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M ssion earth vol ume 06
Deat h quest

Scanned by Warbur ner
Yet to be proofed

Vol tari an

Censor's

Di scl ai mer

During nmy tenure as the Chairman of the Royal Board of Censors, | have been exposed to the wi de
range of tastes that span the 110 pl anets of our great Confederacy.

Yet nothing conpares to this bizarre, fallacious account which deals with a conpletely fabricated
pl anet called "Earth."

The Crown does not object to an author creating an imaginary world and populating it with equally
i magi nary characters. Nor does the Crown object to behavior and situations that strain the

i magi nati on, not to nmention one's basic sense of norality. There is, however, a limt, a boundary,
for even the fevered i magi nati on. This work has crossed that |ine.

The Crown strenuously objects to the unauthorized use of actual persons such as Royal officer
Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak to inply that "Earth" exists and that Heller m ght have been
sent there on the orders of the Grand Council. However, "Earth" does not exist, and that takes
care of that.

Additionally, the author's irresponsible description of a process that would otherw se be known as
"judicial" also pressed the Crown's patience to the linmt. There is no such "legal systent
anywhere within the
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known worlds. What is described in this work bears no resenbl ance to anything rational and coul d
not possibly exist. The reader nust keep that in nmnd. The law is the nortar between the building
bl ocks of society. A "legal systenmt pernmitting people to "sue" nerely to seek a large "settlenent"
as described in this work would beconme so clogged with "suits" that it would take a person years
to seek justice. And what kind of "justice" would such a systemallow? So away with that fantasy!
The debased attitude toward sex on this nonexistent planet called "Earth" has already drawn the
ire of the Crowm. Nothing nore will be said.

If this work teaches anything, it teaches what happens when one wites about a nonexistent world
such as this "Earth."

There is NO planet "Earth."

That is the only rational attitude to take.

Lord I nvay

Royal Historian

Chai rman, Board of Censors

Royal Pal ace

Vol tar Conf ederacy

By Order of

His Inperial Mjesty

Wil ly the Wse

Vol tari an

Translator's

Pref ace

Hel | o agai n!

This is your translator, 54 Charlee Nine, the Robot-brain in the Transl at ophone.

Lord Invay's renmark about the American |egal systemrenminds nme of the problemthat | had in

translating this work. First, | can't fathom how a coat and matching pants or skirt could be a

I egal "suit."

Furt her, these "suits" are found in what Southerners say is a "coathouse" but spell as
"courthouse.” | conpromised and spelled it "cohthouse.” | was tenpted to spell it "cathouse" for

what really goes on, but while it may be a nore accurate description, it sadly m sses the
pronunci ati on.

Speaki ng of accents, | also had to deal with Dr. Crobe, who is a crazy Voltarian cellol ogi st
pretending to be a psychiatrist (which automatically qualifies himas a double nutcase) who has an
accent that sounds |ike an Austrian being strangled. But since nobody really understands what a
psychiatrist is tal king about anyway, it really doesn't matter what he sounds like.

Meanwhile, all of this is really the confession of Apparatus officer Soltan Gis, as dictated by
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himin ajail cell. | won't even begin to estimate how many logic circuits fused or warped when |
tried to get ny wits
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around the life style of this nonexistent planet called Earth.

Frankly, if Fleet Officer Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak did go to Earth to arrest the
pollution so a Vol-tarian invasion force could | ater safely conquer the planet, | don't see how
they kept their sanity while they were there.

Soltan Gris is another matter. He acts nore and nore like he's fromEarth, rather than Voltar.
Maybe that's because he spent so rmuch tine there studying psychology tricks from Signund Freud and
Bugs Bunny. O it could be that he is sinply so crimnal that he was nore at honme on what appears
to be a prison planet. After all, Gis's whole task was to stop Heller and keep Heller from

| earning that the head of the Apparatus, Lonbar Hisst, was obtaining Earth drugs to overthrow the
Vol -tari an Confederacy.

Don't ask me to nmake any nore sense of it. But | will include a Key to this volune. That's nore
help than | got from Soltan Gis.
Si ncerely,

54 Charlee N ne

Robot brain in the Transl at ophone

Key to DEATH QUEST

Acti vat or-recei ver—See Buggi ng Cear.

