen, they say. But thirteen is his unlucky nunber. He's going to be
fourteen! One nmillion God (bl eeped) bucks."

He glowed for a bit. Then he waved his hand about and said, "lI'mgoing to live in swanky
joints like this one and have a swanky dane like you got and live it up! And speaking of living it
up, where's the delivery boy with the noney?"

He waited and | sweated. It was actually a tenptation to sinply blow himfull of holes with
the Colt Bulldog, but such a slug spills a lot of blood and it would ruin the sofa. Besides, he
ni ght outdraw ne

At last, a knock on the bedroom door. | closed the door to the sitting roomand opened it.
Terb was standing there, blue with cold.

"Listen,”" | said in a tense whisper. "There's a man, Silva, going to be leaving here in a few
m nutes. He'll be carrying a hundred thousand dollars. You tail him kill himand get the nobney

back. And bring it right here back to ne w thout one single penny m ssing.
"I didn't cone armed. We lost our guns. Can't | wait and get Raht on this with me? W work
together...."
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"Not arned!" Ch, | was furious with him But a hundred thousand is a hundred thousand.
pushed the Bulldog into his hands. | thought for a moment. | took the Knife Section knife out from
behind ny neck and gave it to him | thought for a nonent and went back into the roomand got two
Vol t ar heavy-concussi on grenades—they are combn enough, a fifteen-second delay tine after you
throw them and no fragnents to | eave evidence.

"Now, no excuses," | said. "Watch ny door fromdown the hall and when he conmes out, tail him
and, in a safe place, blow himaway. Got it?"

He said he did.

I went back into ny bedroom and dug the hundred thousand out fromunder ny mattress. It
certainly hurt ne to part with it, even for a little while.

| reentered the sitting room "The nessenger had to count it," | said in apol ogy. "But here
it is."

He took it, counted it and stuffed it into his pockets, quite a wad. As he left, | said,
"Good luck on your retirenment." He gave ne an evil snile and was gone.

Chapter 6

At dawn there was a furious pounding on ny bedroom door

Ah, Terb with ny noney!

Groggily, | staggered over and opened it.

It wasn't Terb. It was Raht!

He was standing there, shivering and shaking, covered with the snow falling outside, blue
wi th col d—and sonet hi ng el se.

He cane in, he shut the door behind himand | eaned against it. He said, "He's dead.”

"Well, that's good news," | said. "Hand over the noney."

He stared at ne nonconprehendi ng. He | ooked pretty shattered, sort of half doubled up and
sort of liable to fall

"Don't stall," | said. "You know very well | sent Terb to tail Silva and get the noney back."

He slumped all the way down and sat there with his back against the door, head bowed over.
coul d swear he was crying.

"Cone on, cone on," | said. "No stalling. It's too early in the norning for any tricks. Just
hand over the noney and don't try to hold any out!"

"He's dead," said Raht. "Tortured to death."

"Well, good," | said. "So Terb had a little fun. But that doesn't mean you two (bl eepards)
can keep the money."

He said, between sobs, "It's Terb that's dead."

| had opened nmy nmouth to speak. | closed it. GUNSALMO SILVA WAS STILL ALIVE

Quickly, | locked and barred the door. Hastily, | got another gun out of ny bureau, a Smth
and Wesson .44 Magnum revolver. | made sure the living roomwas enpty, |ocked and barred. |
scouted the terrace. No Silva. Yet.

| came back and grabbed Raht by his shirt front. "You better (bleeped) well tell nme how you
two fouled this up!"”

He was so blue and so shaking with shock, it took himquite a while before he could do much
t al ki ng.

"I never would have found him" he finally got out. "But we both wear bugs we can | ocate each
other with. He didn't come back [ ast night. They said he had gone to your place. | traced him by
the bug sewn in his pants.

He was in a basenent entrance of an old abandoned house."” He halted.

"Was t here anything on hinf"

"His feet were burned half off. His teeth were all broken with grinding them W always
wor ked together. If he was followi ng Silva, the man nmust have pretended to go in the house and
then circled and got himfrom behind."

"Did he have ny hundred t housand on hin?" | denmanded. You can never get a straight story out
of such riffraff.

"Not hi ng. He had no weapons, no noney—not hing."

"Did he tal k?"

Raht had begun to cry again, sort of dry, choking sobs. Then he said, "I think Terb must have
been too cold to fight."

What a way to try to pry noney out of sonebody for an overcoat! Believe me, | kicked Raht out
right then.

He got to the el evator and was supporting hinself against a piece of wall, head down,
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shivering and sobbing. | slamed ny door. | had nore inportant things to think about.
Had Terb tal ked?
Very likely.
| better stay very close inside. | better keep this gun on ne day and ni ght.

Leave it to those two to foul everything up

Suddenly, | renmenbered Silva had inpersonated the wife of the Director of the CIA had
ki dnapped her and hung the murder on her. Ut anc!

| got brave enough to cross the sitting room | pounded on her door. After a long time, she
opened it.

"Don't go out. Keep your door |ocked. Don't |let anybody in!"

"Why?" she said in alarm

"Silva. You renenber Silva. The nan you hired as a bodyguard once. He nurdered the Director
of the Cl A and now he may be gunning for ne."

"He did?" said Utanc, eyes flying wide. Then, "Are you sure?"

She needed convincing. It was still there on the sofa, slid behind a cushion: the |I.D. of the
Director of the CIA. | scooped it up and thrust it at her, bloodstains and all

Her mouth was open in astonishnent as she stared at it. Then she said, "You paid himto do
it?"

"And tried to get the noney back. He may be around any corner. Don't go out!"

Psychol ogists will tell you that nurder and bl ood do strange things to wonmen. Death
stinul ates them sexual lvy.

She suddenly grabbed ne and ki ssed ne!

Then she raced around and cl osed all the drapes so the roomwas dark as pitch

She threw me on the bed and was all over ne!

W didn't go out that day.

Her mouth was hot as fire!

Chapter 7

After two days of such isolation—and very rewarding isolation it was—+ was feeling pretty
cocky.

Because t here had been nothing and no one strange in our vicinity, | had to conclude that it
was possible that Terb had not tal ked.

| decided it might be possible to venture out cautiously. Besides, forty-eight hours of
uninterrupted bed with Utanc was actually maki ng ne weak. At breakfast, | found that lifting a
spoonful of ice creamrequired considerable effort.

Besi des, she had left the table and gone into her room and | ocked the door and had now cone
back and was standing there fully dressed in a mnk coat, mnk snowboots, mnk hat, and was
drawi ng on m nk gl oves.

There was just a trace of irritation in her voice. "I was |ooking through nmy clothes just
now, " she said, "and found | don't have a thing to wear. It has finally stopped snow ng and
there's a sale on at Tiffany's."

"They sell jewelry," | said.
"I know. So ta-ta."
"Wait!" | said. "Be careful of the noney!"

Wth some asperity, she seized her mink purse, opened it and showed nme. It was stuffed with
money! \What a manager! She turned to | eave.

"Wait," | said. "One nore thing!" | weakly stunbled to a bureau and got out an ol d Renington
Doubl e Derringer with pearl handles. It was small, weighing only el even ounces. | nade sure it was
| oaded with its .41 caliber rinfire shorts. "You better take this."

She recoiled. "Ch, dear ne, no! | amabsolutely terrified of guns! | night shoot nyself by
accident!"

Oh, well, little wild desert thing that she was, naturally she was too shy to shoot anybody.

Around one o' clock, after another sleep, | got energy enough gathered up to get dressed and

go out nyself. \Wat pronpted ne was the state of ny exchequer. There nust be only about $38, 000
| eft under the mattress.
Looki ng around corners first and keeping the Smith and Wesson .44 Magnumin nmy hand in ny

overcoat pocket, | nmade nmy way through the snowy streets to Rockecenter Plaza. It was tinme to draw
my pay as a fanmly "spi."
Soon, | was standing at ny destination

W ndow 13 Petty Cash
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There was a new girl there. Well, | guess you could call her a girl. She had a man's haircut
and a man's suit on and a thin, hard slit for a nouth.

"Where," | said, uncertainly, "is Mss... Mss... ?"

"M ss Grabball finished her twenty-five years yesterday and retired to a villa in Mnte
Carlo. | am M ss Pinch. Wwo the hell are you?"

"Inkswitch," | said, tendering the Federal 1.D

She | ooked at her thick book of enployees. "You aren't listed here, buster."

"I'f you will just punch the computer,” | said hel pfully.

She did. It came up bl ank
"Beat it," she said.

"Wait," | said. "You know what it neans when it cones up bl ank."

"It neans | call the cops. But I'min a good nood today. Get out of here before | pull the
trigger on this under-the-counter riot gun. | been dying to see how it works."

Naturally, | left. | went to see the personnel director.

"M ss Pinch? New personnel
afternoon coffee break

| went to Bury's office

It was | ocked.

| went hone.

Wll, at least Silva hadn't shot ne.

For alittle while | toyed with the idea of robbing a bank. It seened to be pretty easy to do
and certainly sonmething had to be done to recoup ny dwindling fortune. That hundred thousand
really hurt.

Thi nki ng Raht mi ght know sonet hi ng about robbing banks, | phoned the New York office.

"Raht ?" said the receptionist. "He's been in the Metropolitan Hospital for two days with
pneurmoni a." Mbore vacation! My Gods, how could you work with such riffraff!

But the day ended with some good | aughs. They had a conedy show and who was on it but the
bogus Wi z Kid, buckteeth and all

The show was cal |l ed "The Beni ghted Show' and the interviewer was Donny Fartson, Junior. The
show had run on prine time for decades and the son had taken over fromthe father

The phony Wiz Kid sat there and bragged and bragged about what a great student he was and
how smart he was and how he was top of his class. And in a stroke of genius he had invented this
fuel in the university |aboratories and now he had cone out of hiding to tell all and the Octopus
O | Conmpany was against him And then he did a little dance, waving a college flag.

And then the interviewer asked him "If you're the top of your college class, naybe you can
answer this one. Wiy was New York called the 'Big Apple' ?"

The Whiz Kid double grinned, his buckteeth especially prom nent, and said, "Because it's ful
of worns!"

The audi ence | aughed and | aughed and the Wiz Kid took a couple bows.

At that nonent | had a twi nge of worry. They hadn't thrown any rotten eggs at hinl They had

he said. "They always give trouble.” And he left for his

| aughed at him yes. But at the end, the audience even seenmed synpathetic! | didn't want this sort
of thing getting out of hand. | didn't want themthinking he was a brilliant student. | called 42
Mess Street. The phone was busy, busy, busy.

Vel l, | hoped Madi son would handle it.

| went to bed to recoup ny energies.
Chapter 8

And | had been right not to worry!
The very next norning, Madison had his front page!

VH Z KID FALSI FI ES COLLEGE
FAKE STUDENT

Last ni ght, when the Whiz Kid appeared on the nationw de prine-tine Beni ghted Show, he alleged
that he was a top student of the |eading engineering university of the country.

He al so alleged that Cctopus O was behind his recent troubl es.

I nvestigative reporters at once swarned to the canpus of the Massachusetts Institute of
W ect ol ogy.

The Wiz Kid is not and never has been enrolled therel

No student in the engineering school had ever heard of him no professor had himon any rol
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book.

The President of MI.W, in a public statenent, said, "This is a deliberate fabrication. | wll
not have the nane of this noble and honored institution dragged through the public scrap heap! It
is an obvious effort to trade upon the lofty and divine right of universities. If we had nore
appropriations fromthe CIA we would be better equi pped to handl e nonstrous cabals of this sort!"

There was nore. And it was in every paper and on radio and TV. | was filled with awe.
It was a type of assassination | had not been famliar with. And it was all the nore deadly
because the assassin seened so general and it was all within the allowed law And it could be done

to anybody!

| tried to call Madison to congratulate himbut all his phones were busy.

Ah wel I, Madi son was doing fine so | wondered if there was any reaction fromHeller. His
pl ans were being so underm ned, he nust be utterly wild. | resorted to the viewer.

He was certainly taking his time getting to the office. It was a bitterly cold, w ndless day
and every oil-and coal -burning furnace in the city was adding so nuch snoke and snpbg that one's
eyes watered. Instead of just observing that, Heller was going along nmeasuring it with an
at nrosphere densineter, a Voltar instrument being used right out there in the street! It would have
been a Code break except that New Yorkers never notice anything, (bleep) them

At length he reached his floor in the Enpire State Building and en route to his own pal atia
| ayout noticed that the door to Miultinational was ajar. That was where lzzy slept in his nop
cl oset.

Hel l er went in. He stopped suddenly.

Ri ght there on the giant screen of |zzy's business conmputer, a spelled-out sign

In green electronic-type letters, it said:

GOOD- BYE CRUEL WORLD!

Hel | er dropped whatever he was carrying. He rushed to the el evator area that served his floor
and, like lightning, pushed every one of the call buttons urgently, both up and down.

One after the other they stopped.

He urgently asked each operator, "Have you seen M. Epstein? The little fellowwith the big
nose and big gl asses?"

He hit it with the third one.

"He went up about five nminutes ago," said the young man. "Then he found you couldn't get to
the Oobservation Platformin this car and he had ne take himall the way down."

"Forget these passengers,"” said Heller. "It's Iife and death. Take ne all the way down
instantly!"

The operator did that. "He seemed awful confused, M. Jet," he said as they rocketed
downwards with the other passengers protesting.

Hel l er was out and over to the express elevator on 34th Street at speed. He was up to the
80th floor in less than a mnute. He switched to the elevator to the 86th floor. The sign said:

Visibility Poor Today

There wasn't any traffic to the 86th floor.

He stepped out into the area of the snack bar and souvenir stand. Only the clerks.

He rushed out onto the Qbservation Platform He ran along the high fence which encloses it
and prevents suicides. He was | ooking down. It rmade ne dizzy.

Then he saw a hand. It was gripping the bottomleg of a firmy enbedded chair over by the
door, well away fromthe edge

Hel | er |1 ooked over the top of the seat. There was |zzy. He was huggi ng the platform pavenent,
gripping the bottomleg. He was at |least twenty feet fromthe edge!

"lzzy!" said Heller. "Get up!"

"No. Height makes ne so dizzy | can't walk! | can't let go. | came up here to throw nyself
off but now!l can't let go of this chair!"

"What ' s happened?" said Heller.

"Al'l this bad publicity on you triggered it," wailed |zzy. "That student story this norning
was the last strawm My back is broke. | can't be responsible for you anynore!"

"Ch, cone now," said Heller, "that's been going on for sone tine. There nust be sonething
el se. ™

lzzy began to weep. "I don't even deserve your scolding ne. And you should. | have been so
flustered and nervous with all this press that | have been naking busi ness m st akes."
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Hel | er knelt down by himand put a hand on himas though hol ding himfrom slipping.

It made |zzy wail all the harder. "You shouldn't be nice to me! |'ve ruined us." He choked
and gasped for a bit. Then he said, all in a rush, "W were about to owe a fortune in incone tax.
There was an old, old conpany that was so deep in debt nobody would touch it: even the governnent
and uni ons had abandoned it, years ago. The

Chryster Motor Corporation. | couldn't resist it. It would have furnished us with debt
for years and years!"

Hel | er put a second hand on himas though he nmight slide horizontally twenty feet. "Well
that doesn't sound so inconpetent, |zzy."

"It wasn't," said lzzy. And then he wailed, "But right away | did the nost stupid thing!
fired the board of directors and | put my nother in charge of it and it started maki ng noney! For
the first time since 1968!"

"But that's good news," said Heller

"Ch, noit isn"t!" cried lzzy. "Right away, I RS made a retroactive ruling and invented taxes
for it, overdue and conpounded with fines and penalties clear back to 1967! They've inpounded all
our bank accounts even in corporations that aren't interlocked! W' re ruined!"

"How rui ned?" said Heller

"We need over a mllion and a half to free our bank accounts. W can't pay our staff or rent.
We don't even have noney to start exchange arbitrage again. Throw nme over the fence. You'll be
better off without me. I'Il close ny eyes."

Heller pried his fingers Ioose fromthe leg of the seat with sone difficulty. lzzy had his
eyes tightly closed. Heller picked himup

"Ch, thank you, thank you," said |lzzy. He obviously thought Heller was going to throw him
over the high fence.

But Heller carried himinto the area with the souvenir stand and snack bar and pushed an
el evator button. lzzy tentatively opened his eyes and saw he was no | onger on the platform and
began to sob anew.

Heller carried himdown in the elevators and then up again to their floor. He went on through
to his office, opened it and put lzzy in a chair.

Hel ler went to a safe and got out the black garbage bag. He began to enpty wallets and pile
wads of notes in lzzy's |ap.

The heap grew. Mstly thousand-dollar bills. Izzy was holding themup to the Iight, checking
t hem

Suddenly lzzy began to count themwi th the expert notions of a bank teller

"One hundred and one thousand, two hundred and five!l" said |zzy.

"Tax free," said Heller. "Now, will that |let you start arbitrage exchange agai n?"

"Ch, yes! How did you do this?"

"And you can begin to pay the rent and payroll?"

"Ch yes. The pound is out the bottomin Singapore and high in New York. But..."

"There's a string," said Heller. "Pronmise ne not to go near that Observation Platformagain."

"Ch, I won't. The wind hurts ny sinuses!"

"And one nore thing," said Heller. "I have now saved your life twice so you are doubly
responsi ble for ne."

"Ch no!" said lzzy with a wail. "Not with all that bad publicity!"

Hel |l er reached for the noney.

"l PROM SE TO BE DOUBLY RESPONSI BLE FOR YOU'" shouted |zzy. And he ran with speed for the
telex room probably to get away before Heller thought of anything el se.

Well, | rum nated, they were still in business. But they owed a mllion and a half and IRS
had a way with it, being run as it was to keep Rockecenter rich and everybody el se poor
especially potential conpetition. Hadn't | heard that in 1905, Rockecenter's great-grandfather had
been the one who financed and pushed and hamered Congress to anend the Constitution and put
incone tax into | aw? And when it happened in 1911, that the famly fortune was so organi zed that
only it survived when those of all conpetitors were swept away? Cunni ng people, the Rockecenters,
no matter that the current scion was insane. Here was I RS working for themstill. lzzy didn't have
a prayer of getting hold of a mllion and a half! A half he mght nake. But a mllion and a half,
never. Not with just arbitrage, not with all his current expenses. Not even |zzy.

It was a relief. For lzzy's Chryster Mdtor Corporation would have been a potential conpetitor
of Rockecenter interests. |zzy might pull the wool over Heller's eyes. But he couldn't fool me. He
had obvi ously bought old, rickety, nostly defunct Chryster to build and install Heller's
carburetors! One nore crazy |lzzy dream gone to pot.

But it was the nedia thing that really intrigued ne. Rockecenter had that down, too
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And Heller? He really had no idea of what was happening to himor who was doing it. During
the rescue of lzzy, his hands had gotten pretty dirty on the Cbservation Platformand there he
stood | ooking closely at the soot. He just had no idea at all of the really inportant things that
wer e goi ng on!

Chapter 9

About nine forty-five, Heller's day was given another jolt. He had been |istening to speeded-
up ltalian-Ianguage tapes he had probably gotten fromthe | anguage school down the hall and was
just doing a replay of how to pronounce nunerous Italian saints when Bang-Bang canme bursting in

"Ri ght away, right now, Babe ordered you brought in. Cone on!"

Hell er said, "Santa Margherita."

"Do you no good to pray. She sounded quite put out. (Bl eeped) mad, in fact. Cone al ong."

Heller got into a white sheepskin coat, buckled its belt and put on a white | eather cap with
earmuffs. Pulling on white gauntlets he foll owed Bang- Bang.

They went down the el evator and over to the 34th Street Observatory entrance whi ch Bang- Bang
usual Iy used due to the large taxi stand there, apparently. It was Heller's usual route out when
he had to take a cab. He started to signal one.

"Hell, no," said Bang-Bang, pointing to the old orange cab. "I'mdriving you!"

"Wn't that take you out of your parole jurisdiction?" said Heller, but he got in.

Bang- Bang two-wheel ed the cab into a screanming U-turn and rocketed it westward. He was
bashing other traffic out of his way and felt confortable enough nowto talk, evidently. He vyelled
back, "Babe ain't in Jersey today. The fanmily just acquired the old Punard Steanship Line through
a nmerger with our Luverback Line. And Babe cl eaned house of their lords and sirs and ex- Royal Navy
captains, the ones that put the Punard Line on the bottom She always okays top brass. So she's
over here today passing on the hiring of new ones."

"She say what she wanted?" said Heller

"No. She just said to fetch you. Hell, she ought to be happy as a lark today. The fanily
controls the unions and with this |ast nmerger of shipping conpanies, she now controls all seaborne
carriers in Arerica. There ain't a single U S. port she couldn't close down so fast it would nake
even the fish blink. You wouldn't think anybody could run a little rumrunning fleet up to such a
poi nt but she has. Organized crine nade it in spite of hell. The Feds don't even dare breathe on
us now-America could be paral yzed. Even Faustino can't object to her being on this side of the
river today. And she's down there hiring sone of the biggest nanmes in shipping |ike they was
gofers. And is she happy? No!"

"What makes you think that?" said Heller

"She (bl eep) near exploded nmy ear is what makes ne think that. But she ain't been the sane
since Jimy "The Cutter" got wasted by that God (bl eeped) Gunsalnmo Silva. So you watch it, Jet. Be
awful polite. Say '"sir' even if you ain't spoken to."

They got over to Twel fth Avenue and up on the West Side El evated H ghway and Bang- Bang nose-
di ved the cab down a ranp.

It was the ol d Passenger Ship Terminals, long since fallen into disuse with the nonopoly of
aircraft on people-carrying. A faded sign, Punard Line, had a bright new banner across it,
EXECUTI VE UNI ON HI RI NG HALL, Local 205.

What with drays and |inousines and swarnms of seafaring-type people, Bang-Bang had to do quite
a bit of nudging to get theminto the termnal

It was a vast place, |like a warehouse, in an advanced state of decay. Bang-Bang drove the cab
over the stanchions of a no-parking restricted zone and cane to the foot of sone stairs.

Two nmen, one on either side of the cab, materialized. They were tough-1|ooking nmen: overcoat
collars turned up and slouch hats turned down. They both shoved riot shotguns into the cab, one at
Hel l er, one at Bang- Bang.

"What cha want?" said one. "Oh hell, it's you, Bang-Bang."

"And the kid," said the other one, stepping back. "Don't scare us that way. At |east give us
the lights signal. Doncha know the capa is over here today?"

"It's all right," yelled the first one up toward the nmezzani ne above them "It's Bang-Bang
and the kid."

Three nmen up there lowered their assault rifles.

Hel | er and Bang-Bang trotted up a flight of rickety stairs and wal ked al ong a sort of bal cony
that overl ooked the mob and cars below. There were three lines of nen formed and inching al ong
past three desks. Half a dozen men in black overcoats and slouch hats were sitting at the desks,
doing fast interviews. The desks had three signs: DI RECTORS, SH P OFFlI CERS and EXECUTI VES. A | ot
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of uniformed security police stood about, directing the foot and vehicle traffic. A busy scene.

Bang- Bang and Heller got to a point on the nezzani ne which was above and just back of the
interview desks on the floor below. It was gl ass encl osed.

And there sat Babe Corl eone. She was dressed in a full-length, silver-fox coat and a
cylindrical, silver-fox cap. She wore white silk boots and white silk gloves. She was seated in a
big chair, intent and inperious. She had four bodyguards and three clerks near to hand. In front
of her was a row of screens, closed-circuit viewers and conputers, placed | ow so she could see
over them and observe who was at the desks. The speakers near her were carrying whatever went on
at the desks.

She didn't | ook up fromher work. She pointed at a spot a few feet to her left. "You stand
right there, Jerone Terrance Wster," she said to Heller, using his Earth nane. It was om nous.

The screens were carrying views of the application forns on the desks and, from some data
bank sonmewhere, records of the people thenselves and a close view of the applicant's face.

Curiously, there was only one screen on each of the desks bel ow and even nore curiously, each
of those had only one scene: it was Babe Corleone's right hand!

She woul d scan the applicant form |ook at the face of the applicant and then glance at the
record viewscreen where the clerk had the fellow s real record. Finally, she would either turn her
t hunb up—n which case they would hand the applicant a blue Hired slip—er she would turn her thunb
down—n which case the applicant would be handed a red slip with No dice on it.

One of the clerks near her was keeping a big board and checking off positions as fast as they
were filled.

The personnel selection was progressing with surprising speed.

It was interesting that some of the people she was hiring had crimnal records.

The Iines noved. Her thunb went up and her thunb went down. Al of a sudden her hand went
hori zontal and flat. She was staring at the screen

On the administrative-position application desk was the formof J. P. FLAGRANT!

Yes, there he was, down on the floor, standing there, |ooking pretty deflated, the
Rockecenter PR man that was fired when we found and hired Madi son

The job being applied for was Punard Li ne Advertising Executive. The application formsinmply
said Fornmer enployer: F.F.B.O But the data bank record said Account Executive, Rockecenter
Accounts. |I. G Barben

Babe hi ssed sonething into a mke. It went to the earplug of the man at the desk below A
speaker went |ive on the nmezzani ne.

"I was fired,” said Flagrant. "I will be honest with you. | hated the job. | hated
Rockecenter interests. If you hire me you will do yourself a good day's work. | can even help you
do Faustino in! I'lIl swear it as big as a billboard!"

Babe' s hand did anot her novenment. The thunb was si deways!

Two nmen in black overcoats instantly grabbed Flagrant, one on each arm They marched hi m out
t hrough a war ehouse door. The winter wind off the Hudson hit them

They marched himright over to the edge of the dock and threw himin the water! In the dead
of winter, they threw himin the river

"Traditore!" spat Babe. "I hate a traitor!" Wen she had said "traditore,” which is Italian
for "traitor," it sounded like a bullet!

Babe pointed a finger at a clerk. He picked up a mcrophone and threw a switch. He said in a
cul tured voice, "CGentlenen, may | have your attention, please?" It went booming hollowy from
metallic speakers the length and breadth of the vast pier warehouse, battering the thousands who
mlled about or stood in lines. "W are very grateful, on this cold day, that you have cone to
apply for enploynment with the newly resurrected Punard Line. What we nost cherish is loyalty. The
gentl eman who was just thrown in the river was once enpl oyed by persons antipathetic to those who
now own the conpany. If there are any others of such ilk, they can save thensel ves the
i nconveni ence of a ducking by leaving quietly now. "

Three nmen noved away fromdifferent parts of the line.

They were grabbed instantly.

Men in black overcoats and sl ouch hats bore themstruggling to the dock edge and threw t hem
into the icy water with resoundi ng spl ashes.

A fourth man suddenly rushed out of the line and, of his own accord, dived overboard!

The clerk with the mcrophone said, "Now that we have gotten rid of those dirty (bl eepards),
executive hiring nay proceed. Thank you, gentlenen, for your |oyal support of the new managenent."

There was a faint cheer

The |ines began to nove once nore.

Hel | er was watching the water. A fish boat was pulling Flagrant and the others aboard. Heller
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was once nore wat chi ng Babe.

Her wist got tired. She stopped the lines with a flat palm Then she extended her hand and a
man rushed up and put a glass of blood-red wine init.

She turned and | ooked at Heller, her expression as cold as the wintry river. She fixed him
with her gray eyes.

Frostily, she said, "You lost the race." She let that sink in. "I have told you and told you
Jeronme, you nust not lose. It is a bad habit, Jerone. It is a habit that nust not be tol erated!
know | have been neglectful. |I know | have not always been a good nother to you. But that doesn't
meke any difference at all, Jerone."

"I"'msorry, Ms. Corleone."
"And the newspapers are saying bad things about you, Jerone."

“I"'msorry, Ms. Corleone. | don't know where it is all coming from 1|..."

"Newspapers are very bad things, Jerone. You nust not go out carousing with reporters. It
will ruin your reputation. You nust be very careful of the people you associate with. You nust not
consort with crimnal types like reporters. Do you understand ne, Jerome?"

"Yes, Ms. Corleone. | amvery sorry...."

"Stop interrupting me and don't try to change the subject. You do not have a single, valid
excuse! You have been a very, very naughty boy, Jerome. | amvery, very provoked. First you | ose a

perfectly sinple race. And then you spread yourself all over the press. And you not only are
ruining all your future but," and here her voice rose in pitch and volune, "the mayor's w fe was
on the phone to me for half an hour this norning saying the most awful things! And all about you
and your bad publicity!"

She threw down the glass of red wine with violence! It shattered and splattered |ike bl ood!

Her voi ce made the room shake!

"THIS IS THE LAST TIME | WLL WARN YOU' KNOCK OFF THI S GOD ( BLEEPED) BAD PUBLI CI TY!"

She turned back to her screens.

Bang- Bang nust have detected a sign Heller didn't see. "You better come along,'
in Hller's ear. "If you stay any longer, she's liable to get upset."”

They withdrew and got back into the cab. Bang-Bang ran into a coupl e nore no-parking
stanchi ons and they got out of there.

Heller was sitting in back, chin on his chest. Finally, he said through the partition, "I
can't do anything about the publicity. But | can try something el se. Bang-Bang, what does Babe
really l|ike?"

"Babe? Why hell, just like all danes, she goes for jewelry."

"You sure?" said Heller

"Absol utely. Couple dianonds and they purr."

"CGood," said Heller. "Take me to Tiffany's."

Across town they went and very shortly Heller was standing in front of a counter being
addressed by a courteous clerk. Heller |ooked at all kinds of things, trays and trays of jewelry
on black velvet. He didn't |ike any of them Suddenly he snapped his fingers with the force of
inspiration. "Do you nake jewelry to custoner design? | want sonething nore sentinental.”

"Of course," said the clerk. "Follow ne." And he left Heller with an artistic type in a
design department. The artistic type thought he would need sonme hel p drawi ng. But Heller grabbed
art paper and col ored pens and went to work.

What in Hells? He was drawi ng the Sovereign Shield of his Voltarian hone, the Province of
At al anta, Manco! Two crossed bl astguns, firing green against a white sky, circled in red flane.
Incidentally, | had seen himdraw it before under the words Prince Caucalsia on the tug he flewto
Earth. More sentinmentality? Crossed bl astguns? What was he up to?

In response to his questions, the designer said, "Yes, we can nake it into a tiara. The
shield will be on the front of the head, of course, gripped in place by the sem -coronet. W can
make the field in dianonds, the guns in onyx, the blasts, as you call them in enmeralds and the
flame circle in rubies. And set it all in white gold, of course, so it will not clash.”

"How nmuch?" said Heller

They called in sone others and after calculation, they could do it for $65, 000.

Hell er dug into his pockets. He only had $12,000 on him "This is all |'ve got just now " he
sai d.

"It will be anple as a deposit,” they told him "You can pay the bal ance when it is done."

"When will that be?"

"The Christnmas season is comng on. W are quite busy already. WIl a few weeks be al
right?"

He gave themthe $12,000. But | could see he was a bit defeated. | hadn't realized that

he whi spered
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Hel  er himself was going broke. He told themto do the best they could and left.

| was jubilant. lzzy would soak up his cash. He'd never be able to pick that tiara up

I hugged nyself. The real jewel was Madi son

The publicity was having its effect. Not only was it assassinating Heller's character but was
al so stripping himof support fromhis friends. It was worth thinking about. As a direct knife and
gun devotee, | was really getting ny eyes pried open with what could be done with the nedia! And
how marvel ously painful! One could weck lives just |ike that!

Little did | know that | had really seen nothing yet!

PART THI RTY- ONE
Chapter 1

| wished | could hold on longer to these manic states, they are so pleasant. But that very
ni ght, the depressive began to raise its ugly head.

I was running the TV channel s | ooking for sone good ani mated cartoons and | just happened to
pass the program"59 1/2 Mnutes Too Late." And there was the Wiz Kid!

He had a little college beanie on his head and was holding a little pennant on a stick. He
had stacks of books and you could hardly see the interviewer back of them

The bogus Wiz Kid was telling the story of his life: how he had been lying in a crib,
choking on his bottle, and had gotten this marvel ous idea for a new fuel. But years of
under privil eged decadence as a nenber of the white mnority had deprived himof reaching toward
his goal. And then one day, in a supernarket, while he was riding in a shopping cart, a book had
fallen off the book rack and hit himin the head and it had changed his life.

He had the book right there to prove it and the TV caneras shifted to his reverent hands as
he opened it. It was by Carl Fagin, a reprint of a reprint, entitled Homecraft Series: You Too Can
Make an Atom Bonb in Your Oan Littl e Basenent W rkshop, or, A Visit to Gaves of the

M ghty Men of History. And there was a picture of Al bert Blindstein. And the shaggy hair that
had inspired him

And t hen he showed a newspaper clipping of the remains of his basenent workshop whi ch had
bl own up and flattened nearby houses.

The canned appl ause resounded.

And here was a picture of his wi nning the soapbox derby by getting the daughter of a nei ghbor
to ride inside and pedal on a secretly connected sprocket.

The canned appl ause resounded.

| thought, wait a minute, what is this doing on prinme-tine national? It was not nearly as
good as the usual sex orgies on the rival channels. And then | renenbered that all the Rockecenter
peopl e had to do was call the director of the TV network and tell himwhat to run

But then the bomb burst!

The Whiz Kid pulled out a high-school yearbook and there he was in the fifth row of the
choir! Buck-teeth and all

Wor se!

A picture in the sane yearbook: The Student Mst Likely to Get Shot. Buckteeth and all!

Mich worse

Anot her yearbook. Picture of the freshman class. A circle drawn around a head w th buckteeth
in the third row.

Very much worse

Anot her yearbook. A picture of the sophonore class and, although much narred by the printing
screen, the buckteeth and horn-rinmmed gl asses were unmi st akabl e!

The hands turned the book over.

Year book, Massachusetts Institute of Weckology of just |ast June!

And there was his nane on the cover: Gerry Wster!

It left ne in a conplete spin! So nuch so that | didn't even hear the rest of the progran

Sonet hi ng was goi ng wr ong!

An hour later, ny search for cartoons utterly abandoned, | renenbered that Bury had chosen
Heller's identity and given it to himin the Brewster Hotel. Bury had ordered Madison to use this
buckt oot hed doubl e and no other and that Madi son had even had to make Hel I er up.

There was another Wster! A Gerry Wster, probably a cousin or some such to a Jerone Terrance
Wster who may or nay not ever have exi sted.

This clever Wall Street |awer, Bury, had covered every trick! If snipers didn't work, there
were bombs. |f bonbs didn't work, there were doubl es!
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But | still didn't get the full horror of it until, with shaking fingers, | opened the paper
besi de ny breakfast plate. Hotels sure know how to ruin your appetite!
Front page!

VH Z KID SUES M1.W FOR 500 M LLICN
FIRST SU T I N UNI VERSI TY H STORY

Al leging that he actually was a student at MI.W, the attorneys of the Wiz Ki d—Boggle, Gouge
and Hound—today filed suit against the university for 500 million dollars for defamation of fane
wi th compounded nortal felony.

A stunned nation |ast night on the prime-time program"59 1/2 M nutes Too Late" beheld the
evi dence itself.

Never before have the sacred precincts of MI.W been breached by the slightest breath of
scandal

A spokesman at Boggl e, Gouge and Hound said, "We'll win in a wal k. The honor of Anerican youth
must be uphel d agai nst the denigrating connivings of the pillars of learning. This is a | andmark
case. W will rnurder the buns."

The president of MI.W, who was not called, could not be reached for conment.

In frantic search for opinion, this paper called Suprene Court Chief Justice Hanmburger. He
stated, "In an unofficial opinion, off the record, justice nust always get its just desserts. If
called on to review the case, we will consider anything in witing."

(See page 34 for on-the-scene, exclusive riot photos of MI1.W)

| woul d have rushed down to get the other papers but | didn't have to. The news vendor
accustoned to nmy habits by now, had thempiled three feet high on a cart. Just as | feared!
Nat i onal coverage!

Thi s Madi son was maki ng me nervous. You understand, nmy faith was not really shattered, it was
just wobbled a bit. | realized that it was the size of the suit and that it was the first tinme
anyone had ever dared sue the mighty MI.W that was making the news, and | hoped the Wiz Kid
woul d sort of get eclipsed in this.

| would let Madi son have his head. Probably sonme deep-seated strategy |ay behind this.

However, the follow ng norning Madi son had his front page again!

M1.W FIGITS BACK! WHI Z KI D BLASTED

In an exclusive interviewwith the president of MI.W, this paper was entrusted with an
excl usive nmessage for the Wiz Kid.

"If," said the president, "Gerry Wster does not drop this suit at once, he will be expelled!
Furthernmore, we will cancel his COctopus G| Conpany Schol arship and fire himfromhis job as
waiter in the college restaurant.”

These strong words were uttered with great force. The university means to fight!

The university attorneys—uddl e, Middl e and Puddl e—+oday filed counternotions in the state
court, alleging that the accusations of the said Gerry Wster were fal se, malicious and unfounded
on fact.

(See Photo Section page 19 for full coverage of MI.W riots.)

There were TV shots of the riots in nost of the news hours. There was also a full-page ad in
the papers telling the listening audience to watch "59 1/2 Mnutes Too Late" if they wanted to get
the news before it happened. They were really crowi ng over their scoop

The ot her papers carried not only the MI.W-fights-back story, they also carried editorials
on the victimzation of Arerican youth in their universities and concluded, by and | arge, that
they ought to be cl obbered.

Yes, Madi son was coming through. Heller had been dealt another heavy blow, for the press was
definitely favoring the universities. They even showed the bodi es of some students beaten to death
by riot police. A favorable sign.

| mght have found even nore favorable evidences in ny anal ysis except that that very night,
my attention was rudely snapped in another direction

Chapter 2
I mght have missed it entirely if | had not been extraordinarily alert. | knewit was
inportant for nme to pick up every possible clue | could about Heller. He had an inkling, | am
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sure, after Connecticut, that | was out to get himand even though I was not noving around mnmuch in

New York, | didn't want to run the slightest risk of turning a corner and running into him In
fact, every tine | rode anywhere near the Enpire State Building or the UN area, | scrunched way
down in the cab just in case he happened to be on the street.

Thus, | had been naking it a habit to rapid-scan the recorded strips of the viewer lately.
Odinarily, | would not have bothered with the night strips due to that strange el ectronic

interference around his suite, but after Gunsalm Silva had calnmy wal ked up and knocked on ny
door, | knew | couldn't be too careful

It paid off!
| was anmzed! Apparently Heller's rescue of Izzy had turned his attention to the Gbhservatory
of the Enpire State Building. | have never seen a man so interested in soot. Wi really cared what

happened to the at nosphere of this planet? After Lonbar had taken over Voltar, he woul d nmake very
sure there was no population left on Earth: Lonbar had enough riffraff at hone w thout a full
additional planet of it to cause himtrouble. Probably at the nbst he'd put in alittle colony in
Turkey to keep the opiumcoming. So who cared about the atnosphere of Earth? Let them choke on
their own soot or get wi ped out with exterm nator sprays-—who cared?

Yet Hell er had begun a routine. Each night he would | eave the Gracious Pal ns dressed in heavy
cl eaner's clothes, carrying a bucket and broom and have Bang-Bang drive himdown to the Enpire
State Buil ding Cbservatory entrance.

The last car went up at 11:30 P.M He would take it, and with a transfer arrive at the 86th
floor.

At that hour the snack bar and souvenir counter would be closed and the place deserted. And
who, | suppose, ever stops a cleaner in a New York buil ding?

The snack bar and souvenir counter are housed, with the elevators and staircase, in a
structure which stands in the nmiddle of the large platform

He woul d go up on the top of this central structure and plant three new wi nd cones and take
the ones left the night before and put themin his bucket.

Al t hough the platformextended out widely all around the central structure and although even
the platformedge itself was anply guarded by a ten- or twelve-foot wought-iron fence, the sight
of himteetering around up there, fixing those cones to catch the wind, nmade ne quite giddy.

The area had considerable light, coming up as it did fromthe city down bel ow and all about
and fromthe aircraft-warning and other lights on the higher tower. But to watch himfiddling with
wi nd cones on those buttresses was a lot nore than | could stand.

He was catchi ng soot specinmens or spores or sonething. He was probably anal yzing them
m nutely and naking all sorts of valuable conclusions, no doubt, but in nmy opinion it was just
plain silly. Crazy as he was on the subject of height, it was probably recreation

So tonight, | alnmost didn't |ook at the viewer when the tinme canme. But sone keen sense that
is bred into you in the Apparatus told nme that before | went to sleep, | better nmake sure he was
up there again and not knocki ng on ny door

Yes, he was up there.

He put the old cones in his bucket and put sone new ones in place and clinmbed down to the
platform And then it happened!

Hel l er was just about to wal k down the stairs when an old | ady rushed up to himn

She had a huge purse on a strap over her shoul der. She was dressed all in black. She had on a
bl ack hat and was wearing a black veil.

"Ch, young nan, young man!" she cried in a high falsetto voice. "You nust help ne! My cat! My
cat!" and broke off sobbing.

| went into instant shock. Falsetto or no falsetto, | knew that voice.

GUNSALMO SI LVA

He had used a woman's guise to nmurder the Director of the CIA and here he was repeating the
trick.

It was HELLER who was the million-dollar contract nobody el se woul d take!

Who had offered it? Not Bury: Mdison was doing a great job and Bury wasn't even in town!

| sat there suffering. | did not yet have Heller's platen; | could not forge his reports to
Captain Tars Roke back on Voltar. And Silva with his Apparatus training woul d nmake short work of
Heller! After all, hadn't Silva wasted the inpossible target—+the Director of the ClA—plus two
Russians, a dictator and Jimy "The Qutter" Tavil nasty? And for that matter, hadn't he even wasted
Babe' s husband, the capo, "Holy Joe" Corleone? Ch, Heller was a dead duck

There is a very heavy liability to being a gentlenman. That's why | never was one. For Heller
the gentlenman, the perfect Fleet officer, was patting the "old |l ady" on the back, saying, "There,
there. What about your cat?" Bl ubbering brokenly, the "old | ady" was pointing as she sobbed. Then
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tottering along, she led the way to the extrene other end of the platform pointing up

Sure enough! There was a cat there!