Afyon—€ity in Turkey where the Apparatus has a secret nountain base.

Agnes, M ss—Personal aide to Del bert John Rockecenter.

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

At al ant a—Home provi nce of Jettero Heller and the Countess Krak on the planet Manco.

Bang- Bang Ri mbonmbo—An ex-nmari ne demplitions expert and nenber of the Corleone nob. He al so attends
Jettero Heller's college Arnmy ROTC classes in place of Heller at Enmpire University.

Bi ggs, Stonewal |l —virginia county clerk who issued Jettero Heller a birth certificate in the name
of Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior. Heller saved Biggs's |life when the courthouse was bonbed.
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Bittlestiffender, Prahd—Voltarian cellologist who inplanted Jettero Heller, the Countess Krak and
Dr. Crobe. (See Bugging Gear and Cell ol ogy.)

Blito-P3—ol tarian designation for a planet known locally as "Earth." It is the third planet (P3)
of a yellowdwarf star known as Blito. It is on the Invasion Tinetable as a future way stop on
Voltar's route toward the center of this gal axy.

Bl uefl ash—A bright blue flash of |ight which produces unconsciousness. It is usually used by

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

Buggi ng CGear —El ectroni c eavesdroppi ng devices that Soltan Gis had inplanted in Jettero Heller,
the Countess Krak and Dr. Crobe. Gis uses a video unit to nmonitor everything they see or hear.
The signals are picked up by the Activator-receiver that Gis carries. Wen they are nore than two
hundred niles fromGis, the 831 Relayer is turned on and boosts the signal to a range of ten

t housand nil es.

Bur y—bel bert John Rockecenter's nost powerful attorney. Candy Licorice—teshian "wife" to Mss

Pi nch.

Cel | ol ogy—Yol tari an nmedi cal science that can repair the body through the cellul ar generation of
tissues, including entire body parts.

Code Break—¥iol ati on of a section of the Space Code prohibiting the alerting of others that one is
an alien. If this occurs, those alerted are destroyed and the viol ator

is put to death. The purpose is to naintain the security of the Invasion Tinetable.

Conf eder acy—See Vol tar.

Coordi nated | nformati on Appar at us—See Appar at us.

Crobe, Dr.-Apparatus cellol ogi st who delights in naking freaks. He was brought to Earth by Soltan
Gis to further disrupt Jettero Heller's nission.

Empire University—Were Jettero Heller is taking classes in New York Gty.

Epstein, |zzy—Financial expert and anarchist hired by Jettero Heller to set up and run several
corporations to handle Heller's finances.

Eyes and Ears of Voltar—An el ectronics store on Voltar where Soltan Gris stol e boxes of

sophi sticated equi pment that he brought to Earth. The Countess Krak ransacked Gis's supply,
taking a wide variety of itens for her trip to the United States.
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F.F.B.O —Fatten, Farten, Burstein and Ooze, the largest advertising/public relations firmin the
wor | d.

Fl eet —Fthe elite space fighting armof Voltar to which Jettero Heller belongs and which the

Appar at us despi ses.

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

Grand Counci | —Fhe governi ng body of Voltar which

L. RON HUBBARD

ordered a nission to keep Earth fromdestroying itself so it could be conquered on schedul e per
the I nvasion Tinetable.

Gis, Soltan-Apparatus officer placed in charge of the Blito-P3 (Earth) Section and an eneny of
Jettero Heller. He was sent to Earth by Lonbar Hisst to sabotage Heller's mssion.

Hel | er, Jettero—€onbat engi neer and Royal officer of the Fleet, sent by order of the G and Council
on Mssion Earth in order to save Earth fromits own inminent self-destruction by pollution and
nucl ear hol ocaust. He is operating on Earth under the nanme of Jerone Terrance Wster.

Hi sst, Lonmbar—Head of the Apparatus. His plan to overthrow the Confederacy required sending Soltan
Gis to sabotage Jettero Heller's m ssion.

Hypnohel net —bevi ce pl aced over the head and used to induce a hypnotic state.

I nkswi t ch—Phony nane used by Soltan Gis when in the U S., pretending to be a federal official.

I nvasi on Ti net abl e-A schedul e of gal actic conquest. The plans and budget of every section of
Vohar's governnent rmust 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.

Krak, Countess—Fhe sweetheart of Jettero Heller. On
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Earth she is known by the name Heavenly Joy Krackle or "M ss Joy."

Lee, Harvey "Smasher"—A di shonest used-car dealer in Virginia who sold Jettero Heller a Cadillac
shortly after Heller arrived in the United States.

Madi son, J. Walter—F.F.B.O PR man hired by Bury to "imortalize" Jettero Heller, who doesn't know
about Madi son's canpai gn; also known as "J. Warbler Madnan.™

Mam e Boonp—A forner nightclub singer and now president and general manager of the Lucky Bonanza
Casi no Corporation in Atlantic Cty, owned by Jettero Heller.

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

<

Manco Devi | —Myt hol ogi cal spirit native to Manco.

Massacurovitch, Mrtie—Fhe crash-bang New York City taxi driver who taught Jettero Heller howto
drive a cab in New York.

Meel ey—Sol tan Gra's | andl ady back on Voltar.

Mudur Zengi n—i nanci al czar of the biggest banking chain in Turkey and handler of Soltan Ga's
funds.

Mul ti nati onal -Nane of umbrella corporation that |1zzy Epstein set up to manage Jettero Heller's
conpanies. It is located in the Enpire State Buil di ng.
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Mut azi one, M ke—©Omner of the Jiffy-Spiffy Garage. He custom zed both the Cadillac and the vintage
cab for Jettero Heller..

Narcotic!, Faustino "The Noose"—Head of a Mafia Fanily that is the underworld outlet for drugs.
Cctopus O | —A Del bert John Rockecenter conpany that controls the world' s petrol eum

Pi nch, M ss—teshi an sadi st and Del bert John Rockecenter enpl oyee who |ives with Candy Licorice and
has $80, 000 of Soltan G o's noney.

Pokant i ckl e—Est ate of Del bert John Rockecenter, |ocated in Hairytown, New York.

Psychiatric Birth Control —A plan, funded by Del bert John Rockecenter, to reduce the world's
popul ati on by pronoting honmosexuality.

Raht —An Appar at us agent on Earth who was assigned by Lonmbar Hisst to help Soltan Gis sabotage
Jettero Heller's mission. H's partner Terb was nurdered.

Razza Lousei ni —€onsigliere to nob chief Faustino "The Noose" Narcoti ci.

Rockecenter, Delbert John—Native of Earth who controls the planet's fuel, finances, governnents
and drugs.

Rockecenter, Junior, Del bert John—Fhe false Earth nanme that Lombar Hi sst arranged for Jettero
Heller to use so that he would attract attention and be kill ed.

DEATH QUEST
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Si nmons, M ss—An antinucl ear fanatic who teaches at Enpire University. She was dedicated to
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flunking Jettero Heller out of school until "handl ed" by the Countess Krak

Smith, John-An alias that Soltan Gis uses as a Del bert John Rockecenter enpl oyee.

Spi t eos—ere the Countess Krak and Jettero Heller had been inprisoned on Voltar. It has been the
secret nountain fortress prison of the Apparatus for over a thousand years.

Spur k—Fhe owner of the Eyes and Ears of Voltar, an electronics store. Soltan Giis killed himto
steal the Bugging Gear used on Jettero Heller, the Countess Krak and Dr. Crobe, as well as boxes
of other sophisticated equi pnent.

Sul tan Bey-The Turki sh name used by Soltan Gis.

Swi ndl e and Crouch—+taw firmthat represents Del bert John Rockecenter” interests.

Tor pedo Fi accol a—A sniper-killer once hired by Bury to kill Jettero Heller

Ut anc—A bel | y-dancer that Soltan Gis bought to be his concubi ne sl ave.

Vi ewer —See Buggi ng Cear.

Vol t ar—The seat of the 110-pl anet Confederacy that was established 125,000 years ago. Voltar is
rul ed by the
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Enperor through the Grand Council, in accordance with the Invasion Tinetable.

Whi z Ki d—Ni cknane given to Jettero Heller by J. Walter Madison. Unknown to Heller, Mudison has a
"doubl e" playing the part of Jerome Terrance Wster in order to get publicity without Heller's
consent. The "doubl e" has buckteeth and a protruding jaw, wears gl asses and | ooks nothing Iike
Heller. H's nane is Gerry Wster.