It was white and orange and black. It had on a snall red harness. And it was hanging by the
harness fromthe top of the ten-foot, open wought-iron fence! The rods curved in at that height
and the cat was outside the fence!

The cat was neowing pitifully as it dangled over eighty-six stories worth of enpty space. "It
junped," falsettoed Silva. "It got frightened and it junped!" To get to it, one would have to
climb the three-foot concrete parapet and then seven or eight feet of spaced wought iron and then
go over the inward bul ge and reach down outside

Silva had obviously been tailing Heller and under other guises had |earned of this silly
habit of clinmbing things. Exactly how he was going to do this hit, | could not even guess. To
| eave bullets in a body nakes peopl e suspi cious.

Hell er | ooked up at the yow ing cat. Then he backed about twenty feet fromthe fence toward
the central snack bar and souvenir stand outside wall. There was a seat there and beside the seat
were two suitcases.

He | ooked at the "old lady" and then at the huge purse. Sone balls of yarn were sticking out
of the top of the purse.

"Sit down here," said Heller and the "old [ ady" sat down, sobbing away.

Hel |l er sat down beside her. "I don't have any rope. | need sonething to drop a | oop over the
cat fromthe top of the fence. Gtherwise it might |leap again.”

He reached for the yarn and began, with rapid hand notions, to nake a rope by weaving it. "A
cat's cradle is what we need,"” he said. And he was qui ckly naki ng one.

I vividly remenbered Bury's warni ng about being kind. Here was an awful exanple. Heller was
sitting next to death, conplete even to w dow s weeds!

The night winds blew The lights of New York rose upward with a blue fatality.

Hel | er wove the cat's cradle.

The "ol d | ady" sobbed.

Finally Heller was through. He had a very open basket on a |ong cord.

"Everything will be all right in just a nonment now,"

he sai d.

"Ch, | hope so," falsettoed Silva.

Hel | er went over and stepped up on the parapet. He ninmbly went up the inside of the fence. He
moved over the top bul ge.

Wth a deft cast he dropped the basket below the cat and pulled up. The cat's | egs extended
t hrough the open weave but it was securely neshed. He drew it up

Sone sound nust have caught his ear above the wind. Teetering on top of the fence, he turned
hi s head and | ooked.

Silva was just that noment ten feet away, |aying sonething down upon the pavenent!

Hel | er saw what it was. A Voltar concussion grenade.

I recognized it at the same instant. It was one of those |I had given Terb! It would nake a
fantastic concussion blast without a single fragnment. It would blow Heller off that fence and into
the depths eighty-six stories bel ow

Silva's hand |l eft the grenade.

"And one," whispered Heller. He was going to count!

Silva straightened up

Hel l er threw the cat!

"And two," said Heller.

The cat hit Silva in the face!

It was screeching and cl aw ng!

Qoviously, Silva had neant to wi thdraw behind the barricade of suitcases and chair to escape
the concussion. Beating at the cat, trying to get it off of him he backed up

"And four," said Heller. | realized he knew that that grenade had a fifteen-second | ag!
Down cane Heller off the fence and onto the platform

Silva was still fighting the cat. But with one hand he was reaching into his purse.

Qut came nmy Colt Bull dog!

The cat was still on him screeching Iike a nightnare.

Heller was swiftly circling. "And seven."

Silva hinmself was how ing now, shouting obscenities! He began to hit at the cat with the
pur se!

The cradl e burst!

The cat | eaped away and fled toward the souvenir stand' s open door
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Maddened with pain, Silva heaved the purse after the cat!

Silva crouched into a deadly pose, the Colt Bulldog pointing this way and that.

Hel l er had reached the barricade of the chair and suitcases agai nst the snack-bar wall

"And ten," said Heller

He ducked down!

Silva spotted him He knew better than to rush. He could not count on a |ucky shot when he
had just the top of a head and eyes as a target.

He backed up.

He got up on the parapet to get height to shoot down.

"And twel ve," whispered Heller.

Silva fired

The bull et thunked into the suitcase in front of Heller

Silva clinbed up higher on the fence!

He fired again!

"And fourteen," said Heller. And at that he ducked very low and all sound went off as he
cupped his hands solidly over his ears and stuck his face hard agai nst the suitcase side.

BLOW E!

The sound even went through his protecting hands.

He | ooked up

And there was Silva flying high into the air!

The wi nd caught the body as it rose, and there went Silva, soaring away over nighttinme New
York, but nostly down! Heller went over to the fence and | ooked.

It was only enptiness and bl ackness bel ow.

He cane back to the center. He | ooked around. There was a slight concavity where the grenade
had expl oded. Nothing noticeable. He went over and picked up Silva's huge purse.

There didn't seemto be any other evidence around except the grips.

Hel l er raised his head to the sky. He said, "I hope you noticed, Jesus Christ, that | didn't
have much to do with that. But if | ever happen to wind up in your Heavens by m stake, renenber to
chalk me up with having saved a cat. Anen."

Chapter 3

Hel l er threw the purse strap over his shoul der. He put one heavy grip under his left arm and
pi cked up the other with his left hand. He grabbed the bucket and broomin his right and noved
through the door and into the souvenir and snack-bar enclosure, kicking the door shut behind him

The el evator was barred off for the night. He turned to the stairwell and stepped down.

And there was the cat! It had apparently been inside and partway down the stairs when the
concussion went off, for it didn't seem di sturbed. Wen Heller went down the steps, the cat
foll owed him

But the distance fromthe Cbservatory to the ground is eighty-six floors. In fact, New
Yorkers every year have a race fromthe bottomto the top, up these 1,860 steps. And Heller nust
have thought he was racing the other way. Six at a tine, he was doing the closest thing to free
fall down that stairway.

He got two floors |lower. Then he heard a yow behind him He stopped and | ooked back

The cat was halted on the last landing Heller had left, yow ing and | ooking reproachful

"Cho," said Heller. "Too fast for you, eh?"

He went back up to the cat, picked himup and put himinto the bucket. Heller turned and
started catapulting down again. The cat put his paws on the bucket rim and watched the descent
with interest.

Hel | er energed onto 34th Street. Bang-Bang was there with the old cab. He reached over and
opened the door for Heller but his attention was on sonething way ahead. He said, "They're prying
sonebody off the sidewal k on the other side of Fifth Avenue. What have you been up to?"

Hel l er said, "Drive."

Bang- Bang U-turned the cab and rocketed west. He gl anced back. "Well, at least tell nme what
the cat's nane is."

"Drive," said Heller.

"Jesus," said Bang-Bang, "ain't nobody tal king, not even the cat."

They drove a coupl e blocks and then the cat started yow ing.

Hel l er said, "Pull over."

"\Wher e?"

"By that delicatessen, of course. Holy blast, Bang-Bang, don't you even tal k cat?" Bang-Bang
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nmount ed the curb and stopped. Heller said, "Now go in and get sone milk." He threw Bang-Bang a
bill and then turned on the cab's overhead |ight.

Hel l er |1 ooked at the cat. It had on a harness but there were no marks on it. He found a
string, apparently too tight, around the cat's neck. Heller took out a pair of snips and cut it.
The string had a paper tag on it.

He | ooked at the tag. It said #7A66 City Pound. Heller addressed the cat, "Cho, a jailbird,
huh? Well, don't worry, we'll just renove the evidence and they can't get you for conplicity."

Hel l er took the purse and spilled the contents on the floor. A junbled assortnent fell out,
tangled up in knitting yarn. Heller began to inventory it.

"An obsol ete Voltar Fleet grenade. An Apparatus Knife Section knife. Russian rubles.
Travel | ers checks on a Panana bank. Assorted Canadi an, Swiss and U.S. passports. A baggage check
He had his hands on packets of noney. "And U. S. dollars done up in Turkish bank bands." He sat
back. "This is CRAZY!"

Oh, ny Gods, | recognized the noney. It was nmy $100, 000! How cruel fate is! There were the

hundred big ones in Heller's hands! | tore at nmy hair.
Bang- Bang opened the door. "What's all this worry over the cat?"
"He saved ny life. I'mresponsible for himnow "

Bang- Bang had half a pint of cream He cut off the top of the carton and was putting it on
the floor for the cat when he saw the noney. "Jesus, Jet. Did the cat give you that?"

Heller said, "He's a very wealthy cat."

"Ain't he kind of young to have all that dough?" He was watching the cat tie into the cream

Hel | er snapped open one of the suitcases. It seened to have sonme strange things init. He
pul | ed out sonething that |ooked like a close-fitting junp suit. It had a little undetached | abel

Proofed to 3600 foot-pounds of inmpact energy
Cl A Test Lab, Langley, Virginia

Hell er said, "Msteriouser and nysteriouser. Itens fromall over the place: Russia, Panama,
Canada, Switzerland and wherever, including Turkey and Washi ngton."

Bang- Bang said, "That's an African-type cat. My aunt had one with the same white, orange and
bl ack markings. They're great fighters, supposed to be awful bright for cats. They're called
calicos. Male calicos are very rare. Ch, yeah, they're al so supposed to bring good |luck. So
anyway," he continued learnedly, "if you' ve got Russia and Washington and all them you can add
Africa. If that's his purse, |1'd say he was a very well-travelled cat."

Hel | er was openi ng up passports. They all had the sane face in the pictures but different
nanmes. He canme to the U.S. one. H's hands jolted.

GUNSALMO S| LVA!

Hel | er covered up the type with his hands, |leaving only the picture showing and turned it to
Bang- Bang. "Who is this?"

Bang- Bang' s eyes bugged. "Jesus Christ! It's GUNSALMO SI LVA!'"

Hel | er |1 ooked back at the passport and said, "Thanks. | just wanted to be sure. But Gunsal no
Silva fromwhere, for whon®?"

"Sangue di Cristo!" said Bang-Bang with awe. "You just rubbed Gunsalno Silval"

"The cat did it," said Heller. "He's a hit nan. Got a record as long as his tail. Wanted
posters in every post office. And he just broke out of the slamer. So don't turn squeal er on him
they could send himup for life."

"Qunsal no Silva," whispered Bang-Bang, still in awe. "Top of the hit parade. Jesus, Jet, that
must' ve been Gunsal nb plastered all over Fifth Avenue! You threw himoff the Observation
Platform " he added in sudden conprehension

"I't's my word against the cat's," said Heller. "And he'll take the Fifth. But quit changing
t he subject, Bang-Bang. This bulletproof suit is too small for nme. It looks like it would fit you
exactly."

"Wait a mnute," said Bang-Bang. "What's com ng off here?"

"It isn't what's comng off," said Heller. "It's what's going on. You know that rental
costune shop up on West 37th Street in the garnment district? Get going."

Bang- Bang did, while the cat, having denolished the cream clinmbed up on Heller's |ap and
with a deep sigh went to sl eep.

They halted in front of an old two-story building with a costune shop on the ground fl oor
and, apparently, living quarters on the second. It was well after midnight and the shop was cl osed
and barred.

Hel l er got out and forcefully pushed a bell behind the iron grate.
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A wi ndow shot up on the second floor and a bald head jutted out. "Ve iss closed yet! Go
avay!"

Hel | er stepped back. He called, "Wn't a hundred-dollar bill open you up?”

"Dot iss a goot key! Down right I'll be yet. Don't noplace go!"

Presently they were in the shop. The proprietor was in a white nightgown and slippers with a
bl ack jacket thrown over his shoul ders.

Hel | er handed hima hundred-dollar bill. "I want to |ook," he said.

"For a hundred doll ars business iss so bad you can buy the shop," said the proprietor

Hel | er was goi ng through racks of all kinds of costumes. He canme to a rack where everything
was bl ack. Bl ack dresses, black hats, black veils. He kept |ooking at them and then back at Bang-
Bang, locating a size. He pulled one out.

He handed Bang-Bang the bul |l et proof suit. "Go in that booth over there and put this on."

Bang- Bang, grunbling, did as he was told.

Then Hel l er handed himthe black dress.

"Ch no!" said Bang- Bang.

"Ch yes," said Heller. "It's the latest style."

Bang- Bang furiously westled into the dress, nuttering, "What | go through!"

Hel | er now put the hat on him and dropped the veil over his face.

"Ch nmy God!" said Bang-Bang, |ooking at hinself in a mrror. "If they ever hear of this at
Sardine's, I'll never live it down!"

Hel | er gave the proprietor another fifty dollars. "W'IlIl bring the costune back."

The man said, "Nein, nein, keep it! W got plenty like dot. Them we furnish for the funerals,

yet."
"l hope not nine!" said Bang-Bang.
"Let's go and see," said Heller
Chapter 4

In the cab, Bang-Bang said, "That cat is having an awful effect on you! Janitors don't ride
in cabs and old ladies sure as hell don't drive them"

"This is G2 honework," said Heller, in obvious reference to his mlitary class. "W're spies
i n disguise."

"Ch," said Bang-Bang.

Hel | er was exam ni ng the baggage check. It said:

M dtown Air Term nal
Overni ght Baggage Check

He tol d Bang-Bang where to go exactly. The town was quiet. They reached the entrance Heller
had specified and pulled into the covered area where cabs usually stood. There weren't any there
The place was deserted.

Hel I er put his cap down on the back seat and put the cat on top of it. Heller handed Bang-
Bang t he baggage check.

"Now, Bang-Bang, we're going to go in separately. Wen you hear nme drop this bucket, you wal k
up to the overni ght baggage counter, present this check, pick up whatever they give you and wal k
out through the underground passage back to this cab. If | yell 'Pizza,' you duck. Got it?"

"Did you say 'Drop the bucket'? or 'Kick the bucket'?"

"I'f there's any shooting, let's hope it's sonebody el se that kicks the bucket."

"l haven't got a rod."

"Neither have | and | didn't notice any in these bags. But | know this place. | amsure
you'll be as safe as if you were in your own bed."

"You don't know sone of the skirts that get in ny bed," said Bang-Bang.

"They al ways shoot for the body," said Heller

"Let's hope they know that," said Bang-Bang.

They got out. "Now, cat," said Heller, "you stay there. | don't want you hitting me up for
overtime." He closed the door

Bang- Bang sl ung the enpty purse over his shoul der and entered the | ong, dark tunnel

Hell er, with his broom and bucket, skipped around to another entrance and shortly energed on
a nmezzani ne that overl ooked the [ obby. Fromit he could see the overni ght baggage-check counter
bel ow and across the | ower fl oor

The nezzani ne had seats on it. In one of the seats sat a very beefy man in a bl ack overcoat
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and a bl ack slouch hat. He glanced up as Heller wal ked al ong and then resunmed his watch on the
| obby bel ow.

Hel l er |1 ooked the | obby all over. Only a couple of clerks. No traffic at this tinme of night.

He dropped the bucket |oudly and began to sweep away.

Bang- Bang energed fromthe tunnel and m ncingly wal ked over to the overni ght baggage counter
bel ow.

The man in the black overcoat |eaned forward.

Bang- Bang pushed a buzzer on the counter and a sleepy clerk came out of the wire-enclosed
interior, yawning and rubbing his eyes.

Bang- Bang handed himthe ticket.

Hel | er swept away at the carpet, ignored by the man on the nearby seat.

The clerk found the item He got it down fromthe racks. It was a large, brown suitcase with
big metal |ocks. It seenmed heavy. He wanted two dollars and Bang-Bang, with the enmpty purse, had
to hike up his dress, funble in the pockets of the bulletproof suit for his wallet and get out two
one-dollar bills. He nade it not very elegantly, but fromthis vantage place on the nmezzani ne, the
bul | et -proof junper didn't show Bang-Bang needed a | ot of |essons in being an ol d | ady!

The clerk relinquished the suitcase. Bang-Bang got it off the counter at the near cost of a
sprained arm He went tottering off toward the underground-entrance arch

Bl ack Overcoat was up with a grunt the nonment Bang-Bang vani shed into the tunnel

Wth great speed the man went flying down the nmezzani ne stairs.

Hel l er with bucket and broomwas not five steps behind him

Why didn't the fell ow | ook back? Then |I realized Heller was running at the exact sanme cadence
as the other. There was only one set of sounds of feet!

Hel | er was al nost breat hing down the man's neck

They crossed the | obby.

Bl ack Overcoat darted into the tunnel

He had drawn a gun!

Suddenly it came to nme that sonebody had not neant Gunsalno Silva to really collect that
suitcase! | was watching the standard hit-the-hitter routine in progress!

O was it? Maybe this was sonething el se?

The doors ahead of Bang-Bang burst open

Two nen dressed like cab drivers rushed in. They were thirty feet in front of Bang-Bang.

Bl ack Overcoat had a big revol ver extended toward Bang- Bang.

Hel | er reached over the big man's shoul der and sei zed his gun hand. The bucket clattered to
the floor.

"Pizza!" shouted Heller.

Bang- Bang dropped the suitcase and dived to the side! Heller's left hand was gripping a neck
nmuscl e of the big man. The gun stayed extended.

The two coming in the door dived for the suitcase. One got it. The other was grabbing out a
gun.

Hel l er's hand closed on the big man's gun fist.

The revol ver roared!

The one who had been drawi ng was flung back with a hamer bl ow

The big man's revol ver fired again!

The one with the suitcase flew forward, dropped it and col |l apsed.

Hel l er turned the gun sideways until it pointed at the struggling assassin's head.

BLOW E!

The hat went sailing with hair init.

Heller's left hand shifted to the overcoat. He snatched out a wallet fromthe breast pocket.

He let the big man collapse and only then let go of the gun hand. Black Overcoat's fingers
were still wapped around the weapon. | realized Heller's own hand had never touched it!

Hel | er scooped up his bucket and broom

Bang- Bang was picking hinself off the floor.

Hel | er raced ahead and grabbed Bang-Bang by the arm and then, in passing, grabbed the handle
of the suitcase

They sped to the cab.

Hel | er threw Bang-Bang behind the wheel and the bag, bucket and broominto the back.

"Close that door!" cried Bang-Bang. "W don't want this blaned on the cat!" He slammed the
cab into gear with a crash!

There wasn't a soul in sight as Bang-Bang sped out of the term nal
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Chapter 5

In a parking lot and a darkened cab they got Bang-Bang into his regular clothes. Then
burdened with all the baggage and the cat riding in the purse, they struggled through the icy New
York night and entered the Enpire State Building at the 33rd Street entrance.

A sl eepy elevator girl deposited themincuriously at their floor and shortly Heller was
knocki ng sharply at the door of Miltinational

lzzy put an eye to the door. "Wat's up?"

"We're naking you an accessory after the cat," said Bang-Bang. "Conme al ong."

They went to Heller's office, put the baggage down and turned on the lights. The cat began to
i nspect the place.

Heller laid the new bag over on its side and was reaching for something to pick the | ocks
when Bang- Bang stopped him "No, no! Jesus, don't you never renenber nothing | taught you? Never
pick a lock in New York—+t mght be wired for a bonb! Let ne."

Bang- Bang rummaged around in a case of tools and found sone wire snips and thin screwdrivers
and began to attack the hinges of the new bag.

Hel | er opened the two original suitcases wi de and began to go through their contents.

lzzy came in. He had on a shabby old overcoat and a nightcap and his feet were bare.

Hel I er was picking up itens and reading their tags:

Hydrogen sel f-infl atable ball oon
for rapid escapes.
Certified ClI A Test Lab.

Mel ting spoon.

Wien used to stir cocktails,
i ntroduces deadly poison
Certified Cl A Test Lab.

Poi son Li psti ck.

Shade: Charni ng Carnen

Apply to secretary's lips

and when she ki sses boss,

i nparts deadly poison that kills instantly.
Certified Cl A Test Lab.

Suicide Kit: Take two before retiring.
The Surgeon General has determ ned these
to be hazardous to your health...

"What are you doing?" said lzzy with al arm

"We're penetrating the nost closely held secrets of the CIA " said Heller

"I can't get these God (bl eeped) hinges |oose," said Bang-Bang.

Hel |l er reached over to the front | ocks and gave thema flip. The bag cracked open! Bang-Bang
di ved for cover.

lzzy didn't. He had already spotted something through the crack. He bent down and pulled the
top wide. He said, "Oy!"

MONEY! The bag was jamed tight with U S. bills of assorted denom nations, neatly strapped
wi t h bank bands.

Hel | er picked up the corner of the big suitcase and enptied it on the floor

A smal |l nountain of MONEY!

Hel | er exami ned the bag for internal markings and fal se bottons.

But 1zzy sat down on the floor. H's bare feet started scrubbi ng agai nst each other. Hs
hands, |ike tal ons, began to | ock upon packets of nopney.

In a nuttering blur of sound, as fast as the blur of his hands as he stacked it, the pile of
packets, neatened, grew beside him Then he was done.

"Oy," said lzzy. "G ve or take miscounts in the packages, this is a MLLION DOLLARS!" He
rubbed at his eyes behind his horn-ri med gl asses. He | ooked at Heller. "How do you do these
t hi ngs?"

Hel | er fished up nmy poor, msdirected hundred thousand. He added to it rubles and an extra
fistful of currency that had been in the purse. Then he tossed all this on the pile. He said, "I
have secret adnirers, lzzy. They are terrified |I nmight go on welfare."
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"Did you draw this out of the bank? | nean are there any traces on it?"

"Nary a one," said Heller. "Atotally untraceable donation."

lzzy was totalling again. "Oy, oy!" he said, "This neans we only have $400,000 nore to go to
clean up IRS!'"

Hel | er reached over. He pulled sone packets off the stack. "Mike that $410, 100, |1zzy. Bang-
Bang is low on skirts. He was conplaining just tonight." He handed $10, 000 to Bang- Bang.

I zzy was doing plans and calculations. "I won't pay IRS. I will put it all on the arbitrage
line, run it up and then pay those goyi mrobbers. The Japanese yen is dirt cheap in Singapore
toni ght and sky-high in Paris! 1I'Il get right on—=

"Wait a minute, wait a mnute, lzzy." Heller |ooked around. The cat had gotten up on his desk
and was sitting there eyeing lzzy very intently.

Hel | er handed |zzy a $100 bill. "Go buy this cat a blanket and a new harness and a dish and
things. He hasn't got a decent spacekit."

lzzy took the $100 but he said, "You going to keep a cat here? There aren't any mce."

Heller said, "This is a no-mce cat. He deals with rats, exclusively. He's a very tough hit
cat, lzzy. And you'll be very glad to know that | saved his |life so now you have sonebody to share
responsibility for ne."

"Ch, thank heavens," said lzzy. "I'll get hima space-kit at once, whatever it is."

lzzy was stuffing noney into big plastic bags fromthe bar. He | ooked around to see if there
was any nore and then rushed out.

The cat, apparently having nmade certain that |1zzy would obey, curled up under Heller's desk
|l amp and went to sl eep.

Hel | er was | ooking at the wallet he had snapped out of Black Overcoat's pocket. It had sone

names and |.D. in it. He showed it to Bang-Bang. "lInganno John Scroccone. You know t he nanme, Bang-
Bang?"

"No. "

Hel l er 1 ooked at it again. "lI'mcertainly in the I.D. collection business. |I've got to find
out."

Bang- Bang said, "Wat really happened up there on the roof tonight?"

"Hush," said Heller. "I promsed the cat faithfully I wouldn't turn state's evidence on him
H s pawprints are all over the place. So both himand me have got to take the Fifth."

"Ch," sai d Bang- Bang.

The cat stretched and began to purr.

Chapter 6

The horrible sight of nmy hundred thousand dollars U S. in Heller's hand did sonething even
nmore horrible to nmy psyche. A psyche is, as all psychol ogi sts know, |ocated just above the id and,
when overreacted upon, bruises the ego. Wen these three things are already swollen from past
abuses, there ensues what is called the "I'mgoing-nuts syndronme." A case of nultiple frustrations
is likely to ensue, surcharging the blood vessels and precipitating an epileptic fit.

All patients have their own particular renmedies. Wth sone, it is yelling at the wife. Wth
others, it is kicking the dog. |I thought rapidly: if |I did not apply first aid at once, | m ght
find nmyself in need of psychiatric help. Drunkards often obtain relief by inbibing the hair of a
dog that bit them but | had no dog whose hair | mght find pal atable, nuch | ess one to kick. Thus,
out of dire necessity, an inspiration was born. | had better |ook at some nmoney. That, | was sure,
woul d be the soothing bal mwhich would interrupt the threatened epileptic fit.

Accordingly, with shaking hands, | went to ny nattress and reached within. Some days ago,
when Silva had conme, thirty thousand bucks had remained in this hiding place. If | just gazed upon
them and caressed their crisp-ness, life mght once nore begin to flow through nmy higher nervous
centers and make them | ess nervous.

My hand didn't contact anything!

| threshed it about.

Still nothing.

Al armed now nore than ever, | threw the mattress on the floor. | tore the bed apart. | took a
knife to the box springs.

NO MONEY

It was gone.

| lay down in the weckage and had ny epileptic fit.

It didn't help.

I banged ny head against the wall. That didn't help, either. But sonme tine later, | woke up
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and found that it was a bright day.

Cof f ee. Maybe several cups of coffee would steady ny nerves. | managed to phone down and get
the order placed. I took a shower and then found out | was standing in it with my clothes on

By the tine | had renedied this and had my pants turning into ice on the terrace, breakfast
had arri ved.

Unt hi nki ngly, | opened the paper

Buckt eet h

A two-col um picture

Madi son had once nore nade the front page!

VH Z KI D SUES OCTOPUS
TEN- Bl LLI ON- BUCK BANG

The attorneys of the Wiz Ki d—Boggle, Gouge and Hound-today filed suit agai nst ol ynpi an Cct opus
O | Company for a cool ten billion bucks, the | argest nal feasance civil suit in history.
Rockecenter attorneys, Swi ndle and Crouch, when reached, said, "No conment."

The financial world today was rocked by the spectacle of Octopus actually being sued. Stocks
fell. Dow Jones dropped 230 points. The other six of the Seven Brothers hastily deni ed connection
and conplicity but informed sources inplied they woul d soon be added due to their inextricable
interlocks and total control by Cctopus.

The Whiz Kid stated, "Cctopus cannot help but be included in ny canpaign to bring honesty and
integrity into the way faculties discrininate against students. Cctopus heavily endows MI|.W,
whi ch nakes oil a party to conspiracy to conspire with nultiple nmalice and breach of breaches. By
cancel ling ny scholarship and depriving the college restaurant of ny services, chaos has been
caused, irreparable and condemmatory. If QOctopus can callously deny students second hel pi ngs of
ri ce puddi ng, the whole Anerican way of life is threatened. Fascismwll flourish and all will
tremble at the tyranny. "

Oh, there was nore! And the vendor, knowing nmy habits, had a five-foot stack of newspapers
out side ny door.

The shouts and roars of student riots on the TV were so loud, | couldn't understand the news
vendor who kept asking ne for his noney. | had to close the door on him

Madi son had bl own it!

That was very plain indeed. He was obviously going to tailor the Wiz Kid into a deathl ess
synbol of revolt against Big Q.

How Hel | er nust be sniggering this norning!

Al though | loathed to do it, | approached nmy viewer. It was ny duty and the way of the
Apparatus officer (hard though it nmay be to always have duty as a goal). Besides, | was too shaken
up to do nore than collapse in front of the screen hoping that this did not reveal a diagnosis of
masochi smin ne.

Chapter 7

Heller was riding in a public cab. By his reflection in the partition, |I could see he was
wearing a tan tweed suit, a puffed-out silk tie and, over it all, a cordovan-leather trench coat.
Really elegant. | tried to nmake out where he was going by the passing winter scenery he seened to

be admiring so nmuch. They were on sone sort of a turnpike. He was catching glinpses of sunlit
water to his left.

The Statue of Liberty! Way over there. And beyond it, back and across the bay, Manhattan

Babe Corl eone-he was on his way to see Babe Corl eone!

Sure enough, they soon exited fromthe turnpi ke and shortly were threading their way through
the inpressive high-rises of Bayonne.

He told the cab to wait and shortly was greeting a somewhat uncertain Geovani

"She ain't very happy today, kid," said Geovani. "Maybe you ought to postpone seein' her."

"Can't wait," said Heller

CGeovani shrugged. He went to the living roomdoor and knocked and then opened it.

Babe was dressed in a light gray lounge suit. She was pacing back and forth, the width of the
huge living room pausing to | ook out the picture window at the wintry sunlight on the park. She
did two turns before she said, "Show himin."

Hel | er entered.

Babe faced himwith cold gray eyes, all six feet six of her expressing a wish to snap at him

"And what have you got to say for yourself today, young man? Did you or did you not
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understand nme when | said to knock off your God (bl eeped) bad publicity? Now, don't interrupt. Not

fifteen mnutes ago, on that phone," she pointed, "in this," she pointed at the floor, "my own
living room | have had to listen to fifteen solid nminutes of the mayor's wife concerning YOU"
She pointed. "Now, don't interrupt ne. | know you have sone | ame, contenptible, God (bl eeped) cock-

and-bull story nade up to account for THOSE!'" And she pointed at a stack of norning New York
papers. "The only thing that was good about it is that she has a cold and can't talk very | ong!
"Now, Jerone, this carousing around with crimnal reporters nust cease. And it nust cease at

once! Now, don't interrupt me. | know | have been busy. | know that | have not taken the time to
work and slave like | should to bring you up properly. But that is NO excuse at all!
"Jerome, the very idea of going to court is NOT done! It is not done at all, Jerone! It

exposes one to public ridicule. It costs one respect! And you have got to get the idea you should
be respect ed!

"Jerome, you cannot keep running around with reporters and running off to courts! Courts are
crooked, Jeronme. They are not places you should be in! Now, don't interrupt!

"Jerome, this is very wearing and tiring on me. | know | have been neglectful. But Jerone,
you don't sue people you don't like. You get a proper heater and you rub themout. Only weaklings
and fools and idiots go rushing off to courts. You want justice, the only way you get justice is
to buy yourself a proper rifle, learn how to shoot it and, with a proper telescopic sight..."

"Please!" cried Heller. "Please, can | interrupt?"

"No. What do you want ?"

Hel | er was extending a packet to her. It was wapped in silver paper and it had a bl ack

ri bbon around it. "I have a present for you!"

She took it, sonewhat softened, but she said, "It will do you no good at all to try to get
out of it with sonme gingillo. No trinket could possibly conpensate for what | have to put up, with
on your account fromthe mayor's w fe!l | have exhausted ny vocabulary trying to tell her you are

just a good boy gone slightly wong...."

"Open it!" said Heller in desperation

"All right," she said frostily. "Just to please you and spoil you, | will open it."

She shook a stiletto out of a sleeve holster and used it to cut the black ribbon. She knifed
off the silver paper. She opened it up

She stared at it.

She turned it over to be sure there was no nistake.

She | ooked back at it. She | ooked at Heller, her eyes round.

"The passport of GUNSALMO S| LVA!'"

It dawned on her.

She rushed to Heller and threw her arns around him "You KILLED him™"

"Not exactly," said Heller, kind of snothered. "He sort of blew hinself up!"

"Ch, you DARLI NG BOY!"

She drew back. She | ooked at the passport again. Then she said, "YIPPEE!'" and went whirling
around the roomin a twirl she nust have | earned on the chorus line.

Then she sank down in a chair. "Ave Maria, 'Holy Joe' is at |last avenged!" She began to cry.

Then after a while she bashed at her eyes with sonme tissue and began to stab buttons.

Staff came pouring in, looking like she had rung a fire bell. She held up the passport.
"Gunsalno Silva is dead!"
They cheered until | had to turn down nmy sound vol une.

She went over and showed the passport to "Holy Joe's" portrait. She reeled off a volley of
Italian, telling himthe turncoat was dead and his soul could now rest in peace and pronising a
huge Mass as soon as she coul d.

Then she turned to her staff. "Quick, quick, get Jerone sone mlk and cookies!"

She nmade Heller sit down in her own favorite chair. They got himmlk and cooki es.

Babe was planning a party and a Mass.

Suddenly she renmenbered. "lI'msure he will have a funeral. Yes, we nust plan for that.
Silva's funeral. He had a brother and uncle. Now, what can we do for Silva's funeral? A big flora
display. That's it. In the shape of a black dog. Georgio, make sure it is ordered. Oh, yes. | wll
attend also. And | will think of some way to get the mayor's wife to attend. Now, what will |
wear? White and scarlet? Maybe just scarlet. A scarlet veil.... No, no, | nmust get a better idea
than that! Georgio, call ny dress designer. Order himto design the nost festive thing he can
think of for a funeral! Ch, will this put the mayor's wife in her place. She'll cone in sonething

dowdy. Ch, do have anot her cookie, Jerone."
Italians! It took two solid hours before they even began to settle down.
At last, the inportant phone calls had been nmade and probably it was ripping all through the
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vast east and west and international Corl eone organization that "Holy Joe's" murderer was dead.
And just when it | ooked like the excitenent was over, sonebody called to state that Silva was in
the New York City nmorgue and that there wasn't a single bone in his body that remai ned unbroken
and it all started up again and this fact chased the other the length and breadth of the Corl eone
enpire around the world. Tel egrans of congratul ati ons began to flood in on their basement RCA and
Western Union nmachines fromas far away as New Zeal and, from ships at sea and aircraft in flight.

The coils of printout began to nound up on the floor at Heller's feet, Babe readi ng al oud
every nessage, eyes bright, with animated el ocution

At length, Heller said he had to get back to New York to nake sure the cat was fed. But Babe
made himstay. Cats could wait. Young boys, she knew, were always hungry and she stuffed himfull
of lunch.

After he got through his third plate of spaghetti, he said, "There's one nore thing." He took

out of his pocket a card | had seen himrenove from Bl ack Overcoat's wallet. | suspected that that
was the maj or reason he had conme to Babe's. "Can you tell nme who this nan is?" Babe read it. She
frowned, thinking. "lInganno John Scroccone? | seemto have heard it. | can't renmenber where.

Geovani!" And when he appeared, "Put this into the conputer and see what you get."

CGeovani cane back fromthe basenment. "He's the chief accountant of Faustino Narcotici, body
lice on a |ouse.”

"Jeronme! " said Babe, shocked. She | ooked at him "You are associating with the wong peopl e!
Jerome, you nust continue to be careful of your reputation.”

| wondered for a nmoment why he didn't tell her he had killed the guy. And then | realized
that Heller really hadn't told anybody anything at all

Wth a shock, | becane certain he knew he was bei ng watched. He was afraid of being caught in
a Code break. The grenade! That was why he couldn't and wouldn't tell even Bang-Bang how Silva had
di ed. No grenades of such power and type existed on Earth. That would have to be it. Any norna
man woul d have bragged and bragged about it. And he was being so close-npbuthed it was even
sl oppi ng over into not mentioning the other three hitsl!

"Jerome," she said, "I faithfully prom se to stop neglecting you. Blood will tell and you
proved that today. But upbringing has a lot to do with it, too. Now, as a good nother, | should
pay nore attention to your vital needs and of course resist tenptation firmy not to spoil you at
the sane tine. You are so accustoned to ny shaneful neglect that you were even going to | eave
here, unfed, and continue to run about in rags |like sone street urchin."

She got out a pen and poised it over the snowy |inen tablecloth. "Now, first, of course, you
need a brand- new wardrobe." She wote that down. "And then a string of polo poni es—that encourages
you to be a gentleman when you hit other boys over the head with a nallet. Yes, definitely polo
poni es."” She wote that down. She thought a bit.

Hel | er woul d have spoken but she sensed it and shushed himw th a hand gesture. "Oh, it's
wintertime. You will need sone new ice skates." She wote that down. "And then, of course, it wll
soon be spring. So you will need a new baseball bat."

Hel |l er woul d have spoken again but this time she shushed himdirectly. "No, no nore racing
cars. Not one, Jerome. You may think this is harsh but my ears cannot possibly stand to hear one
nmore word about racing fromthe mayor's w fe!”

She thought for a bit. "I was going to add the old Capone villa in Mam Beach but you're
getting that for Christmas and | want to keep it as a surprise. Part of being a good nother is not
to spoil a boy all at once."

She checked her list to see that she had everything down. She said, "Good." She drew a big
circle around the notes on the tablecloth. "That settles it. Now, wth your new wardrobe, you'l
have to have sonething very quickly for the Silva funeral.... A red tuxedo and cape. Yes, that
will do. It won't clash with my gown. Here, have sonme nore cookies, Jerone."

A faint honking had been going on, fromout in the street. Babe suddenly yelled, "Geovani
What the hell is all that honking out there?"

CGeovani popped in. "lIt's a New York taxi. He says he's been waiting for the kid here for
three hours."

"Well, blood of Christ, pay the (bleepard) off! You think I'd send Jerone back to town in a
public cab? Tell Battitore to get out my |inousine! You think my own son is sonme kind of a bunf®
And you tell that Battitore to get the back seat nice and warm You want Jerone to catch col d?"
She turned to Heller. "Now, what were we tal king about? Ch, yes. An increase in allowance..."

That was too nuch! Qutraged at all this attention and adulation Heller was getting, | turned
off the viewer and hid it fromny sight. There is a point where even masochi sm pal es.

| thought 1'd better see what the radio and TV had to say about this "nighty deed" he was
braggi ng to everybody about. | |istened to several news broadcasts. Aha! Not a nention of it!
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| stretched nmy credit with the news vendor and got the afternoon papers. There had been
nothing in the norning papers. But in one afternoon one there was a little notice wedged in
anongst the |atest fashions. It said:

M DTOAN CONTEMPORARY GARB

A body identified as that of one Gunsalno Silva by dental plates and fingerprints, was found in
the small hours of last night on Fifth Avenue, apparently having fallen fromthe Baltman and
Conpany roof. Silva was clothed in what had apparently been a wonan's bl ack dress. One wonders if
this is the latest fashion trend now energing.

That put things in their proper perspective. The newspapers never lie. They always tell the
exact truth in things of this kind, and things of all kinds, for that matter. The Rockecenters and
Madi sons take care of that!

| felt alittle better. | was no longer twitching and | didn't have to keep my nouth tight to
suppress the tiny screans which sought to issue fromny throat.

My ot was very difficult. | was broke. Heller and some unknown had robbed me. M ss Pinch
didn't have a clue as to howto be a petty-cash cashier

Sorrehow, trenbling, abandoned and alone, | would struggle further along the sadistic road of
thorns sone people laughingly call life.

Lacking a crystal ball, | thought no further shocks |urked ahead, at |east today.

I was wrong!

PART THI RTY- TWD
Chapter 1

Sirens were sounding in the street. There seened to be an awful commotion going on. Despite
the cold, | went out on the terrace and | ooked down at Fifth Avenue.

Mlitary vehicles! Drawi ng up around the hotel

Wit e- hel mreted and -belted MPs | eaping out to set up a nmachine gun on the corner

| drew back. A nmovenment on a nearby buil ding caught ny eye.

Snipers in white helnmets and belts!

They were laying their weapons directly at this terrace!

My Gods, | gasped—the U S. Arny has discovered |'man extraterrestrial! They've got ne
trapped! They're closing in!

| hastily withdrew inside the penthouse.

A thundering on the door!

' m dead!
Bravely, as one wal ks the last mle, bare-chested to the bullets, already in so low a state |
did not care whether | lived or died, |I threw the door open.

It was a bell hop.
H s face was chal k white.
"I's a M. Inkswitch in?" he said.

Life wi thout noney wasn't worth living anyway. "Wy not?" | said.
Crash!
Qut of the stairwell, out fromaround the potted pal ns, out of the elevator, cane MPs with

assault rifles, running | ow

They knocked the bell hop aside |ike he was a rag dol |

They burst past ne!

They overturned the chairs, smashing theni

They yanked open cl oset and bat hroom doors, |eaping back with rifles pointing in case anyone
cane out.

They fired short bursts into mattresses!

They jabbed their rifles into clothes.

They raced out on the terrace with a crash of potted pal ns and took positions comandi ng the
surroundi ng terrain.

An officer stood firmy before ne. He was backed up with two MPs who had their Colt .45s on
me. He gave a signal. An MP began to shake ne down. He got ny wallet. He handed it to the officer
The officer looked at it. He held it to the light. He conpared pictures. He gave anot her
signal. A soldier grabbed ny hand. He produced a pad and inked it. He got nmy fingerprints. He gave

them snappily to the officer
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The officer conpared themto a card he had.

In a cavalry voice, he shouted, "FOHwd, HO o!"

There was a roar and rattle.

A cart of equi pnent was rushed in, the cannon wheels runbling on the carpet and tearing it to
bits. Three nmen were pushing it. They stopped it in the center of the room One of themrushed out
on the terrace and held up a chrom um pl ated pol e.

Anot her officer cane in. He knelt by the cart. He picked up an instrument. He barked into it
and waited tensely.

The pause gave nme an instant to read their uniform badges:

U.S. Arny Signal Corps

The officer at the cart said to me, "This is ultra-secret. You could be shot for disclosing
that you have seen a satellite-enscranbl ed decode-recode. Not even the Russians know we have it.
Do you swear you have not seen it?"

| raised ny inked-up hand and swore.

"Good," he said, "here is your party."” He handed nme the instrunent.

A voice said, "Alo. Kto eta gavarit?”

| handed the instrunent back to the Signal Corps officer. "Don't you have the w ong nunber?
think he just asked me who was speaking in Russian."”

"(Bleep)!" said the officer. He got on the Iine again. He tal ked very fast and hard. Once
nore he handed nme the phone.

A voice said, "!Diga!l ?Con quien habl o?"

| tried to hand the instrunent back to the officer. "Sonebody just answered ne in Spanish. |
think he wanted to know who he was speaking to."

"No, no," said the officer. "You' ve got the right party."

| put the instrunment back to ny ear. The voice repeated, "?Con quien habl o?"

"Inkswitch," | said.

"Ah. Espere un nonmento, por favor." So | waited a nmoment. It was nore than a nmonent, but
that's how the Spani sh are. Funny, though. | didn't know enough Spanish to spot accents but it
sure wasn't Spain Spanish. Alilting sort of speech |ike he was singing. Cuban?

"Well, that sure took them|ong enough!" Voice on the phone. New Engl and twang. Bury!

"Where are you?" | gasped

"Central Anerica," said Bury. "Sonmebody killed the Director of the ClA and there was an
out break of peace down here. | had to fly in to reviewtreaties to see which ones could be broken

It's not too bad, though. They really have some great snakes down here. You ought to see thenl But
that isn't what | called you about. The matter is pretty high security so | had to bypass the
National Security Agency. Besides, there aren't any phones in the jungle here. Is the U S Arny

Signal Corps still in the room there?"

"Yes," | said.

"Well, tell themto nove out of earshot. This is highly classified stuff."

| told themand they went out onto the terrace and into the hall, guns drawn and ready to
defend their equipnent in case of attack

"The area is clear," | said.

"All right," said Bury. "I got a call about an hour, ago on the facsinile satellite hookup
He was on personally. You know who |'mtal king about."

Yes, | certainly did. | realized with alarmthat Del-bert John Rockecenter hinmself had been

through to Bury.

"Inkswitch," said Bury, "you' ve |let Mdison get out of hand! You-knowwho is hopping nad!"
coul d hear himshaki ng newspapers at the phone. "Raving, |nk-switch, raving!"

| chilled. When Rockecenter raves, governnents fall.

"He kind of got it wong," said Bury. "He thought the news said the kid was setting up a
rival oil conmpany and was violating fanmily policy by introducing conpetition. It's that Mss

Peace: she reads himthe papers and she can't spell. So Madi son has got it all screwed up. That
kidis his client, not Cctopus. Madison is out of his field, getting into legal. Justice nustn't
be allowed to get out of hand. | know, I'ma lawer. And that's the real catastrophe in this. W
can live with nost of this but one itemin it really needs to be objected to and no overrule! And
this is the real reason you' ve got to get Madison under control, |Inkswitch. Have | got your ful

attention?”
I told himhe surely had.
"Inkswitch, right there in the sane news story, he conmitted a felony. He nmentioned Sw ndl e
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and Crouch along with Boggle, Gouge and Hound. Listen, |Ink-swtch: Boggle, Gouge and Hound are a
bunch of cheap anbul ance-chasers, and even whi spering Swindle and Crouch in the sane news story
could ruin our reputation. It's a clear-cut case of attenpted mansl aughter. Madi son has gone too
far! It's pretty serious, Inkswitch. That's the real reason this call has got to be so secret. Do
you grasp the need for a tight, unviolated |awer-client relationship here?"

| said that | did.

Bury said, "Now, | can't call Madison. He'd just plead the Fifth. So you have to handl e
Madi son. If you don't, we're liable to get a sunmary judgnment with no reprieve. Got it?"

| said | certainly did.

Bury said, "Good. |Is there anything else on the docket?"

"Well, yes," | said. "They changed cashiers and | can't get paid."

"Details," said Bury. "Don't bother nme with details. Tell the Chief Security Oficer. Say,
you woul dn't like me to send you a couple of these nice snakes, would you?"

Hastily, | said, "I'lIl get on Mdison right away!"

"All right," said Bury. "You nake sure you do. |'ve got to go deeper into the nountains now
to find General Hatchetheimer and get sonme of these peace treaties violated to get things going
again. | won't be available for a while: | also want nore tinme with these great snakes. You sure
you don't want sone?"

“I'"ll be too busy on Madison!" | said quickly.

"Well, give ny best to Mss Agnes, (bleep) her."

He rang of f.

I signalled the Signal Corps people on the terrace. They blew shrill whistles. The MPs went

into Red Alert.

They rushed the cl osely guarded equi pnent away.

Sirens began to screamin the streets.

Wth very precisely executed nmaneuvers, they were gone.

Ut anc craw ed out from under her bed, white-faced and shaking. She sl ammed and | ocked her
door with extraordinary force in ny face.

The hotel resident doctor was giving the first bell hop an energency transfusion in the hall.

A hotel repair crewtimdly came in and began to put the breakage together as best they
coul d.

The manager appeared. He said, "There are two questions, if you please. A: Are you a Russian
defector? O B: Are you a nenber of the Joint Chiefs of Staff in disguise?”

I was kind of upset. | gave himthe wong answers. "It's no to both,” | said, irritated.

"Good," he said. "Then here's the bill for the damages."

It was for $18,932.27 plus one expended bell hop, value to be determ ned | ater

That decided nme right then and therel

Chapter 2

First things first.

MONEY!

I would go see the Chief of Security at once. The problemwas how to get there. It is sort of
suicidal to get into a New York cab with only thirty-five cents in your pocket. | knew better than
to approach Uanc, the way that door had slamed in ny face. | would jog.

W apped warnmy agai nst the cold day, | was shortly sweating and puffing ny way southward

toward Rockecenter Plaza. It was only a few bl ocks.
| turned at Saks and wheezed ny way through the Channel Gardens, shivering at the sight of
all the unovercoated statuary sporting in the iced pools, and finally got to the Octopus Q|

Bui | di ng.
The Chief of Security had his feet on the desk, easing his several stonachs after |unch
| flashed nmy Federal |.D. at him "Inkswitch," |I said. "I have a problem of the greatest

i mportance to the conpany.”

He punched the computer and it cane up blank. "Wat's the problen?" he said, taking his feet
of f the desk.

"Your M ss Pinch on Petty Cash Wndow 13 has not been trained on her job. Mss Grabball did
not tell her the procedure in handling a famly "spi'!"

"Ho, ho!" he said. He checked his revolver, picked up a thick billy club and we were on our
way.

| hung back. He went right into the cages like a lion trainer. He seized Mss Pinch by the
shoul der and with a yank, hauled her into a back closet.
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There were sone sharp sounds coming out. Bl ows.

Very shortly the Chief of Security energed. He said to me as he passed ne, "That's the way."

I went pronptly to Wndow B. Mss Pinch was sitting there in her mannish clothes and thin
Iips. She had the beginnings of a black eye.

"Inkswitch,"” | said, "I want $20,000."
She punched the conputer keyboard. It canme up blank. She made out a voucher and handed it to
nme to sign. | wote Thomas Jefferson. She took it and carefully counted $20,000 from her cash

dr awer.
She put the whol e $20,000 in her purse!
She didn't have it right.
| said, "Are you sure that is correct?"
"That's the way," she said with hostility.

| went out. Maybe she was just a bit rattled. | should give her a chance to get settled in on
her job.

| came back in.

"Inkswitch,” | said. "I want $20,000."

She punched the conputer keyboard. It cane up blank. She nade out a voucher and handed it to
me to sign. | wote George Washington. She took it and carefully counted $20, 000 from her cash

dr awer .

She again put the whole $20,000 in her purse!

| said, "WAit a minute, Mss Pinch. |I don't think you have this right!"

Her eyes were very, very hostile. "That's the way," she said.

| went out. Maybe | was giving her the wong figure!

| went back in.

"Inkswitch," | said. "I want $40, 000."

She went through all the notions. Only this tinme, | signed it Benedict Arnold as a kind of
t hreat.

She took the noney out of her cash drawer.

Yes, she put the whol e $40,000 in her purse!

"AND THAT'S THE GOD ( BLEEPED) WAY!" she shout ed.

| gave it up. | made ny way outside and thought about it. | really didn't have any tinme to
waste. |If | delayed too |long, Bury might phone again and |I'd get another hotel bill for $18,932.27
for danmages. | couldn't risk it.

I wal ked around a while. And then inspiration cane to ne. I'd go back and see the Chief of
Security.

I wal ked straight in.
He had a pile of noney on his desk
He covered it up with his cap

"So that's the way," | said.

| left. I rapidly wal ked across courts and down hallways | had nmenorized before. As a famly
"spi," | really had sonething to report. Crooked enployees! | found the private door to the office
of M ss Peace.

I knocked.

She opened it a crack

| said, "As a family "spi," | have somethi ng about enployees to report to M. Rockecenter."

| have seen a few faces twist in rage in ny tine. Hers went nore so.

"You think 1'd let you in here to spill the beans about nme? Get out of here, you (bleepard)!"”

I left.

None of this had gone well at all

As | could think of no way to handl e any of this on the spur of the monent, | left.
Chapter 3

How in the Hells was | going to get down to 42 Mess Street? It was far too far to jog.

I wal ked along a street. Suddenly, inspiration! I saw a cop car. | went up to it. | flashed
my credentials. "I have to nake an urgent raid on Mess Street. Take ne there.”

"We ain't no errand boys for no God (bl eeped) Feds," said one of themwi th a hostile glare.
That didn't work.

| went up a side street. There were some cars parked. | relaxed. Crinme was the best way after
all. | realized | had becone slack on this planet, even to the point of relaxing nmy Apparatus
reflexes. | wal ked al ong beside the cars, looking to see if anyone had |left his keys in the
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ignition.

No luck. | had heard cars could be junp-started but |I did not know how to do it.

A few doors al ong, a noving van, huge, was standing. They were just taking out a sofa and
carting it into a house.

Ahal

Wth stealthy speed | crept to its cab. Wen the driver and hel per went inside, | |leaped into
the van. There were the keys! | started it up, engaged the gears with a clash and roared away!

Behind me | could hear sonme sliding. In the rear-view side mirror, | saw that | was

depositing furniture at intervals on the street.

Then there was a big crash as a grand pi ano went out!

After that there was a sort of bangi ng behind ne on the pavenent as | roared along. | didn't
know what it was. But nothing nust deter ne from stopping Madi son. | might get another phone call
or even a coupl e of snakes!

The truck was pretty hard to drive, being fifty feet or nore | ong and being pretty high. But
after many a narrow escape | nade it within a block of 42 Mess Street. The street was too narrow
to admt the noving van so | parked it. | found what had been bangi ng behind nme was the tailgate
hitting the pavenent. The grand pi ano nust have busted its hinges. | got it closed. | wal ked the
rest of the way.

The old |l oft was a beehive. Reporters were rushing about. Typewiters and tel ex machi nes were
roaring. Qutgoing mailbags full of releases to every paper in the world were being passed |ike
fire-bucket lines through the window to sail down into waiting trucks.

A huge new banner stretched across the room

THI NK COVERAGE AT ANY COST!
Anot her sai d:
Front Page or You're Qut!

Madi son was in the end office, so surrounded with reporters taking dictation | couldn't get
near him

Close to hand a reporter was bellowing into a tel ephone, "I don't want page two. | want page
one! Look, M. Vitriahl, you nay be managing editor of the St. Petersburg Gines today, but you
won't even be a copy boy on the Snearwater Shun, the dinkiest paper in Florida, tonorrow You
cooperate, you (bleepard), or you-knowwho will be onto your board of directors to find a new God

(bl eeped) nmanagi ng editor before dawn.... That's better. Headlines it is." He hung up

The reporter was nuttering over a dogeared notebook. He put in another call. "Los Angel es
Gimes? Gve ne J. Blithering Bonkers, please.... Hello, Bonkers. This is Ted Tramp of the you-
know who organi zation. You didn't give us front page yesterday.... Al right, all right. So your

God (bl eeped) nmanaging editor's wife is head of the National Association of Mental Stealth. Don't
cry on... Al right. | agree that her enbezzling the NAMS funds and running off with the head
psychiatrist was news. But God (bleep) it, Bonkers, you got to assert your control over that
board! Why the hell do you suppose you-know who got you on as chairman of the G i mes- Snearer
Cor poration, anyway?... Ah, that's better. ... That's better, Bonkers.... Wll, (bleep), you don't
have to shoot the (bl eepard). Just nmake himput the Wiz Kid on the front page!"”

The reporter hung up and got out sonme dirty tissue and scrubbed vigorously at his ear. "I
can't stand sl obbering!" He saw ne. "Wo the hell are you? You don't look dirty enough to be a
reporter. You sone kind of a spy?"

"Precisely,” | said. "Tell Madison, Smith has got to see him"
"I dunno," he said, glancing at the nob around Madison in his office.
"Smith fromyou-know who," | said.

"Jesus," said the reporter. He grabbed the handle of a fire-engine siren close to hand and
began to turn it briskly. The reporters all rushed out |ooking for the fire.

I wal ked in.

Madi son | ooked at me with aplonb. "Ch, hello, M. Snith. Fifteen point quote Mdison Triunphs
unquote! We've seized the initiative! And I'Il bet you're here bearing rave notices fromBury!"

"I'"m here bearing an axe, Madison,"” | said sternly. "You have trod upon sacred toes. You

forgot that Cctopus isn't your client so save your ruin for the Wiz Kid!"

"Rui n? Madison can't get it on the pica stick! Wat are you tal king about, Smth? M. Bury
gave nme specific and direct orders to make the Wiz Kid' s name a household word and to nake him
imortal "
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"He didn't give you any orders to PR Swindle and Crouch!" | said. "You link themup in the
news with Boggle, Gouge and Hound and Bury will have your tel ephone disconnected!"

That got to him "OCh," he said, slunmping. "It is so difficult to work wi th nonprofessional s.
You don't really understand PR "

"I understand it very well," | said. "It's Confidence, Coverage and Controversy. And the

Coverage in ny penthouse today cost $18,932.27. And you and | are going to have an awful |ot of
Controversy if you don't get Swindle and Crouch out of it and if you think Octopus needs your PR
You nend your ways or you'll shatter ny Confidence!"

"I't was front page!" he wailed. "I have had the front page day after day! PR is like
mar ksnanship! It's the nunber of tines you can hit the front page! And Madi son has been riddling
ite

"I't and everything else!" | said. "Now settle down. Get on course and do what you're supposed
to do! You repair this damage to Swindl e and Crouch and Cctopus! No nore wild bullets slaughtering
i nnocent bystanders! Get rid of these suits! They're too close to hone."

"But PR should have a little bit of truth init," said Madison. "It sort of spices it up!"

“I'madamant," | said.

Suddenly he sniled. "Great! Absolutely great! | got it. | can see it now Suits are only good
for one day of front page. They usually sag to page two and right on down the drain. It doesn't
change ny general program"

He wal ked up and down his office, sort of dancing. | watched himsuspiciously. He was far too
happy for a man who has just been chewed up Apparatus styl e!

He stopped. Hi s honest, earnest face grew sincere. He took ny hand. He shook it. "Thank you
for a great idea, M. Smth. You may not be a professional but | can assure you that a fresh
viewpoint is like warmair to the overworked wits."

He rushed out. "STAFF! STAFF! Everybody gather round. |'ve just had a GREAT idea!"

| left. Alittle of Madison is an awful |ot.

Chapter 4
I had ny own problens.
| was broke.
| myself had just had a marvel ous idea. | was anxious to get going with it.
| 1ooked at nmy watch. | had anple tine if | hurried.
At the corner of Mess Street, | |ooked about.

The novi ng van was gone!
Somre (bl eepard) had stolen ny transportation
Now | would have to hurry. It was far too close to five o' clock

Wth an anxi ous eye, | | ooked about. There was a stoplight near to hand. An idea! | raced
across the street against the light, dodging traffic. | got alongside the northbound I ane.
The light went red. The traffic stopped. | raced down the line of waiting cars.

| saw an old lady behind the wheel of a rattletrap Ford. | grabbed the door handl e, opened it

and | eaped in.
| snapped ny derringer out of ny sleeve and shoved it into her side.

She gasped!

"This is a pickup!" |I grated. "Drive at once to Rockecenter Plaza or get raped!"

She let out a thin scream

"Drive!" | said.

The light changed. Trailing a thin scream behind us we rushed north.

I | ooked at ny watch. | still had tine. But this woman was driving all over the road.
"Drive straight!" | ordered her

"I can't see without ny glasses!" she screeched. "Get ny glasses out of the gl ove
conpartnent!"

"Drive!" | ordered her with a jab of the derringer

Erratically, following ny directions, we got onto and raced northward on the Avenue of the
Americas. W were within four bl ocks of Rockecenter Plaza but the streets were all torn up. It was
i ke threading a needl e.

W swerved and al nost went into a construction ditch

She jammed on her brakes! | al nbst went through the w ndscreen

"I can't see without ny glasses!" she screaned. "They're in the glove conpartnent!"

Al right! Gods! Anything to keep from being wecked. | opened it.

POW SW SH!

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20An%20Alien%20Affair.txt (58 of 124) [8/31/03 1:22:57 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L %20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20A n%20Alien%20Affair.txt

| got a full blast of Mace straight in the face!

| screaned! | was stone blind!

She nmust have opened t he passenger-side door. Sharp-heel ed shoes crashed into ny side.

Qut | went on the pavenent! Right in the gutter

| heard the Ford roar away.

| funbled around, hoping to find ny derringer and take a shot at her. And then | realized
that (bl eeped) (bleepch) had even stolen nmy gun!

| got sone tissue out. | tried to wi pe out ny eyes.

Cods, they stung!

| could see sone |ight now but the day was all washed gray, wi thout details.

| funbled along. | was afraid | would be late. |I couldn't read nmy watch.

Thi ngs were beconing a little plainer. Atrick and novelty store! | staggered in

"Do you have any water pistols?"

Dimy | could see four or five being put on the counter in front of me. "How do | know t hey
wor k?"

Whoever it was got a glass of water and filled them | grabbed one and shot nyself in the

eyes. | grabbed another and did the sanme. | shot another one up ny nose. | shot the last one into
my nout h.

| could see

"They don't work," | said and rushed out.

The water glass shattered on the door frame as | left.

I sprinted for ny destination

| ran into the right hall

| haul ed up, panting and spent.

My Cods, it was difficult trying to get around New York! They were laying for you at every
turn!

But thank Gods, | was on tine!

Chapter 5

Ri ght on schedule, tightly packed in the nobbed rush of quitting tinme, the target-subject was
in view.

M ss Pinch! She was wearing a bul ky, manni sh overcoat. The target-object was swi nging from
her arm her pursel

The fl oodi ng wave of workers crested against the traffic of Seventh Avenue.

Hat down, coat collar up, | had target-object in close view. An old hand at such canpai gns,
trained by the Apparatus to the keenest possible edge, | foresaw no trouble in obtaining target-
object. A quick snatch, a fleet run, a stuffing of target-content into my pockets and a flinging
of target-object into nearest trash can and victory woul d be nine

| quivered with the thrill of the chase.

A $80, 000 quarry does not every day enliven the spirit of the hunt.

I could see that the purse, black and hanging fromher armby a strap, was bul ky, aching to

be gutted by the skilled hunter. And after that, in victory, | would not have to steal noving vans
or get hit in the face with Mace just to get around upon ny duties.
Her masculine stride marked her. The heavy, |ight gray overcoat could not be m ssed. The gray

sl ouch hat was |ike a beacon calling to the stormtossed mariner adrift on the heaving and
pitiless seas of New York

She was headi ng, obviously, for a subway station. This gave ne a sudden panic. | did not have
enough to buy a token and get through the gate.

But fortune smiled. She was |ingering before a newsstand.

Buf feted by hurrying humanity, | crept behind her. She was trying to choose between Miscl e
Maki ng for Men Conplete with Full Nude Photos and Pant house Magazine with Full Nude Cover Fol ds.
It seened to be a difficult decision. She picked up one and then the other and then back to the
first.

Wth $80,000 at stake, why del ay?

Wth an expert hand from behind her, | renoved the purse from her shoulder with an expert
twi st!

| darted away!

| had it! | thought | would win after all

What trouble it was trying to operate with untrained enpl oyees! One had to resort to such
extraordinary shifts!
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I ran.

Thinly, | could hear a police whistle bl ow ng!

I nust be being pursued!

Wth too nmuch cunning for my own good, ny first thought was to possess the contents of the
bag and di scard t he evi dence.

Masked anongst the nob, | plunged ny right hand into the purse.

SNAP!

YEEONAN

A hi dden sonet hing had seized ny hand with agony!

| tried to withdraw ny hand!

VWhat ever it was was al so fastened to the inside of the purse!

In agony, | sought to shake the purse off. It wouldn't |eave!

Wth ny left hand, | seized the bottomof the purse and tried to pull it off my hand.

AGONY!

In extrenms, | stopped and tried to use ny left hand to free nmy right. | plunged ny left hand
into the purse.

SNAP!

YEEOWNN

Sonet hi ng had cl anped down on my |eft hand!

| had both hands inside the purse!l | couldn't get them out!

The faint sound of the police whistle kept blow ng.

It was inside the purse!

A hard, snug voice behind ny ear said, "I thought that you'd try that." Mss Pinch

She touched the side of the purse with her finger and the faint police whistle went off.

But that was not all she did. She pushed sonething hard and round into ny right kidney. A
gun!

I was in agony. My fingers felt like they were caught in the teeth of a savage beast. Two
savage beasts.

"I don't take the subway honme," she said. "I live just a few blocks fromhere. So wal k
quietly and no yelling. This gun has a hair trigger. It is quite invisible to the passerby. Stop
scream ng. You are making a scene and | night have to call the cops after all. March al ong, |nk-
switch."

| clanped ny teeth on ny lip. | sonmehow endured the excruciating pain. A bullet in the kidney
does not help one's circulation a bit. | avoided it by wal ki ng.

We went across Broadway. W went north a couple blocks. W turned west again.

She halted nme at a wal k-down, the entrance to a basenent apartnent in an old shabby house
that had survived the demolition of nuch of the nearby area. The steps were full of snow and

garbage. | was seeing it all in a red haze of pain.

M ss Pinch pressed a bell three tines.

Then she took a key and unl ocked a wought-iron grill. She took another key and unl ocked the
basenment door. She gun-prodded nme into a small hall. She shut and | ocked both the grill and the
door.

"You can resume screaning, if you like," she said. "This basenment is totally soundproof. It
really is a find. It also has a nice back garden where one can bury unwanted bodi es. So just be
patient and do as you are told."

She kicked me into a second room

In spite of ny red haze of pain, the place gave ne a shock. She sensed it and said with
satisfaction, "Interior decorated by nyself."

It was dull red of hue. Instrunents of torture hung tastefully upon the walls. Festoons of
whi ps served in lieu of curtains. A huge bed occupied the center of the room its four posts
topped with the grinning faces of gargoyles. The carcass—stuffed, | hoped—ef a dead goat hung head
down in the corner. It was full of darts

"Now just sit down on the bottom of the bed, Inkswitch." She assisted the novenent with a
prod of the gun.

"Now, | know you are probably provoked," said Mss Pinch, looking at ne with slitted eyes.
"Men are violent and unreliable. Therefore, we cannot begin upon the renoval of the bag unti
certain precautions are taken. You might kick out."

Wth her Ieft hand she undid my overcoat. She reached to nmy waist and undid ny belt. I would
have lunged up but it |ooked like the gun was going to hit me in the teeth. | sat back. She pulled
of f ny shoes. She shucked off ny pants. She pried off ny underpants. A chain rattl ed!

She was fastening a steel cuff to ny right ankle. It was held to the right-side bottomof the
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bed with links. She clanped a steel cuff to my left ankle. It was connected with a chain to the
| eft bottom post of the bed. Mss Pinch got up on the bed behind ne. She pulled ny overcoat,
jacket and shirt up over ny head and down on ny arms.

She then haul ed me backwards to the center of the bed. Fromthe right-hand upper post of the
bed she pulled a steel cuff on a long chain. She put it on ny agonized right wist. She did the
same fromthe |left-hand upper post and put that steel band on ny left wist.

Going to the posts, she shortened the leg chains until my feet were securely fastened wide
apart.

She took up the slack on the wist chains as far as she could with ny hands still in the bag.

"Now, | know those traps nust be quite painful,"” said Mss Pinch, sounding very
congratul atory about it, "but we will have to free them But only if you pronise not to strike
out. Men are so violent!"

Beggi ng, | prom sed.

Worki ng on the outside of the purse bottom she effected the rel ease of sonething. She drew
of f the purse.

Two huge rat traps!

They had teeth and were gnawi ng deeper with every novenent!

Standi ng very clear of possible strikes, she got the sleeves off the right hand and trap
after she unfastened and refastened the steel cuff. She then tightened the chain so the arm was
extended nearly to the right side bedpost. She repeated this operation on the |left side.

I was naked and spread-eagl ed, chained face up on the center of that bed!

M ss Pinch renoved her overcoat. She took off her hat. She snpothed out her hair before a
mrror in a frame of daggers.

"You forgot the traps!" | screaned at her, driven by the agony of mnmy nmangl ed fingers.

"Everything in its own tine and place," said Mss Pinch. Then she raised her voice and
call ed, "Candy, baby! Cone see what |'ve got for us!"

Chapter 6

The door to the back room opened. M ncingly, expectant, a wonan, maybe thirty, tiptoed in.
She was dressed in very frilly, very fem nine, ginghamclothes. She had frizzy, very fluffy,
pl ati num col ored hair. She had big, round, black eyes. She wasn't very pretty but she certainly
was maki ng the nost of what she had.

" 000000, " she said. Then she junped up and down and cl apped her hands. "Oh, Pinch, dear! What
wonder ful things you do! And all for nme!l" She raced to Mss Pinch and ki ssed her passionately.

A |l esbian and her "wife"!

Oh, Gods, what did they want with ne!

Candy danced back and | ooked at ne, spread-eagled and naked on the bed. She pretended
coyness. Then she said, "He isn't very big, is he?"

"Ch, mny darling Candy," said Mss Pinch. "You are not pleased."

"No, no, sweet Pinchy. Please let us not quarrel. He will be just wonderful! Have | offended
you, dear Pinchy?"

They enbraced with crooni ngs of endearnent.

"Take of f these Gods (bl eeped) traps!" | screaned at them

M ss Pinch said to Candy, "I thought that you, just this once, mght like to..."

Candy drew back in horror. "Ch, no, no! | could not bear to touch a nan. Wat mnust you think
of me! Ch, dear Pinchy, how could | be so gross? Never, never would | be unfaithful to you even by
a fingertip."

M ss Pinch smled at her indulgently. Then, hunmming a little tune w thout words, she noved
over and, in the nost painful way possible, began to take the trap off my |left hand. Believe ne, |
screanmed!

"Ah," said Candy. "Ah, dear Pinchy. Kiss me!" Her eyes were shining.

M ss Pinch kissed her. Then she canme back and finished the left hand w th naxi mum agony. |
screanmed nysel f hoar se!

Candy had sat down on a sofa. She was panting. Her nouth was wet. Her knees were wi de apart.
She was beckoning urgently to M ss Pinch

M ss Pinch grabbed her, crushed her to her flat chest and then carried her to the other room
and sl anmed the door shut w th her heel

Through the red haze of agony frommy right hand, | could hear urgent beggings in the next
room Then little nopans. Then groans of ecstasy. Mnutes. And then a gasping shriek!

What was going on in there?
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Mor e minut es.

A low nuttering.

The door opened.

Mss Pinch still had her coat and shirt and tie on. But she was nearly naked fromthe wai st
down. She was breathi ng hard.

Candy was wearing only a chenise now. Her face was red and flushed and wet.

Their eyes were hot.

What coul d they possibly have been doi ng?

M ss Pinch went to an Iron Maiden and opened it. It was serving as a fridge. She got out sone
beer.

They lolled down on the sofa, drinking fromtheir beer cans thirstily.

"Take of f the Gods (bl eeped) trap!" | screaned at them

In a conversational voice, Mss Pinch said, "Everything in its time and place, Inkswitch."

"What are you up to?" | bell owed.

"Tell him" said Candy. "I always love to hear it."

I ndul gently, Mss Pinch said, "All Rockecenter's conpani es have classes in Psychiatric Birth
Control. It's vital, you understand, to reduce the world population. They breed like rats. And

they're all riffraff. They outstrip the world's food supply which has to be reduced so food prices
will stay up and Rockecenter's friends can make a profit. And, of course, that is the nane of the
gane. "

She took a thirsty guzzle of her beer and, wi thout bothering to w pe off the mustache,
continued learnedly, "Birth control requires nore than pills and besides, |I. G Barben has no
nmonopoly on them and there are conpetitors. So the answer to controlling world population is
hormosexual ity. Now, if everyone was a honosexual -+he nmen gays and the wonen | eshbi ans—then there's
no nore popul ation problemat all. The great work begun by the Rockecenters decades ago is just
now comng into its own. Birth control training is now being introduced even into kindergartens.
The conpetitors of Barben will go broke, as who will need the pills? There will be no nass
meeti ngs agai nst abortions and even abortion is going out of use. The trend is overwhel m ngly
toward uni versal honposexuality.

"The Psychiatric Birth Control classes are wonderful. They were devel oped by Dr. Frybrain,
the head of the International Psychiatric Association, on a special Rockecenter grant. And the
Rockecenters, as you know, have always controlled psychiatry and psychol ogy. What used to be
called '"normal’ sex is the real sex crime. And what used to be called 'sex crimes' are now normal
So if every student becones dedicated, as psychiatrists are, to nmaking all the perverts and
sadi sts and honpbsexual s they can, then the | ong-term Rockecenter goal of shrinking world
popul ation will becone a fact. So we are expected to nake at | east one nman a pervert. And that's
where you cone in, Inkswitch."

"I won't cooperate!" | screamed. "Take off this Gods (bl eeped) second trap!"

M ss Pinch | ooked at Candy. "How do you feel, dear? Ready?"

"Ch, yes," trilled Candy.

M ss Pinch put her beer down.

She wal ked over to my right hand. She began to renpbve the trap with tw sting notions.
screanmed!

"It seens to be stuck," said Mss Pinch with thin-1ipped satisfaction

Candy' s beer began to run out of the sides of her nmouth. She was starting to pant.

M ss Pinch gave the trap a nore dreadful twist. | screaned ny head off!

Candy dropped her beer can. It frothed in a puddle on the floor. She put her heels out
straight. Her nmouth was open, her eyes hot.

M ss Pinch was beginning to breathe hard. She closed the trap tighter. |I alnpost tore ny |ungs
out.

"Ch, Cod," panted Candy.

M ss Pinch tore the trap off. | yelled so hard | deafened nyself.

Candy had her |egs straight out, her head back. She was beginning to buck up and down on the
sof a.

M ss Pinch seized her in her arnms and, pressing hot kisses on her throat, bore her into the
ot her room and sl anmed the door

I could hear npaning and begging. | could hear an urgent scranble. Then nore beggi ng.

Then smal | noans.

Then a shri ek!

M nut es passed.

A low snarling. The voice of Mss Pinch
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Mor e minut es.

What were they doing?

The door opened. They cane out. They were both practically naked. M ss Pinch had no breasts
at all. She had a tattooed dagger in the mddle of her chest. Her short hair was ruffled and wet.

Candy had |ipstick snmeared all over her face and stomach. Her |arge breasts were shiny and
wet .

They pl opped down on the sofa, |egs outstretched. Candy had her head back. She |ooked quite
spent. Mss Pinch was staring at me, thin-lipped and calculating. | began to be afraid.

"What you are doing," | said, "is crimnal. You stole ny noney!"

"Shut up," said Mss Pinch. She got up and got two nore beers out of the Iron M den.

Candy took hers and held the cold can agai nst her (bl eep).

They sat that way for a while.

Then M ss Pinch took a nout hful of beer and | eaned over Candy and put it in Candy's nouth.
Sort of mouth-to-nmouth resuscitation. Candy swall owed convul sively. She began to revive.

M ss Pinch got sone marijuana out of a can and rolled a fat joint. She lit it and put it in
Candy's nouth. Candy, after a few soul ful drags, sat up

Mss Pinch took the joint and pointed it at nme. "Have a few puffs?"

"Gods, no!" | said, already a bit ill with the growing stench of it in the room

"Smart boy, Inkswitch. But | could get you in severe trouble by reporting to your superiors
that you won't do grass. You know and | know that staying away from happy drugs is the fastest way
there is to get denmpted in a Rockecenter conpany.”

I had her there. | didn't have a superior
"I notice you aren't dragging on it," | sneered.
"Big H man. Al | ever use is Big H And speed, of course." She gave the joint back to

Candy. "But Candy here is a sweet and delicate thing. | only let her snoke Acapul co Gold, the very
best hay. Her psychol ogi st keeps trying to get her on to cocaine, but nose powder would ruin her

lipstick. I know why he's doing it. The vicious (bleepard) wants to have sex with her. Straight
man sex. A real pervert."” She turned to Candy. "We'll get himon that bed there sonmeday, won't we,
sweet heart ?"

Candy sat up straight. "I feel better now Wat's this guy's nanme?"

"Ch, I'msorry, Candy. | forgot to introduce you." Mss Pinch pointed to ne. "That | oathsone
mal e creature's nane is Inkswitch. Inkswitch, this is Mss Candy Licorice."

Candy hastily drew back her hands although no notion to shake had occurred. "I am not pl eased

to nmeet you," she twittered. Then she was off onto sonmething else. "Misic. Oh, dear Pinchy, please
turn on sone nusic."

M ss Pinch hurriedly raced over and opened up a casket. It was a stereo. She put on a record.

A low sound filled the room It was coming fromthe mouths of two devil nasks on either side
of a brick fireplace evidently used for heating torture tongs.

Wagner! One of his nore stern, foreboding synphoni c works.

Candy listened for a while. Then she began to massage her very anple breasts. The nipples
began to stand up

"Ch, Pinchy," she said, "would you think nme forward if | said it's time we really began to
prepare for the evening's sex?"

M ss Pinch petted her head and ki ssed her on the cheek. "Whatever you say, ny darling."

I flinched at the look in Pinch's eyes.

M ss Pinch wal ked over to a closet, her naked body noving like a man's. She reached i nsi de.
She was sel ecting one of several sonethings.

She stepped back. She was sl apping a fourteen-inch rubber truncheon agai nst her palm

Candy was sitting up, eyes bright. Wagner rolled through the room M ss Pinch checked the
chains that held nme spread-eagl ed

Her eye was noving up and down ny nakedness with cal cul ating sel ection

Candy had her legs apart. She was all bright attention

M ss Pinch chose the sole of ny foot.

VWHACK!

"Go ahead and scream " said Mss Pinch. "It's no good without screaning."
I vowed | wouldn't give her that satisfaction. | clenched ny teeth.

She aimed for nmy foot again.

VHAP!

The pain shot through ne. It stung!
She noved up the side of the bed. She turned on a red light that put me in a spot.
She chose ny stonmach.
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SPLAT!

Then she got to work.

Teeth bared, laying on with all her mght, she began to hit ny body everywhere!

She hit my (bl eeps).

| screaned!

Candy was panting. Mss Pinch's eyes glared with hate. The rubber truncheon rose and fell in
rhythmto Wagner.

Agony!

| screamed and screaned and screaned

M ss Pinch had descended now to fists!

Candy was whi npering. "Pinchy, Pinchy, Pinchy! Ch, ny God, Pinchy, take nme, take ne quick!"

M ss Pinch whirled. She seized Candy's nakedness in her arms. She raced with her into the
ot her room and sl ammed the door behind her

G bbering noans. Then shrieks and shrieks and shri eks!

Silence. Had Mss Pinch killed her?

At length, a lowsnarling. It sounded |like curses.

Then sil ence.

M nutes |l ater, the door opened. Mss Pinch cane in carrying Candy. She dunped her on the sofa
and then got down and began to massage her wrists and ankl es.

Candy came to and flung her arms around M ss Pinch's neck

M ss Pinch said to ne, "You're a dirty (bleepard), Inkswitch. You have an evil mnd. Get your
lustful eyes off this poor, innocent girl."

M'ss Pinch had sone beer and Candy had a joint.

After a while Candy said, "Music. | nust have some nore nusic, dear Pinchy."

M ss Pinch found A Night on Bare Muuntain. The awesone strains were shortly comning through
the devil masks.

Oh, CGods, they were going to do it again

The truncheon was even worse!

| passed out.

Wen | canme to a long tinme later, they were on the couch again but Candy was col | apsed on her
knees, her hair against Mss Pinch's |ean belly.

"Ah," said Mss Pinch. "Decided to stop faking, did you?" She spat at ne.

The nusic had run out. But the beer and marijuana hadn't.

After a while, Candy was stroking Mss Pinch's hair. She said, "Music. | nust have nusic.
Dear Pinchy, sonething soul ful, please.”

M ss Pinch found a nedley of death nmarches and put them on. Then she went and found an even
bi gger truncheon.

| didn't even wait for her to hit. | passed out cold to the mournful strains of a dirge. From
way of f somewhere | could sense the slaps and thuds of blows against nmy body in funereal cadence

It was probably hours later that | cane to.

Candy' s body was draped across the end of the sofa. She had designs drawn on her in lipstick
Her hands fl opped over on the floor. Her nmouth, wet and sneared, was hal f-open in sleep

But M ss Pinch | ooked deadlier than ever. She saw | had come to. She stood up and with her
feet apart and hands on her hips, she said, "You owe ne an apol ogy."

That was enough to startle nme into total wariness.

"You thought | stole your noney. | could tell. Wien | put the last wad in ny purse, | knew
that that was what you were thinking. Now admit it."

I wasn't going to talk. But she reached down toward the floor and picked up a truncheon

"Yes," | said. "And | thought you'd given part of it to the Chief of Security."

"Hogger ? Whay, how coul d you think that of Chief Hogger? Believe ne, Inkswitch, you won't go
far in a Rockecenter conpany thinking lies about the very pillars on which it is built! He's an
honest man. Did he say sonethi ng?”

"He had a pile of noney on his desk," | said.

"Ch, that was probably his collections fromdrug sales to staff. He has the pusher nonopoly
for the Cctopus Building and you better be careful not to buy from anybody el se. How could you
think evil of such a fine nman?"

She | ooked up and down ny brui sed and naked body with disgust. "Men are all evil. You prove
it. No, Ink-switch, you have not been the victimof any skul duggery. Your entire $80,000 is right
here. "

M ss Pinch went over to her discarded overcoat. She began to take packets of nobney out of the
i nsi de pockets. She stacked it up on a table with skulls on each of its four corners. Then she
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began to flutter it down over ny body, a shower of floating, settling bank notes until they
covered my thighs.

Then she took out sonething else. A small sheaf. She canme over and | eaned her naked chest
cl ose above mne. She was hol ding a piece of paper

"These are copies of the actual receipts in nmy office," she said. "Knowi ng what you woul d do,
I ran off the duplicates I am showi ng you here. Now, three of these, as you can see, are just
vouchers, copies of the ones you signed. But |ook at these other ones."

| 1 ooked. What a strange receipt. Superinposed on it was a picture of my face from bel ow and
in the corner, a fingerprint.

"Few know, " said Mss Pinch through thin lips, "that there is a canera bel ow the signing
| edge. It shoots a picture of the face seen through the voucher and nakes them both one. And few
know that the pen that people are handed at Wndow 13 takes a fingerprint and relays it with
el ectronic scan to make it part of the receipt. So the receipt is a conposite of noney, date, face
and fingerprint. The nane you sign it with doesn't nmatter."

"You mean Rockecenter "

"Ch, no, no, no, not that idiot," said Mss Pinch. "Mss Gabball had this installed herself.
A refinenment of the system These face-and-fingerprint ones don't go in conpany files. You thought
| was untrained. But she showed me exactly how to work it."

She sniled evilly at me and dug an el bow into ny brui sed and naked chest. "It's quite clever
It's how Mss Grabball could pick up half of all the petty cash issued. You see, all she had to
do, if there was a squawk, was threaten to report the withdrawal to IRS. Unreported inconme gets
three years in a Federal prison. Mnimum And the person who spots the unreported incone and tells
IRS gets 10 to 20 percent of the noney."

She sl apped at ne and smiled. "So you see, Ink-switch, you are very nuch in ny power. M ss

G abball liked money. | like other things. | have refined the system |f you don't do exactly what
| say, | can send you to a Federal pen for three years just like that. And be rewarded in the
bargain with 10 to 20 percent of it, all legal. Mss Gabball was deficient in imagination, even

though cunning in her way. Using this system | can blackmail half the enpl oyees of Octopus. And
get far nore in favors and noney than M ss Grabball ever dreaned of."

She got up. She stood there naked in the red light. She picked up handfuls of noney and
showered them down on ne. They floated eerily this way and that, settling on and around mny bruised
nakedness. She was hunming a little wordl ess tune.

At length she said, "So it's all your noney, Ink-switch. Every bit of it. Isn't it |ovely?"
She sneared sone agai nst ny body and injured thighs.

Then, in a hurricane of notion, she gathered it all up and stuffed it in a big white bag. She
put the bag in the I ower part of the casket. Wen she closed the door | sawit was really a safe.
She gave the conbi nation a spin.

Then she canme back to the bed. "Only | know the conbination to that safe. And it can't be
beaten out of me. So there's your noney, Inkswitch."

She stood there, |egs apart, shanel ess. She held out one hand. It had a hundred-doll ar bil
init. "This," she said, "will pay your taxi fare hone. It will also pay your taxi fare back here
agai n, tonorrow night."

She dropped the bill on ne in contenpt. "And maybe," she said, "tonorrow night, | may take
pity on you and give you even nore of your noney."

| gazed at this nonster in horror!

"Now promise, if |I let you | oose right now, you won't kick up a fuss."

| wanted to kill her and she could see it.

"There's a bank canera up in that corner of the room" she said, "so don't get any ideas
about nurder. Prom se?"

What could | do? | prom sed.

She undid the wist and ankle cuffs. As |I rose, aching and wounded, she ki cked ny cl ot hes
toward me.

| dressed. | picked up the hundred-dollar bill.

"One nore thing," this vicious (bleepch) said, "if you conme near Wndow 13 again, | wll
simply fire off the counter shotgun and say it accidentally discharged. The only place you're
going to get any nmoney, Inkswitch, is right here.”

She opened the front door and wought-iron grate. She stood there, naked and thin-lipped in
the icy blast. "The first tine you cane to my wi ndow, Inkswitch, | told you to beat it. | didn't
think you'd last. But due to Psychiatric Birth Control, all the males around have |l ately turned
into gays to help cut down world population. And | refuse to risk the danger of separating two
dear gays. So you're better than nothing, Inksw tch. Al though not much. So | will see you right
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here tonorrow night. It's better than three years in a Federal pen. The honpbs there woul d nurder
you. Don't be late."

I woul d have sl apped her but ny fingers were too sore.

| staggered outside into the cold and cheerl ess night.

But | was not without hope, no matter if dim The next tine | saw this (bleepch) | would kill
her .

Chapter 7

| awoke in a world that was agai nst ne.

The repairers had patched up the penthouse. My baggage had not been sitting in the | obby so |
had to assune that Utanc had paid the damages bill

The resident doctor, with a mdnight "Tch, tcn, tch. W nust |learn we nust not |et our
fingers stray," had patched up ny hands.