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

Zanco—Medi cal and cel | ol ogi cal equi pnent and supplies conpany on Voltar

831 Rel ayer —See Buggi ng Gear

PART FORTY- THREE

To My Lord Turn, Justiciary of the Royal Courts and Prison, Government City, Planet Voltar, Voltar
Conf eder acy

Your Lordship, Sir!

I, Soltan Gis, Grade XI General Services Oficer, former Secondary Executive of the Coordi nated
I nformati on Apparatus, Voltar Confederacy (Al Hail Hs Mdst Inperial Majesty Cing the Lofty) am
forwardi ng the sixth part of my confession pertaining to M SSI ON EARTH

I know that one who is in prison, as | am should reflect upon and |l earn the error of his ways.
You will be pleased to know that incarceration in your fine prison has allowed ne to do this.
While detailing ny many crimnal deeds committed while on M SSI ON EARTH for the Apparatus,

i ncludi ng nurder, extortion, blackmail, | have | earned a valuable | esson: Fenmal es are vicious,
treacherous, |lying beasts who spend every waki ng minute conniving anongst thenselves, plotting and
schem ng how to destroy every single nale. They should all be destroyed.

Take those two Earth | esbians, Mss Pinch and
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Candy, for exanple. Mss Pinch took all ny noney and locked it up in a safe. | was broke and
wanted it back. Earth psychol ogy, which is never wong, has sonething they call "aversion
therapy." (In the Apparatus we call it "torture.") So | tied themup and despite their protests

raped them both. What did they do? Did they adhere to the unwavering truths of psychol ogy? No!
They ended up liking it!

"Inkswitch,"” they said (addressing ne by the alias | enploy in the US.), "we renounce
Rockecenter's Psychiatric Birth Control which advocates honbsexuality to reduce the popul ati on and
will pay you to live with us and do that again and again."

Just goes to show how you can't trust wonen. They turn on you every tine.

And if there is any fermale that epitonizes the vicious evil of that species, it is the Countess
Krak, Jet-tero Heller's girlfriend. My task was sinpler until her arrival on Earth. Al | had to
do was sabotage Heller's mission. True, he had given ne sone trouble but it was nothing conpared
to the problens she caused. She was urging himon, urging himon, sabotaging ny sabotagi ng at
every turn. Not through any skill, mnd you. She was just |lucky. All wonmen are. They just don't
have the brains. They just cause trouble for men. Especially ne.

That's when | realized ny problem Although J. Walter Madison, that master of PR was generating
phony front-page stories about Heller (known on Earth as Jerome Terrance "The Whiz Kid" Wster),
they weren't affecting him It was all because of Krak. She was holding himup. | realized that to
stop Heller |I had to first renpbve the Countess Krak

The opportunity was perfect. Heller was caught up in his crazy project to rel ease spores into the
at nosphere
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to clean up the air, not in protecting the Countess Krak. Besides, Heller didn't have any reason
to think she was open to an attack. And thanks to the visio and audi o bugs they unknow ngly
carried, | could not only nonitor everything they saw or heard but could pinpoint their |ocations
at any given tine. | could choose exactly when and where and how to strike.

The decision was simple.

| had found the solution to ny problem

I would kill the Countess Krak! . v

DEATH QUEST
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Chapter 1

My plan was very sinple.

I would buy a hit!

A long-range sniper rifle, expertly zeroed in, fired by a trained man, was a thing agai nst which
t he Countess Krak woul d have no defense.

Al'l the clever tricks she knew were close-up things, face to face. An expert marksman, shooting
fromtwo to five hundred yards away, would not have to cope with darts or hypnohel nets or stage
sl eight of hand. He would sinply pull the trigger and she'd be dead.

How rmuch did a hit cost? Ten thousand dollars seened to be the going price.

Where could | get a hit man? They were avail able fromthe Faustino Narcotici nob, right downtown.
When could | get it done? As soon as | had ten thousand bucks.