Ri ght now, a December sun was streanming in the French doors, closed upon the wintry terrace
It was hurting nmy eyes.

Wrking as well as | could with cotton-thickened hands, | pushed down the sheet. The bruises
had not yet turned as blue and yellow as | knew they would. | felt like |I had been m staken for a
pi ece of pavenent and run over by a steamroller. That feeling was confirmed whenever | noved.

But an Apparatus officer is made of stern stuff. | still had a pair of guns. They were bl ack-
powder duelling pistols, a pair. | had picked them up cheap one day, thinking they were originals.
They were just replicas, nodernly built on an 1810 pattern. They were flintlock. They had ni ne-
inch barrels. They were .50 caliber and that half-inch slug could alnbst cut a body in half.

Cunsily, since ny bandages were in the way, | cocked and snapped each one. Very gratifying
sparks! Powder and balls were in the case. Grunting and hurting ny fingers, | got themloaded with
enough charge to kill an elephant. That done, | got on to |ess inportant things.

| showered as best | could. Every drop inflicted near nortal injury. | got the bandages wet.

| had to dry them by holding nmy hands in the gas fireplace. | was encouraged. They only caught
fire tw ce.

Moaning a bit at the pain of holding the phone, | ordered breakfast.

And with it, of course, cane that Gods (bl eeped) norning paper

Masochi sm knows no limts.

| opened it. There it was, front page:

VWH Z KI D COURT TRI UWPH

In a startling devel opnent, the Wiz Kid has won his court battle with M. W

Boggl e, Gouge and Hound, today announced that in the case of Wster vs. Massachusetts Institute
of Weckol ogy, an instant out-of-court settlenent had been reached for an undi scl osed anount.

The president of MI.W hinself verified that Wster was back in class and on the job in the
restaurant.

Student riots ceased at once.

(See photos page 23, "Victorious Students Flood Back to C asses Throughout Nation.")

Specul ation was rife in court circles as to the amobunt of settlement. Herman T. Guesswi nkl e,
the noted astrol oger, placed it in the mllions..

| slamed the paper down—and hurt mny hands. That (bl eeping) Mdi son had foll owed orders. He
had gotten rid of at |east one suit. But he had done it in such a way as to nmake the Wiz Kid a
hero! (Bleep), Bury had been wong about Madi son. The man was far worse than | or anyone el se had

t hought !

Sonehow, | got the doorknob to open. A stack of papers fromthe news vendor fell in. | Kkicked
them and hurt ny foot.

| did not turn on the TV. | did not—eould not actually—anage the radio. | knew what | woul d

find. Wiz Kid, Wiz Kid, Wiz Kid. Jesus!

Life was nmuch too nmuch for ne.

| went back to bed.

About four in the afternoon, the ringing phone woke me up. Using two hands, | got it to ny
ear. A gruff voice said, "lInkswitch?" | grunted, "Yes."

"This is the local Internal Revenue Service office, Inkswitch. W were just naking sure we
had your correct address." He hung up. | swung off the bed. Quch. That (bleeped) Mss Pinch! If |
didn't show up, the message was very clear! She would turn ne in! It had to be her. She would have
this address or could get it if she dug enough into Octopus Personnel. How el se would I RS be
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interested? | had never filed a return in nmy life! Nothing for it. Mss Pinch had to die. Both she
and Candy Licorice. | would have to recover those receipts. | had better figure howto blow up the
safe. | got dressed as best | could. |I had not brought nuch in the way of explosives for such
purposes. | took all I had. | put it in the pockets of my overcoat. | also stuffed the duelling
pi stols in, one on each side.

| hobbled down and got a cab. | had it drop ne a block away from M ss Pinch's apartnent.

Since it was winter, it was dark already. The rush hour had ebbed. | |inped al ong the
darkened street with grimdeterm nation

The basenent areaway was pitch black. | had to feel nmy way along. | took out the right-hand
duelling pistol. | cocked it. | pressed its cavernous nuzzle against the bell. | stood back

I wished they had known about silencers in 1810. This was going to make an awful roar

I could hear sonmeone coming in the hall inside. Athread of light. It was Candy in her
ginghamfrills. | knew | had nade an error. | should have rung three tinmes. That was probably the
signal for Mss Pinch. She had used it before.

This time the signal for Mss Pinch was Candy undoing the inside |atch

BONK!

A bl ackjack hit ne in the head from behi nd!

At least, | think it must have been a bl ackj ack.

I went out with stars exploding all around ne. | heard the duelling pistol fall.

M ss Pinch had been standing in the areaway's bl ackness waiting for me to ring the bell
facing away from her!

That was all | knew just then.

When | awoke, all ny clothes were off. | was chai ned, spread-eagled on the bed, bandaged
hands of fering no resistance.

Mss Pinch, fully clothed in a mannish suit conplete with slouch hat and bow tie, was
standi ng there | ooking at nmne.

"Inkswitch," said Mss Pinch, seeing | had now cone to. "I have just voted you the top
jackass of the year. And we'll soon see how | oud you bray."

She reached for the brace of duelling pistols Iying on the casket with the expl osives frommny
overcoat. She spun them expertly, one in each hand. She pulled back the mamoth flintl ock hamrers.
She pointed themat ne, one at ny head, the other at ny belly.

She pul | ed both triggers!

A flash of sparks!

She | aughed gaily.

"You forgot to prine them Inkswitch. Not a single grain of powder in the primng pans!”

It seened to anuse her mightily. She cocked them once nore. She held themvery close to ny
side. She pulled the trigger of the left-hand pistol

A shower of sparks scorched into nmy skin. | bit my lips. | would not scream That's what set
these idiots off! Candy was peeki ng through the door of the inner room "My | come in? Now that
won't see hi mundressing?"

"Come in, sweetheart," said Mss Pinch. "Qoo!" said Candy. "Its body is all black and blue!"
"Colored neat," said Mss Pinch. "W're going to have colored neat tonight. Now, do you want a
drunmstick or a wing, you dear girl?"

Candy flinched. "Oh, horrors! Are you trying to suggest that | actually touch a man? You know
that is forbidden to us by the instructor. The thought is horrible to nme!"

M ss Pinch was quite disturbed she had upset her. She stroked her soothingly. "I pronise to
stand by Psychiatric Birth Control teachings." Then she had a bright idea. She was very anxious to
pl ease. "Watch this!"

She turned the cocked pistol upside down. Too late to yell, | saw powder trickling fromthe
touch hole into the pan

She pul l ed the trigger!

BLAM
The gout of red flame shot across ny stomach
The heavy bullet plowed into the wall. Down cane a display of knives!
Bl ack- powder snoke rolled through the room
That powder burned! The sparks began to eat into nmy flesh. | could not reach themto beat
t hem out .
| screaned! | was so deafened for the monment | could hardly hear nyself. Then after a bit ny

heari ng returned.
Nei t her of those monsters was in shock
Candy, panting and hot-eyed, was hauling at M ss
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Pinch and trying to yank down her own clothes at the sanme tine. "Pinchy, Pinchy. Take ne!"

M ss Pinch | ooked at her. "So soon?" She | ooked back at ne reluctantly. But Candy was Ki ssing
her passionately. "Al right," said Mss Pinch. She grabbed her, carried her off to the other room
and sl anmed the door.

Mbans, groans and shri eks.

Si | ence.

Low, savage muttering.

Si | ence.

At least | had had a half-hour reprieve.

M ss Pinch cane out. She still had her shoes on. She stood and cursed nme. She called ne every

vile name | had ever heard of and sone that | hadn't.
Finally she ran out of vitriol. She sat down on the couch. "Men!" she said, with burning
contenpt. "Torturers of wonen!"

"Mss Pinch," | said, "I think you have a psychol ogi cal problem | think, perhaps, sone
chi | dhood experience nmay have caused you to reverse roles with..." | couldn't think of a thing
that woul d account for this nonster!

"Well, go on, Inkswitch. Let's hear some juicy tales about you and the little girls in the

nei ghbor hood. Possibly gay little anecdotes of how you threw them on a beach of pointed rocks and
did a frolicking dance on their faces! O perhaps how you had a little sister that you carefully
made into a whore. Ch, |'msure you could tell us lots of stories. W would not be anused. For
such crinmes, Inkswitch, you should be beaten! You will be beaten, Inkswitch!" She turned.

"Candy!" she yelled into the other room "The (bleepard) just confessed! Come in here!"

Candy came out. She was naked. She watched with interest while Mss Pinch got a big
truncheon.

"Now," said Mss Pinch. "You're going to hear sone real screans, you darling girl.'

"I don't have a sister!" | yelled.

"You will when | get through with you," said Mss Pinch. And laid on with a will. She drew
back at last. "Now confess! Did you nmake your little sister into a whore?"

| confessed hurriedly that | had.

"Then this beating is going to do you lots of good," said Mss Pinch and began in earnest!

It nust have been nearing mdnight. They had depleted the record cabinet. The room was ful
of marijuana snoke. They were both naked and exhausted after nunmerous trips to the other room

M ss Pinch unchained ne. | sonmehow got into ny clothes.

She stood naked in the hall, holding the door open, oblivious to the icy w nd.

"You obvi ously have not had company training, Ink-switch. It is all too plain to see that you
prefer sex-smashing a woman down into a bed. You are perverted, Inkswitch. Don't you know t hat
that makes babi es and babi es are forbidden? Think Psychiatric Birth Control, |Inkswtch
Rockecenter would fire you out of hand if he thought you favored ol d-fashi oned sex! So we are
doi ng you a favor, Inkswitch. W will gradually win you away from your nal e beastliness. Consider
it our blessing, Ink-switch."

"Ch, | do," | faltered

"Very good, you contenptible (bleepard). W will see you here tonorrow ni ght. Wthout
pistols. Prinmed or unprined. And without fail."

She stopped. "Ch, | alnost forgot. Here is another hundred dollars. You weren't very good
toni ght. Maybe nore tonorrow night. So show up, Inkswitch."

She sl anmed t he door

The hundred-dollar bill fluttered down beside ny feet.

| shivered, beaten, in the cold w nd.

PART THI RTY- THREE
Chapter 1

The next day, when | awoke, | came to the conclusion that things were not going very well.

The norni ng paper confirmed it.

You would not think that a wad of wood pul p, crushed flat, nessily sneared with sone carbon
could constitute a deadly weapon. But a newspaper is all of that and nore. Any direction it is
pointed, it can Kkill. Especially when notivated by an idiot. One who does not seemto know who he
i s pointing at.

The target person was supposed to be Heller, whatever nane they called him however nany
doubl es he night have. The person it wounded, this norning, was mne!
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There it was, right on the front page:
TEN- Bl LLI ON- BUCK SUI T SETTLED
VH Z KID TRI UMPHS OVER OCTOPUS
O L G ANT VRl THES DOW JONES SOARS

The ten-billion-buck Wiz Kid suit has been settled out of court for an undiscl osed anount.

The Director of the Federal Reserve Bank issued an energency statenent that the bank woul d open
this nmorning and resune busi ness.

In a sudden stop-press announcenent in the small hours of this norning, a spokesman for Boggl e,
Gouge and Hound stunned the assenbl ed nedia, stating "Cctopus Gl is out of danger. W have just
met with Swindle and Crouch and reached total agreenent on an out-of-court settlenent of Wster
vs. COctopus QI."

Swi ndl e and Crouch, when reached, stated, "No coment." But their representative was seen at
t he courthouse renoving the case fromthe court dockets.

Specul ation as to the amount of settlenent was rife. The president of the New York Stock
Exchange promi sed that the Exchange woul d again open its doors.

The dollar is expected to soar against foreign exchange.

The Seven Brothers, in a predawn neeting, pledged the closest possible support to one another.

A director of Peril-C nch, the world's |argest stock-brokerage firm stated, "Now that this
threat is out of the way, we can expect Dow Jones to rise this norning and have coffee. The panic
sell-of f of Octopus stock (nmost of which we bought ourselves) has been ended, and we extend our

condol ences to the suckers who sold. Cctopus stock will now soar. God bless the Wiz Kid and
American youth.™"
W ster, exhausted fromhis battle, smled wanly. "I did it all for America." Wen asked what he

woul d do with the undoubtedly huge anpbunts of the settlenent, he just smiled quietly.
(See page 18 for photos of the Octopus G| Building and courthouse.)

Later editions carried much the sanme story. | did not have to ook at TV or radio to know
what they were saying.
My attention was on sonething else. | was watching the gaping slit under ny door

Swi ndl e and Crouch had been nentioned again in the same story with Boggle, Gouge and Hound.
Snakes were going to conme crawl i ng under that door any m nute!
| was sure of it.
| ached. The resident doctor, when | had conme in around nidnight, had rubbed sonme ointnent
m xed with "Tch, tch, tch. W nust learn not to put our stomach up against certain things," but it
hadn't helped a bit. | was bruised and raw

Wth a conviction seldomequalled in the Apparatus experience, | knew | had to get out of New
York. It was too small for me and Pinch. But | also knew that it was inpossible. Heller was
Wi nni ng!

At home in Turkey an unknown assailant from Lonbar would rub me out if | left Heller
triunphing in New York.

It was a matter of off-the-barbecue-stick and into-the-flames if | left things in this
condi ti on.

| tried to get practical. A baseball bat taken to Madison was all | seenmed to be able to
t hi nk of .

Somret hi ng desperate was cal l ed for

Moaning frompain, | tried to |lie down. Maning frompain, | tried to stand up

| conpromised. Half-reclining in a chaise lounge | tried to think. An idea greater than any
idea | had ever had was absol utely mandat ory!

Before | could do anything else, Heller had to be smashed, snashed, snashed!

But how?

Chapter 2

My eyes, sort of glazed, at first did not register what they were | ooking at.

The viewer was on.

It may have been the bright red colors that drew ny attention. They were so glaring, they
wer e pai nf ul

It was Babe Corl eone! She was sitting in the back seat of a big Iinousine that had just
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stopped. She had on a red gown and a red cape that was printed here and there with bl ack hands.
She was wearing a red veil
The costume she had nentioned! | knew | was |ooking at the start of Gunsalnp Silva' s funeral
There was a nan in black sitting beside her. She was talking to himpetulantly. "True, true,
Si gnore Saggezza. You have been a good consigliere. True, true, the Corleone fam |y has had none

better. True, true, true, | nust take your advice. But | don't care what the hell you say, | am
going to go to this funeral!"
"Ma capa, | plead with you again. It is not wise! The report is just in. The church is

swarmng with the lice of Faustino Narcotici! This could start a gang war!" He saw he was getting
nowhere. He | ooked with appeal straight out of the viewer. To Heller

O course. Heller. | would be getting no picture at all unless Heller was there. My wits were
too soaked in pain to concentrate well.

| could nmake out Heller's own inmage in the linousine glass. He seened to be wearing a red
tuxedo under a scarlet ski parka with a hood and snow mask. Everything red. He rnust be sitting on
a junp seat.

Hel | er | ooked outside. There was a church seen through the leafless trees of a park. Al
around the |inousine, near to hand, nen were packed thickly, facing outward. They held riot
shotguns in their hands. They were dressed in black overcoats and bl ack slouch hats. Corleone
soldati, soldiers alert for war. They were very tense.

Hel | er turned back. Babe was sul king behind her red veil. The consigliere was still | ooking
at Heller in appeal

"Ms. Corleone," said Heller, "why don't | just step over to that church and see what's
really going on? Then we'll know for sure whether it is safe or unsafe. W don't want you in the
m ddl e of a gang fight."

"They' ||l shoot you!" said Babe in sudden alarm "Take ten or twelve nen!"

"No," said Heller. "I'Il be all right. 1'Il wear this ski mask."

Hel l er took out his ornate Ll ama .45 and jacked a shell into the chanber, put on the safety

and then shoved the gun into a back belt holster. He adjusted the ski mask in place.

He started to get out. There was a sound. A yowl! He turned. "You stay there," he said.

The cat was sitting on the other junp seat! It had on a red | eather harness and a red collar
with brass spikes. It had been about to follow but nowit settled back on the seat, sitting up,
alert.

| sat up, too! Wth sudden hope. If Heller was wal king straight into the Faustino nob, he
i ndeed m ght get shot! | didn't have the platen so they mustn't kill him But a nice painful wound
that would put hima long tine in the hospital would be just great!

There was every chance of it, too! |magine going on a scout in a red tuxedo and a | uni nous
scarl et ski parka! About as invisible as a bonb blast! Wat an idiot!

He wal ked through the circle of Corleone nmen and straight over to the church. Actually, it
was a small cathedral. A sign said Qur Lady of G acious Peace. They nust be sonewhere in | ower
Manhat t an.

There was nobody outside, just a few enpty |inousines.

Hel | er scanned the cathedral itself. Gothic arches swept up to considerable height on either
side of the nassive doors. He stepped forward. The altars glittered with gold |eaf, the votive
candl es sputtered in vast rows. Sunlight beamed down through stained glass. The place was enpty of
peopl e.

At least live people, anyway. A casket, its top open, rested on trestles. Heller did not walk
down the aisle and approach it.

Voi ces were coming froma side roomnear the main entrance. Heller tiptoed over to the door
of it and | ooked in. The place, in conparison to the main cathedral, was well lit by diagonally
paned wi ndows all around it.

It was absolutely cramed w th nen!

They were in black overcoats and slouch hats. Many had shotguns under their arns. They were
faci ng soneone standing on a raised platform

Razza Louseini! The consigliere of Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici! | recognized himwell from
past dope contacts in Turkey. He was also the nan who had fingered Heller that first tine in the
Howar d Johnson's on the New Jersey Turnpi ke. He would possibly recognize Heller! Mrvel ous! A
good, disabling wound in Heller was exactly what | needed!

Lousei ni was not making too much progress. He | ooked angry and upset. "But nen," Razza was
arguing, "you don't seemto understand. Gunsalnmo Silva was killed while on fam |y busi ness. W' ve
got to bury himin sone sort of style.”

A man in the nob spoke up, "Qur family has |ost nineteen good nen this fall. That's nore than
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in nost gang wars. All we been doing all fall is giving our own fanily nmenbers funerals! But Silva
wasn't any real loss to us. W got better things to do!"

QO hers nuttered in agreenent.

Razza | ooked at them and showed his teeth. "Silva was a hero! He wasted 'Holy Joe' for us!
You got to show respect! How would you like to get bunped and nobody showed respect? How about
t hat ?"

Anot her voice. It was a priest in robes, very close to where Heller stood. Evidently he was
the one who was supposed to officiate. "May | speak?"

Razza said, "Go ahead, Father Paciere. Maybe you can talk sone sense into their thick heads!"

Fat her Paciere said, "My sons, we are here in the presence of the dead. It grieves ne to see

you quarrel in this holy place. | need eight pallbearers and it would please ne well if sone would
vol unt eer. "

A very tough-faced nobster turned toward the priest. "Father, | don't think they been telling
you all they know. CGunsalno Silva was a traditore, a traitor to the Corleone famly."

The priest recoiled. He crossed hinself. "I didn't know" He bowed his head and shook it

sadly. "Now | understand why even his own brother and uncle would not attend. Al are equal in the
eyes of God, but a traditore..."
"Hey!" the tough-faced nobster suddenly barked, pointing at Heller. "Wo's that? A spy?"

Al faces whipped toward Heller in the doorway. Guns canme up. Oh, here it came! | was going
to get my w shl!
Fat her Paciere said, "No, no. Peace! There will be no firing to desecrate the cathedral!" He

came over to Heller.

"My son, you are nmasked," said the priest. "Wat is your nane?"

Well, | suppose a Royal officer doesn't lie to a priest. He said, "Here on this planet, they
call me Jerome Wster."

The noi se was such that | couldn't tell what happened for a nmonent. It was a dreadfu
smashi ng sound!

Hel | er | ooked.

Men were going out those | eaded windows in a rocket stream

Screans of panic!

Shattering crashes of riot gun butts hamering out panes to clear the way!

Men were pouring out onto the shrubbery outside!

Li nousi nes were roaring into life!

The room was enpty.

The |inobusi nes were gone.

A tinkle of broken glass fell with one |ast sound upon the fl oor

Fat her Paciere cane out from behind the door. He was staring at Heller with an open nouth.
Then he | ooked around at the enmpty and wecked room He crossed hinmself. He | ooked at Heller, eyes
wi de, "So you are Wster."

Hel l er said, "Wait around, Father. Maybe | can get you a funeral started yet."

He sprinted back through the |l eafless trees. The Corl eone soldiers were standing there, open-
nmout hed, staring at the m ssing |inousines and enpty surrounds. Heller went through them He
opened the |inousine door
"Ms. Corleone, | think it's safe for you to come into the cathedral now The Faustino nmob is
gone. "

"What did you do?" said Signore Saggezza in astonishment.

"I just think they had anot her appoi ntnent sonmewhere," said Heller

He hel ped Babe out of the Iinousine. She was rubbing her red-gl oved hands together

Hel | er reached in and picked up the cat which, to nmy amazenent, pronptly clinmbed up and sat
on hi s shoul der

"I knewit, I knewit,"
traitor like Silva!"

Si gnore Saggezza issued a few crisp orders. The Corl eone soldati raced ahead and took up
positions outside and inside the cathedral

Babe, Heller and the cat approached the vast w de doors.

Fat her Paciere met Babe in the aisle. Her six feet six towered over him "My child," he said,
"I amafraid there is little in the way of a funeral for this nan. Not even his own brother would
attend. "

"Have no fear, Father Paciere," said Babe, "we will give the traditore a funeral he is not
likely to forget."

She swept on forward in her red cape printed with black hands. She marched up to the casket.

sai d Babe. "Not even the Faustino nobb can stand a turncoat and a
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The norticians had rebuilt Silva's face, probably frompolice I.D. shots. He lay in state.
Al t hough pretty yellow colored, he really didn't |ook bad, particularly considering what a ness he
must have been after his fall.

Babe towered above it. She lifted her red veil

"Traditore!" she said.

SHE SPAT ON SI LVA!

The priest drew back in horror.

Suddenly the cat let out a snarl!

It rocketed off Heller's shoul der

It went straight at Silva's face, snarling and cl aw ng!

RAKE! RAKE! RAKE!

Heller hurriedly reached over and pried the cat off. As he held it, it kept snarling and
hi ssing the way only a cat can do! It was hard for Heller to hold it. No cathedral organ for
Silva. Those sounds of hate reverberated through the vaults.

Babe shouted, "Signore Saggezza! The nen, if you please.”

The Corl eone soldati, while mndful of their posts and withdrawing to theminmredi ately, yet
came forward one by one.

Each took a dagger out as he approached the coffin.

Each plunged the dagger into the chest of the corpse, spat on the face and cried,
"Traditore!"

Fat her Paci ere was cowering back, powerless to stop it.

The soldati finished their part of the cerenony.

Babe, red cape flowing in the drafty place, held up her hand.

CGeorgi o rushed forward. He gave her two |ong, black sticks. She took one. Geovani rushed up
He had a bloworch. He fired it off. Babe put the end of one black stick into its flane.

A branding iron!

The end began to glowred. A T! For traditore, traitor!

She approached t he casket.

Into the right cheek of the corpse she pressed the sizzling end! Snoke rose. She pressed the
Tinto the left cheek. Mre snoke.

The corpse's face was branded as a traitor!

Babe was not through

She took the other iron and began to heat it.

Fat her Paci ere wail ed.

It was a cross!

It glowed cherry red.

She agai n approached the casket.

She lifted her red-veiled face to the vault of heaven. She cried, "MJEM SUPROC TSE COH "

She plunged it down upon the forehead. The cross was upsi de down!

Ch, CGods, | suddenly understood. The words Hoc est corpus nmeumare the words of Holy
Conmuni on. They nean "This is ny body," in Latin. Wen they are said backwards, over an inverted
cross, the grace of one of their Gods is taken fromthe individual, not given to him He would
receive the reverse of forgiveness. BLACK MASS

The priest cried out. He crossed hinself frantically.

Babe pulled the iron up

Silva was branded to be never forgiven by anyone! Not even a God.

"Ch, ny child," wept the priest, "I will have to tell Father Xavier to give you thirty Pater
Nosters for this and thirty-one Ave Marias. You have desecrated a house of God with the rites of
the Bl ack Mass."

"It's worth it," said Babe. "The dirty, filthy traitor! Now you cannot bury himin
consecrated ground."

"No, we cannot," wept the priest, "though it is doubtful if even God would accept a traitor."

"Very good," said Babe with satisfaction. "Then we have handl ed your funeral problem |
suggest you send the body over to the New Jersey pig farns and have it fed to the pigs."

"No, no," said the priest. "They would protest the infecting of their pigs."

"Ah, | have it," said Babe. "Tell the nortician to send the body to |I. G Barben
Phar maceuticals to make poi son out of!"

"As you say, ny child," said the priest.

Babe | eaned over the casket again, staring at the branded face. "Traditore!" she said once
nore. And once nore she lifted her red veil and spat.

Proudly, Babe Corleone strode up the aisle and left the cathedral
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They reached the |inousine. She sank down on the seat, sniling, pulling off her red gl oves.

Hel | er put the cat down on the junp seat.

Babe reached over and petted it. "This is a very nice cat, Jerone. He knows a traitor when he
sees one."

They drove away.

Gunsal mo Silva had had his funeral

But |, though di sappointed Heller had not been shot, also had sonet hing.
| had a great idea!
The idea was so good, | only screaned a little as | dressed.

I was on ny way to weck Heller once and for all!
Chapter 3

It was very obvious that J. Walter Madi son needed sone nmature hel p and gui dance but he didn't
seemto be exactly hangi ng upon ny every word.

| had gotten there in an agonizingly painful taxi ride—every pebble or white line a tire hit
communi cated to one or another of ny bruises. | had sonehow gotten up the steps of 42 Mess Street
wi thout falling back dowmn them | had el bowed ny way through the churning nenagerie of staff
reporters and publicity nen at great cost of el bow bruises. And Madi son, debonair, appealing and
sincere, was really not paying any attention to ne.

He al so had sonebody on the phone. He | ooked at nme while he talked to nme as well as the

person on the other end of the phone. "Hello, M. Smith. Well, all | amsaying is that you better
give me front page. You |l ook sort of pale. Wat's Munt St. Helens got to do with it?"
| started to speak for the third tinme. "I amtrying to tell you that | have found Hel —+ rmnean

Wster's real weakness."

"Wll, so what if it blewthe whole top of its head off? Didn't it do that already, years
ago? |'malways glad to have your opinion, M. Smith. Well, | admt that Portland, Oregon, buried
under ashes does rate nmore space than a classified ad. What have you been doing to your face? It
seens bruised. So what if the business section is buried under |ava? Have you seen a doctor?"

Desperate, | said, "I amcertain you will be running out of front page material soon,
Madi son. Maybe even tonorrow, | hope. | have the very thing for you."
"Well, push it to page two, page six. Even nonprofessional ideas are welcome, Snith. So

t housands di ed and nore thousands are missing. Wiy don't you just go out and tell one of the
staff, Smth."

"I'"ve got sonething about Hel —W ster that nobody el se knows!"

"Well, it is necessary that | talk to you. If you can see lava rolling right at your building
right now, get a rewite man on it and give me your full attention here. | am shocked you would
suggest an expose at this stage, Smith; the time is not ripe. You better give ne the front page on
what | send or the Portland Gines will find itself in trouble. If | can't have your front

page.... Wiat? You don't have any paper now, much less a front page? Then what the hell am | doing
tal king to you?" He hung up
"It's a great idea!" | begged.

"I can't send the Wiz Kid out to rescue Mount St. Helens. It's off inmage, Smth." He was
reachi ng for the phone again.

Firmy, | put nmy bandaged hand down on his, preventing his picking the instrument up again.
And al t hough ny voi ce was rough and hoarse fromscreanming, | raised it stridently. "You will need
a front page on Wster tonorrow. You have shot your bolt on the suits. | amtrying to give you
tonmorrow s front page!"”

"But | haven't shot ny bolt, as you so unprofessionally put it, on the suits. And | have
tonorrow s front page! Here it is!" He thrust the snudgily typed news story at ne. It said:

VH Z KI D DONATES
VWHOLE SETTLEMENT
TO CHARI TY

In a magni ficent gesture, the Wiz Kid today signified that the entire settlenent sumrealized
fromhis legal battle with MI.W and Cctopus G| would be given in full to charity.

"I amnot one to profit fromthe misfortunes of others,"” he was quoted as stating. "I shall not
keep one dime of the nonies awarded. Every penny will be given to a worthy cause."

It went on and on. | was sickened by it. "You nean,"” | said, "you're going to |let himgive
away those huge suns? O course, |'m happy to see him bro—=
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Madi son said, "Huge suns? Honesty is a keynote in PR, Smith. Not one word has been said about
the actual anmounts MI.W and Cctopus settled for. Just read the stories of the last two days. The
settlement in both cases was zero cash. So, of course he can give it all to charity. No noney was
i nvol ved. | always keep a firmcheck on reality, Snmith. So there, as you can see, is sure-fire,
front page, national coverage tonorrow. \Wat a gesture! How typical of his great nature! And
besides, it's already on the wire, going out to every paper in the land."

He woul d have lifted the phone. | applied nore pressure to the back of his hand despite ny
pain. "Day after tonorrow, then," | cried. "You haven't got day after tonorrow and | have it for
you! "

"Well, I'"lIl admit," said Madison, "that day after tonmorrowis pretty far into the future. You

see, the image | amtrying to build is—=

"Listen to ne, then! Listen loud and clear. Here is your story! 'The Wiz Kid Has Mb Links!
Madi son, he's thoroughly hooked up to organized crine! The Mafia!"

"Well, who isn't?" he began. "Qur very best people... Wait a minute, Smth. Wait a mnute.

do think..." He |leaped up fromhis desk. He began to pace back and forth. He was in the throes of
i nspiration.

| tried to tell himnore but he held up his hand to quiet ne. | persisted. He raised his
voi ce, "Facts, Smth. You are trying to disturb ny concentration with facts. Fact has nothing to
do with PR, Smith. You are being delusory! Newspapers wouldn't sell at all if they dealt in rea
data. So be quiet." | subsided.

He paced a bit nore. "Let ne see. | have been trying desperately to think of how | am going
to get himback in the fuel business. W have to continue Controversy. |Inmage, imge. | have to
think of image. Positioning. Nanes. That's it! NAMES! Nanes make news, Smith. You have to connect
up big nanes! | have it! You are right, Smith! Mb links is a wonderful idea!"

| sank down in a chair. | had gotten through to him "Tranp!" he yelled into the other room

And Ted Tranp rushed in. "Ted," said Madison, "what reporter do we have that knows nob figures and
i s expendabl e?"

Tramp said, "There's old Bob Hoodward. He was a great investigative reporter in his day. \Wen
he was on the staff of the Washi ngt on Roast he even brought down President N xon and some ot her
mob figures. But that was decades back. He's on his | ast beat nowdead beat, in fact. Expendable.”

They rushed out. | could see them buttonhole a gray weck. They talked in | ow tones
excitedly.

Oh, thank Gods, | was getting sone action. | did sone rapid calculation. |I maybe could live
t hrough today and tonmorrow. After that, it was inpossible. If this worked, | would have Heller

smashed and | could flee New York and Mss Pinch! It would be a near thing.

Madi son rai sed his voice, "Today! W have to have it today! Only then can it be front page
day after tonorrow So don't you dare fail to get his consent!"

| could see Hoodward out in the other roomas he sank into a chair and picked up a phone. He
was making a call to soneone inmportant as he seened to be going through several internediaries.

Despite ny pain, | dragged nyself over toward himso | could hear above the clattering din

He had his party. "... so you see, sir, as one of the city's npst proninent and respected
citizens, we want you to present the award.... Oh, yes, sir, | amaware that you are trying to
build an image for yourself. That's why | thought of you at once.... The award is a nonetary prize
for The Most Honest Man of the Year.... Yes. Wll, you see, sir, | thought of that. By your being
associ ated with the nost honest nan of the year, that, of course, positions you as an honest man
and hel ps your image.... No, | can't tell you the nanme of the recipient. It is just this mnute

being drawn by lottery...."

Madi son was urgently pushing a slip of paper at him Hoodward | ooked at it. "The appoi nt nent
is for three o' clock this very afternoon at the Tanmmany Hall Auditorium It will only take a few
mnutes.... Yes, sir. Only selected press will be present.... Really, just nyself and
phot ographers, no TV.... Ch, yes, sir, | can assure you that it will get national coverage and
promi se you faithfully that | will clear the story and caption with you, every word. You can
depend on ne, sir."

He hung up and stood up. "He'll be there. Is this on the |level, Mdison?"

"You know it is, Bob. Now, everybody, we've got to nove very fast on this. Bob, you | eave
right away and escort himthere. Take a cab."

The old reporter tottered out.

Madi son had three photographers picked out. He sent themhurriedly into makeup to get their
faces nmade unrecogni zabl e. That done, he put themin bulletproof vests.

Then he phoned orders to the bogus Wiz Kid.

| began to get sort of lost. What did nakeup and bul | et proof vests have to do with it?
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It wasn't until we were all piled into an unmarked van that | had a chance to ask Madi son.

"Mb figures are chancy things," he said. "lI'msurprised you are coming along. This is highly
professional PR Smth."

"It was mmy idea," | defended, wincing as we hit a bunp.

"So it was," he said. "I amreally gratified at your support and encouragenment, Smith. It
really is a great idea.”

Fact was, | was getting pretty foggy about WHAT i dea was bei ng execut ed.

We tore through the truck- and dray-crowded streets. The afternoon was cold and sl eet was
spitting out of the sky. The pavenent glistened gray. Fitting weather in which to torpedo Heller.

W drew up at the back of Tammany Hall. It was a recently restored building in a park, a
| andmark used for only the nbst sacred occasions. Apparently Rockecenter had financed its
reconstruction, and the land around it, which he owned, had rocketed in value: very public
spirited. So Madi son had the run of the place.

It was about a quarter to three. The photographers | eaped out and rushed in. Mdison |led ne
up a different flight of stairs.

We cane out overlooking a small auditorium W were on a little bal cony—a box, really—wel
screened fromthe floor below But we could see everything that went on

There was a raised | ecture stage there. It had doors at the back of it. There was a big chair
with a solid back facing the enpty seats for the audi ence. The photographers were positioning
things. They got the auditoriumlights very |low. They got their own flash guns in position

Madi son, now that he had it all noving, was chatty. "That chair," he said, "is historic. It's
the sane one Boss Tweed used to use when he collected his payoffs fromthe whole city. Well, it
will even be nore historic yet, shortly."

The Wiz Kid double rushed in froma side door. It was the first tine | had seen himin the
flesh. Actually, aside frombeing tall for his age and blond, he really didn't have any of the
aura of Heller. It wasn't just his buckteeth and protruding jaw or even his horn-ri med gl asses.
He had the air of a cheap bum really. It gave ne a |lot of satisfaction. This nut couldn't have
ordered a puppy dog to wag its tail! But he did have a kind of inpudent brass. The photographers
were trying to get himto sit just so in the chair. He had his own ideas.

He was wearing a red racing suit and carrying a racing hel net and he thought he woul d | ook
better with the hel met on and the photographers were telling himto (bleep) well keep it off—t
threw a shadow on his face.

Qut of curiosity nore than any inkling of comng trouble, | said to Madison, "Wo is this nob
figure you're getting?"

"Why, the top man. Nanes make news, Smith. The capo di tutti capi of course. Faustino 'The
Noose' Narcotici, naturally."

Wth a shock, | renenbered the funeral. "Wait! The m nute Faustino knows it's Wster, he'l
run! | guarantee it!"
"Vell, well!" said Madi son. "Now you tell ne."

He rushed down a side stairs to the floor and hurriedly issued sone orders. He came back up.

"Whew, Smith. You certainly play it close. You could have bl own the whol e caper. (Bleep)!
Working with unprofessionals! But it will be all right now "

The bogus Whiz Kid put the racing hel net on and cl osed the opaque vi sor

There was a burst of activity behind the stage. Three Faustino bodyguards rushed in. Wth
sawed- of f shotguns they probed the seats. They nade sure the canmeras weren't guns. They opened
doors. They were trying to make certain it wasn't a hit spot.

Madi son and | drew back. The bodyguards gave the boxes a perfunctory glance and then
contented thenselves with stationing a nan to fire in case a gun was shoved over the rail from
this mezzani ne.

Faustino cane waddling through a door at the back of the stage. Hoodward was with him The
aged reporter put a big sheaf of bills in Faustino's hands and fanned them out. The capo di tutti
capi's rings flashed as he arranged the noney in his hands.

The Whiz Kid double was sitting in the chair with the helmet on, facing forward.

Hoodwar d fi ni shed coachi ng Faustino. The nob chief noved fatly forward to the side of the
chair.

The phot ographers stood al ert. Faustino put on his best gold-toothed snile. He said, "As the
nost honest citizen of New York, | hereby have the honor to present you with your award as the
Most Honest Man of the Year." He extended the npney to the bogus Wiz Kid

This Wster extended a hand for the nmoney and, with the other, plucked off his helnmet. He was
smling.

Fl ash guns fl ashed!
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The smile on Faustino's face froze!

He l et out a screamn

Money spurted out of his hands as he flung it away!

He ran!

H s bodyguards ran

The phot ographers ran!

We ran!

As we nobbed into the van, Hoodward caught up, prevented the door fromslamm ng and got in
He was furious.

"You set me up!" he yelled at Madi son

Madi son said to the photographers, "You got it in the can?"

They nodded gl eeful ly.

Hoodward said, "I don't know why he ran but | know Faustino will rmurder nme! | nmay get away
with wecking a president but not a capo di tutti capi!"

"I think of everything," said Madison. "You' ve wanted to retire for years. Here is a ticket |

al ways keep on hand. Straight flight to Israel. It's in the name of Martin Borman. There's a nice
roomreserved there in that nane. And here's nmy own gold watch for long and faithful service."
"Wait a minute,” | said. "I don't get how this works out. The Whiz Kid image isn't honesty.

What are you trying to do?"

"My dear Snith," said Madison, "it is plain that you, while you may get great ideas, don't
really grasp the nuances and fundanentals of the newspaper business. It is, essentially, an
entertai nment industry. Never |et anyone in on what you are trying to do, much less let the public
in on what is really going on. You disappoint ne. You ought to be saying, and would, if you were a
prof essi onal PR man, 'Ei ghteen point quote Madi son Does

It Again unquote' and all you're doing is asking questions. Can't we |let you off sonewhere?
W' ve got to get Hoodward to the airport termnal quick."

Chapter 4

Al'l that noney flying around the stage had reninded me how close to broke | was.
Unfortunately, Hoodward had del ayed to pick it up: that's what had al nbst nade himmniss the van. |
was not going to mss anything. Day after tonorrow, as soon as Heller was ruined—and though | did
not see quite how, I had high hopes—yours truly was going to be gone from New York. It would be a
near thing, touch and go, the way | planned ny escape. Renenbering that the route from Turkey to
the U.S. lay through Rone, Paris and London, and renenbering, too, the way they gouged tourists in

those places, | needed cash

There was only one way to get it. To torture the conbination out of Mss Pinch and then to
murder her in the nost gruesonme and grisly way inmagi nable. There was no other choice: | was far
too weak and shaky to rob a bank. But the Apparatus trains one and prepares one for such
energencies. | knew howto do it.

Actually, | would like to omit that evening fromthis confession. It is too horrible. Mirder

shoul d not be advertised to the young and this confession mght soneday fall—&ods forbid—nto the
hands of the immature. Even a Justiciary is likely to pale at what happened.

But in all honesty, as promised, | will carry on, even though the next few hours fill nme with
renorse. In all my crimes and escapades, this was the worst.
I knew where, in New York, | could procure the weapons—a super nar ket .

Quile was the watchword. There is an Apparatus technique called the "Lure-Kill.'
af fection as a mask for nurder.

| tottered along the shelves of the supermarket, supported by the rolling, wheeled shopping
basket. | found what | wanted in the condi ments section—a big, glaringly |abelled box of
McKorm ck' s Red Pepper.

| crept, supported by the shopping cart, to the flower section. As Christmas was just up the

I't pretends

line, there were huge bouquets of white chrysanthenuns to be had. Despite the expense, | bought
t he best.
At checkout, | prevailed upon the teen-ager not to crush theminto a sack, but to actually

wap themlike flowers with an open top
I went outside and found a dark place. Putting a thick handkerchief over my nose and tying it

as best | could with ny bandaged hands, | then took the red pepper and, with care, worked it under
every petal. Tine consum ng.
That done, | threw the enpty pepper can in the trash and closed the top of the bouquet with a

single fold. Wth glee, | contenplated what woul d happen. M ss Pinch woul d open the door, hol ding
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a gun as usual. | would say, "You have refornmed nme frombeing a beastly nmale and | bring this to
express my affection.” She would say, "Ch, how charm ng!" And she woul d take the bouquet, pul
back the top flap to see what it was, behold flowers and sniff! That would be all | woul d need.
woul d have her gun as she convul sed in sneezes. | would hit her over the head. | would drag her to
that bed and use every torture inplenent in the place until | had that conbination. Candy? | woul d
just gut-shoot her and | augh as she withed.

| got a cab. | was dropped off a block away so no one could trace ne by cab nunbers to the

mur der site.

It was very dark. The rush hour had ended. They woul d be hore.

Feebly, | tottered to the house. | went down the basenment steps. | nmde sure there was no one
behind ne. | rang the bell.

Foot st eps!

Success!

It was M ss Pinch!

She was dressed in nannish pants and shirt. And as | had suspected, she was carrying a
revol ver.

She opened the door and outer grill and stood back

| said, "Mss Pinch, you have refornmed ne frombeing a beastly male and | bring this to
express ny affection.”

| held out the flowers.

The play didn't quite go as pl anned.

"Fl oners?" she said. "Wiy, you dirty (bleepard)! You' re trying to steal Candy fromne, are
you? Well, to hell with that!"

She seized the w apped bouquet.

She jabbed ne backwards with the gun

She slanmred the flowers down on the dirty floor of the areaway!

She stanped on themw th her heel

She kicked the |id off a garbage can! | flinched at the violence of the clatter.

Wt hout taking her eyes or gun off ne, blocking nmy exit up the basenent stairs, she scooped
the destroyed bouquet up and threw it in the garbage can

Then she hal t ed.