I counted up ny noney. | had |l ess than four thousand.
It was Sunday night. The apartnent was in an uproar. Candy and M ss Pinch were trying to get
t hi ngs squared around. Sonetime this coming week, | had not rmade out when, they were going to have

a housewar ni ng and because they both worked, they could only get the place into some kind of order
by working late into the night. Alnost all the major things were done but there renmained curtain
hangi ng and getting things just right.

| had sort of been staying out of the way, afraid
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of getting pinned to a curtain rod or swept out into the dustbin. But ny need for ten thousand
dol l ars made nme brave

They were both buzzing around in the back room And I ran into a hornets nest—er, nore exactly, a
fl eas nest.

M ss Pinch, stripped to the waist and wearing a bandanna on her head |ike sone kind of a pirate,
was tearing into sonething.

"Mss Pinch," | said, "I amin grievous straits. | need ten thousand dollars to speed up a

busi ness deal . "

She whirled on ne. "THERE you are!™ Al it would have taken was a knife between her teeth to
conplete the picture of a boarding party taking a ship by stormupon the Spani sh Main. "FLEAS! God
(bleep)* it, Inkswitch, FLEAS!"

Candy pointed a broomhandle at nme |ike a cannoneer. "W've been wondering and wondering why we
itched. We've been | ooking everyplace!"

* The vocodi ctoscriber on which this was originally witten, the vocoscriber used by one Mnte
Pennwel | in nmaking a fair copy and the translator who put this book into the |Ianguage 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 owi ng fuses, it shall be mandatory that robotbrains in such machinery, on hearing any cursing or
| ewd words, substitute for such word the sound ' (bleep)'. No machine, even if pounded upon, may
reproduce swearing or | ewdness in any other way than (bleep) and if further efforts are made to
get the machine to do anything el se, the nachine has perm ssion to pretend to pack up. This byl aw
is made necessary by the in-built mssion of all nachines to protect biological systens from

t hemsel ves. " —ransl at or
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"And there they are!" thundered M ss Pinch |ike a broadside.

They were tearing ny suitcase apart! They found the clothes | had stolen fromthat old man on
Limos island. And there in plain view was a nest of fleas!

"I't's an invasion of privacy!" | squeaked.

"Exactly!" said Candy with unaccustoned gri mness. "They're invading the hell out of our
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privates!"

"Candy," said Mss Pinch, standing on the quarterdeck in full command, "run down to the corner
store and buy all the DDT on the shelf!"

She sped |ike an arrow.

"What about ny ten thousand dollars?" | said.
| didn't get any answer.
M ss Pinch began to tear nmy grip apart. In desperation, | began to rescue vital hardware and

papers. She made nme pile themin the mddle of the floor

Then she made ne take the whole grip and every stitch of my clothes and carry theminto the back
yard. She marched behind ne as though she carried a prodding cutlass and made ne stuff everything
into the garden incinerator. Wth a grimglare, she poured charcoal igniter fluid in and touched
it off with a match.

They burned |ike a sacked town.

"I think this is alittle extrene," | said for the tenth or twelfth tine. "They're only a few
fleas.”

But that was not all they had in store for me. Candy cane back, staggering under a |oad of

i nsecticide. They put me to work. They nade ne spray and dust the whol e apartnent while they stood
back with cloths over their faces saying things |ike "Brand-new decorator job and he..." and "Wrk
our (bleeps) to the bone to make the place nice and he..." It was not a very hopeful atnosphere in
which to get ten thousand doll ars.
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I finally was even nade to spray ny hardware, papers and boots, and just when | thought |I was
finished, nore horror awaited. | was dizzy frombreathing in DOT and said | was feeling faint when
both of them | eaped on nme, grabbed a Flit can and began to spray ME! They even rubbed DDT into ny
hai r and answered ny protests with "If you weren't infested, then why are you | eaping about?"

They dumped ne in the shower and then sprayed thensel ves. They | ocked ne in the back roomwth
only the floor to sleep on

The foll owi ng norning, before they went to work, they let nme out. Standing there with nothing on

| said, "Could | have ten thousand dollars?"

M ss Pinch, coated and hatted and hol di ng her purse, stood in the door and gl ared.

| said, "At least let ne have ny daily thousand dollars."

The answer was a sl anmed door. They were gone.

Forlornly, | checked ny viewers and radi o and other things. They were pretty fogged up with

i nsecticide powder and | had to clean them off.

The Countess Krak was drinking a cup of sonething, probably Bavarian Mocha M nt, and watching
Heller busily putting things in glass jars.