She sniffed slightly.

Wth a hand, she flapped a careful sanple of the air fromthe top of the garbage can to her.

"Red pepper!"” she snarled. "Wy, you dirty (bleepard)!"”

In vain | tried to tell her it nust have been on the discarded fish. Mking notions that
seenmed to indicate she was about to pistol-whip ne, she drove ne inside.

She | ocked the wought-iron grill and door behind her
She fired a shot so near ny head, | felt the powder sting.
"I will give you to the count of ten to get out of your clothes!" she snarled. "And after

that I amgoing to shoot off your (bleeps)! ONE!"
| hastily got out of my overcoat.

"TWO
| shed ny jacket and ny shoes at the sane tine.

" THREE! "

I was undressed. | couldn't see why she was still counting.

"FOUR "

It was ny hat. | had forgotten ny hat! | flung it frantically away from ne.

In no tine after that she had ne wist- and ankl e-cuffed, spread-eagled face up on that Gods
(bl eeped) bed!
When she finished the last cuff, she threw the gun aside. "So you like red pepper, do you?

Well, always give the male the right to his chauvinistic donmination." She turned and called into
the other room her voice lilting, "Ch, Candy dear, we're going to have Mexican red-hot tanales
tonight!"

She began to huma little wordl ess tune. She took off her shirt. She took off her shoes. She
stepped out of her pants. She shucked off her underwear and stood naked, still humn ng.

Candy tiptoed shyly in. She saw what was coning off and began to strip, halting hal fway and
sayi ng, "Ch, dear Pinchy, nake him|l ook the other way."

Pinch did, with a backhand slap. Then she went on humm ng. Slap or not, | watched in grow ng
anxi ety.

M ss Pinch opened a drawer and got out a snmall white apron about three inches w de that
covered nothing. She put it on. Then she got a cook's hat, tall and stiffly starched. She put it
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on at a rakish angle.

Then she got a little gi ngham napkin and hung it around Candy's neck and tied it. It didn't
even cover her now naked, bul ging breasts. She sat Candy down on the sofa where she waited, knees
apart, watching with eyes that were gradually getting hot.

They evidently used the torture-inplenent fireplace for barbecuing. It had all the long forks
and tongs and needful tools. But Mss Pinch was putting those to one side. She was | ooking through

a pile of kitchen utensils. | knew it would not do the slightest good to protest. | knew | should
try not to scream But ny body was already so bruised and beaten, | knew that it was inpossible to
do nuch nore danage to it, so | took heart. | shouldn't have

M ss Pinch found what she wanted. A cheese grater!

She tested the ragged sharpness of its jagged teeth. She cut herself slightly and stopped
hunmi ng | ong enough to curse nme for it.

Then, humm ng agai n, she approached the bed. Very lightly and with artistry, she began to
draw the cheese grater down ny chest!

It was sharp. | bit ny lips. | would not scream But she was paying little attention to that.
Al'l her concentration was that of a chef's. And Candy | ooked |ike a hungry diner

She shifted her target to ny | egs. She drew the cheese grater down al ong the insides, naking
a wavy pattern of scrapes very carefully.

| could see snall bubbles of blood rising in the raw scrapes.

She put the grater aside. She went to a torture rack and opened a cabi net under it and got
somet hi ng out!

A can of red pepper!

Hol di ng her face away, she put sonme in her hand and began to nmssage it quietly into the
wounds!

Sheer pai n!

| let out nmy first scream

I choked it back.

More red pepper and nore nmassage.

| screaned!

Candy vyi pped!

M ss Pinch seenmed to think that was enough red pepper. Half a can. She went and got a three-
f oot wooden spoon. She carefully turned it to the bul gi ng side.

VHAP!

She began to beat the pepper in!

Wth all her mght!

Agony!
Scorchi ng, sizzling agony!
I lost control. | began to scream

Candy began to scream

I could see her naked, bucki ng about on the sofa.

"Take nme, Pinchy, oh God, take ne!"

M ss Pinch scooped her up, carried her into the bedroom and sl anmed the door shut with her
heel

The pain didn't stop.

| kept scream ng

To make it worse, | could only half see

After how long | do not know, M ss Pinch came back. She had lipstick on her apron

Candy canme out, breasts rising and falling.

They had a beer.

Candy had a joint.

M ss Pinch apol ogi zed to Candy for having forgotten the dinner nusic. She put some npod nusic
on the stereo and Candy said it was nice. But she was still hungry.

"Ch, that was only the first course,” said Mss Pinch. "W nustn't be too greedy. This is a
gour net di nner."

| had just begun to be able to support the awful tornment of that pepper w thout scream ng or
writ hing.

M ss Pinch retied her apron. She adjusted her cook's hat. She went over to the cabinet and
t ook out sonet hi ng.

"This is what we need now," she said, showing Candy. "It will titillate the jaded palate. |
can't stand bl and food, can you, Candy dear?"

She cane over.
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TABASCO SAUCE

She sprinkled it fromthe squirting bottle all up and down the wounds! Artistically, hum ng,
meki ng sure that it was just right.

At the first touch of it, | thought it was liquid fire! And she was enptying the whol e
bottl e!

| began to scream

She went and got the cheese grater again

She went to work.

| really screaned!

Candy began to yip. She was bouncing all over the couch.

M ss Pinch had hold of a three-foot barbecue fork. She was raising it to bring it down.

"Take me, Pinchy, take ne!"

M ss Pinch brought it down anyway! Time and tine again!

| passed out.

Wen | came to, it was like trying to live in a bed of live coals!

They were not in the room

| could hear low, snarling curses fromthe other side of the closed door

They finally cane back. Candy was wil d-eyed. She kept rubbing and cuppi ng her breasts.

"It's too bland, dear Pinchy. | don't nean to be critical. But |I'mstarving!"

M ss Pinch | ooked distressed. Then she took a tug at her apron. She found her cook's hat in
the other room and canme back with it.

She gazed at ne. "Mustard!" she said in sudden decision. "That's what it needs! Mistard! To
give it sone tang!"

She went and found an enormnous jar of French nustard with a squirt spigot. From on high she
trailed artistic designs on ny body.

She threw it aside. Wth two vigorous hands, she began to rub it in.

| screanmed. | begged and pleaded. | told her I would do anything, anything, but please, for
Gods' sakes, get this stuff out of these wounds!
Candy smiled. "It sounds delicious," she said. "Rub himharder!"

Mss Pinch went and got a rolling pin. She used it to rub the mxture in.

Then she cheese-grated sone nore.

Then she began to use the rolling pin to beat it into ne!

| was clever. | managed to get ny head in the way and get knocked out!

| cane to a long tinme later. Candy was flopped on the floor, exhausted, designs drawn al
over her naked body with lipstick, her nmouth open and wet, out cold.

Mari juana snmoke was thick in the place.

Beer cans rolled about dribbling.

M ss Pinch was just conpleting an intravenous shot of Big H She drew the needl e out. She
| ooked at ne. The drug wasn't maki ng her any nore cheerful. She went through a hot surge.

She conposed her face into a deadly mask of hate.

I was on fire down to the mddle of ny soul. | burned so, | could only think one raving
thought. | was smart enough not to voice it. Get out of New York!

"You nmal e (bleepard)," said Mss Pinch. "You were very bad tonight. You aren't even fit for
pigs to eat, truth be told. You aren't living up to what the Psychiatric Birth Control classes
said even a |l ousy male should! Dr. Frybrain would call you a retarded pervert!"”

I shut ny eyes. They burned and | couldn't see well anyway.

She kicked at ne. "Are you a honp yet?"

"No!" | screaned. The one thing | would never be was a honbsexual. Sick as | was, | was
revol ted even nore!

"Then, see? W aren't having the |east success with you. You're trying to make us fail our
honmewor k! Get on your God (bl eeped) clothes, you (bl eepard)."

"For Gods' sake, let ne wash these wounds out!"

"Hah," she said. "Don't try to change the subject! Al you nmen can think about is wonen.
That's forbidden!" She grabbed the naked Candy and stroked her breasts. "You're that psychiatric
horror, a nornmal nmale! Al you can think about is pawi ng sonme poor, defenseless girl. Look at her
Conpl etely unconsci ous just from being unable to stand the thought of you touching her! And

would kill you if you did." She kissed the unconsci ous Candy passionately on the nouth. "You cane
here tonight to steal her away fromne, you | oathsone beast. | am gl ad you have | earned your
| esson. Now get dressed."

“"I"'mstill chained!" | said.

She dropped Candy who fl opped into a naked heap. She picked the gun up off the floor. She
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cocked it.

Savagely she cast off the shackles one by one.

Moving, when | tried it, was agony again

"Let me take a shower," | begged.

"And dirty up the bathroom where this dear innocent girl stands every day? Never! Get on your
cl ot hes!"

I think that vicious, calculating (bl eepch) knew what woul d happen. As soon as | got into ny
cl othes, the red pepper and Tabasco sauce and nustard reactivated in the wounds!

| screaned.

Candy stirred. "Pinchy, kiss ne."

Mss Pinch did and if | had had the strength, | could have killed her, killed them both,
I yi ng naked and entw ned there on the floor

But | saw | could get out and that was all | could think of. Besides, the gun was stil
pointed at me. | funbled for the door.
M ss Pinch called after me, "If you don't get here on tinme tonorrow night, renenber, it's

three years in the Federal pen!"

| couldn't even close the door behind ne.

On fire, trying not to scream | nade it to an avenue. | got a cab

Hal f an hour later, the resident doctor had ne in a shower, working at the wounds in a nost
pai nful way to get the red pepper, Tabasco and mustard out. It didn't hurt so rmuch, only because
he had first given nme a shot of norphine.

As he worked, he said, "Tch, tch, tch. Wth all these injuries, we certainly must be running
with a rough crowd."

Well, no nore. If all went well, in forty-eight hours Heller would be finished and | woul d be
out of New York! The town was too much for me. Never in nmy life had | thought a city could turn
you into a salad. If | didn't watch it |I could even becone a fruitcake!

Chapter 5

When | awoke the next day, it was already noon. | checked nyself over carefully as | |ay
there in the bed. Yes, | was still alive, incredible but true.

| had one ace up ny raw sl eeve.

I was not going to visit Mss Pinch that evening!

The question was, would | get away with it? Wwuld | get out of New York alive?

It was going to be an awfully near thing. | clenched ny teeth. Duty was a burden but | had to
meke sure Heller was wecked before | could go. Oherwi se, | would be assassi nated by the unknown
spy on ny return to Turkey. It would do no good to | eave New York alive if | would then wind up in
Turkey dead. Then, with a new surge of horror, | renenbered the assassin had threatened to kil

Utanc first!

Sonehow | had to suffer through the next twenty-four or so hours. Tonorrow woul d be the
crucial tinme, for then, observing that | had not shown up on schedule, Mss Pinch would call the
I nternal Revenue Servi ce.

Bury woul d surely have noticed by this tine, no natter how deep he was in the Centra
Anerican jungle, that once nore Boggle, Gouge and Hound had been coupled with Swindle and Crouch

| managed the phone with two hands and ordered sonme breakfast. It was an unwi se action. The
roomservice waiter, noting all the papers outside the door, added the nound to my burdens.

It was the push that sort of sent me over the edge.

Just as Madi son had predicted, the Wiz Kid was all over the front page.

In an action "unprecedented in history"” he had presented "anything he had won in settlenents”
to the farners of Kansas.

| knew now that, factually, it was a nothing amount that he was retaining a nothing of. But
this thing about farners of Kansas was quite beyond me. What did they have to do with it?

Maybe | was sort of feverish already but this puzzle turned it into a kind of strange
delirium

Al the rest of that day | lay there with ny eyes fearfully on the door. | expected two
deadly IRS nen to slither through the crack at the bottomor a snake to call ne via the U S. Arny
Si gnal Corps before |I could check out. An unconfortable frane of nmind. It got worse when dark
cane. | knew what the reaction of Mss Pinch would be when there was no ring at her front door
The tension would mount to an expl osi on syndronme! She would be nore than slightly peeved! Her
reacti ons woul d becone nore and nore unprintabl e.

As the night wore on, every tine a curtain stirred, | knewit would be Lonbar's unknown
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assailant, magically transported by magic carpet from Turkey with a comruni cation fromthe Wdow
Tayl informing nme that she, too, had called IRS. It didn't even do any good to sleep

That brought nightmares and prominent in themwas Candy pleading with Lonbar and the assassin
pilots to nmake nme scream harder!

And through it all, echoing in the room were the first words Hell er had ever spoken to ne:
"From your accent, you're an Acadeny officer, aren't you? What sad route brought you to the
"drunks' ?"

It was very confusing. How had he known about Bury?

The hours and the fog dispersed.

Voi ces. Real voices

It was the resident doctor. Wnter sunlight was coning in the hotel penthouse terrace doors.
Morni ng had cone once nore. It was D-day! "He seens to have had a fever. It's broken now |I|f he
drops off to sleep and begins the scream ng again, just give himone of these aspirin." He cl osed
up his bag and left.

Ut anc! She was standing over by the mirror. She was dressed in a silk | ounging robe and
prinping at her hair. She nust have felt ny eyes on her. "You kept screanming and | couldn't hear
my radio well so when the doctor cane, | let himin."

Dear U anc! She was all | had. How t houghtful of her! How tender

| said, "They're after ne!l"

"I shouldn't wonder," she said, putting a strand of her hair in place under a dianond clip

"No, no! They really are after nel The Feds are liable to send the U S. Arny here with snakes
any mnute!"

She whirled. Ah, | had her attention. She did care for ne after all! "The wallet!" she said.
"The wallet with blood on it! The man you had killed!"

| was too weak to argue. "Yes. Yes, that's it. If | get good news this nmorning we have to
flee! Al though we've got to delay, we can't. W nust get out of New York!"

Her face went white! She said, "There's a plane at four. I will pack at once!" Practical
efficient girl. She was gone |ike a shot!
| was too wobbly and hoarse to call her back. If | didn't get the good news, | would only be

goi ng honme to ny deat h.

Wth two bandaged hands | nanaged to get room service on the phone. This was going to be a
near thing. The U S Arny Signal Corps was liable to bring the snakes covered with I RS red pepper
any m nute.

I told roomservice, "Send me two scranbl ed newspapers, overdone."

| waited in mental and physical stress. The waiter came and finding stacks of newspapers at
t he door, brought those in, too, and dunped them on the bed: the novenent sent waves of agony
t hrough me but newspapers al ways do.

| opened one with shaking hands.

WAs this victory or death?

Chapter 6
Ye Cods! Headl i nes!
VWH Z KI D BRI BED TO THROW RACE!
And the story with its titles:
VWH Z KID FUEL DIDN T FAI L

The fanous investigative reporter, Bob Hoodward, the N xon Nailer, has ferreted out the facts.
The fanobus Spreeport Race was thrown by the Whiz Kid for payol a!

FUEL VALID
Earlier belief that the race was |ost due to defective fuel has now been exposed as fal se.
MOB FlI GURE

The Whiz Kid had the honor to be bribed by the nost fanmpus Mafia nob nogul on the planet, no
| ess than Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici, capo di tutti capi

CONFESSI ON
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In an exclusive interview with Hoodward, Wster confessed. "I thought | would not have noney
enough to develop nmy fuel, so | did it the Arerican Way: for cash, | threw the race.”
| gaped! | had never realized the extent inmagination played in PR

But how convi nci ng!

And here was the photo, front page, three colums wi de! A smling Faustino was handing a
grinning Wiz Kid the nost huge wad of filthy lucre anybody woul d ever care to have. And the Wiz
Kid was obviously lifting his helnet in salute to his benefactor. No natter that a tenth of a
second | ater, Faustino had been running |ike an electric rabbit on a greyhound track! Those
phot ographers had gotten it in the nick of tinme! Wat experts!

The caption under the photo said:

Secret candid shot proving the bribe: In the chair once used by Boss Tweed, the Bribe Baron
of New York in the '90s, the Wiz Kid, Gerry Wster, receives his payoff fromcapo di tutti cap
Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici, Crine Czar of the world.

| was stunned! What virtuosity PR had! | had never realized the headlines of this world were
the product of overheated inaginations, staged events and tons of nothing! It took nmy breath away.

And how cunningly they had linked it up with NAVES! N xon, Narcotici, Boss Tweed. The Wiz
Kid was now positioned with crimnals! How convincing! Wwo could doubt it?

The other papers were the sane. This story woul d be bounci ng coast to coast and even around
the world. TV would be carrying that photo as a still. Radio would be spot-newsing it every hour.
What coverage! An aval anche!

And, ny Gods, it was also all over the sports pages! They were running still shot reviews of
the race! That neant TV sports progranms woul d be running the noving col or footage!

Al was revealed! So this was how news was rmade! ©Madi son was right. | had not really been a
pr of essi onal PR

But wait a minute, how was Heller taking this?

Chapter 7

| got the viewer on.

Heller was driving the old cab down the Jersey side of the river. He had a stack of the
newspapers on the floor under the meter and was glancing at themfromtinme to tinme.

He was PERTURBED!

I turned back the strips. Yes, Heller had been sumobned by Geovani when he had reached the
of fice. Geovani had sinply said, "You better get over here, kid, but | advise you not to cone."
That voi ce was very tense

Heller was in troublel

Ah, PR, PR what a beautiful tool for trouble. |I realized now that nobody was safe from such
a weapon. It mght strike anywhere at anyone. There was no predicting it at all! One mnute he had
been happily going about his business and then, bang, through no action of his own, he was shot by
PR. And he didn't even have any inkling it was a shot. Maybe he thought it was just how the world
ran: that newspapers were unreliable or made nistakes or sinply catered to the public taste for
sensational i sm

An expert in hand-to-hand conmbat, a Fleet conbat engi neer that could blow up fortresses and
bases without a single scratch, Heller was a leaf in the wind before the mghty hurricane of PR
just a chip to be exploded at will by a master |ike Madison. And Heller not only didn't know,
there was absol utely no one he could fight, nothing whatever he could do about it! Madi son had
reduced him with a few paragraphs, to a hel pl ess pawn!

Al Heller knew was that he was in trouble. He drove that way. He had even ignored a disguise
when he | eft New York.

Just a pile of paper. A pile that could be burned with a single match. But that pile of paper
was on its way to wecking Heller

| could tell it just from Geovani's voi ce.
At Babe's he parked the cab
Geovani nmet himin the elevator. "Kid, | wouldn't go in."

Hel | er handed Georgio a tan, |eather trench coat and cap but Georgio wouldn't take it. It
fell to the floor.
Hel | er knocked on the living-roomdoor. It did not open. He turned the knob and went in.
No Babe.
Sone sounds were com ng from beyond anot her door across the room Heller went over and opened
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it.

It was a sort of den. It had a fireplace but there was no fire init. A crucifix hung on the
wal | . The rug was bl ack.

And t here sat Babe. She was crunpled up on her knees. She had a sackcloth over her head. She
had taken ashes fromthe fireplace and was snearing them on her face.

"Ma cul pa," she noaned. "M a magna culpa. It is nmy fault, it is ny great fault."

She was cryi ng.

She sensed soneone had entered.

She | ooked up, tears coursing through the ashes on her face, naking two cl ean streaks.

She saw him

"Ch, Jerone," she groaned. "My own son a traditore!" She bent over, weeping. "My own son, ny
own son!"

Heller tried to walk forward to her. "Ms. Corleone, please believe nme....'

Rej ection was instant. Palnms flat toward him she bl ocked his further approach with a
gesture. "No, no, do not cone near ne! Sonehow, sonmewhere you have tainted bl ood! You have stained
the honor of the famly! Do not cone near ne!"

Hel | er dropped to his own knees, distant fromher. "Please, Ms. Corleone, | did not have..."

"Traditore!" she spat, scuttling back to get away fromhim "You have broken your poor
not her's heart!" She nade a grab at the fireplace. She took out a newspaper that was only partly
burned. The face of Faustino could be seen. The novenent fanned the sparks that clung to it. They
fanned into sudden flanme as she shook it in the air.

"You have brought dishonor to the nanme of Corleone!" she cried. "My own son has turned
against his famly!"

She cast it out fromher into the fireplace. "I have tried and tried to be a good nother to
you. | have tried and tried to bring you up right! And what thanks do | get? What thanks, | ask
you! The mayor's wife was on the phone!" Her voice rose to a wail. "She said | was such a stupid
fool I did not even know | had a traitor in nmy own canp! And she | aughed! She | aughed at ne!"

She was trying to find sonething suddenly. The fire tongs! She threw themat Heller. "GCet
out!" They | anded against the wall with a cl ang.

She got the poker and threw it. "Get out of my sight!" It bashed into a chair with a
splintering thud.

She grabbed the shovel and pitched it. It alnmost struck Heller in the face. As it clattered
agai nst the floor, she was shrieking, "CGo away!"

She got hold of the stand they had been in. She threwit with all her mght. It snashed
agai nst the door! "Go! Go! Go! Get out, out, out!"

Hel | er backed up. He went out of the room

The sound of her renewed weeping was |ike a dirge. Heller walked slowmy to the hall.

Nei t her Geovani nor Ceorgio were in sight.

He picked up his coat and cap fromthe hall floor. He got into the el evator

At the cab he slowy got in and drove away.

Ch, ny Gods! Madison had done it! Wth just a sinple trick of paper and i nk and newspaper
i nfluence, out of whole cloth and without even an ounce of truth, he had turned Heller's nost
powerful ally against him

What geni us!

What a beautiful tool

And Heller did not even suspect who was shooting at hinml O that anybody really was!

But this might still take a turn for the worse. Heller was tricky, too!

Chapter 8

Hel | er drove to the Gracious Palns. He parked the old cab in its usual stall

He took the elevator up. It was still early in the day and there was no interference on ny
viewer. | could see what he did. There were two whores in his suite. They were practicing ways to
undo a wistlock. One of them asked, "Pretty boy, is it the thunb you use in this grip or the
first finger? Margi e says... Wiy, what's the matter?" She saw sonething nust be very wong when
she | ooked closely at Heller's face.

He was openi ng cabinets and getting out suitcases. He was begi nning to pack

In alarmthe two whores ran out. | could hear one pounding on doors down the hall, one door
after another. The other whore was on the hall phone talking quickly.

Hel | er just kept on packing.

When he turned around, there were nunerous wonen standing in the door in different states of
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undress. They | ooked al arned. A high-yellow cane forward, "Pretty boy, are you | eaving?"

Hell er didn't answer. He just went on packing.

There were nore girls at the door. They were beginning to cry.

Hel | er was getting out the racks and racks of clothes and binding themw th cords.

There was a comotion at the door. Heller |ooked up. Vantagi o had shoul dered his way through
the mob of weeping girls.

"What the hell is this, kid?" said Vantagio.

Hel | er said, "Has Babe call ed?"

Vantagio said, "No," in a puzzled voice.
"She will," said Heller. "She will.'
Vantagi o said, "Ch, kid. Babe sonetinmes gets upset. | should know. She gets over it."

Hel l er reached into his inside pocket. "Have you seen the norni ng papers?"

"I just got up," said Vantagi o. "Wat have the norning...?"

Hel | er had handed hima ripped-off front page of the New York Gimes.

Vantagio stared at it. He took it in. He went white. "Good God!"

Hel l er was indicating the piles of clothes. "These are no good to anybody el se. Wat would
you say the bills were?"

"Ch, kid..." said Vantagio, sadly.

"How nmuch were the tailor bills on these clothes?" demanded Hell er

"Kid, you don't have to...'

"Fifteen thousand?" said Heller

"Five," said Vantagio. "No nore than five. But kid..."

"Here's five thousand," said Heller and began to count out the bills. "My safe downstairs is
enpty. Now there's the matter of the old cab. Bang-Bang will need it so he can still say he has a
job. He's on parole, you know. And he has to go on with nmy mlitary classes at Enpire University.
So how much is the cab worth?"

"Ch, kid..." said Vantagio. He hinself was beginning to | ook teary-eyed.

"Five thousand," said Heller. "We'lIl call it five thousand. It was expensive to rebuild. Now,
was there anything else | owe here? ..."

Vantagio didn't answer. He had his face buried in a silk handkerchi ef.

Hel l er took his hand and put the ten thousand in it. He finished up stuffing things into his
bags.

There were girls all around him pleading with him "Don't go, pretty boy, don't go!"

They were tugging at him

He asked themto help carry his clothes. They would not touch them He had to go get a cart
hinself. He loaded it.

"Kid," said Vantagio, pleading. "I think you are nmaki ng an awful nistake. If she had intended
you to go she would have called."

Hel | er said, "She intended."

He pushed the | oaded cart to an el evator.

He went down to the basenent. The girls, bare of feet and crying, came down in the other
el evat or.

Hel l er | oaded the cab.

He | ooked back at Vantagio and the crowd. Two security nen were standing there, |ooking sad,
shaki ng their heads.

My viewer was m sted.

Hel l er had tears in his eyes!

He drove away fromthe silent crowd. He could still see themin the rearview nirror. Then
they were out of sight.

At the Enpire State Building, he parked in a cab rank and got a hand truck. A cabby friend
offered to take the old taxi to its nearby lot.

Hel | er wheel ed the handcart to his office.

There was a side resting roomthere and he put sone of his luggage in it. He put his toilet
kit in the bathroom He didn't have roomfor his clothes and he piled themon the sofas.

lzzy came in, saw the clothes. He didn't speak. He just | ooked aghast.

"I''ll be living here," said Heller.

lzzy finally spoke. "I knew it would cone to this. Fate has a way with it, M. Jet. And it
al ways has nore tricks waiting up the path."

"I's there sonething el se wong?" said Heller

lzzy twisted around. Heller pressed. lzzy finally said, "The IRS won't wait. They're
demandi ng everything we have. | wasn't able to nake enough on arbitrage. Wrd just canme in from
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the IRS District Ofice.

They' re going to inmpound every corporation whether it is legal to do it or not. | didn't want
to tell you. | saw your norning press. But that's not all of it, I'mafraid. Wien IRS finds they
are not going to be paid, they'll turn their public relations people |oose, snear these

corporations all over the nedia. It's ruin. Unless a miracle happens, we won't even have this
of fice in another nonth."

He left nournfully.

Hel | er sat down at the desk.

The cat had been followi ng himaround fromthe nonent he had conme in. It junmped up now and
took its place underneath the desk lanp. It sat there studying him

Hell er said to the cat, "You picked the wong guy to be responsible for." He sounded beaten.

VI CTORY!

| had won!

PR!

What a totally effective assassin's tool! And how pai nful, too!

And better: nobody, neither the victimnor the public, ever knew where the bullets had cone
from

Suddenly, | understood the power controls of Earth. So this was how even enpires were broken
and made. By the PRs. And then the PRs even wote the history books!

In one deadly blast, Madison had stopped the mighty Heller cold. Wth a few lines of ink
based only on his inmagination, Madison was directing the destinies not only of Earth but of
Vol tar! No wonder Bury considered hi mso dangerous!

The PRs were the true Gods of this planet! Gods of wath and m sery. But Gods nonet hel ess!
What a weapon they wi el ded! Wat destruction they wought! Magnificent!

Chapter 9

| had been so fascinated with the gl orious weapon, PR, that | had not realized that tinme was
passi ng, every instant of which m ght spell deadly danger to me. After all, | had not turned up at
M ss Pinch's last night. Also, Bury would not be pleased at all and m ght even send anot her phone-
call team | was in no condition to withstand the U S. Arny Signal Corps, nuch less a flank attack
by snakes.

It was getting on toward noon. | painfully dragged nmyself out of bed and tottered in the
direction of Utanc's room

The suite's side door was open! This had never happened before.

Scenting a new disaster with an experienced nose, | peered in.

Her room was enpty!

No trunks. Nothing in the closet or drawers.

She was gone!

| didn't know what plane!

| didn't have a ticket!

I had only eighty or ninety dollars! Nowhere near enough to get ne out of New York.

Then | realized she woul d probably call when she had picked up the tickets. O course, that
was it.

My hands were bandaged. So was much of ny body. It hurt to nove. But | knew | had better

pack. Struggling and funbling, | went to work, screaning slightly every now and then.

It was very exhausting. Before | could strap anything up, | had to rest. | sank down in a
chair.

There were newspapers scattered about the floor. My jaded eye | anded on a news story. | was

surprised that the paper contained any other news than the Wiiz Kid's capers. The story said:
I RS SUSPECT COWM TTED

Arginal P. Pauper was today commtted to WAl nut Lodge Nut House by Internal Revenue Service
routine desk-agent order.

Pauper is alleged to have failed to file an income tax return

The IRS order also required that Pauper be el ectric-shocked, given a prefrontal | obotony and
thereafter tortured for life in the institution

"He needed professional help," the I RS spokesman said, "and only our psychiatrists can give him
t hat .

"He cl ai med he had spent the sixty cents in question on stanps to mail his return." However,
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all returns not sent by registered mail and delivered by a Rolls Royce painted blue with yell ow
stripes are, of course, waste-basketed, so the defense is preposterous."

Pauper's wi dow and or phans have been ground into neatballs to pay the tax penalti es.

IRS N.Y. District Chief Stoney T. Blood issued a public statenent: "IRS uber alles! And | et
that be a |l esson to you, you dunb suckers!"

Over 300, 000,000 Anericans are said to be tax delinquent each year

I knew it was PR | knew it was sinply a planted story to frighten people into paying their
taxes. But in spite of knowing all that, it scared nme spitless!

Havi ng al ready seen that day the havoc PR could weak, it stood nmy hair on end!

| had no nore than finished reading it when the phone rang.

Thank heavens! It nust be Utanc to tell ne what plane. | answered.
A gruff voice said, "lInkswtch?"
I was so startled, | said, "lInkswitch."

"Good. This is the IRS New York Delinquency Ofice. Just a routine verification that you are
there." He hung up
My hair was not only standing up, it was crackling!

Oh, | had to get out of here! Three years in a Federal pen with hombs even worse than M ss
Pi nch woul d make a brain operation wel cone!

I locked all ny suitcases. Then | noticed that | had forgotten to get dressed. | didn't have
the energy to unstrap everything. Lying in the wastebasket was the suit | had worn at the | ast
visit to Mss Pinch. Frantically, | pulled it on

| sneezed!

It stunk violently of red pepper, Tabasco and rnustard!

There was no tine. | would have to take what clue I had. Uanc had said a four o'clock plane.

I would flee to the airport!

| called down for a bellboy and a cart and told themto get a cab at the door. This m ght be
a close thing. Police always verify if you're in before they knock down the place with battering
rams, so | RS would of course do even worse

The bel I boy piled ny |uggage on his hand truck. He pushed it to the front of the el evator
door, waiting for the car to cone up. Sonebody rmust be coming up in that [ift!

Sone sixth sense told me to be cautious. The stairwell door was close to hand. | faded into
it, holding it open a crack.

The el evator arrived and the door opened.

Two of the toughest-1|ooking nen | have ever seen stepped out into the penthouse foyer! They
had bl ack hats, gray overcoats, huge shoul ders and great, black nustaches! Mean

They knocked |ike thunder on the sitting-room door

Ch, thank CGods for Apparatus training! | fled down the stairwell, unm ndful of the agony
every novenent caused
Speeding, | went down all thirty stories of the hotel

| burst into the | obby.

The doorman recogni zed ne. He beckoned. The cab was sitting there.

My bel | boy and baggage had already arrived. It was being put in the cab. So slow, so slow
My eye was pinned on the el evator doors in the | obby.

In desperation, | waved a ten-dollar bill at the bell boy.

He stopped to nmake sure it wasn't counterfeit!

The manager was coming out. | thought it was to tell ne the bill wasn't paid. |Instead, he
shook nme by the hand and said, "Congratulati ons on your |eaving, M. Inkswitch. Please use another
hotel when you return.” | was so relieved to realize Utanc had paid the bill.

The del ay was nearly fatal

The two tough guys canme out of the elevator

| leaped into the cab and screamed, "John F. Kennedy International Airport!"

The driver sped away.

I was | ooking back.

| had beaten theni

W battered our way through congested traffic. W plunged down into the Queens M dtown

Tunnel . W energed into the flowing traffic of Route 495. | | ooked back. For a nmoment | could see
the UN fading. | was nmaking it! Wat a relief!
Wait. Many cars behind us. A gray vehicle was threading its way closer! | stared with ny face

pressed nore closely to the gl ass.
THE TWO TOUGH MEN!
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Not only that, they seenmed to have recogni zed me! One was waving frantically for us to pul
over and stop.

I didn't have nuch noney. But | |eaned forward. "A twenty-dollar tip if you | ose that gray
car!"

"Fifty dollahs," said the cabby.

"Fifty dollars!" | said

W sped forward. We swayed and tire-screeched around trucks. W cut desperately in front of
cars whose brakes shrieked as they stanped down to m ss us.

Every sway was agony to my tortured and brui sed body. Gods, would | be glad to get out of New
York—+f | nade it!

We got onto Wodhaven Boul evard. W roared through the wintry Forest Park. W rocketed past
Kew Gardens. We bl asted by Aqueduct Race Track

We canme screaning into the passenger terminal of John F. Kennedy Airport. | |ooked anxiously
on the back trail. They still might come. | paid the cabby. | then had only eighteen dollars left!

"What airline?" said a black porter with a cart.

"I don't know," | said.

He was | oadi ng my baggage on his snmall truck. "Well, you c¢c'n take yo' choice, then. They's

Pan Am They's TWA. But if'nit's TWA, we bettah git anothah cab 'cause this is Pan Am Now, nme,
f'um mah study of the crashes..."

| thought fast. Four o'clock. Maybe only one plane left at four. "Wat goes to Rome or London
or somepl ace at four?"

"Well, ah thinks they is one fo
Trinydad wheh it is nb' wahm™

"Rone. Take ne to that counter."

He did. It was long, long before plane tine.

"I nkswi tch?" said the clerk. "W don't have any reservation in that nane. | wll cal
central ..."

I wasn't listening. | had been casting gl ances back toward the door

THERE THEY WERE

| hysterically threw three one-dollar bills at the porter. "Take care of my baggage!"

Rone at fo'. But if you ain't too partickler, ne, 1'd go to

I fled.

Darting through a troop of Grl Scouts, colliding with a woman carryi ng a Peki ngese who gave
me a shove, | was propelled into the mdst of an Aynpic ski team It was a |lifesaver. They gave
me such a vigorous rejection that I went like a bowing ball into a crowd of priests. The
confusion was so great, all | had to do was keep rolling and | was in through the door of a nen's
washr oom

| hastily got a coin out and with an agoni zed sigh of relief | was safely inside a john.

| sat there for a bit. | hurt so nuch, | forgot to pull nmy feet up. Then | renenbered the

technique and did so. It was just in tine.
Two pairs of heavy boot s!
The two tough nmen were coming down the line of |ocked toilets, |ooking under the doors!
They didn't see ne.
They were in a hurry.
They went on.
Only then could | pernit nyself to suffer. The bruises were just one big general pain from

the cab ride. | was sure the cuts were bleeding again fromthe bowing-ball trip. Wat one had to
go through just to execute his sinple duties!

Stifling a sneeze, | abruptly renenbered that | had forgotten to phone the New York office
and get Raht to turn on the 831 Relayer. Wthout it, | would be blind about Heller

| had lots of time before four o' clock. The problemwas how to get out of this place and to a
phone wi t hout being spotted.

Cetting brave, | left the john cubicle.

There was a nan, a very big man, over by a wash bowl. He had a rather extensive kit spread
out and he was shaving with an old bl ade razor

He was facing sideways to the entrance door. He had hung his hat—a sort of hunting hat with
two bills front and back—and his coat—a bl ack and white checkered macki naw—en a hook quite cl ose
to the door.

Bei ng of a cunning frame of mind, | knew that he would shortly wash his face. He woul d have
soap in his eyes for a nonent. | waited. Sure enough, over he bent.
Quick as a flash, | had the hat and coat. Quicker, | slid out of the washroom expertly

getting themon at the sanme nonent.
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The odd, red cap was awfully big. It fitted easily over ny own hat. The | oud-checked macki naw
was huge, nore |ike an overcoat on nme. Adequate disguise!

| peered cautiously about. Yes! There they were, the two tough nmen! But they were facing the
ot her way, |ooking along lines of people.

| got to a coin-change nmachi ne and converted ten dollars to change. | certainly was | ow on
cash.

Adequat el y nasked by the hat and coat, | slid into a glass-encl osed phone kiosk. | dialled
the New York office.

"Put Raht on the phone," | said.

They had sonme idiot clerk fromFlisten on their reception: | could tell by the crazy way he
had of pronouncing his S's: He nmade theminto Z's. "I amzorry. The poor Raht iz in the hozpita
ztill. Conplicationz. The pneunpnia iz not rezponding to the penizillin. Hz condition iz
critical. Whom zhall | zay called?"

I was furious! | was zo zizzling, | znapped ztraight over into gutter Flizten. An idiot like

that couldn't hope to understand Standard Vol tarian, much | ess plain English. "Vacations!
Vacations! That's all you people ever think about!"

"O Denpons of the green abyss!" he said in Flisten. "This nust be Oficer Gis!" He sounded
scared. That was better

"Now listen to nme," | snarled at himin Flisten. "You order Raht to stop faking and handl e
the Enmpire State and make himreport in or 1'Il have himfilled full of red Tabasco Signal Corps!
And listen, you idiot, if | ever catch you speaking Flisten again on an Earth phone line I'll nake

you listen to A Night on Bare Mountain with rolling pins! Got it?"

He had it. It was the nost terrible curse | could think of. He was gibbering!

| hung up, feeling a bit better

Madi son! | ought to call Madison and tell himwhat a magnificent job he had done. A PR
triunph! And also that | was | eaving. Then Bury woul dn't know where to send the snakes.

| inserted the coins and hit the buttons. Amazing! It was Madi son hinmsel f who answered.
"Thank you for calling right back, M. Underslung. Wat progress have you made in getting the Wiz
Kid an Oscar for underhanded driving?"

"No, no," | sneezed. "This is Tabasco Smith, | nmean M. Snith. Madison, | absolutely had to
call and tell you what a magnificent job you have done. You are a wonder. Thank Gods for PR and
pl ease tell M. Bury |I have gone off on a long trip to spy on the Signal Corps for Mss Agnes."

"Job done?" he said, sounding mystified. "But this canmpaign isn't over, Smth, far fromit!
It has a long, long way to go yet to achieve lasting inage. Wait until you see tonorrow s papers!
They will say that he nmade so much noney betting against hinself in the race that he will give the
bribe in full to the Kansas farmers."

There it was again, the thing which |I hadn't understood before. "Wiat's all this about Kansas
farnmers?”

"You don't get that?" he said, amnazed. "Good heavens, you surely are a long way from
professional. My orders are to nmake his nanme a household word and to nmake himinmmortal. Since the
i mage of 'the man who started World War 11" was ruined, | have had to take a different tack. The
one I amworking on nowis 'Jesse Janes.' He was a fanous outlaw who fought the railroads in
Kansas by robbing trains and gave the loot to the farners. He is one of the great Anerican folk
heroes. Deathless. So if | can give Wster a Jesse Janes-type inmage, all will be well. It can
change, though. PR is a fluid subject, Inkswitch, and above all we've got to keep that front page
no matter how many natural cataclysns get in the way. If | try very hard and stay with the
fundanmental s of professional PR, the Wiz Kid will make it, but it will take tinme. Nowif you wll
get off my phone, 1'd appreciate it. |I'm shorthanded today since Hoodward was shot at the airport
by Faustino's men and Ted Tranp's wife is having a baby. |'mexpecting calls from various racing
associations to get the Wiz Kid debarred fromevery track in Anerica so we can cone back the next
day and claimthey are just terrified to race against him And for the day after that, | have to
get riots organized by those who | ost bets and riots take a |ot of advance tine. So | need all ny
phones!"

Yes, | sure could see he was beautifully busy. "Please tell M. Bury," | sneezed, "that both
the Signal Corps and M ss Agnes have snake detectors. Good-bye."

I hung up. Well, that was out of the road. Did | need to call the Security Chief at Octopus
and tell himl would not be around? Then | renenbered that anything connected with me canme up
bl ank on the conputer and they couldn't tell whether I was working or not. And M ss Pinch mni ght
have a bug on that line. Also, IRS mght trace the call. In fact, they m ght be tracing ne right
now. . . .

SCRAPE!
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The door of the phone kiosk flew open

I cowered back, but not in tinme!

It was the owner of the hat and coat!

He | ooned |ike a nountain!

A huge paw sei zed ne!

I was yanked ferociously out of the ki osk.

| saw a fist cocked in mdair

VHAM

An anvil seened to hit me in the eye!

Down | went on the floor. THUD went ny head agai nst the edge of the phone boot h!
PLOW E!

Into the air around me went a cloud of stars.

The sound wasn't fromthe stars. It was froma boot in ny side
He tore the macki naw off of me. He grabbed the hat.

THUNK!
He kicked ne again in the side.
| shut ny eyes tight. | was waiting for the next kick. It didn't come. | opened ny eyes.

TWD PAI RS OF HEAVY BOOTS! Right by my face

The two tough nmen had caught up with ne!

| was done for!

| 1 ooked up. One bent over and yanked nme to ny feet.

The other was reaching into his pocket. Gun? Handcuffs?

The first one said, "Are you Achmed Ben Nutti ?"

Ch, ny Gods. At Pan Am | had asked for reservations in the name of Inksw tch. Achned Ben
Nutti was the United Arab League name | had been travelling under and had passports for

| was too weak to fight. Chinning was in order. "Yes, | am Achnmed Ben Nutti and | have
di pl omatic status! You can't arrest ne!"

"Arrest you?" he said. "No, no, Conrade. W are fromthe Bolshoi Travel Agency. W have been
trying hard to catch you and give you your ticket!"

He was dusting me off and it made a cl oud of nustard-pepper-Tabasco odors fly into the air
W both sneezed.

"Here are all your flight papers,” said the other tough-looking man. "W have al ready found
and checked your baggage aboard. You had better hurry, Conrade. That's your flight they're calling
now. "

"He doesn't seemto be able to walk," said the other, sneezing again. "Let's carry himover
to the first-class gate and get themto | et us through. W can dunp hi m aboard."

W went through the rat nmaze of detectors, past the cooperative attendants, down a gangway
and into the side of a ship. W were the |ast ones aboard. | had al nost mi ssed the plane! It
evidently was an earlier one!

They dunped ne in a first-class seat.

Ut anc! She was caped and hooded and veiled, sitting right there!

"Darling!" | cried.

Ut anc grabbed a passing blue sleeve. "Purser," she said, "l see you have a |lot of enpty seats
at the back. Could you please dunp nmy owner into one of then? He is making nme feel like |I'm going
to sneeze!"

He gave a snappy salute. "Pan Am service, ma'am”™

The purser snapped his fingers for a stewardess and in no tine the two of themhad ne cl ear
at the back of the first-class conpartnment and were covering ny clothes with a plastic sheet and
buckling me in.

| sank back. Surrounded with the posh luxury of a first-class superjet, conplete with classic
Geek tenples in the nurals, | sighed a sigh, somewhat interrupted with a sneeze, as anxiety ebbed
out .

And so, gratefully, | sawthe landing strip race by and presently, bendi ng sideways w thout
too much pain, watched the snbggy skyline of New York grow srmall and fade away.

Thank Gods, | had nade it.

Later, the dinner being served fromcarts on the aisle was delicious. But a glass of wine, no
matter if served with great cerenony in first class, aloft, does not substitute for a good crysta
bal I .

Wth its usual evil grin, fiendish Fate had been busy, just ahead, sorting out avail able
di sasters. The one it chose to first serve up for nme was horrible. The very nenory of it nakes ne
Wi nce.
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PART THI RTY- FOUR
Chapter 1

The THY (Turkish Airlines) plane slid down toward Afyon. The snow capped peaks lined up to
poi nt at Afyonkarahisar's wintry finger. It was a striking view of a bleak terrain: how could any
human bei ngs possibly survive in the villages which dotted the hostile nountains and the plain? A

scene of utter desolation, it had one saving grace: | was honme! The optical illusion, which made a
mount ai ntop and marked the Voltar base, was still in place—suitably wintry now-so | was not only
hone, | was still connected to Voltar, ny real native |and.

And | was still alive!

What a relief!

W | anded and while we waited for the |anding stage to roll up and the door to open, Utanc
stepped close to me. She put her dainty hand upon ny sleeve, a favor | so sel dom enjoyed. She
| ooked at me, her eyes |arge and dark and pl eadi ng above her veil

"Ony master," she whispered, "we still have a little noney left." She was hol di ng her purse
open now. It was absolutely stuffed with noney. "May | keep it?"

"Ch, dear Utanc, what a nanager you are! O course you may keep it." | was quite touched.
| magi ne doi ng that whole trip on nuch |l ess than a hundred thousand dol |l ars! Besides, | still had
mllions in the gold I had brought from Voltar

She closed the purse with a snap and was first down the plane steps.

Sone people were at the airport gate. The taxi driver, Karagoz and, ah yes, Utanc's two
little servant boys!

Cl oak pressed against her by the wintry wind, Uanc raced toward the gatel!

The two little boys burst through and, crowing with delight, sped across the tarmac to neet

her!

She gathered them up, huggi ng them

Both of them had their arns around her neck and she was kissing their cheeks through her
veil. Wat a bundle of welcone! They were trying to tell her everything that had happened since
she had been gone and trying to find out what she had brought for themall at the sane tine.

They ignored nme as | linped painfully by them

Karagoz ignored ne. The taxi driver ignored ne. | went through the ternminal to the parking

area. Karagoz had evidently brought the boys in Uanc's BMNVfor there it sat al ongside the tax
driver's taxi

The wind was very dry and cold and a bit gritty. | was getting chilled and it wasn't doing ny
unheal ed wounds any good.

Finally they canme through the parking |ot door, the two small boys chattering and excited,
eyes glow ng. They did | ook somewhat |ike Rudol ph Val enti no and Janmes Cagnhey as they must have
| ooked as children. That surely had been a successful present!

Ut anc was saying to the taxi driver, "Now, here are the shipping manifests for the trunks.
They couldn't conme on this plane but when they do, you be sure to hire a truck to pick them up
Now we wi |l go hone."

Kar agoz stepped cl ose to her and whi spered sonething in her ear

Utanc said, "lce cream How would you two dear little boys like sone ice creamover in town?"

They shrieked their approval of the plan

Karagoz, Utanc and the two little boys got in her BMW and with veiled Utanc behind the
wheel, it rocketed out of the parking lot, screeched its tires as it turned into the road to Afyon
and was gone.

The taxi driver loaded his taxi with the bags we had checked through on this plane and
shortly we were headed for the villa.

"Well, how is she working out?" he flung back at ne as he dodged through the canels and
donkey carts.
"She is absolutely amazing," | said. "Not only is she a great slave but she al so happens to

be the best (bl eeped) noney nanager you ever sawl She handled all our funds on that very expensive
trip and just now when we got off the plane she nust have had nearly all of the original nobney
left. Amazing! | don't know how she did it!"

"Yeah, she was sure a bargain,"” said the taxi driver. "Cheap, too. They don't make sl aves
like that anynore. Her turn-in value would be alnost as high as the original price. You want |
shoul d ever trade her in on a new nodel ?"

"Never!" | said firmy. "Not even if they cone out with a new rear end."
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W were drawing close to the villa. There seened to be a nunber of cars parked on the road
outside it. The taxi driver found a place to stop

Creakily, | got out. |I went through the gate.

The yard was full of nen!

My refl exes, after all | had been through, were not very quick. | didn't get any chance to
retreat.

A hul ki ng brute stepped behind ne!
Anot her hul king brute stal ked up to ne and used my Turkish Earth-name. "You Sultan Bey?"

"That's him" said another. "I know him"

Anot her junped in front of nme. "I'mfromthe American Oppress Conpany! Here is your bill.
It's overdue!"

Anot her shoul dered through. "I'mfromthe Dunner's Club. Here is your bill."

Yet anot her shoul dered through. "I1'm from Masker-Charge! \Wat are you going to do about this
bill?"

Still another crowded up. "I'mfromthe Squeeza Credit Card Corporation. One nonth interest

on your first nmonth's purchases is already nore than the original anpunt!"

In chorus, a very nenacing one, they yelled, "Wen are we going to get paid?"

| staggered back. | couldn't stagger very far as they were henming nme in. They were al
wavi ng bill s!

It hit me! Utanc had gotten credit cards on ny apparently affluent nane and position before
we | eft. She had done the whole trip on CREDIT CARDS

Chapter 2

| saw sone of the anpunts they were waving. HUGE! The best hotels, all first-class travel
all the best shops...

Wak as | was, | still had sonme wits to gather about ne. My gold! Painful though it night be,
I would have to part with some gol d.

| held up a bandaged hand. "Enough!" | cried. "You will be paid!" | would save the old
honest ead!

I rushed across the yard, across the house patio, into ny bedroom into the closet and
t hrough the secret door

There it was, the stack of boxes in the corner of ny secret room all narked as "dangerously
radi oactive" to keep people away.

I gnoring the pain to ny hands and the agony it caused to bend over, | ripped the lid off a
box. Qittering yellow | picked up a fifty-pound bar. It would wei gh 41. 6+ pounds on Earth. At
twel ve ounces Troy to the pound, that was 499. 99+ ounces. Gold was above $700 when | |ast | ooked.

This bar should be worth nore than $349, 999. 99! That should hold them

| struggled out with it. They gaped when | reappeared on the lawn. | dropped it in front of
them "This gold, if you cash it in, should take care of everything. And be sure to credit me with
the difference."

They fought their way to it. One hul king brute got possession. He took out a pen knife and
cut into the bar

He stared.

He showed the others

| stared.

The sliver he had cut off was | ead!

"Sultan,"” he said in a | ow and nenaci ng voice, "that bar is just lead painted with gilt
paint! Are you trying to put us off?"

| couldn't believe it!

| checked it nyself. Just lead with a coat of gilt paint on it.

The creditors instantly started grabbing rugs out of the house!

"Wait! Wait!" | cried.

| struggl ed back to nmy secret room

I began to open boxes and |ift out bars. N ne cases. Seventeen nore fifty-pound bars. Eight
hundred and fifty nore pounds of lifting. A frantic knife cutting slivers!

They were all lead with a gilt coat of paint! But it had been real gold before | had left for
New Yor k! 1 had checked it!
Aching and battered, the bandages on my hands coming apart, | regained the | awn.

Not only did they have piles of rugs and furniture stacking up, they were now al so herdi ng
the donestic staff out. They began to put ankle cuffs on them and connect themtogether on a |ong
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chain. One hulking brute cried, "They'll bring a good price in the slave markets of Arabia!"
"Wait! WAit!" | begged. "I will pay you! It's just that | have a slight headache."
The taxi driver was still there. | leaped into his cab. | would still save the ol d honestead.
"Mudl i ck Construction Conpany!" | cried, "And to Hells with the canels!"

At great cost to ny bruises fromthe bunps, we went careening back to Afyon. Wth scream ng
brakes we skidded to a stop at Mudlick

| rushed in. The nanager said, "l've been expecting you." He went right over to the safe,
opened it and took out stacks of U. S. dollar bank notes. It was really painful to see those going
into a sack and know I woul d never be able to caress them

A quarter of a mllion dollars! My half of the kickback on that construction cost. | signed
the receipt.

We went tearing back to the villa.

In agony fromthe bunps, | got out of the snoking taxi.

| stalked into the yard.

They had waited. The rugs were still piled up. The staff, in leg irons, was still standing
t here.

Triunphantly, | threw the sack of bank notes at them

They all tore it apart and began to count it.

Then the Dunner's Club nan cried, "There's only a quarter of a million dollars here!" He
turned his back on it. He got a piece of paper froman aide. He waved it. "Here is ny order for
forecl osure! Get a padl ock on those gates!"”

"Wait! Wait!" | screaned. "I will pay! I will pay!" Ye Gods, how nuch were those bills?

| turned to the taxi again. "To Faht Bey's office!" | would save the old honestead in spite
of Hell s!

Wth engine roaring and ny bruises shrieking, we braked in front of the Internationa
Agricultural Training Center for Peasants. | went reeling into the Base Comander's office.

Faht Bey | ooked at ne. "I've been expecting you," he said, a deadly |ook on his fat face.

"Gve ne amllion dollars!" | said.

“Can't do it!" he said.

| was astonished. "Look," | said. "I started this hospital project. You have two hundred
gangsters coning in here to get their faces renondelled. At $100,000 each, that's $20, 000, 000! The
buil dings only cost a mllion. You got $19, 000,000 clear! Wat do you nean, you can't? Look at
that profit!"

"Little enough to conpensate for all the danage you do. Besides, the denand for drugs from
Lonbar Hisst is out of sight in tonnage. W're barely maki ng both ends neet."

"I"'min trouble!" | wailed.

"When weren't you?" said Faht Bey. "But | have a proposition for you. If you will agree to
certain terns, you can have a quarter of a mllion."

"The terms?" | begged.

"When the credit card bills began to cone in, | made up ny nind and wote it all out for you
to sign. Here it is."

| read it:

I, Soltan Gris, hereby swear and affirmto stop grafting, chiselling and enbezzling nonies
fromthe Earth Base Treasury. | will denmand not one nore cent after this final payoff and | will
absol utely undertake to place no nore contracts for construction so | can get a kickback fromthe
contractors as | have been doing.

Sign, Sworn, Attested, Wtnessed.

| was desperate. But this was horrible!

Faht Bey said, "If you refuse to signit, | will sinply let those credit card people tear you
to pieces."

He had the quarter of a million in stacks, right there.

| signed! He got his wife and the security guard to witness it.

Stuffing the packets of bank notes in a handy sack, | regained the cab. W went scorching
back to the villa.

| staggered out of the taxi. | nade ny way to the waiting nob. | flung the bag at them

They pounced on it. They tore it apart. They counted it.

"Aha!" said the American Qppress man. "He has covered the first month of bills!"

They agreed. They got the shackles off the staff. They brushed them off. They put the rugs
and furniture back in place.
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| was reeling. | had saved the old homestead. But at what a terrible sacrifice! And it and
woul d both be swept away again in just a few weeks when the rest of the bills cane in

But that wasn't what caused nme to coll apse.

When they had everything in order again, the whole nob cane over to ne. They were fawning.

"Ah, Sultan Bey," said Dunner's Cub. "I speak for all of us. You have net your first nonth's
bills. You have proven your credit beyond any doubt. W are waiving any linit we thought we might
have to i nmpose. Feel free to charge whatever you like, any anount you |like, anywhere in the whole
wor | d!"

The others raised a cheer

What an awful, awful sentinment!

| fainted dead away!

Chapter 3

| came to, lying in the yard, right where | had collapsed. The staff had pretty well cleaned
things up. They were wal ki ng around, even stepping over ne.

| becane afraid they would sweep ne into one of their trash bags. | was far too weak to
resist.

Suddenly, | recognized howreally sick | was. | knew | had to get to the hospital while |
still had the ability to nove sonewhat.

The taxi driver wasn't there.

An ol d Chevy station wagon was in the yard. | crawled over to it on ny hands and knees. They
used to keep a spare key under the mat. Wth enornous strain, | lifted up the corner of the floor
coveri ng.

The key!

| haul ed nyself up by the steering colum. | sonehow got under the wheel

It started!

Oh, Gods, if | could just hold out until | got to the hospital

A camel driver saw ne coming. | was driving awmfully slow He saw who was behind the wheel. He
got his beasts off the road quick. Lucky for nme: the canmels m ght have attacked ne.

Going five nmles an hour, concentrating on every yard of advance, | finally saw the sign
ahead:

WORLD UNI TED CHARI Tl ES
MERCY AND BENEVCLENT

HOSPI TAL

It | ooked rmuch bigger. The warehouses were up and a new wi ng had been added.

I was distracted by the fact that it was all |andscaped! A couple of peasant wonmen were doing
winter trimon rose bushes. They screaned at ne when a wheel inadvertently went off the drive
slightly and made a furrowin their lawn. | couldn't understand the comption: cold weather had
turned the grass brown.

Distracted, | hadn't seen a little Fiat nove around ne and sneak into the parking place

toward which | was headed. It was bright red and at the last instant | saw that it was opening its
door.

CRASH!

The door hit the side of the Chevy.

The curb stopped ne. | sonehow nanaged to shut off the ignition

Sonebody was getting out of the Fiat. A voice! "Wat in the name of Allah are you doing, you
crosseyed canel! My car, ny poor car!" In the rearview side nmirror, sonebody was bendi ng down

stroking at a dent. That sonebody pronptly stood up and cane stormng to the side of the Chevy.
"My new Fiat! You wecked ny brand-new Fiat!"

It was Nurse Bildirjin!

She was al ongside ny door. She | ooked. She saw who it was! Fury contorted her face! "So
you' re back, you (bleepard)!"

It wasn't a very friendly welconme to the portals of Mercy and Benevol ence even if its
princi pal business was the altering of the I.D. of gangsters.

"I"'mdying," | managed to get out.

"Real | y?" she said. It changed her whol e denmeanor. "You wouldn't fool me, would you?" She
turned and ran like the quail she was named after, straight into the hospital yelling gaily, "Hey,
Doc! You got to cone out! Sultan is outside actually dying! Hurray, hurray!"”
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It did produce a certain conmotion. A lot of women with children rushed fromthe waiting room
and forned a staring ring, |aughing and chattering excitedly.

At length, Dr. Prahd Bittlestiffender pushed his way through the cheering throng. He was
followed by a couple of orderlies pushing a cart with a corpse bag on it.

"Cadavers are usually delivered at the nortuary entrance," said Prahd in reproof. "Can't you
drive around there?"

"I"'mtoo weak," | said sadly. "Doctor, just this once, be kind. You' ve got to help me. I ama
survivor of the battle of New York. | ama victimof red pepper, Mss Agnes, mnustard, truncheons,
taxi cabs and snakes. | have crawl ed back hone with final |ast words: Cancel ny credit cards
before the U S. Arny Signal Corps finds Bury!"

"Ch, | don't think we need to go to the expense of burying you. But speaking of credit cards,
when does ny pay start?"

"Must we tal k about noney?" | wept. "Please help nme, Doctor. | amin agony!"

Prahd had them stuff nme in the corpse bag and soon we were in his operating room He pushed
the mal e attendants out and bolted the door

It was with shock that | realized | was alone with Prahd and Nurse Bildirjin!

In a very businesslike fashion, they stripped off ny clothes. They laid ne out on an
operating table. Nurse Bildirjin busied herself with strapping down ny wists and ankles. It was
all too reminiscent of recent traumatic experiences.

"What are you going to do?" | begged. "No gas! Don't put ne out."

"Rel ax," said Prahd. "W are sinply here in our professional capacity.'’
"My, ny, what a ness!"

Nurse Bildirjin said hopefully, "Wat were you in? Atrain weck conbined with an airplane
crash? All cut and black and blue. Doc, naybe he wandered into a sausage factory and they ni stook
hi m properly for a pig."

"What are these pits on your stonmach?" said Prahd. "The ones with the black bits at the
bott on®?"

He was | ooking at ne.

| | ooked down at ny stomach. "Powder grains,” | said. "Black powder."

"Well, well," said Prahd. "Very uncosnetic. They will have to conme out. Get on it, Nurse
Bildirjin, if you please."

"Real | y?" she said with delight. "Isn't that surgical, doctor?"

"No, no," said Prahd. "Very minor conpared to the rest of this."

She efficiently got some instruments and a pan and began to take out the first black grain

YOW

"Now, the rest of this is nore inportant,"” said Prahd. He began to pass a scope over ny body.
"Hah! Three cracked ribs. One chi pped pel vis bone. Numerous bl ood blisters..."

He was taking notes. Nurse Bildirjin had sone huge pliers. "I think this will be faster!" She
dug in and cl osed them
YEEE- OW

"That's one. Now for the next."

"How many are there?" said Prahd.

"Ch, maybe two or three hundred," said Nurse Bildirjin.

"Do you have to make such big holes?" | screaned.

"Ch, yes," she said. "I night |eave sone. Very unsightly." She was digging for the next one
My Gods, this was far worse than the original blast! "Doctor, in your professional opinion," she
said conversationally as she worked, "don't you think he is a bit dinky?"

Prahd nodded. "Yes, | would say an inch is bel ow average. Wll, well! Wat is this? Wiat is
this? A crushed testicle!"

"That was when | was a boy!" | said. "YEE-ON Please, Nurse Bildirjin, not such big bites!
Those powder grains are awfully small. A farmer kicked me for drowning all his breeding ani mals.

It was a school vacation job and | was just trying to see if they could swm He was a very..
. YEEEEE- OWNAN "

"Well, that may have been done when you were a boy," said Prahd. "But now the other testicle
seenms to be in bad shape, too. That nust be an awfully tough town, New York. And especially hard
on testicles."”

"It is, it is," | said. "The prinmtives are... YEEEE- EEEE- ONNYNYYAYNYWN . .. real (bl eep)
breakers."

"I really think I had better put you under general gas," said Prahd. "There's hours and hours
of surgery and cellular handling here. And Nurse Bildirjin seens to be working very slowy today."

"I think this would go along faster," she said, "if | just burned themout. See, when this
el ectric probe touches one in the pan here, it explodes." It went Zzzt! and snoke rose. "Now
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will just go over here and turn on sone pop music...."
That was all it took. | fainted.

Chapter 4

| awoke.

| couldn't see!

| had no sense of body weight!

In fact, | didn't have any sense at all!

Maybe | was dead!

I blinked nmy eyes. Yes, | could feel myself blinking ny eyes.

Maybe they had thrown the rest of nmy body away. Maybe | was just a head!

Gods knew what a Voltarian cellologist would do. After all, | had known Doctor Crobe and how
he | oved to make human freaks. Maybe | was sonme sort of nmonster now. Maybe | | ooked |like a cat or
an octopus or Mss Pinch

Wrse than that: Earth psychol ogi sts and psychiatrists teach that all anyone is, is a bunch
of cells evolved up the evolutionary track, that the person hinself is just what his cells and
body make him There could be no doubt of the validity of their teachings, for one could be shot
for not believing them |f Prahd had changed ny cells, it followed by Earth psychol ogy that ny
personality would suffer a total shift! So what new personality would | have? Sonething sweet and
ki nd—cods forbid!l O sonething whining and propitiative, like |zzy—which of course would be even
| ess accept abl e.

What had been changed? If | knew Prahd and Nurse Bildirjin, it would be something utterly
under handed and with sone ghastly tw st!

There was a sort of dimglow around. An eerie light was coming hazily through the slits of
sonmething. Gradually | could get a hal f-seen inpression of ny inmedi ate environnent.

| was in a sort of a long tub, nidway between ceiling and floor. Only my head was out. The
rest of nme was suspended, probably by antigravity coils, in fluid: my body was not touching
anyt hi ng solid.

There were lights burning in the tub, probably emtting sonme strange wavel ength. It was
t hese, escaping through slits, that furnished the dim greenish glowin the room Cell catalysts
of some kind? | had no real idea

Accidentally, | noved ny eyes to the right.

A wi ndow

Through it | could see the pale sickle of a wintry nmoon. That was the noon of Earth! | was
still on Blito-P3.

| concentrated. Maybe | could estimate how nuch tine had gone by. If it took four and a half
hours to come out fromunder gas—a fact of which | was uncertai n—+ nmust have been on that
operating table for eight to ten hours! A very long tine.

VHAT HAD THEY DONE TO ME?

It seened to confirmmy worst suspicions. A nonster! Did | have flippers for feet? Did | now
have tentacles for hands? Maybe a beak instead of a nose?

Horrors! Wat personality changes would follow such shifts?

Oh, Gods, | should never have cone near those two fiends!

| had no question at all whether or not it was awful. That followed as the night the day. The
only question was about the exact horror design. Dracula? Did | now have |long teeth and live only
on fresh blood? Wuld | be able to live with nyself confortably under the dictates of this new
personality? | worked nmy jaws experimentally to see if they were now desi gned for severing jugul ar
vei ns.

My face was bandaged right up to the eyes!

| fussed and fumed and fretted through that dark and horrible night.

At least three centuries of worry later, dawn canme. Only another century after that, possibly
about nine according to the bleak sun through the wi ndow, Doctor Prahd Bittlestiffender came in

I found I could turn ny head and speak. "You put nme out!"

He smled. A very bad sign. He began to read neters and gauges around the suspended tub. Wen
he had noted themall down on a chart, he | ooked at ne and said, "I had to. You kept scream ng
even when you fainted. Nurse Bildirjin couldn't even hear her favorite radio program It's the
Hoochi - Hoochi Boys and Their Electric Cura Irizvas. She's only sixteen, you know, and she's a fan
of theirs. They cone on every day at..."

I knew the tactic. Trying to get nme off the subject and lull rmy suspicions. "You did
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sonet hing dreadful ,” | snarled. "You cellologists are all alike!"

"No, no. The work was just very extensive, that's all. You have no idea how bashed up you' ve
| et yourself becone in that strange career you have. A d, old injuries and wounds. A | ot of
i nproperly treated bone breaks. You apparently have not been in the habit of seeking professiona

care. | even took a coin out of your Kkidney."

"Aha!" | said. "You did all this just to recover a coin and enrich yoursel f!"

"No, no. It was only a two-cent piece fromthe planet Mddon. Somebody nust have shot it at
you. | put it in your wallet so your accounts wll balance. But all that aside, it was this |ast
escapade that could have crippled you for the rest of your days. | even had to replace three

square feet of skin entirely: it had sonme of the strangest things init. In that town you call New
York, the one that kept coming up in your screans, you surely nust have been running with a rough
crowd. "

"You didn't do anything el se?"

"No, | just put you together."

The day | believe a cellologist won't ever dawn. "You didn't change anyt hi ng?"

"Well, | had to work on your genitals a bit."

"I knew it!" | screanmed. "I knew you'd do sonmething awmful if you could put ne out!"

"No, no. All | did was nornalize things a bit. Purely routine cellological work. Wll, bye-
bye now. One of the gangsters | fixed doesn't |ike his new face: says it reni nds himof sonebody
called J. Edgar Hoover. But that isn't odd because that's where | got it from | need better
pi cture books. I'Il get some on ny own when ny pay starts.”

I frowned so sourly at this hint that he left.

Ch, | didn't Iike the | ooks of things at all. | know when people are hiding things from ne.
But | was helpless. | could only nove ny eyes and ny neck and tal k through the bandages on ny

face.
| was nore certain than ever that Prahd had done ne in.
The only question was, exactly how?

Chapter 5

Thr oughout that whole norning, | lay suspended in that (bl eeped) tub and stewed and funed.

| could see a Turkish tree through the wi ndow and t he nanepl at e—Zanco Cel|l Catalyst G owh
Machi ne, Mbdel 16 Magnaspeed—en the tub rim above ny face. The tree did not have the power to
occupy the mind very long. The naneplate, in Voltarian script, was far nore thought stinulating.
WHAT was it growing? Bird feet?

I couldn't see ny body. And after the two-thousandth reading, the naneplate was no nore
informative than it had been the first tine.

One' s inmmginati on can becone overactive.

Firmy, | steeled nyself to shut off speculation on future formand the effect it inevitably
woul d have upon ny personality and character
| wondered if | would be fed. | wasn't hungry but naybe starving me to death was part of

their dastardly plot.

The shadows on the tree said it nust be about noon

The door opened.

Nurse Bildirjin! She was dressed in a starched white nurse's uniformand cap. She was not
carrying a tray.

She had a notebook and chart in her hands. She went around reading all the meters or whatever
there was to record on the outside of the tub. She sent a glance or two at ny face. She | ooked
awful ly sly!

| decided to speak, regardl ess of consequences. Maybe | could get sone information out of

her .
"Where's ny food?" | said.
"Ch, you don't have to eat. You're connected to the fluids and containers in the tub."
"Gveneamrror," | said.
"I"'msorry. It's not allowed. Patients can get upset."
"What did you two do to ne?" | grated.
She faked a | ook of utter surprise.
I knew she woul dn't answer. | changed the subject. "I'mgoing crazy just floating here."
"Ch," she said, "I thought you had arrived there a long tinme ago, Sultan Bey." She gave a
nasty, sniggering |laugh at her own joke.

I didn't |augh.
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"But," she said, "I wouldn't want any conpl aints being circul ated about our care of
patients."

She left. She came back in about three minutes. She was carrying a radio on a strap. She hung
it sonewhere on the wall above and behind ny head. She put some ear phones on her ears. As she
tuned in, |eaking fromunder the pads | could hear the |stanbul hot pop station

She put the earphones over ny ears. She turned it up very loud. She left.

| don't care for comercials about bubble gum and canel feed. But everybody in Turkey these
days seenmed to be listening to hot pop

I couldn't take the earphones off or change the station

As the hours wore on, | found that the Goat Guys nust be especially popular for they played
their records frequently. And at |east once in every hour, they played their latest hit. Wth
flutes and druns and snarls and roars, it went:

You are ny nonster,

| am your canel.

You nake ne crazy,

The way you pl ay.

| only wonder,

Why ny dear nother

Bought strychni ne

And asked you here today.

At first, | was sort of detached about it. Then | began to realize that they nust be playing
it for me as a sort of request. It fitted nmy case pretty exactly when you got right down to it. |
even invented a sort of personality test to go with it. Each tinme the news cane on, | would fil

in the interval of Arabs not getting along with Arabs with searching probes into nmy reactions to
the word strychnine.

Since the cells and body are the only things which determine personality, and if | could
det ect any change of reaction in nyself to the word strychnine, it followed that fromthis | would
be able to work out exactly what they had done to nme physically. It didn't work.

Fortunately, the station was off the air for several hours each night and | could get sone
sl eep.

About three tines a day soneone would cone in and read the nmeters. But as | had earphones on
they presumed | couldn't hear anything they said and so didn't bother to answer anything | said.

For the next eight days, the only real change | could detect was a snowstormthat whitened up
the tree for a day. The boughs then gradually, bit by bit, fromw nd, |ost the whiting.

| began to believe that for the rest of eternity | would just float here w thout sensation
detached fromevery world except that of hot pop and canel feed, while sonewhere in another world,
Arabs fought Arabs and nothers bought strychnine.

But, one norning, just as | had become accustonmed to it, ny life in the Zanco Mdel 16
Magnaspeed cane to an abrupt and shocki ng end.

Chapter 6

It was about 11:00 A°M by the cold sun in the w ndow.

Prahd wal ked in.

He was followed by two orderlies and a cart of instrunments, gas canisters and nasks.

The clatter smashed through "You Are My Monster." | | ooked at this invasion in sudden fear
Prahd took the earphones off ne. "I've cone to disconnect you," he said.

He held up his right hand.

An orderly put an anesthesia mask in it.

"But..." | started to say.

The mask was over ny face and | was out!

| came to after what seenmed to be a space of two seconds.

I was lying in a bed. | was in a different room | had a sheet over nme. Over and under the
sheet there were straps. | could not nove ny arns or legs or lift my body.
They had done sonething else to ne! | was sure of it. But no, nothing much could happen in

two seconds.

| turned ny head. A very thin, low sun was coning in the window It nust be afternoon. It
hadn't been two seconds. It had been 11:00 A M It nmust now be 3:00 P.M Plenty of tine to do
sonet hi ng el se nasty!
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| found |I could flex sonething at the end of nmy arms. | nanaged to get a hand in view Oh,
thank Gods! Not flippers. They were fingers! | could nove and control them They weren't fakes.
They were m ne.

Sonmewhere toward the bottomof the bed | could feel the canvas ankle cuffs. | stirred that
extremty. The sheet lifted slightly. By craning nmy neck | could see toes. | w ggled them On,
thank Gods they were not hoofs! They were ny toes! | tried the other one. Toes on both feet! On,

thank Gods! A clatter at the door
Nurse Bildirjin came in pushing a cart with food on it. She was all starched and crisp
|l ooking. Al smiles. Was there sonething sly in that smle? "How about sone breakfast?" she said.

BREAKFAST! Ch, nmy Gods, they had been working on ne another twenty hours! | |ooked anxiously
at the food. Maybe they had given ne the stomach of a goat. Was it hay on that cart? No, just a
coupl e of boiled eggs and sone kahve. However, it did not dispel ny fears. | knew they had done
sonet hi ng.

She didn't let ne use nmy hands, which was suspicious enough. She fed me with a spoon and gave
me the kahve through a straw. And all the time she was humring a little tune. | recognized it:

"You Are My Mbnster"! Oh Gods, what had t hey done?

| tried toread it on her face. She was a very pretty girl, though young. Raven-black hair, a
tan conpl exi on, even, white teeth, full lips, big black eyes capable of considerabl e expression
And very well developed in spite of her being only sixteen. But she was a wonan and treachery
could not be far off. Anybody can tell you that treachery and beauty go hand in hand. That's why
you have to kill songbirds wherever found. But where women are concerned, it's the other way
around. Where killing is concerned, they always choose ne as the first target of choice. Piled
onto earlier experience, Krak with her hypnohelnets, Mss Pinch with her red pepper and even dear
Utanc with her credit cards proved that beyond any doubt whatever! | was |learning to be wary.
Nurse Bildirjin undoubtedly had something up her sleeve!

She straightened up her tray and gave it a push toward the door. She snmiled at ne very
cheerfully: a very bad sign!

Then she went to the foot of the bed.

She lifted the sheet slightly and | ooked up under it. "That's what | wanted to see," she
sai d.

Oh, Gods! What had she | ooked at?

They HAD done somet hi ng!

It was too nuch for ny already unbal anced wits. | screaned, "PRAHD! PRAHD PRAHD! "

Nurse Bildirjin was smling all over herself. "If you nmean Doktor Miuhammed, " she said, citing
his Earth nanme, "I'Il get himfor you. Oh, this is great."

In under a mnute young doctor Prahd (alias Doktor Muhammed Ataturk) canme in, followed by
Nurse Bildirjin.

He wal ked over and exposed ny chest. There were a couple cup bandages there. He pulled them
of f and took sone chest hair with them

"You had ne under another twenty hours!"™ | raved at him "What have you done now t hat you
haven't already done?!"

He pull ed the sheet down further, found two nore cups on ny abdonen and pulled them off.
"Tube hol es. They've healed very nicely. After you conme out of a Magnaspeed, the tube hol es have
to be closed and heal ed. "

The strap across ny lower niddle was in the way. He pulled the upper part of the sheet back
across ny chest. He went down to the foot of the bed and, just like Nurse Bildirjin, lifted the
sheet slightly and | ooked. "Ch, yes," he said. "You' ve done very well."

Ch, ny Gods, what were they looking at? | knew Crobe. | went into terror. "What have | done
very well?" | screaned

"CGet the mirror," he said to Nurse Bildirjin.

She had it right there. She held it by nmy knees and adjusted it. Young doctor Prahd lifted
the sheet with the air of a theater manager introducing a new play.

| Iooked in the mrror

| al nost fainted.

| looked again. | shrieked, "You ve nade ne into a horse!"

"No, no," he said, with professional calm "That's sinply normal. You are so used to one
testicle not being there and the other drawn up into the body that a normal scrotum and actually
having testicles may | ook strange to you."

"But the LENGTH of IT!" | screaned.

"Sultan Bey," said Prahd, "you don't seemto trust ne. Your skin is all new, your old ms-set
broken bones are nended, your vital organs are all fixed up. And although it was a great
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tenptation, | didn't even change your face; | only renpved sonme warts and scars. You will just
| ook a bit brighter and fresher. You still aren't very good |ooking, so don't be alarned."

"No, no!" | shouted. "I mean those HUGE genitals!"™ | could still see themin the mrror.
was aghast!

"Ch, my," tut-tutted Prahd. "Don't you ever take showers with other nen? You nmust be awfully
unobservant. For your home habitat, a tumescent size of ten inches is not overly |arge. Many on

Earth have themthat size—even bigger. | assure you that your previous one-inch tumescence was too
snmal | ."

"Ch, | know you cellologists!"™ I cried. "You couldn't resist doing sonething strange!"”

Prahd thought it over carefully. Then he pushed his strawcolored hair off his face. "No, not
really. O course, you may feel a little nore vigorous. Your nuscle tone will inprove."

"Ch, you can't fool nme!" | cried. "You did sonething peculiar! I'msure of it!"

He thought once nore. Then he seened to remenber sonmething. He turned his bright green eyes
on me depreciatingly. "Ch, yes. The catalyzer. It was a pretty conplex scene getting all the nerve
ends sorted out on the first testicle after it was grown fromthe gene pattern. And | did | eave
the other one in the growexpeditor a bit too long. But it won't produce in excess of nore than
hal f a pint of senen.”

"WHAT?" | screaned.

"But," he said reasonably, "that's no nore than a horse furnishes at one tine."

"I knew it!" | wailed. "You've turned me into a horse!"

"No, no, no," he said soothingly. "It's conpletely human. You will produce conpletely human
babies. Really, Sultan Bey, you should trust ne. Horses are conpletely out of style. They have
qui te enough of them You are now just a well-equipped male. O course, you nay have the urge to
doit alittle nore often than you used to. And you can probably do it nore than once in the sane
night. But truly, | think you'll find it quite all right."

"Ch, my Gods!" | wept. "I amsure all this will change my whole personality.”
"What ?" he said, his bright green eyes shooting wi de in astonishnment.
"Yes," | sobbed. "Ask any Earth psychologist. Al a personality is, is the product of cells.

One has urges. They cone fromthe reptile brain, the censor and the id. And all that is nade up of
cells. You have changed ny cells and so you have utterly altered ny whole character."

"Ah," he said. "In your case especially, how!| w sh that that were true. Unfortunately, you
are just nmouthing the superstitions of an uninformed primtive cult: you find it on nany backward
pl anets. They try to nake nmen believe that character is inherent and passed on by an evol utionary
chain or sone such nonsense. In some witch-doctor cults they even go so far as to say a man i s
totally the effect of his cellular inheritance and therefore can't be changed. It's a way of
excusing their inability to nold character. Wen people try to hold themresponsible for creating
a crimnal society that way, they just glibly say 'a man is just the product of his cells.' It
obscures the fact that they are just too inconpetent and too crimnal thenselves to nold character
and teach right from w ong.

"Ah, no, Sultan Bey. If cells and glands were all there was to life, 1'd be a God, wouldn't
I? And |"'mnot. I'mjust a poor cellologist, unpaid, but doing ny job anyway, and w thout even a
t hank-you from ny superior, but suspicion undeserved."

He dropped the sheet. He | ooked at ne. "It's a very sad thing that personality can't be
changed just by shifting a fewcells. Particularly in your case. But," and he sniled bravely,
does what one can to relieve pain and nmake people happier. And | do hope that your increased
activity potential doesn't have violent consequences for others or this planet.” He brightened up
"WelI'! That one was successful. You can be up and around and | eave whenever you like."

He set the example and inarched out the door

one

Chapter 7

Nurse Bildirjin began to sweep the floor and tidy up the room She seened in a happy frane of
m nd but apparently it was too quiet for her. She went over to the radio on the hook, pulled out
t he earphone jack and turned on the hot pop station

"Hey!" | said, being pretty tired by this tinme of "You Are My Monster,"” "He said | could
| eave! Unstrap this bed and let ne out of here. Wiere are ny cl othes?"

"C othes?" she said. She rushed out and canme back with a type of bag they use to hold
di scarded body parts: Non-Gdor Transmitting was on it very plain in Voltarian. She shoved it at
ne.

| couldn't take it. My arns were still strapped down. It |ooked awmfully thin to have any
clothes init. "That isn't what | wore in here!"”
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"Ch, we had to throw your suit and overcoat away. They were all full of sauce of sone kind.
We threw out your shoes, socks and hat, too. This is just your wallets and papers."

I | ooked at her. Her black eyes nmight be pretty but she sure was stupid! | decided to be
patient. | was inmobilized. "Look, Nurse Bildirjin. | need clothes to | eave the hospital. Through
that window, | can see that it is very cold outside. There is a wind blowi ng. |I cannot wal k out

there with no cl othes on."
She under st ood t hat.

"So," | continued, "like the good, sweet, innocent girl that you are, please go out to the
of fice and phone ny friend, the taxi driver, and tell himto bring ne sonme clothes."
She got that. She left. In about ten mnutes she cane back. "I phoned him" She was carrying

a di sposabl e bat hrobe-and-slipper set. Ah, she did have sone sense after all.

She put the bathrobe and slippers down all the way across the room Then she stood there just
| ooki ng at ne.

It was an unconfortable silence. |I didn't like the |Iook in those black eyes. Even the best of
wonen are the nost treacherous beasts ever invented. Watever she was plotting right now had
better be distracted.

"You instigated that operation,” | said.

| expected a hearty denial. But she said, "Wll, of course! Anyone who would TWCE interrupt
a girl hal fway through is undersexed. Such a person couldn't possibly appreciate the finer things
of life. And at my first hint, Doktor Muhamed got straight to work. But | amnot at all sure that
we have put an end to it."

Those bl ack eyes were too bright! "I think," she said, "I should be reassured.”

A stir of alarmspeeded up nmy heart. She | ooked just |ike wonmen | ook when they are about to
do sonet hing sly and cunni ng.

"Well," she said, "there's only one way to tell."

She raced over to the door and barred it. She cane back and turned the radi o up | ouder. She
went to the wi ndows and made sure nobody could see in.

My al arm grew.

She tested the straps and buckl es on the bed. Wen

| saw she was not releasing them my tenperature started to go up

She took off her right slipper. She kicked off her left slipper. She turned her back on mne.
She was doi ng sonething at her waist |evel

What was she up to?

There was a shimer. She bent over and rose again. She was hol di ng her panty hose.

She threw t hem away!

She set her nurse's cap on the back of her head.

| was glaring at her in alarm

"That won't do," she said. "Miustn't peek!"

She pronptly arranged the sheet so that | could see only through a slit. I could see a corner
of the window and the light fixture in the mddle of the ceiling. | couldn't see Nurse Bildirjin!

| felt the bed tip: the light fixture slanted.

Oh, ny Gods! Wat did she have in mnd?

The bed tipped again.

Frantically, | tried to rise up and see what was happeni ng. The straps prevented it.

A cold draft told me the |ower part of the sheet was being lifted.

My eyes al nost popped out of ny head.

| suddenly divined what she was up to!

Good Gods! This girl was a m nor

Her father was the | eading physician of the province. He would kill nme if | touched her

| tried to reconcile nyself with the thought that SHE was doing all the touching.

Then | had a vision of her father's shotgun! He was the best quail hunter in all of Turkey. A
dead shot!

The idea of ne flying hectically into the sky, the boom of a shotgun and ne fl appi ng
earthward, blurred nmy vision.

It was too |ate.

| caught a glinpse of the top of her nurse's cap for a nonent. The red crescent was like a
bl ade pointing at ne.

"Qoooh!" she crooned. "Lovely, |ovely!"

The nurse's cap eased down.

Then the bed began to rock

The top of the nurse's cap was in ny view, then the light fixture, alternately.
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| felt my eyes begin to spin in spirals.
The Hoochi - Hoochi Boys and Their Electric Cura Irizvas started a song on the radi o. She took
their rhythm

Little bo peep went, do-da, do-da
Little bo peep went do-da all the day.
Little bo peep, oh do-da, do-da, do-da
To hell with the sheep

Let's do-da all the day.

Let's do-da all the day.

Let's do-da all the day.

Let's do-da all the day.

Her nurse's cap and the light fixture were shifting in rhythmto the nusic.

I was engulfed in a GLORI OQUS SENSATI ON

Only now and then were strains of the nusic com ng through

Let's do-da all the day.

It went on and on and on! Both Nurse Bildirjin and the rmnusic!

Let's do-da all the day.

M nutes and m nut es.

Then bbbbbbbbbl owOW EH!

Eart hquakes and hurricanes mxed up with all the celestial chaos of the Gods didn't conpare
to what occurred!

WOW

Finally the room quieted down to just a blurred spin.

| lay back panting.

A sort of wonder came over ne. VWere had this been all nmy life?

Sonebody el se was panting. Then the bed shook

| saw the top of Nurse Bildirjin's cap. She nust be standi ng now besi de the bed.

She was nmuttering to herself. "Prahd says it's awfully good for the conpl exion. Judging from
the amount, |1'mgoing to have the finest conplexion in Turkey!"