"What are those things, dear?" she said fromher stool at the bar

"Spore cultures,” he said. "I'mjust checking Crobe's formula. In a fewdays I'Il knowif they're
all right.”

"Can't you do it sooner, dear? | don't think this planet is very good for us."

"Wel |, honey, some things take as long as they take. These people pretty well let this planet go

down the drain. And this nission has got to be a success."
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"Yes," she said. "It has to be a success."” She | ooked into her coffee for a bit. Then she | ooked

up and said, "lIs there anything I can do to push it al ong?"
He went over to her, put his armaround her and said, "You just go on being pretty and snmile in
the right places and it will all conme off just fine." He kissed her and she clung to himfor a

noment .

She snil ed suddenly and gave him a playful push. "Honey, you just better get back to work. In
fact, I"'mgoing to go out shopping to renove tenptation.”

They bot h | aughed.

| didn't. She was egging himon, egging himon. She would ruin everything! | shut off the viewers
angrily.

This was certainly no |aughing matter. As long as that fiend was with himand alive, he would go
speedi ng al ong toward conpl etion, ruining everything.

The best thing to handle it was one well-placed sniper bullet. She was al ways wal ki ng around
unescorted. Too easy.

The thought of a Countess Krak |ying dead was a vision which spurred nme into action

Chapter 2

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt (6 of 142) [8/31/03 1:26:04 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt

Al t hough some people do it, running around New York with no clothes on was no way to go about
hiring a hit man.

Al ny rainent was gone. But that is easily replaced in New York. Al | had to do was catch a bus
down
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Seventh Avenue to get to the Garment District. In all directions around 37th Street, there are
shops, shops, shops that sell clothes, clothes, clothes.

The first problemwas clothes to buy clothes in. | still had ny mlitary boots even though they
were a bit gray with DDT. The problemwas with the upper areas.

They had dusted their own clothes but despite copious coughing | finally found an ol d rai ncoat
that was big enough. | put it on, stuffed ny I.D. and noney in a pocket and was on ny way.
Fortunately, nobody ever |ooks at anybody in New York. Riding on a bus in a nauve wonan's rai ncoat
did not attract too nuch attention

Shortly, | was in a shop whose signs proclainmed that it had everything for the gent. It was very
nice. A sort of niniature departnent store. The proprietor hinself waited on me. He was a very
wel | -informed Jew. He knew what all the fashions were, fromone end of the world to the other. He

expressed only synmpathy when |I told himall my clothes had been lost in a fire. He went right to
wor k. There was only one thing odd about the proceedings. He kept putting things on ne and then
calling to his wife—a charm ng | ady nanmed Rebecca—and aski ng her opi nion. They never consulted me.
They debated this and that about four-button sack jackets as opposed to two-button sack jackets
for a man of ny build, or theatrical collars as opposed to Ivy League collars for nmy face shape.
But whatever the debate, she would finally stand back, rub her hands and say, "Oy, don't he | ook
handsome in that." And the proprietor would say, "Good, he'll take it." They never asked ny
opi ni on once.

I wound up with several suits, topcoats, shoes,

assorted hats and haberdashery. | wal ked out very well dressed, carrying a tower of boxes. There
was only one thing wong: they had, by sonme nysterious calculation | could not fathom estinmated
my bankroll to the penny. Al | had left was a handful of bus tokens which they didn't seemto

want. A marvel of mathematical subtraction
I now had the whole ten thousand to go. But such was the lure of the vision of a dead and bl eedi ng
Countess Krak that | was not daunted in the | east. Sonething would turn up

Wth my new wardrobe safely deposited in the apartnent, | caught a bus downtown. Wth nany a lurch
and roar, | landed in the Bowery.
| stood and | ooked at the bl ack-glass and chronme high-rise with the sign Total Control, Inc.

fanned out in a splendid arch: the office building of the Faustino nob. My plan was to hire a hit
man on credit.

My suit was charcoal gray with a banker pinstripe. My shirt was inpeccable mauve silk. My tie was
a patriotic red, white and blue. My topcoat was the finest black. | reeked prosperity. Credit
shoul d be easy.

I wal ked past the nmurals depicting Anerican history in drugs. | was not carrying a gun. And there
was Angelina, her pretty brunette self. She remenbered ne. And why not? She had personally dunped
me down the chute of the fake el evator.

"It's about tinme you showed up, Inkswitch," she said.

At | ast sonebody had noticed |I'd been gone!

"Accounts has been raising hell since you skipped out of your hotel."

"I did no skipping," | said stiffly. "Tell Faustino | have arrived."
"Buster, you ain't seeing the capo today." She had
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been punching a conputer. She read the screen. "You're several nonths overdue for an appoi nt ment
with the consigliere."

"I"msure there has been sonme mi sunderstanding," | said.

"Well, you just go misunderstand it with him" She beckoned to a security guard and |I found nyself
in an elevator. It was a real one this tine. So I was making progress. W shot up to the fortieth
floor. I was shoved into an executive office.

Razza Louseini was sitting at his desk. His reptilian eyes fastened upon ne. The knife scar that
ran up fromnmouth to left ear went livid.
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"So you're Inkswitch," he said. "I was |ooking for a much nore prepossessing man."

"I want to hire a hit man on credit," | said. | didn't want himto get into all that Italian

ci rcum ocut i on.

"I'"ll bet you do," said Razza. "And that's what | wanted to see you about. Credit. Wen are you
going to pay?" He was waving a bill! "You hired two snipers last fall. You got them both kill ed.
And you never even had the decency to show up and pay the conpensation. This bill," and he waved
it with an Italian gesture for enphasis, "has been the subject of nore | egal correspondence than
any other itemon ny desk! Attorney after attorney, collection agency after collection agency.
Letters, letters, letters! | amsick of them A consigliere has better things to do than ness
around wi th delinquent accounts.™

| was begi nning to beconme uneasy. It nust be an astronom cal bill!

He was, Italian-wise, carrying on. "You know the rules. Liquidate or get |iquidated. So when are
you going to get this God (bl eeped) bill off nmy God (bl eeped) plate?"
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"What's wong with it?"

He echoed that a few tinmes. "Swindle and Crouch won't pay it because they have no matching
voucher. The Federal governnment won't pay it because you never signed it. Cctopus Ol won't pay it
because the third assistant vice-president didn't initial the requisition. Letters, letters,
letters! Torrents of letters! And where are you? You can't be found. Skipped out of your hotel..."
"Wait a minute," | said, "I wasn't in any hotel."

"Well, whatever your story is, Inkswitch, you' ve had every (bl eeped) conputer in the organization
so screwed up, it's cost a fortune in fuses."
"How much is this bill?" | said.

"Two thousand dollars," said Razza Louseini. "It isn't the noney. It's the organizational screw
up. W've got to get it paid just to straighten out the conputers. They're so crazy on the subject
by this tine that they gibber. Just yesterday we were trying to do a cost accounting for hit nen
for the CTA and all we could get on the printouts was the cost of Cape Canaveral. Pay this God

(bl eeped) bill!"

| can be pretty cunning about these things. | said, "All right, Consigliere, I'll tell you what
"1l do. 1'lIl pay that bill, but you give me another hit man."

He t hought about it. Sicilians are pretty quick to spot who has the | everage. "Wen?" he said.
"In just two or three days. | have to go into sone things for it."

His reptilian eyes were pretty slitted. "Al'l right,"” he said. "I'Il put all this on hold."

| 'wal ked out, practically treading on air. | wasn't ten thousand in the red, | was only two

t housand.

Two thousand to go and one dead Countess Krak
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That very night, an omen of success cane ny way.

I was still, as both Mss Pinch and Candy enphatically told nme, in the doghouse over this fleas

busi ness. Wonen get so picky about the smallest little things.
They worked all evening getting things arranged for their "open house," as they were suddenly
calling it. And | overheard that it was to be held the very foll ow ng night.

I had been keeping out of the way, trying to work out howto get two thousand dollars. | had not
been paid for yesterday and | doubted | would be paid for today or tonorrow. They had been working
t hemsel ves to exhaustion and | had been relegated to the back roomat night. | was getting no
chance to run up a bill and earn ny noney.

About el even, all other sallies having failed, | came up with a cunning idea: | would get
interested in the decor. The new furniture was all in the shape of clanshells and tall, thick
posts with rounded tops. The walls were a green seascape bel ow a yell ow sky. The curtai ns and
borders of the roons | ooked |like sea foam As | often watched TV commercials, | thought it m ght
be an ad for shaving cream

So, as they hurried about, | asked, "What are you trying to put up? A shaving cream ad?"