Suddenly | saw her feet upside down through the slit. She nust be sitting on the floor

"Mustn't waste it even so," she said. "Conservation is ny notto."

| couldn't see what she was doing. | heard her crossing the roomto the washbasin.

| heard water splashing. Then a sil ence.

Suddenly the sheet was yanked off mnmy face. She was standing fully dressed beside ne.

"Anyway, " she said to ne with a professional snile, "you will be glad to know that the
equi pnment passes the clinical test. O course, you |lack expertise in the use of your tools. Prahd,
| nmust say, is a much better craftsnman.”

She nodded toward ny | ower body which | couldn't see. Then she | ooked at ne. She wagged an
adnmoni shing finger at me. "You are, of course, just a little boy with a newtoy. So don't break it
ri ght away."

She began to undo the buckles on the straps that held ne down. "You don't have a very good
reputation, Sultan Bey. | had to keep you strapped so that you wouldn't rape ne the minute | |et
you | oose. |'msure you understand. It was just a precautionary neasure. Now, if | undo this |ast
buckle, will you promise not to |leap on nme and rape nme?"

This insanity served to bring some order into the chaos of ny thoughts. The realization hit
me fully. | had just (bleeped) Prahd's girl!

"Don't tell Prahd!"™ | pleaded with her
"Well," she said, "that depends."
Blackmail! | knew it! My Apparatus trained nose could snmell it even above her perfune and the

reek of sex. "On what?" | begged.
"Two things," she said. "Don't interrupt a girl again hal fway through. And don't, don't,
don't you run into my Fiat ever, ever, ever again!"

I did not like the look in her eye. "I pronise."

“Well, | don't," she said.

She threw off the | ast buckle and then tossed the di sposabl e bat hrobe and slippers at ne.
"Put these on and wal k around in the hall until your clothes cone. |'ve got to nop all these
spatters off the floor before sonebody sees them and finds out."

Practical girl. | hastily exited.
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Chapter 8

| found I had been occupying a roomin the nmain hospital building. The roonms and wards had
been all cleared out as soon as the vast supplies could be stored in the warehouses. It provoked
me to see so nany Turks in the beds. They sure were cluttering up the place with nonpayi ng guests!
The real inconme was down in the secret basenent.

I wandered toward the nmain |obby. It was clinic hours. The area was crowded with ol d peopl e,
wonen and children waiting their turn at the free treatnments. Sheer waste of tine. Riffraff! Well

anyway, | had nmade it possible for them They ought to be grateful. | sauntered through the seated
mob. They saw who it was and hastily pulled their children to themand flinched back
To Hells with them | turned to go back into the hall. One of the town doctors that served

part tinme here at vast salary was talking to an old wonan, probably telling her she needed
expensi ve specialist treatnent in his town office.
It was Nurse Bildirjin's father

I flinched.

| hastily dived through a door so he woul dn't catch sight of ne. | peeked through the crack
He was still there.

| turned. | was in a private room There was sonebody in a contraption that covered his whole

chest like a nmetal bra. The patient was all bandaged up, only the eyes were show ng.
Why did he have his hands up in an attitude of defense? Sonebody who knew ne?
| peered closer.

RAHT!
What in the nanme of Mbddon Denpns was Raht doing here? Ch, | was furious!
"Wy, (bleep) you!" | screamed at him "Mre vacations! | can't depend on you for a single

instant! Do you realize that your (bleeped) fixation on loafing will have ne totally blind? You' re
supposed to be in New York! You're the only one that can turn that 831 Relayer on! And unless it's
on, | won't be able to see a (bleeping) thing that condemmed Royal officer is doing! You were
supposed to watch him You don't care for a split second that he has Grand Council authority to
order all our arrests! Now, (bleep) you, Raht. Get out of that (bleeped) bed this very ninute and
get to New York and clinb the Enpire State Building and get that 831 Rel ayer back on!"

Oh, | was furious! My voice nust have risen pretty |oud. Sonmebody was coming in. | whirled on
hi m

It was Prahd. "Softly, softly," he said. "The people out there shouldn't be overhearing
Vol tarian."

| swept it aside. "Wat is HE doi ng here?" | demanded.

"The New York office sent himin because he was dying of pneunonia. He only had half a lung
left. 1've had to cure the infection and rebuild both lungs. Al so, they didn't set his jaws
properly and he couldn't eat. 1've had to rebuild the mandi bl es. He al so had ol d breaks and wounds

and scars. And in addition to that, his feet were frozen. He's doing quite well now but he is
certainly in no shape to | eave yet!"

“I"'mthe judge of that!" | raved at him "Get himout of that contraption and on his way to
New Yor k! "

"I't would kill him" said Prahd.

"To Hells with that!" | screaned. "You could get yourself charged right along with himas an

acconplice in loafing!"

Raht had been wavi ng his hands. Prahd got out a notebook and a pen and gave themto him Wth
some difficulty, Raht began to wite. Wen he finished, Prahd handed ne the sheet.

It was pretty scrawy. It said:

You ordered ne via the office to get the 831 Relayer turned on and then report in. That's
what | did. That's how | got the frozen feet. Is it true that the tall, blond young man with the
blue eyes is a real Royal officer? O the Voltar Fleet? Wth Grand Council orders?

That was the |last straw. They were just trying to make ne wong. "O course he is! And he
could have us all executed! M, you, Prahd, anybody! So you better watch it, you inpertinent

(bleepard)!" | threw the wadded note back at him
"Then it's all right if Raht stays and finishes his treatnent?" said Prahd.
"You're all alike," |I said. "I ought to blow this place up!" | stal ked out.
Chapter 9
Mad as | was, | had not |lost ny sense of caution. | cunningly avoi ded bei ng shot by Nurse

Bildirjin's father by putting ny bathrobe over ny head and using side corridors on ny way back to
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ny room
The staff must be readying the place for some other patient, although ny bag of wallets and
papers was still beside the bed. A four-wheel ed handcart sat in the mddle of the room stacked

high with cardboard boxes. Then | entered further. Beyond the cart, the taxi driver was sitting in
a chair.

He spoke. "Mudlick didn't do a very careful job of decorating this place. They left white
paint splattered all over the floor. Look at that. A trail of it fromthe bed to the wash basin."

| thought | had better distract himquick! "I've been waiting for you for hours! | can't
| eave here without clothes.”

"Cho, clothes, is it?" he said. "Well, you just |ook what |'ve got for you!" He reached way
up and got the top box on the handcart. He threw it on the bed and opened it. | flinched.
thought a wild aninal was junping out!

"A real Turknmen genui ne bearskin coat, full length! Feel that fur! Expert tanning, hardly any
snell at all!" He grabbed anot her box. "A karakul fur hat: straight from Lake Kara Kul, Tadzhik,

S.S. R Look how glossy the lanb pelt is. Smuggl ed through by the very best people.” He put it on
my head. "Boy, does that give you an air! Cassier than a conmissar!" He grabbed anot her box. "Now
| ook at these elegant, roll-top snow boots! Isn't that a beautiful blue? And see? These patent

| eather oxfords fit inside just right—three whole pairs of them brown and blue and bl ack. Just
your size. Everything is just your size."

I gnoring anything | was trying to say, he nade another leap to the top of the cart. Boxes
came cascadi ng down. He ripped another one open. "Now | ook at this waterproof, silk ski suit. How
do you like that horizon blue, eh? Top of the line. Latest fashion from Switzerland! Look at this
hood! Feel the inside of it, man. Mnk! Isn't that wonderful ?"

He was grabbi ng nore boxes. "Now for the practical things. Look at this specially cut, tan
English tweed jacket. Look at it glow Look at that style! And here's the flared-side,
st eepl echase jodhpur breeches that go with it. How s that for a match? Look at that dark brown
agai nst the jacket. And here are the jodhpur boots. Look at the leather. Isn't that beautiful?
Nane brand. Top of the line. Just your size."

He was ri ppi ng open nore boxes. "Now, here's the Gernman Tyrol ean outfit. Hey, how do you |ike
that ponpom on the green Tyrol hat, eh? Isn't it great? And the jacket and shorts and wal ki ng
boots, all the finest |eather. And get those suspenders. Look at that design on them hand woven!
Says so right there.”

| was trying to stop him He plowed right on. Mre and nore boxes. "Now here's the nore
formal wear. Silk shirts and silk neck scarves. And get this Italian pinstripe gray suit—t goes
with the white Honburg. Boy, is that ever classy! Now here's a dozen silk knitted turtl eneck
sweat er s—

"WAIT!" | managed to stop himonly by | eaping bodily between himand the still heavily | oaded
handcart. "Where did all these conme fron®"

"Why, the Gysi Mdern Western Cothing Qur Specialty Shop for Men and Gentlenmen in town, of
course. Days ago they were tipped off you were com ng home and they got the whole lot in for you
by express order fromlstanbul. They know your size. Have no worries. Every bit of this will fit."

"My Gods!" | cried. "The nessage | had relayed to you was to go to the villa and get nme sone
cl ot hes. "

"No, it was to get you sonme clothes. But | did go to your villa and they said they were much
too busy to bother. It's awfully cold out and you' ve just been in the hospital and all. | know
what a classy gent you are, so | just nipped over to town and got these clothes.”

"They | ook awfully expensive!" | protested.

"Ch, no noney needed. You'd just be amazed how great your credit is. | got themon your Start

Bl anchi ng and Dunner's Club credit cards!"

| felt as if | were going to faint. Credit cards! Oh, ny Gods, credit cards!

Inspiration to the rescue. "You don't have their numbers!”

"Ch, everybody in town knows the nunbers of all your credit cards. And in Istanbul, too! No
trouble!"

I nspiration beyond the call of inspiration was called for. | not only didn't have any noney,
| also owed the credit-card conpanies for the whole last nonth of our fatal trip!

| had it! "I won't sign the invoices!"

"Ch, no problem You forget | was a convicted forger on the planet Mdon, Oficer Gis.
knew how weak you'd be, just getting out of the hospital and all. | signed the lot for you to save
you all that trouble!"

"You set this up just to get a 10 percent kickback fromthe store," | grated.

"Ch, Heavens no, Oficer Gis. How you wong ne! It's amfully cold weather. Now that you're
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hone, | can't afford to have you get sick. Now, why don't you step over there and have a nice

shower while | lay out sonme silk underwear and some al paca wool nountai neering socks and the nice

tan canel's-hair lounging suit. And this dark brown silk shirt with this white Christian D or

cravat and these cordovan tool ed cowboy boots. Don't take too hot a shower. It's awfully cold

outside. And then you can put on this bearskin coat and karakul cap and | can take you hone."
What could | say? At |east there was one person in the universe who cared about ne, for

what ever reason. | might as well be shot in a genuine Turknen bearskin coat as in a Zanco
di sposabl e bat hrobe. Another fifteen thousand woul dn't make any difference when added to the maybe
half a mllion | still owed on credit cards. | brightened. This wouldn't be due for another nonth

after they had shot ne for failing to pay ny already existing debt.
It struck ne as | soaped that | didn't know the taxi driver's right name. Above the shower

spatter, | yelled, "You know, nobody ever told nme your nane."
"Ahmed, " he yell ed back
"No, no," | shouted. "I know your Turkish nanme. | mean your right name."

"Ch," he said. "Deplor."

Depl or? That, in Mddon, neant "Fate."

Later I was to have cause to renenber that. Just now | was too engrossed in trying to soap
myself in spite of these newly acquired appendages. | certainly hoped those virgin pants woul d
take care of it. It sure was big!

PART THI RTY- FI VE
Chapter 1

Despite the taxi driver's solicitude, | felt fine. I walked across the villa lawn with a
spring in ny step and the customary scowW on ny face in case any staff was watching.

| felt it was beneath ne to order the carrying in of the boxes of new clothes and | eft that
to the taxi driver. He, in turn, marshalled up Karagoz and several of the nmen and they got a fire
bucket sort of line going and very soon ny bedroom | ooked nore like a store than living quarters.
At least | was going to go to ny financial death in the height of fashion

The taxi driver paused by ne in the patio as he left. "Those will do you for the cold
weat her," he said. "And you be sure to keep warm But, cone spring, they will be too warmso |']|
have G ysi Mddern Western Cothing Qur Specialty Shop for Men and Gentl enmen working on your spring
war dr obe. "

Cone spring, | had a feeling, | would be long cold in the graveyard they reserve for people
shot by the delinquent accounts sections of the credit card conpanies. But |let himdream
According to his own lights, he was taking care of ne.

"Wear those wool scarfs around your throat," he said. "And don't get your feet wet." And he

was gone
The sound of the closing of the patio door signalled the opening of UWanc's. | had been
standi ng there wondering howto get in nmy bedroom | heard a gasp. | turned.

Ut anc. She | ooked at the karakul cap. She | ooked at the bearskin coat. Then she peered at ny
face, part of which nust have been showi ng between the folds of fur collar

"Ch!" she said in what nust have been relief. "It's only you!"

"I"mjust back fromthe hospital," | said.

"Ch. Is that where you've been? Wat are you doi ng coming around here and scaring people to
deat h? | thought you were a commi ssar or somebody inportant at first."

Sonething in her attitude nettled me. "Utanc," | said. "You and | have to have a tal k about
credit cards.”

"Hah!" she said. "There you go flying into one of your rages about the least little thing!"

She was beautiful, standing there in a Saks Fifth Avenue white satin housecoat trinmed with
pearls. | did |love her. But also she had placed both nmy right and | eft feet over the edge in the
Del i nquency Creditor Graveyard. "Uanc," | said, "could you possibly send back or sell some of the
jewelry you bought? I amin deep financial distress.”

| don't know what | expected. A slammed door, probably. But she stood there staring at me.
She then put her finger in her nouth and thought about it.

| said, "Uanc, | love you dearly. But if you could just see fit to |let ne cancel your credit
cards and return sone of the nore val uabl e purchases, | might be able to weather this sonmehow. "

"O Master," she said, "I amso sorry to hear that | was bought by soneone of |inited neans.
However, | share the blane."

My spirits lifted. She did care after all

She said, "I should have had you | ooked up in Dunn and Bradstreet before | stepped onto the

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20An%20Alien%20Affair.txt (104 of 124) [8/31/03 1:22:58 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L %20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20A n%20Alien%20Affair.txt

auction block. |I did not, so | amreniss."

It was touching. O course, as a wild desert girl, she |lacked facilities to establish credit
ratings.

"I don't suppose,” she continued, thoughtfully tapping her teeth, "that capitalistic | aw
al | ows a pauperized slave girl to sell her naster. No, it would be too decadent for that." She
frowned prettily and began to weave a | ock of her raven black hair. "Certainly, there nust be
sonet hi ng we can do."

| had an inspiration. | suddenly realized that the basis of all her upset with me was
unsati sfi ed sex. She had al ways wound up unhappy after a bout. Freud cannot be wong. She was
simply frustrated! But now Now, after Prahd's great work...

"Utanc," | said. "Wiy don't you cone to ny roomtonight? | have a beautiful surprise for
you! "

"A surprise?" she said suspiciously.

"A big one," | said. "And very nice."

"Hmm " she said. Then, "Master, if |I cone to your roomtoni ght—<ust that and nothing nore
inmplied —will you let me keep all the things | bought and ny credit cards?"

| did a very rapid calculation. There was no doubt whatever in nmy mind that once she found
what | had now, all thought of jewelry and credit cards would vani sh. Freud cannot be w ong. Sex
is the basis of every tiny inmpulse, everything in fact. If | could just get her in my roomfor one
hour, after that she would be totally content to live with me the rest of her life in poverty if
need be.

I put all ny chips on Freud. "Utanc, if you just come to nmy roomtonight and lie down with ne
upon ny bed for just five mnutes, you nay keep your jewelry and your credit cards."

She nodded. "Nine o'clock. | will be there." She closed her door

| did alittle dance.

| had it sol ved

In well under five mnutes, all thought of jewelry and credit cards woul d be gone forever
fromthat pretty head. After that, | would sinmply ship the offending itens back to Tiffany's and
rip, rip, tear up the treacherous cards. She would even laugh gaily as |I did it! Wonderful
wonder ful psychol ogy! Bl ess Freud!

Chapter 2

I was at once all bouncing enthusiasm | had to get all these clothes stowed and my room
straightened up and | wasted no tine.

Problem | didn't really have enough cl oset space. Something woul d have to go. In one secret
closet a lot of the space was taken up with hypnohelnets in their big cartons. | sealed them up
just like new, and with a few assorted threats, got theminto the Chevy station wagon and nmade
Karagoz take themto Prahd for storage in the new warehouses. That gave nme barely enough room and

by neans of a lot of cramming and parking things on top of things, | got the job done.

New problem It was only 4:00 P.M Five hours to kill

Hel l er. Raht had said he had turned on the 831 Relayer. | had better check it out.

I went in the secret office, pushed aside the bogus gold bars and boxes that still littered
the floor. | turned on the wall electric fire, mindful of the taxi driver's advice to take care of
mysel f. | got the receiver and viewer out of ny baggage, put themon their former |ow bench and
turned them on.

Vi ctory!

There he was in his Enmpire State Buil ding office.

I couldn't quite make it out, though. | was getting various views of the floor

Then, finally, his voice. "There it is." He fished a rubber ball out froma dark corner under
his desk and, straightening up in his chair, put it on the blotter

The cat | eaped up on the desk, noved over to a point about three feet fromthe ball and sat
down.

Heller rolled the ball at the cat. The cat, with an expert paw, rolled the ball back at
Hell er. Back and forth, back and forth.

Kind of pathetic. W really had him sl owed dowmn. He had nothing better to do than play bal
with a cat!

Al'l of a sudden the cat hit the ball a terrific lick and sent it bounding off the desk. This
time Heller caught it. "You got to watch that strength, cat. Don't be such a showoff. Sonmebody
will get the idea you're an extraterrestrial and they'll get you for a Code break. Here, chase it
for a while!"
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Hel l er tossed the ball the length of the room The cat was after it like a shot.

Just before the ball hit the wall, the door opened!
The cat ignored the rebounding ball and squared away to the door
"You mssed nme." It was Bang- Bang.

The cat saw who it was and said, "Yeow?"

Bang- Bang cane across the room "You got to teach that cat how to shoot better." The cat was
following him eyes on a bag Bang-Bang was carrying. "No, it's not ice cream" Bang-Bang i nformned
it. He threw the bag on the desk.

"There's your photographs you had taken, Jet. And here's a bottle of stuff the nan said would
float off the emulsion."

"Any questions?" said Jet.

"Hell, no. | told themit was just ny G2 class and they said they were always glad to help a
student with his homework."

The cat was satisfying hinmself the package did not contain ice cream It was quite obvious he
did not believe Bang-Bang.

"Jet," said Bang-Bang. "Wiile | was waiting for this stuff, | thunk up a great plan. | got to
do sonething. |'mscared to go near the famly. | can't leave ny job or I'll wi nd up back in Sing
Sing. But | got it all worked out."

Hell er waved to a chair. The cat sat down to listen

"It goes like this," said Bang-Bang. "I get the license plates of all publishers' cars in the
country. Then | sinply put bonbs in them and BANGO they're in Purgatory and we're in clover."

Hel | er said, "Sounds kind of extensive."

"Well, how about this one? | plant bonbs under the TV network buil di ngs- NBC, CBS and ABC.
This phony Whiz Kid is bound to show up in one and BLONE, he's in Purgatory and we're in clover."

"Then the reporters would nob ne."

"Jet, | begin to suspect that you do not have the soul of a good demolition man."

| snorted. Heller, as a conbat engi neer, had probably blown up nore buildings and forts than
Bang- Bang had ever heard of. | was astonished to hear Heller answer, "I bow to the expert.

However, | sonehow don't think any of those is the right target."
| chilled. It was obvious Heller was tal king about
ME!' Had he really found out? Then | thought it night be Madi son he nmeant. Better Madi son than

me any time. | waited breathlessly for Heller to say nore. He didn't and it dawned on ne that he
just plain didn't know. | relaxed.
Bang- Bang got up. "Then,"” he said, "I amleft with the final solution.”

"And that is?" said Heller

"Go get a drink of Scotch," said Bang-Bang. "Cone on, cat. Your boss won't miss you for an
hour and | hate to drink alone."

He departed with the cat trotting after him

Hel | er got busy. He propped open a G2 manual on identification. He enptied the sack of
phot ographs on the desk. They all seened to be pictures of Heller but somehow he | ooked different
ages. He got a tray and poured sone water and fluid in it. Then he went to a safe and got out
stacks of |1.D.'s. Hey, these were all the passports and social security cards and driver's
i censes he had been taking off gangsters and Silva. He spread themout. My Gods, | hadn't
realized how nmany there had been

Ten at the garage. The two snipers | had hired—Bang- Bang nmust have picked their pockets! One
fromthe Mdtown Air Terminal. Five ClA-sourced ones he'd taken off Silva.

There were others he hadn't taken the |.D. from the three at the Gracious Palns, two nore at
the term nal and, of course, Silva's own.

| did a hasty calculation. Heller had wasted ni neteen of Faustino's nmen. They knew it: no
wonder they were terrified of him He had slaughtered eight hoodluns in Van Cortlandt Park. He had
wr ecked but not killed Torpedo Fiaccola and two Turk westlers. And he had bl own up ten I RS agents
if, by stretch of the inmagination, you could call I RS agents human

Forty nen!

They had been after his blood and it was in self-defense. But what m ght happen if he took it
into his head to go hunting peopl e!

He was danger ous!

Oh, | better make awfully sure he did not get out of control! And | had better be awfully
careful nyself! | sometinmes forgot that | was dealing with the top conbat engi neer of the Voltar
Fl eet. That was the trouble with him He was deceptive with all those gentlenanly officer ways and
pretenses of decency and even religion

But never mind. Rockecenter knew his business. Bury knew his business. And thank the Gods,
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Madi son was an expert with a weapon nore powerful than | had ever inmagi ned existed—PR

And we had hi m stopped. W had hi m pi nned down.

He was fooling with those passports and driver's |icenses now. He would put a photograph of
hi nsel f | ooking older into the tray of fluid. The thin emulsion of the photograph would begin to
separate fromthe paper backing. Then, using a couple pairs of small tongs, he would slide the
enul si on over onto the actual passport picture. Then using a danpened ball of sonething, he would
press the new enul sion down in place so that even the enbossing of the seal would come through

After a while he had ei ghteen passports. Al he had to do was change his own hair col or and
draw in sonme age lines on his own face to agree with the age stated, and he could use them
hi msel f!

He now went to work on the driver's licenses. This was a little trickier as the snmall color
pictures were tinier. He also had to renove the whole license fromits |lam nation in some cases.
He woul d pick up the emulsion fromthe color picture, put it aside and then put one of hinself in
its place. He finished themby running themas a batch through a portable | am nati on machi ne he
had set up.

Ei ghteen sets of |.D. But of what possible use were they to hinP Nanes |ike Cecchino
Serpente, Laccio, Rapitore... Al nobster names. They woul d be known and show up on police
conmputers. And everybody woul d know by this tine that |nganno John Scroccone, Faustino's chief
accountant, was dead. Only those five Cl A passports might be of some use and | woul d bet anything
they woul d trace back as a Cl A operative cover. And of a dead operative—@unsal no Sil va.

Then | began to laugh. | understood what this was all about. He was pinned to the nane
Wster, of course, by college and friends. But Madi son had driven hi munder cover. Heller couldn't
even register in a notel without some clerk thinking he was the Wiz Kid!l W were really wecking
hi m

Oh, that made nme feel good. | had Heller on the run. He was living in a little tiny room
besi de his office. He was probably even going to | ose that soon. He was undoubtedly | ow on cash
He had | ost the support of Babe and the famly. He would probably soon |ose |zzy.

A beautiful vision! Heller, broke, adrift as a bumin New York. It had all begun with the
brilliance of Lonbar. It had been pushed on through by the brilliance of Rockecenter. And with
Madi son as a hatchet nan, the Heller tree was cut down.

He didn't have a prayer!

That would teach himthe stupidity of trying to benefit a planet!

Pl anets and popul ations exist to be mlked by the power elite. Unless one understood that
thoroughly, one could do a lot of stupid things |ike help people.

The Gods put the riffraff there as prey for superior nen |ike Hi sst and Rockecenter. And
there was very short shrift for anyone who thought otherwi se.

| hugged nyself with gl ee.

Then, at length, | threw a bl anket over the viewer.

| had nore inportant things to do than watch the painful denmi se of a (bl eeped) fool Roya
officer with silly notions you could help a world.

Chapter 3

At 9:00 P.M, aglowwith anticipation, | lay in the bed in ny room Al the lights were out,
just the way she always wanted it. But there was a big difference: | had taken off all ny clothes
and, like you wap a present, had thrown a single sheet over nyself.

WAs she going to be surprised! Ww | was naking a big thing out of it, of course, but such
spl endid nonments don't cone often in a lifetine.

I heard a slight sound at the door. Then a groping gave a trenor to the bed.

In a nonent | felt her weight and warnth beside ne. A gentle jasm ne perfune filled the air.
| began to quiver with excitement. "Darling," | whispered.

| put out ny hand to encircle her. She was fully clothed as al ways at such noments.

She withdrew slightly. "Wat's this surprise?" she said.

| groped for and found her hand. | guided it under the sheet. | nade the fingers touch mny
chest and then began to press her hand downwar ds.
"Feel this," | whispered, a little choked with passion. "Look what |'ve got for you."

| made her fingers connect with ne.

"What the HELL?"

Oh, | knew she woul d be surprised

Her fingers recoiled. Then they reached again, encircled ny nenber.

"Hey!" she said. "What kind of a trick is this? Afalsie? Adildo? Wll, we'll see about
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THAT! "
Her fingers began to pluck all around the edges, then at the surrounding area. The
fingernails were pretty sharp. She was trying to find if there was any strap to hold it on
"No, no," | said hastily. "It's real!"
"We'| | see about that!" she said grimy.
She wrapped her fingers around it, held on hard and gave it a mghty yank

"OQUCH " | shrieked.
"By Allah the Merciful, it ISreal!"
Aha, | knew she woul d be anazed

She was feeling the top of it, getting an idea of dianmeter and scope.

She drew back and sat up suddenly.

"You (bl eepard)!" she said. "You treacherous, rotten (bleepard)!" An ill-ainmed fist hit me in
the jawl "First you' re so God (bl eeped) small nobody can even find it! Snaller even than the
little boys! Now, you're so God (bl eeped) big nobody could get it into anything!"

Did I hear a watch running? Yes! There was the |um nous dial of a stopwatch. She nust be
studying it. Making sure her five mnutes expired!

"Utanc, please," | begged. "I amsure there is a way. Uanc, | did it all for you. Please
think again. Please give ne your hand. It isn't that bad. It's really just a little bigger than
nornmal! And it has other advantages, Utanc...."

The button of the stopwatch went dick. "Five mnutes," she said. "I want you to witness that
| stayed five minutes in your bed." She pushed the dial close to ny face and it gl owed green. She
had been there five mnutes all right.

"Pl ease, Utanc," | wept. "You have no idea..."
"Listen, you (bleepard). | amtired of your tricks! You go to such EXTREMES! One mi nute you
couldn't even please a flea and the next minute you would weck a canel! | amgoing to ny room now

and don't you bother ne again until you decide to be nore NORMAL!"

She got off the bed. The door slamred! She was gone.

I lay there in shock. Al ny anticipation had been aroused to the bursting point. The sudden
twist of events left me in midcareer. My heart was pounding with unspent passion while ny brain
reeled with shock

| tried to lie quietly, hoping that | would settle down. Instead, | began to twitch

| couldn't lie still. I got up.

Thi nki ng that she might be experiencing renorse, maybe even crying with frustration herself,
I went to the receiver of the bug | had Iong ago planted in her room | turned it on

There was nore volune in it now WMaybe it had been noved to a better place when the credit
card people had tried to strip the house of rugs.

| could hear water running. Then | heard sonme clinks and clatters. Then Uanc's voice, "Wke
up, you little dears. No reason to sleep your lives away."

Sone "What's this?" and "Huh?"s fromthe two little boys. Then sone "COh, goodies."

The clink of glasses. Was she giving themtheir evening m|lKk?

Then some Turki sh nmusic. Probably recorded. Savage. Primitive. The rhythm ¢ pounding of a
foot. Then the swish and swirl of fabric. Then the clash of swords together in rhythm M/ own body
began to respond, no matter that | couldn't see her dance.

The voices of the two little boys began to rise in gasps of appreciation

Then suddenly a change. The cura irizva striking bold and savage chords. Then Utanc's voice
in song:

You may be snal |

But oh, you're good.
I would eat you,

If I could. Wiy shoul d hunger
Be in fashion,

When you're there,
To sl ake ny passion?
So of f with hat,

Let down your hair,
I'"mgoing to eat
Your table bare!

Now ' 11 throw

You into bed.

You better hide!
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There goes your head!

The clatter of the cura irizva being thrown down.
Smal | shouts of surprise

The swi sh and rustle of sheets and bed.

Squeal s of delight!

I couldn't stand any nore. | turned the receiver off. My passion was at a bursting point.
lay down in ny bed.

My arns were enpty. | ached. | had never ached before like this. Painful. Awful!

And for hours | lay there like that. | realized that there was no torture to conpare with

unsatisfied desire! All centralized in a very sensitive place!

Chapter 4

The next norning it was very cold. The electric fire had blown a fuse. | got into a blue ski
suit. Warming ny hands around some kahve, | thought it over carefully. | cane to a desperate
deci si on.

| would stop being true to Utanc.

| phoned the taxi driver and when he cane, | had himdrive down the road a few yards. There
was a turn-in there where another villa had been burned in centuries past and one could go a few
feet off the road and park under a cedar tree while still retaining full view of any traffic.

He shut off the engine. The sigh of wind in the cedar was very nmournful. He turned in his
seat, pushed his sheepskin cap onto the back of his head and waited for nme to speak. He obviously
could see that |I was troubled

"“I've got to do sonething about Utanc," | said.

He digested that. He thoughtfully lit a cheap Hisar cigarette. "You can't get anything out of
a trade-in," he said. "The bottomis out of the market. Things have gotten even worse behind the
Iron Curtain. Hundreds of thousands of girls have cone over the border. Threatened with rape from
the Red Arny, it was a case of either infection or defection. They chose the latter. Can't say as
| blane them You ever feel the beard on one of those Ivans? O see the body |ice? Fleas, too. No,
Oficer Gis, we're stuck with her."

"I don't nmean to make a big thing out of it," |I said. "But a long | ook at it has convinced nme
the matter isn't going to settle down."

"Well," he said, "you never can tell what you' re getting into in these things."

"You've got to come up with something,"” | said. After all, he was the only one who seened to

care what happened to ne. And the crimnals on Modon are a pretty snmart lot. "The situation is
wi de open to suggestions."

The cedar sighed. Three canel |oads of opiumwent by, led by a farner and a donkey, heading
toward the Agricultural School. The farner |ooked at us curiously.

Depl or, alias Ahnmed, waited until they were out of sight. Then he threw away his cigarette in

sudden decision. "l don't want to get you into any tight spots you can't get out of, Oficer Gis.
| have your best interests at heart. So, | tell you what you better do. You better give ne sone
money and |'Il get sone wonen for you."

"No more slaves!" | said hastily.

"No, no," he said. "I got you into a hole on that one. And you don't want any prostitutes,

either. The type | have in mind are just wonen who need noney for a dowy. They need nmoney to get
married. You can get a one-night stand with such a wonan. Good | ookers, too. Lots of variety.
D fferent one every night. Spread it around. And they're real hot, too."

Oh, that sounded good!

He continued, "Now, to do this right, you should have a big car. Wnen go in for big things
and that includes a big car. You renenber that bulletproof linousine | told you about? The ex-
general's car? The one who got shot? It's still for sale up in Istanbul."

A snag suddenly occurred to ne. "WAit. You can't get wonmen on a credit card. And I'mtrying
to swear off, anyway."

"On wonmen?" he said, astonished.

"No. Credit cards. | hate the things."

"Well, you don't need to use credit cards,"” he said. "Just deal in cash. So if you'll just
gi ve me sone noney..."
It was tinme to confess. He was, after all, ny friend. "I'mstone-broke,” | said. "I don't

have any noney at all."
The taxi driver started up the car rather quickly, | thought. He dropped ne off at the villa
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up the road. He didn't even say good- bye.

| stared after him

(Bl eep)!

It was all too plain to nme that it took noney to get things done. Life w thout noney, as |
had al ways known, was death.

| Iinmped back to ny roomwth this awful ache.

(Bl eep) Prahd!

| deci ded sonme physical work might take my mind off my plight. | warmed up ny secret office,
stripped nyself down and began to clean guns, sweep away old clothes and, by | ate afternoon, began
to straighten up the ness of fake gold bars and t he boxes.

Puttering around, | was nostly done when | saw that one of the cases had fallen onto sone
packages of unexam ned nmail .
Idly, and with no thought, | picked up some of the letters. They had been forwarded fromthe

Section 451 office on Voltar and had conme in on recent freighters. Faht's orderly had slipped them
through the slot in the tunnel door

Routine stuff. A notice that |'d been dropped fromthe Acadeny Al ummus Association for the
nonpaynent of dues. A bill froma gun dealer on Flisten—years old and | didn't intend to be on
duty on Flisten soon. An advertisement for new General Services officer caps "that would remain
undamaged under the hardest blows of troops' cudgels." An ad for the |atest rel ease of "the ever
nmor e popul ar sweet heart of Honeview, Hightee Heller," song strips, featuring hits fromthe new
musi cal show that was "jamming Voltar theaters nightly: Bold Prince Caucalsia." A warning that I
had not acknow edged reading the | atest general Apparatus order about filling in fornms that |isted
the correct sequences of forns and nust fill in the attached format once. A new type of chank-pop
that "totally eradicated for seconds at a tinme the gaseous odors of troops." A special offer to
Apparatus officers only—a fun gift for their friends —expl oding boots. An electronic bird whistle,
avail able in dozen lots, that called in selected types of female songbirds for breeding purposes.

What's this?

Two personal postcards? The kind you send to friends and are wide open in the mails for
anyone to read. Who could this be? | didn't have any friends.

| looked at the signature and gaped. The W dow Tayl!

The first card said:

Soltan Gis Section 451 Pl ease Forward
Yoo- Hoo. Wierever you are. |'mjust coming along great.
What shall we name it? Way don't you wite?

The | ovey-dovey woman you heartl essly abandoned,
Pratia

Return to Pratia Tayl
M nx Estate
Pausch Hills

Oh, ny Gods! Open like that right through the office for anyone to read! You could be
cashiered for knocki ng sonebody up and not narrying them The |aw was all on her side.
The second card was worse! It said:

Soltan Gis
Oficer of the Apparatus still, unless his comanding officer finds out he didn't nmarry ne if
he didn't the next tine | see him

Yoo- Hoo! \Werever you are.

He is just coming along fine. It is too soon to feel himkick yet. Wat schools shall we send
himto when he is born? How about the Acadeny like his father? And nmaybe buy hima conm ssion in
the Fleet. Please waste no time in witing me quickly so as to save all the tedi ous trouble of
hiring lawers which is so tinme wasting when one could be so nicely busy doi ng other things.

The |l oving pregnant girl you |left behind,

Pratia Tayl
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M nx Estate

Turn right off the main road at the
Inn of the Rutting Beast.

Pausch Hills

PS: Young officers are always welcone, in or out of uniform to look into this case. (You can
al so use the landing pad day or night.)

(Bl eep) her!
She was trying to get me into trouble! The one thing | had vowed fromearliest youth was
never, never, NEVER to get nmarried! Wio wanted cooking utensils sizzling through the air around

one's head? Who wanted all the killings that followed digging brother officers out of your wife's
bed?

And, curse it all, Prahd said he had certified and regi stered her pregnancy before he | eft
Vol tar!

(Bl eep), (bleep), (BLEEP) Prahd! It was a good thing he was legally dead. O herw se, | would
have shot hi mout of hand!

Bad off as | mght be for wonen, it could never include the Wdow Tayl! She nurdered husbands
at the slightest pretext. But | had to be honest. That wasn't the real reason

| could just plain never, never forgive her for her fixation on Heller. The nerve of her
with me right there, having automatic (bleeps) just at the thought of that (bleeped) Heller! And
even when she had only seen himjust once for less than a nminute. Never even tal ked to hin

Oh, the Wdow Tayl was not for nme! | mght be hard up but not THAT hard up

Let her go on dreaming of Heller all she liked. I was safely twenty-two and nore |ight-years
awnay!

But it served to cool ny ardor off a bit. | alnpst stopped aching in the place where it hurt.
To Hells with her and to Hells with Heller!

And then | thought of having rooted Heller out of the Gacious Palns. To deprive himof those
worren was rare punishment. | had the upper hand when all was said. | |aughed.

I thought | had better take the blanket off his viewer and enjoy his disconfiture.

Chapter 5

He was standing in a park, |ooking out across the East River. Awintry wind was putting snall
whi tecaps on the water and gulls were flying | ow

He turned and his eyes rested for a nmonent on the Statue of Peace and then, passing on
| ooked down the Espl anade where the flags of many nations streaned and whi pped.

Hel l er was at the United Nations!

A chill of prenonition that had nothing to do with the stormy cold he saw swept across ne.
What busi ness coul d he possibly have there?

H s gaze was watchful on the broad wal kway before the doors of the General Assenbly Buil di ng,
| ooki ng often down East 46th Street. | knew the area well: He was expecting sonmeone fromthe city
to arrive here in the United Nations area.

A group caught his attention. There were five in it.

They were caped and hooded in furs. It was possible that he did not expect themto see himas
he noved forward i nto plainer view

The group stopped. One of thempointed at the distant Heller. They all | ooked.

Then they began to run toward him They were calling out glad cries. "Pretty boy!" "Ch, you
darling!"

They were running toward himand he was running toward them

They nmet in a gladly shouting turnoil!

They were trying to kiss his cheeks and sei ze his hands.

They were wonen fromthe Gracious Palns! | recognized Margie and M nette and the tall high-
yel | ow

"Ch, pretty boy! W have been so | onesonme without you!" cried one.

"W m ssed you so!" cried another.

"Eet 'as bean a zentury!" cried Mnette.

My Gods, they were beautiful wonen! All bright-eyed and rosy-cheeked. Wat right did he have
to such glorious creatures? He had never even slept with any of then

"We didn't think you'd cone," said the tall high-yellow

"And niss this day?" said Heller
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"l can't think how you would," said Margie. "After all, it was your idea."

"No, no," said Heller. "It was Vantagio's. He's the political expert. And you girls did al
the work."'

M nette said, "Ch, an' 'ow we 'ave work'! So veree, veree 'ard! W 'ave | obby an' | obby,
night after night, up and dowmn. Al ze girls "ave really put eet to ze del egates: eef zey don'

pass ze bill, we knock zemup! An' we boycott zere pantings."
"I think these UN del egates got the point," said
Margi e. "Any del egate that doesn't vote a loud "aye' on this bill knows he'll be under

sanctions at the G acious Palns."

"We really put our backs into it," said the high-yellow "This is one thing they can't take
lying down!" "Ch, | think the bill will pass the General Assenbly," he said.

| was stunned. | had heard one or two of themmention to Heller, when he sat in the G acious
Pal ms | obby of evenings, that they were "working on something” with the UN del egate custoners. But
I didn't have a clue what chicanery had been going on in the dark of those whores' roons. What was
this bill?

"We had better go in," said Heller. "It's coming up on the tinme for their final vote."

They rushed in a happy nob through the doors of the General Assenbly Building and up to the
infornmation desk in the |obby. A unifornmed girl there | ooked up in some di sapproval at their
| aught er and bust | e.

"You have special tickets for us," said the high-yellow "The Del egate of Maysabongo said
they woul d be here."

"Ah, yes," said the clerk. "Five passes to the public gallery."

"Six," said the high-yell ow

The clerk had the envel ope out and open. She counted five.

"I weel zit on pretty boy's lap," said Mnette.

"No, | will," said Margie with decision

The hi gh-yel | ow was reaching across the clerk to the passes in their boxes. She picked up
one. "Nobody will," she said.

"You can't do that!" said the clerk. "W are supposed to hand these out on a first cone,
first served basis. But this is a special session and we are expecting the wife of the president
of the United States and a whole party fromthe Wnen's Liberation League...."

"First come, first served," said the high-yellow, "is exactly the systemwe use, too."

The cl erk grabbed for the purloined ticket. "You can't!"

"Can," said the high-yellow "This is our bill that's being voted on! But if you' re going to
be that way about it, why don't you call the president of the General Assenbly and tell himyou
are preventing Beulah from attendi ng!"

A guard cane over. "l nust caution you agai nst unseemy noise here in the |obby and also if
you are attending a nmeeting of the CGeneral Assenbly, there nust be neither noise nor applause in
the public galleries. | think it mght be best if you were to give the tickets back and..."

"You tell your clerk that,” said the high-yellow. "And if you want to keep your job, be
polite. Here's your ticket, pretty boy. Shall we go in?"

I wondered why the guard was suddenly escorting themto the entrance of the public galleries
until | noticed Beul ah, the high-yellow, had himby the armjust above the el bow (Bl eep) that
Hel ler! He had taught these whores how to handle nmen. A traitor

They arrived in the public gallery, took front-row seats, and the girls were taking off their
furs. They were beautifully dressed, satins and brocade. They got out conpacts and repaired their
makeup.

The General Assenbly was a vast hall of soothing el egance

There were just a few del egates on the floor so far. Others were arriving fromtine to tine.
They were very conscious of their own dignity as they took their seats behind the signs of their
countries. But what was this?

More than one of them gl anced shyly toward the girls and nade little hand notions that were
extrenely subdued waves.

A trenmendous bustle and fanfare occurred. The gallery suddenly swarned with agents. The wife
of the president of the United States cane in, ignored by the del egates.

Anot her bustle. Sonme females with Wonen's Liberation League ribbons across their chests cane
in. Also ignored

What was this bill? A fear began to rise in ne that Heller, whom | had supposed was down and
out, retained a lot of influence. It was bad news to ne.

At length the hall bel ow was apparently as full as it would becone. The public galleries were
packed. Things were ready to begin
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Heller and the girls were picking up the headphones in front of their seats. There was a dia
there. It said English, French, Spanish, Russian, Chinese. Mnette, beside Heller, was having
trouble with the earphones and her hairdo. Heller hel ped her and then dialled French for her. He
put his own on and dialled English. He | ooked up at the gl ass-encl osed transl ator booths on either
side of the UN enblem The place was nobbed with TV crews and their chatter was coning over the
line. Evidently the nmedia thought this was pretty inportant.

But what the Hells bill was it? To bonb the Voltar base? To declare Soltan Gris an
international crimnal? | was worried.

The president of the General Assenbly cane in and took his place at the rostrumin the center
of the oval hall. He opened the proceedi ngs.

"W are nmet here today," he said, "for the final vote on UN Resolution 678-546-452. Nay |
call for any last ninute afterthoughts or reservati ons?"

Hol | and got the floor. "It is our consideration that this bill will shake the world." The fat
Dut chman | ooked up at the gallery and covertly w nked.

I ndia wrapped a robe about hinmself and said, "I believe it nust pass because of the riots in
Paki st an. "

The U.S. rubbed his State Departnment-type face and said, "It is our considered opinion, which
we wish to bring to the attention of the nedia, that it is high tine we bowed our heads to the
true sources of joy." And he bowed his head but he managed a slight smile toward the girls in the

gallery.

U K gave his trimmnilitary mustache a brush and said, "Her Mijesty will wax very woth if
the bill is not passed.” He cleared his throat twice in the direction of the Gracious Palns girls
in the gallery.

Maysabongo got the floor. "W cannot any |onger neglect our nembers. | nove the neasure be

read once nore and put to the vote."

Brazil said, "Seconded!"

A man at the rostrumrose, an inposing scroll in his hands. A breathless hush gripped the
hall. In a sonorous voice he read:

UN Resol uti on 678-546-452.

Hereas and wherewith, it is the wish and will of this, the General Assenbly of the United
Nations, by all sovereign powers attended, as follows, to wit:

RESCLVED: WOMEN HAVE THE RI GHT NOT TO BE THERMONUCLEAR BOVBED AND NOT TO BE FORCED TO SHUT UP
BY SLAPPI NG OR TORTURE

In the tense room before the breathless gallery, the vote was taken, one by one.

As the count progressed, the packed gallery becanme nore and nore on the edge of their seats.

Then the president of the General Assenbly called out, "One hundred and forty nenber states
in favor! Twenty-six abstentions! | hereby declare the neasure PASSED! "

PANDEMONI UM

Despite the nost sacred |aw that there be no cheering fromthe gallery, the din was
deaf eni ng!

It was being led by the wife of the president of the United States!

The whores weren't content with just cheering. They stood up in a row throw ng ki sses at the
del egat es!

The del egates were throw ng them back

That staid chanber was being rent by chaos!

In vain the gavel rapped!

In vain the guards raced around trying to say "Sssh!"

And then Heller was helping the girls hurriedly into their furs.

They streamed out of the building with the cheering throng.

The five whores made a circle and forced Heller inside it and they began to dance around and
around himin front of the Statue of Peace!

Breathl ess, they finally slowed down. They gathered in a group.

Beul ah said, "We've got to get back and tell all the girls that they won!"

Heller said, "Alnpst won. It still has to go before the Security Council to becone the | aw of
the world."

"Cone with us," pleaded Margie, clutching at Heller

He shook his head. "I can't. And listen, all of you. | forbid you to tell anyone at the
Gracious Palms that you saw ne. | don't want any of you getting into trouble."
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"Not even wan | eetle wheesper?" pleaded M nette.

"Not one," said Heller. "I don't want you getting sacked because you were associating with
me. Now prom se. "

"Ch, pretty boy," said Beulah. "At such a glorious tinme! They miss you, pretty boy. The girls
all cry when we speak of you!"

"And | mss you," said Heller. "But go along now with your great news. The world will owe you
a great debt if this gets by the Security Council. You did it all on your own."

They ki ssed hi mon the cheek. They lingeringly touched his hands. And then they sped away
down t he Espl anade.

Hel | er watched them out of sight. And then he slowly turned toward the river

A seagull was wal king near to him "Wll, seagull,"” he said to it, "with any luck the
Security Council will pass it and then you will be safe, too. And Mss Simobns will have to
realize | amon her side."

| was shaken right down to the bottom of ny boots. Yes, it was very true that if that passed
M ss Simons would not be just at his side but at his feet! She would even HELP himget his
di pl oma! But although that in itself was very upsetting to ne, in that it could cost ne a val uable
ally, it was not the nmain reason for ny chill.

The raw, naked power of the nman! He had used wonen to get a UN General Assenbly Resol ution
passed! He could use wonen to do anything he w shed! Wdow Tayl's inpression of himproved it
utterly!

Ch, | had not crushed Heller the way he should be crushed! He was still dangerous beyond
belief. Wiat wonen saw in himl could not even begin to i nagine —they were just putty in his
hands!

He was just plain nmonopolizing all the wonen in the world! He was | eaving none |eft over for
anyone el se!

Oh, | realized right then | had to do nore! But what could I do? | paced about. Wat coul d

possi bly do?
My buzzer rang. | inpatiently picked up the base intercomi nstrumnent.
Faht Bey. "I'mjust calling to renmind you that the space freighter Blixo is scheduled in

tonight. Captain Bolz always wants to see you, though |I can't understand why. So don't go running
of f and making yourself hard to find again." He hung up

Beautiful relief flooded through ne. The Blixo! O course! Wth brilliant forethought, | had
al ready solved the very problem| was now faced with!

Wth luck, the Countess Krak would be on that ship. She'd slaughter Heller for even gl ancing
at anot her wonman! She'd slow himdown to a crawl as she had on Vol tar!

| laughed with delirious delight.

| had it all solved

Smart brains. My Apparatus professors were oh so very right. | had snart brains!

Chapter 6

I began to work out exactly how | would neet these incom ng people and how to persuade the
Countess Krak to let herself be bugged as | had bugged Hell er

It would be very tricky. To tell the honest truth, any contact at all with the Countess Krak
compared, in risk value, to wal king on the outside hull of a spaceship in flight! Wth no safety
I'inel

| laid nmy plans carefully and then, at last, satisfied they were fool proof, | began to get
r eady.

In the first place, | nust |ook, nyself, inpressive. This would give the necessary ring of
authority to things | said.

Hi dden in ny secret office, my General Service uniformhad gotten pretty winkled. | got it

washed by using a wash basin and dried it in front of the electric fire. Then | suddenly
renenbered that ny rank | ocket had | ong since vanished. | didn't have ny old Grade X | ocket and |
couldn't afford to denpte nyself anyway.

I wal ked about, thinking. | went into the patio and | ooked. It was afternoon and sure enough
Utanc's car was gone. | scratched at her door. No answer. Luck! The little boys had gone with her
as they often did these days.

One picked set of locks later, | was in her room It was nuch the sane as before except that

she now had two additional mahogany wardrobes. They were al so | ocked but that was no obstacle. |
opened sone thin drawers in one. Just as | suspected. Jewelry. Gods knew she had been to Tiffany's
of ten enough!
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The enerald | ocket | had once seen her wear was right there. It was not really a rank | ocket
but it was the right stone and gaudy enough. It would have to do.

| didn't want to stay long, it was too risky. | couldn't find the bug | had put under the
rug, too small. | got out of there.

So far so good

In ny room | buckled on a stungun and put a couple blasticks in nmy pocket. | put a Knife
Section knife back of my neck. | hung the Antinmanco control star on ny chest. Thus readied, | went

down the tunnel into the hangar. It just didn't do to go around these peopl e unarned.
There didn't seemto be anyone about.

| hadn't been in this place for sonme tine. The two cannon ships were still there. The tug sat
onits tail gathering dust. A few odds and ends of vessels and freight.

There was a novement over in one corner. | peered closely. Wat a strange ship! A sort of a
done like a bell. And there was the Antimanco Captain Stabb in working clothes. He saw nme. | went

over.
"So you conme to see this little beauty,"” he said. "Greatest pirate vessel ever built!"
It was the line-junper Stabb had been assenbling. And it certainly wasn't little! The
Anti mancos were on | adders testing the absorbo-coat with beans to detect any possible radar
refl ectance.
"Al'l done," said Stabb. "Been done for two weeks but they kept saying you were busy. Wen do
we go out and pick up some banks?"

| had a very dimidea of such a project. | could see the headlines now, as Mudi son woul d say:
BANK FLI ES STRAI GHT | NTO THE Al R-Al R FORCE | NVESTI GATI NG But | said, "Soon, soon. There are big
things in the wind." | wasn't here for such nonsense anyway.

"Gad to hear it," said Stabb. "I was beginning to think, when you weren't in here watching
progress, that maybe you'd | ost your piracy perspective and gone over to the Royal officers."

"We'll get him too," | reassured him

| went over to the office area. | found what | was |ooking for. It was a cubicle near the
main exit tunnel. | would not swarm aboard the Blixo. | would have them brought to ne. That's what
you do when you are in authority. | had the guards nove sone of their equi pnent around and got a
desk and chair in the right place. In they would conme. | would keep them standi ng. They woul d know
who was in control. | even got the guards to promise to salute nme that evening. They shrugged.
told themthey could have special liberty the day after and they agreed.

The stage was set. | went back to ny roomand called the taxi driver to be ready at the exit

barracks and when.

| phoned the hospital and, with guarded speech, found that Raht would be ready to trave
tonorrow. | told Prahd to be available at 9:00 P.M that night and set up to do an operation
wi t hout anyone el se attending. He couldn't argue back on that open |ine.

Because it was routine mission expense, Faht Bey couldn't object. | got himon the secure
base intercomand told himl| had to have two separate air tickets to New York and the usua
expense noney.

"I'"l'l need an Anerican passport,” | said. "Fenale. Make the age about twenty. Get the
phot ograph in the Costume O fice as the fenale | eaves. Have it all ready for tomorrow s plane. Any
pr obl en?"

"No. I. G Barben just sent us some blank forms for drug runners, but | have to send back the
nane and birth date so they can file it. So what's the nane?"

I was feeling a bit sarcastic. "Heavenly Joy Krackle," | said. "Wth a K From Sl eepy Hol | ow,
New YorKk. "

"You | eaving?" he said, far too hopefully.

"No. This is legitimte business,"” | snapped. "So don't goof up. Don't forget to put old
i mmigration stanps on it. I'll |eave the identostanped order with the photographer."

"I can include another air ticket for you," he said. | hung up
I put on nmy uniform hung the thing which would have to pass for a rank | ocket around ny

neck, laid out ny bearskin coat and karakul hat to carry with me. | put sone reference texts in ny
tuni c pocket. | set out the conplete audio-visio bug set, sealed it and put it out to take al ong
Actually, | was pretty nervous. Krak or any thought of Krak had that effect on ne. The nenory

of her scarlet heels when she had stanped that yellownan to pulp had al ways stayed pretty vivid
And realizing that | would not have faced that giant with blastguns in nmy hand for any anount of
money did not nmake it any better. It ruined nmy supper

| vowed to nyself that | would get her out of ny area with no delay whatever and get her to
work on slowi ng Heller down.

| was awmfully glad to hear the gongs going, down the tunnel. The Blixo was comng in. |
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grabbed up the coat and hat and headed for the prepared office.
Chapter 7

| sat, lordly, at the desk when the guards brought in the first one I had chosen to see:
Qdur .

| was surprised. The little hono had apparently gotten the word from Too- Too. He had been on
hi s good behavior. He wasn't even in chains.

In the greenish office Iight, his pretty, powdered face | ooked rather strange. But he was
very respectful. And properly frightened.

"I have very few papers for you, Oficer Gis," he said. "The office is quite a confusion
Bawtch is not there and two others seemto be gone. There is a new chief clerk but he doesn't know
anyt hi ng nuch."

Ah! Too-Too had succeeded! My old eneny Bawtch was dead! And the forgers, too! Wat narvel ous
news!

"So | just have these few blank forns for you to stanp in case they have an emergency."

He had themright with him only a few pounds of paper. | took them | got out ny identoplate
and stanped themthen and there. It only took about twenty minutes instead of half an afternoon
How nmuch |ighter the work would be, now that Bawtch was in sone unknown grave. | should have
t hought of that before!

| pushed the stack back to him "And now, Oh Dear," | said, using his nickname, "what other
news do you have?"

"Well," he said, "fromwhat | can hear when they don't know I'mlistening, Lombar Hisst is

meking just utterly marvel ous progress addicting the Grand Council nenbers. Al the court
physi ci ans have been won over to the need of drugs. A lot of population on them too. It is just a
matter of tinme. There is just one little hook."

| became alert.

"You apparently have a man here on Blito-P3, sonme Fleet officer. On sone m ssion. Apparently
he has been sending reports through to Captain Tars Roke and the Grand Council has faith in both
Roke and this officer. Lonbar had the reports traced and they're in sonme kind of a nonthly platen
code so he knows that they can't be counterfeited.”

Ah, well. No one is likely to get very far ahead of Lonbar.

"Goodness, but Lonbar hates this officer here! Absolutely goes into fits. So just before
got on the Blixo to conme, | got pulled into Lonbar's office. He's very frightening."

I ndeed, he was, with his yanking on | apels and his stinger.

"And he said he'd found out you had a courier line to Voltar. | think he has spies on every

shi p. And he gave ne a nessage."

Ho, ho! A nessage fromthe Chief hinself!

"He said he was glad to help in sending the whore and Doctor Crobe |ike you requested.
think he'd do anything to mess up this officer here. Is she a whore, Oficer Gis? She seens
awfully nice. | talked with her on the voyage. She taught me to tie ny tie properly, see?"

"Get on with the nessage!" | told this rattl ebrain.

"Where was | ? Ch, yes. And he said they were really counting on you. If this officer he hates
so gets the planet on its ear, and especially if he upsets its control elite in any way, things
could get very grim" He was trying to renmenber the rest of it, twisting his face and frowning.

"Wait a minute,” | said. "If you talked to that woman on the voyage, what did you tell her?"

He went into instant shock. "Nothing. Nothing, Oficer Gis. She sort of tried to punp ne but
| said | was just a messenger and knew nothing. Just carried sone papers. And she didn't pay any

attention after that. She was in her cabin nearly the whole voyage. | think she was studying a
| anguage because | coul d hear the machi ne going."
"You sure?" | said.

"Ch, goodness gracious, yes, Oficer Gis. Lonbar Hisst said he would nurder me if | told
anybody but you. But wait, that isn't all the nmessage. Lonbar said he was counting on you utterly
to keep this officer slowed down. The opi um and speed and heroin have to keep coming in. And no
Rockecenter organization is to be disturbed in any way. Lonbar is certain the supply line would

collapse if I. G Barben collapsed. But he said to tell you there was good news. There is a plan
af oot —he didn't say what it was—but he was certain that some tine in the future he would be able
to give you a go-ahead and you could safely kill the nan."

| was certainly glad to hear that! Then | had a disturbing thought. Krak had tal ked with him
"Did she put a hel net on your head?"
"The wonan? No. Just before we took off from Voltar the whole ship was searched by Apparatus
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guards. They confiscated al nost all our baggage. They took everything she had with her except one
change of clothes and a | anguage machi ne and tapes. So where would she get a helmet? Who is she?"

"The girlfriend of the nan you carried the nessage to kill," | said. | couldn't resist it.

Ch Dear fainted dead away!

| put the magic-mail postcards in his pocket, allowing his nother to live until the next
courier run.

| had the guards drag himand his papers out with orders to throw himin a detention cel
until the Blixo left.

At ny signal they brought in Crobe. The good and | earned doctor was a ness. Always dirty, he
was not inproved a bit fromsix weeks in a spaceship cabin

"Are you the (bleepard) that got ne ordered here?" he said.

"Well, you're out of Spiteos," | replied. "You' re on a beautiful humanoid planet that knows
absol utely nothing about cellology or putting tentacles on babies."

"They confiscated everything I brought!" he said. "I haven't even got an electric knifel"

"We have lots of electric knives and over five billion people who have never seen a man with

two heads where his feet ought to be.”

That interested him as | knew it would. Then a suspicion crossed ny mnd. "Wre you given
orders to study a | anguage? And did you study it?"

"Ch, yes. But |anguages are a waste of time. Who wants to talk to people when you can do
interesting things to then®"

"Tell me 'Good norning' in English.”

"Goot nordag.”

Oh, Gods. "Ask ne how | amin English."

"You iss a doggi e name Ceorge," he said.

(Bleep)! Stupid (bleepard). He had | oafed the whol e voyage! | couldn't trust himeven out of
thi s hangar!

"Doctor Crobe,"” | said, "I amgoing to put you in a roomand | amgoing to keep you there
until you have nmastered a pl anetary | anguage.”

“What ?"

"Just that. And if you really want to get around and enjoy the scenery and begin fruitfu
work, you'll take the |anguage nachi ne they gave you and put that nose of yours right intoit. And
when you can talk to the natives, | will have interesting enploynent for you and not until."

It failed to bring the overjoyed response | had expected. He just stood there and gl ared.

There was a chance that he thought of Earth as just a barbaric and primtive place without a
scrap of culture. And this is not true. They have the subjects of psychol ogy and psychiatry and
t hese are marvel ous and wonderful things.

| usually carried a couple of paperback texts for consultation when | cane up against a
knotty problem 1 reached into the pocket of my tunic and brought them out. One was Psychol ogy
Ranpant. The other was To the Depths with Psychiatry. These would certainly prove to himthat
there was benefit in |earning English. | handed them over.

"Read these," | said, "and you will see how worthwhile English is!"

He took them He l|eafed through them He saw a drawing of a brain and his eyes lit up

| beckoned to the guard captain and told himto put Crobe in one of the better cells and not

let himgo until | gave the word.
When the time cane, | would et himout and turn him!| oose on Heller. After all, Heller had
wanted a cellologist! | smled.

Success so far in handling things. One of the troops had even sal uted once.
| told the guard captain to bring the fenale over fromthe ship.

Chapter 8

Lul l ed by nonths of not seeing her, | had conpletely forgotten the inpact of the presence of
the Countess Krak. You knew she was there.

She was wearing a spacer's greatcoat with the collar turned up. She was wearing spaceboots.
Her bl ond-gold hair was in braids around her head |ike a crown.

She | ooked at ne with steady gray-blue eyes and said, "lIs Jettero all right?"

Hastily, | gathered ny wits. This was going to be touch and go. "Ch, yes!" | got out.

"Not hi ng has hurt hin?" she said.

Now | had ny chance. | could win this only if |I played it perfectly. | put my hand on ny
stomach. "No!" | said quickly. "Sonehow | don't feel very well. It nust be something | had for
I unch.”
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Aha! It worked! She smiled faintly. She thought her hypnotic inplant of me was still in
pl ace, the (bl eepch). She put down the snmall bag she was carrying.

Now to get a clue about the forgeries. | pointed at her grip. "I see you're not carrying nuch
baggage. | hear the ship was searched."

She sighed. "Yes. Snelz put ny trunk aboard and they took it. Al that fuss about just a few
training itens. They must have m ssed them and they read nme sone | ong screed about it being

unl awful to disclose you were an extraterrestrial. They're very unreasonable people. I'mnot in

the mlitary. But that isn't the problem They took all the beautiful clothes Jettero gave ne. |
don't have anything nice to neet himin. | can't let himsee ne like this! But then, you'll help
me get sonme, won't you, Soltan."

"OfF course," | said. My attention was on those Royal forgeries | had given her. "Anything
el se of value in that trunk?"

"No. "

"I mean the Royal docunents... you know. ..."

"Ch, don't worry, Soltan. They're safe."

Aha. She nust have been wearing themon her body. | would get around to that during the
operation. | said, "You haven't told anyone about them have you?"

"Ch, indeed no," she said reproachfully. "I gave you nmy word. | haven't even told Jettero
about his Royal appointnent or the promise to sign ny pardon. You don't think I'd break nmy word,
do you?"

"Of course not," | said soothingly. |I felt nore in control of the situation now "But, cone.

You are anxious to go where Jet is. W have to prepare you quickly. Cone al ong."
| grabbed the unmarked box of bugs, ny hat and coat, and went to the door, beckoning.
She picked up her small grip and followed nme up the tunnel
W stopped at the Costune Departnent. The photographer was there, waiting. | handed himthe
i dentopl ated order for passport, tickets and travel noney and he handed them over
The Countess Krak had started going down the racks of clothes. The phot ographer got her
attention and asked her to step over to a white wall
She didn't divine what he was up to right away as the canera he held probably didn't | ook
i ke any canmera she had ever seen before. Wien he held it up to his face, she suddenly understood.
"Ch, no! Not a picture!" she cried. "I'msuch a nmess!"
Too late. He already had it. He rushed away.
| grabbed a dress off the rack. It was blue with big white flowers.
"What's that?" she said in a kind of horror
"Native dress," | said. "You have to look like a native. Renenber the Space Code they read
you. "
She | ooked at the dress in amazenent. "You nean these natives don't know any nore about
dressing than this?"
| masked any glee | nmight feel. | pointed at a change booth. "Quickly, quickly. People are
waiting. Heller is half a day's flight fromhere and we've got to get you on your way."
Rel uctantly, she went into the booth and shed her greatcoat.
I found a dingy-Iooking woman's hooded cl oak. It was a sort of spotty brown. | found a veil
I couldn't find any shoes or stockings. She was wearing spaceboots. So | et her wear spaceboots.
She canme out wearing the dress. She was about five foot, nine and a half inches tall and the
dress was for a smaller wonan. Her opinion of it was plain in her expression
I shoved the cloak at her. "This will cover it," | said.
She found a couple small holes init. She |ooked at me with a rather calculating eye. It made
ne nervous.

"The sooner you put this on, the sooner you're away," | said.
She put it on. | handed her the veil. She didn't know what to do with it so I showed her on
my own face. "All wonmen go veiled," | told her. "It's a religious custom"”

"Are you sure we're on the right planet?" she said. But she put it on

| got into ny own bearskin coat and karakul hat, picked up the box of bugs, the things she
had taken off and her grip, and with sone persuasion, got her outside and into the taxi

Now canme the tricky part. | closed the partition so the driver couldn't hear. "You have to be
very careful on this world," | said. "They are absolutely crazy on the subject of identification.
And if you have any scars or marks of any kind on your body, they grab you at once. So all such
thi ngs have to be renoved."

The taxi was rolling through a very dark night but | could feel her eyes on ne.

"Ch, Soltan," she said, disbelieving.

| turned on the overhead light. "No, |ook. See that scar on the back of your hand? A dead
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gi veawnay. "
"That's just a little claw mark froma lepertige. You can hardly see it."
"And | ook at that wist! Electric cuffs, weren't they?"
"Ch, Soltan. You'd need a vivid inmagination just to nmake themout."

"All right," | said. "But how about that hi deous scar over your right eyebrow?"

"You nmean that tiny little scratch?" She fingered it. "But the eyebrow covers it."

"Well," | said, "you're just used to seeing it." And then |I got very cunning. "You think
Hel ler wants to have to |l ook at that huge blem sh the rest of his life?"

She was thoughtful. Then she said, "lI see what you nean. But you're not putting me under gas,
Sol tan."

"Listen, Countess," | said. "It is ny duty to protect you. Heller would have ny head if | |et
you wander out only to get picked up because of identifying marks."

| must have sounded convi nci ng—possi bly because it was true that Heller would kill ne with
slow torture if | let anything happen to her. She grew nore thoughtful

It was tinme to dive straight into Strategy Plan A "I don't blame you for being wary,"
said. "The world, any world, is full of wolves. But | ama slave of duty. I will tell you what |
will do. | happen to have hypnohel nets here. 1'lIl let you put both ne and the cell ol ogi st under
one first and I'Il give you a wist recorder to wear during the operation. How s that?"

Just as | suspected, it caught her fancy. Above the veil, a gleamwas very visible in those
gray-blue eyes. "All right," she said.

| al most hugged nyself with glee. It had worked! It had worked! | had to turn ny face away so
she woul d not see nme suppressing triunph. | was tricking the form dabl e Countess Krak. And getting

away with it!
Chapter 9

It was nearing 9:00 P.M and there were very few around at the hospital

| steered the Countess Krak through the | obby and got her into an interview room

Dr. Prahd Bittlestiffender had been on the | ookout and foll owed.

She sat down in a chair. She obviously didn't like the veil and took it off. She threw back
t he hood.

Young Doctor Prahd gangled into the room

He st opped.

He stared.

In Voltarian, | said to her, "This is your doctor. He is one of the nost conpetent
cellologists Voltar ever produced. Doctor, this is Mss X. She just canme in on the Blixo and, as
usual , has to have her identifying scars renoved."

Prahd, the silly ape, didn't take the cue at all. He was just standing there, staring at her
with his nouth open
| was operating smoothly now, nyself. | said to her, "W'll go out now to the warehouse and

get a hypnohelnet. So pl ease excuse us."

I kicked himout of his trance, got himinto the hall and closed the door. Carrying her bag
and the bug box, | herded himback to the privacy of his office.

| snarled, "What the Hells are you so (bl eeped) stunned about?"

"That |ady," he said, eyes wi de.

"That 'lady'," |I told himacidly, "is a very wanted criminal!"

"WHAT? That beautiful wonman? | can't believe it. She nmust be one of the greatest beauties of
Voltar! |I've only seen one other that could conpare with her. And that was H ghtee Heller, the
Hormevi ew star!"

| pushed himinto his chair so | could tower over him "Listen," | snarled. "That wonman you

are going into orbit about was once condemmed to death and is today a nonperson. She has killed
four nen to ny personal know edge. Three of them for just naking an i nnocent pass at her. So don't
get any romantic ideas about that 'lady'! She is being sent in to do another job. A nurder."

He was staring at me round-eyed, his straw hair standing up in all directions. | pressed mny
advant age. "W have to con her to protect ourselves,” | continued. "You' re going to renove her
scars all right. But you're also going to put these audi o and visual bugs in her skull just like
you did with Heller. There's a scar just above her right eye that will do just fine. So you're
going to put her under gas right now and do the job. She's not to know about the bugs."

"But she'll kill us if she finds out!" he said.
"Precisely!" | snapped. "But |'ve got that figured out. She has an inflated idea of herself
as a hypnotist. | amgoing to propose to her that she put a hypnohel mret on each of us—=
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"VWHAT?"

"Be calm be calm" | soothed him "l've fixed a helmet so it doesn't work. You sinply
pretend you are under hypnosis. So will |I. And we'll put a wist recorder on her. Then she'll go
tanely through with it. I'mjust protecting you, that's all. So run over to the warehouse and get
a coupl e of those hypnohelnets | sent over and |I'Il see you back in the interviewroom"

He took the box with the two bug devices and put it in his pocket. He left.

Rapidly, | opened her grip. | went through it very thoroughly. Only a fewtoilet articles and
alittle makeup. The bul k of the space was taken up with the | anguage nmachi ne and sone Earth
texts. | carefully investigated the |ining. Nothing.

The space greatcoat and the coveralls she had been wearing and which | had brought al ong
produced no better result. Originally, when | gave themto her, she had strapped the
"procl anations" agai nst her body. And that's exactly where they nmust be now. | couldn't imagine
even an Apparatus guard adventuring a skin search on her: she would kill him And had they found
them they would have checked them agai nst the Palace City log, found they were forgeries and she
now woul d be a very executed Countess Krak, instead of a |live one here on Earth.

My own neck was still out. Even with Bawtch and the forgers dead, the Countess Krak could
inmplicate ne. Ah, well. Very shortly, | would have them back for she would be Iying there under
gas. | nmight even fold a packet of paper to put in their place. Yes, that was the ploy. | nade a
paper packet up.

A door sl anmed sonmewhere and | realized Prahd nust be back. | hurried down to the interview

room and arrived just as he was entering. The Countess Krak's eyes lit up

He was carrying two cartons and when he put them down she instantly rose and brushed him
away. | had carefully replaced the original carton seals, of course —we are experts at that in the
Appar at us—and those two cartons | ooked |ike they had never been touched since the day they |eft
t he manuf acturer.

She chose one. She opened it. She | ooked |ike sonebody about to cut a birthday cake. "Cho!"
she said. "All shiny new and the very |l atest type! See, look! It has a plug-in nicrophone as well
as the recording strip player! Oh, lovely. Such nice colors, too."

She expertly inserted a power pack and checked the neter. She plugged in the m crophone. "Wo
is first?"

| wasn't really sure that she wouldn't also shove a knife into sonebody. | gave Prahd a push
toward a chair. He nervously perched his |anky body on its edge.

"Do you own this hospital ?" she asked hi m conversationally.

"No, no," said Prahd, pointing at ne. "He does. That is to say, he's the boss. If you have
any complaints ..."

"Not any yet," said the Countess Krak, smiling at himsweetly.
She put the helmet on his wheat shock of hair. She turned to me. "If you'll just wait in the
hall, Soltan." She was juggling the nicrophone in one hand, the other poised over the switch to

turn the hel net on.

I went. But | kept ny ear pressed close to the cl osed door

"Sl eep, sleep, pretty sleep," she said. "Can you hear ne?"

A mffled "Yes."

"You are about to do an operation. You will do it very expertly. You will not bring about any
physi cal -body distortions or alterations. In other words, you will not nonkey with nmy |inbs or
glands. Is that clear?"

A muffled "Yes."

"You will Iimt your operations to repairing a few scars and bl em shes and make it all hea
rapidly with no further scars or blenishes and no fancy ideas. R ght?" "Yes."
"Now, " she continued, "if you or Soltan or any other man approaches ne carnally or nakes any

sexual contact with nme while | amunder gas, you are to use an electric knife on yourself or them
Under st ood?" "Ri ght."
"And you are not to say anything around me or to ne while | amunder gas. Understood?" "Yes."
"Now, if you violate any of this you will feel like atom bonbs are exploding in your head.
Ri ght?" "Ri ght."

"You will now forget what | have said to you and when you wake up you will only renenber and
believe that | have been asking about your professional qualifications. Agreed?" "Right."

A click. She had turned the helmet off. In a mnute Prahd came stunbling out the door. | was
wat ching himvery closely. | had wanted to be sure that the hel net was made i noperative when the
unit | carried cane within two mles of it.

He was nopping his face. "Gods," he whispered. "Atom bonbs! | see what you nean!" He tottered
down the hall to his operating room
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It was all right. If he'd been hypnotized, he would not have remenbered! It was safe.
"Soltan," a soft voice was calling. | went in like a meek little school boy. | was hiding ny grins.
She pl opped the hel net down on ny head. She threw on the switch. Through the visor shield |I could
see her check the neter and the |ights.

She stepped back and held the m crophone to her nouth. "Sleep, sleep, pretty sleep. Can you
hear me, Soltan?"

"Yes," | said, making my voice sound groggy.

"Some time ago | told you that if you had any idea of hurting Jettero Heller, you would get
sick at your stomach and so forth. Nowtell nme, Soltan, is that still true?"

"Ch, yes," | Ilied.

"And you have not gotten any notion of hurting himor doing himany nasty tricks?"

"Oh, no," | Ilied.

"Good. That is still true. Only, added to it is the fact that if you try to do anything bad
to ne, you will now feel the sane way. Understood?"

"Yes," | said. Ch CGods, it sure was a good thing this helnet was null on ne!

"Now | isten carefully. You will help ne in every way you can to reach Jettero. You will et
me go wherever | want around this hospital and nearby buildings or base. You will let ne pick up
anything | want. Understood?"

"Yes," | said.

"Now al so," she said, "you'll let me have whatever | take, no matter what it is. You will |et

me leave with it. And you will find a reasonable reason in yourself for letting me do so. Is that
cl ear?"

"Yes," | said.

"Good. You will now forget what | have said. Wen you awake you will think | have been asking
you about the operation. Al right?"

"Yes," | said.

She reached over and clicked the helnmet switch and then took it off ny head. "Wake up
Soltan."

Hding ny grin, | said, "Now that you know all about the operation, shall we go to the
operating roon®"

Ch, smart brains,
hel mets and ny skul I ?
had!

i ndeed! What if | had not had that breaker-switch pair installed in the
Al'l that agony had just paid off! It didn't conpare to the stomachaches |I'd

Chapter 10

Prahd sent her into a cubicle beside the operating theater. It was a sort of bathroom
dressing room He gave her a package—a Zanco di sposable, sterile operating gown and cap. He
gestured toward a slot in the door. "Please drop your clothes through that, including those boots.
Then take a shower and get into this. Then enter the operating roomthrough that side door."

She nodded. She seemed oddly cheerful. But of course she was happy to have a bath after six
weeks on a freighter. And she was going to see Heller soon, wasn't she? Still, | was very
suspi ci ous of a happy Countess Krak

Prahd and | entered the operating roomitself. He had lights flashing and beakers bubbling

and it all |ooked very businesslike.
"Just as soon as you have her under," | said, "I'mgoing to have to do a skin search."
"VWHAT?"
"I have to make sure she is carrying no secret weapons,” | lied. "I will take off ny boots. I

will be very quiet."”
"You don't have to cone in," he said. "There's a viewport, one way, right over in that wall
It looks like a small mirror."

"Wn't do," | said. "I can be very quiet. | have to be sure."

"Al'l right, but do it before | begin work. |I don't want all the germs you carry in here. And
I can disinfect afterwards.”

| ignored his insult. |I took a wist recorder out of my pocket. "Tell her she can put this on
and start it."

"I think she would kill us if we took any liberties, Officer Gis. So just be warned that

I"1l have ny electric knife ready."

"Hey, you weren't really hypnotized, were you?"

"No. But if she wakes up and finds she's been fooled with and your dead body isn't lying on
the floor, she'll get suspicious that the helnmet didn't work."
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Yes, there was that. But | didn't exactly like the way he put it.

She canme in, in the open-backed operating gown. "That's the awfullest-snelling soap | think I
ever smnelled. What a frightful stink!"

"Overstrength germcidal," said Prahd. "As to the stink, Oficer Gis is just leaving. As to

the soap, I'll put a nice snelling bar in the recovery roomand you can shower and wash your hair
when you wake up. Al right? Good. Now, if you will just sit down on the operating table..."
| left. I went around to the one-way wi ndow. | couldn't hear what they were saying. She was

on the table but she was having to master how to operate the wist recorder and | realized she was
unfam liar with the clunsiness of Earth devices. She finally got it tested and running and hung on
her forearm

She swung her shapely legs up and stretched out. Prahd | owered the gas anesthetic done. He
wat ched a heart counter and respiration nmeter. She was out.

He pulled the gown off her and beckoned toward the w ndow.

| went around to the door. | slipped off ny boots. Mre silent than a cat, | entered and
stole toward the table.

CGods, she was a beautiful woman! No Greek scul ptor had ever had a nodel like this

Prahd was standing there with an electric knife. | got busy.

There was nothing strapped to the front of her body. There was nothing around her waist so
far as | could observe it. They nust be strapped to her back! | noved forward to turn her over. |
stopped. Prahd notw thstanding, | was afraid to touch her. | suddenly discovered that terror could
be a nuch heavier enotion than sexual desire. | backed up

Finding it hard to swallow and shaking a bit, | gestured to Prahd to lift her

He did, very quietly. | |ooked under her back fromthe right side. I went around while he

nmoved her the other way. Nothing. She didn't have a thing on her

| tiptoed out of there, feeling somehow that | had escaped with ny life.

| went into the change room and searched. Nothing. | exam ned the clothes she had taken off.
Not hing. | | ooked for false soles in the boots. Just plain, black space-boots.

( BLEEP)

She was a very clever wonan. She not only trained people for the stage, she could also do al
ki nds of sleight of hand. | would have to watch her very carefully. It would be ny neck if |
didn't recover those forgeries. The horrible thought hit nme that naybe Bawtch had tal ked before he
died. O left a note or sonething! Yes, | had no choice but to recover them Constant watchful ness
was t he wat chword

Chapter 11

Back at the one-way w ndow, | watched the progress of the operation

She lay in naked repose, oblivious of what was goi ng on

Prahd was working with rapid expertise. For some reason, he took a | ot of neasurenents with a
I ot of different scopes and devices, cataloguing themall on a chart. Then he opened a big vol une

and consulted it. Fromwhere | was | could see the page he had: it was headed "Manco." Well, he
was right about that. She was from Manco.

Then he nmade a signal toward the window, indicating the hall. | nmet himthere. He showed ne
the book. "This lady is fromthe aristocracy of Atalanta."

I noted sourly that it was "lady" again. "Yes," | said.

"That accounts for it," he said.

"For what?" | said, irritated.

"The perfection. She's the product of tens of thousands of years of selective breeding. The
aristocracy married nothing but the nost beautiful and bright. Do you realize that her thyroid..."

Oh, Gods, deliver ne froma specialist riding his hobby! "Are you going to get on with this
operation or aren't you?"

"I just wanted you to be aware that you were tanpering with the aristocracy," he said. "It
carries the death penalty, you know. "

"I told you!" | grated. "She's a nonperson! A crinmnal! There isn't even any penalty if you
killed her.™

He went back in the operating room | went back to the wi ndow. Prahd bent over her ankles and
| ooked very carefully. Then he | ooked over her wists. Then he | ooked at ne and nodded. He was
convi nced.

| knew what he had found. Electric cuffs, wist and ankle, when worn for weeks, nake small
burns. And she must have been in them for nonths during her inprisonnent, transportation to Voltar
and trial before the Apparatus got her. They had left faint scars.
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Prahd got to work. He made his "cell soups” fromlittle clips and drillings. He addressed the
scarred eyebrow and, very soon, sterilized the two bugs and inplanted them He covered them over
with the bone and skin paste and then put the area under a catalyst |ight.

He then got busy on the ankle and wist scars. | didn't really |ike the way he was worki ng.
It was with sort of flourishing nmotions like a painter; he was al so cocking his head over and
eyeing the effects. Silly (bl eepard).

Wth new |ights now on her wists and ankles, he went prowing for nore scars or blemn shes:
he found some ancient signs of slashes along her right ribs, below the breast, probably fromthe
claws of sone wild animal she had been training. He fixed those. Then he found sone tiny burns on
the outside of her left thigh. I knew where those had cone from Lonbar's stinger. He fixed them
Then he studied her whol e naked body minutely under a scope. He didn't seemto be finding any nore
past wounds or bl em shes.

He put cups and straps over the work he had done and | thought he woul d now be fi nished.

But no. He got out a little set of tools and began to work on the ends of her fingers.
couldn't imagi ne what he was doing. Then it came to nme. He was giving her a manicure

Havi ng finished that quite expertly, he went to her feet and gave her a pedicure! He seened
to be getting her toenails just right.

| thought he would surely be done now. But no! He was getting out another set of tools. He
propped her jaws open, did a thorough inspection of her nouth and then, of all things, began to
cl ean and polish her teeth!

Deliver me fromidiots! Her smle was about as dangerous a thing as anyone woul d ever see
wi thout making it blindingly bright!

Done with that at last, he pulled the cloths fromunder her jaws and stood back. He surveyed
her | ong nakedness. Then, busily, he pulled another |amp down on its swi ng neck, turned it on and
passed it the length of her body, stood back and admired the effect and then did it again. He
gently turned her over and did the sane thing to her back.

He was giving her a suntan

I had to admit to nyself that two or three years in the dungeons of Spiteos and six weeks in
a spaceship mght nake one a bit pale. But he had sonething else in mnd for he was consulting the
tables in the big book. He got a neter out. He was apparently measuring skin color! The peopl e of
Atal anta are white but it is a white with a faint tan tinge. He was restoring the exact shade!

He was satisfied with that. Now he was checking her hair color. The blond-gold of it seened
satisfactory by neter.

He was done! Thank Gods! Wat a tinkerer

He threw a bl anket over her and picked her up and carried her into the hall. | was with him
pronptly.

Prahd took her into a private room He laid her on the bed. He covered her up with sheets and
bl ankets. He nade sure the recorder was not exerting any weight on her arm He arranged her head
properly on the pillow

He left the roomand cl osed the door. He | ooked at ne and there was a dreany farawayness in
his eyes. "You know," he said, "she was perfectly right. Anybody who nmessed up such a gorgeous
creature shoul d have at om bonbs expl oding in his head."

He | ocked the door and put the key in his pocket. "I'mgoing to bed now," he said. "I suggest
that you go hone."

He went away. | was absolutely funming! | was seething at how blind people could be about the
real Krak. Here she had added another ally to her nobs of supporters!

Well, | certainly had no intention of going honme! She m ght cone out of that room and attack
me! She m ght even bl ow up the base!

| got a straight-backed chair and planted it opposite the door. | gathered up the spacer
greatcoat, coveralls and other clothes and put themin a stack beside the chair. | took the
spaceboots and put themon their sides on the floor. | tilted the chair back against the wall and
put my foot on the spaceboots so that if they were even touched, it would cause nmy foot to nove
and bring the chair back forward on its four legs to jolt ne awake in case | dozed. | took the
catch of f my stungun and gripped its butt.

| | ooked at the | ocked door and for the first tinme since her arrival | began to snmile

Despite her trickery, | had foiled the Countess Krak. | had finally gained the upper hand.
was i nmpervious to her hypnohelmets while she in turn was now bugged so | could nmonitor her every
nove.

Hel | er, neanwhile, was sinking fast. And if he thought Babe's wath was rough, he hadn't seen
anything yet. The best was yet to cone.

| folded ny arns across nmy chest and grinned. Gis, | conplinmented nyself, you got 'em

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20An%20Alien%20Affair.txt (123 of 124) [8/31/03 1:22:58 PM]



file:///F|/rah/L %20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2004%20-%20A n%20Alien%20Affair.txt

Sendi ng an inplanted Krak off to Heller and his whores would be like tossing an anvil to a
drowni ng man.

Then when Hi sst sent the OK | could humanely end Heller's msery, get the forgeries even if
| had to torture the information out of Krak (a delicious thought), sell her to the black narket
in Istanbul, settle matters with Uanc and then sit back and rake in the noney fromny host of
enterpri ses.

Sl eep well, Countess Krak.
Tomor r ow bel ongs to ne.

What will Krak do when she finds Heller
knee-deep in girls?

Is this the end of Heller's nmi ssion?
Read M SSI ON EARTH

Vol ume 5 FORTUNE OF FEAR
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