Well, | nmust say, that got a response.

"Aphrodite!" snapped Mss Pinch acidly. "The goddess of |ove, you |lunkhead. The sea, the undul ant
waves
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repeating in sensuous curves, the phallic synmbols stabbing nobly upward, the foam Haven't you
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ever heard of Geek nythol ogy? Where in hell were you educated?"

I was about to tell her heatedly that it had been the Royal Acadeny on Voltar, no matter how many
courses |'d flunked, when Candy cane to ny rescue.

"No, no, Pinchy," Candy said. "You get so enobtional where the story of Uranus is concerned. |'l
tell him"

"Well, go ahead," said Mss Pinch, calmng down, "I always |love to hear it."

"Aphrodite," Candy told nme, "is the ancient G eek goddess of sexual |ove and beauty. The G eek
word aphros neans 'foam . You see, there was an earlier God nanmed Uranus, which means 'heaven',
and he had a son called Cronus. Now, apparently this son Cronus got pretty nmad at his old man. He
grabbed a knife and cut his father's (bleeps) off and threw theminto the sea."

"I'sn't that beautiful," said Mss Pinch with a dreany [ ook in her eye.

"WAit a minute," | said, not liking that | ook, "what does this have to do with | ove?"

M ss Pinch woul d have answered but Candy quickly continued, notioning to Mss Pinch to shut up
"Cronus threw his old man's (bleeps) in the sea and they foamed, of course. So that's what sea
foamis. And Aphrodite was born out of the sea foam and everybody worships her."

"And you will notice," said Mss Pinch, "that everybody renmenbers and knows Aphrodite and nobody
ei ther knows or cares who the hell Uranus was."

They got back to work. But | withdrew into a corner to think this over. | knew the G eeks, aside
from produci ng fleas, engaged in sacrifice. Now, | could not quite
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renenber if they were animal sacrifices or human sacrifices. Then the horrible thought struck me
that here on Earth it wouldn't matter. They believed that nen were animals so they probably
sacrificed both w thout nmuch conpunction

What the Hells was this "open house" they were going to hold? Sone kind of a nystical sacrifice in
which they cut off ny testicles? It worried ne, especially since there wasn't a Voltarian

cel I ol ogi st handy to grow nme any new ones.

Accordingly, | didn't push to go to bed with themin the front room and when they at |ast
col |l apsed fromconpleting the apartnment at 2:00 AM, | did not even venture near the front room
to go to bed. I felt much nore secure on a new sofa in the back room

It was then | got ny onen. My npod had been sort of black and this occurrence cheered ne
enornmously. The Greeks specialized in omens, so it was very fitting.

The viewers | used to nonitor Krak, Heller and Crobe had small buzzers on themone could set. In

cleaning themup | mnust have tripped the switch of one. |I had just about closed ny eyes when there
was a whirr in the closet. It neant that one of the three had opened their eyes after being
asl eep.

I went in the closet to shut it off. And then | didn't.

It was Krak's. She was sitting on the side of the bed in the "thinking roon of the Enpire State
Bui | di ng. She had on a ni ghtgown. She was crying.

Hel | er woke up. He sat up and pulled her over to himand put her head on his chest, stroking her
hair. "There, there,"” he said. "Wiat's the matter?"

"I't was an AWFUL nightrmare. It was so real"

"I"'msorry. Want to tell nme about it?"

"I was in sone sort of a room | was |lying on ny

back. | was sort of paralyzed. | couldn't nove. And then this awful -1 ooking monster was kneeling
over me." She began to cry very hard, clutching at him After a bit she could talk again. "Then |
heard a voice fromsonewhere and it said that you were dead." And she began crying again in

ear nest .

Gently, Heller said, "Well, | just |ooked and there aren't any nonsters watching. And |'m not
dead. I'mright here."

She threw her arns around his neck convul sively. She said, "Ch, Jettero, this planet nakes ne

afraid. If anything happened to you, | think I would just die. | couldn't stand it. If | can't
live with you, I don't want to live and that's all there is to it."

"There, there,"” he said. "You know that | |love you. W'll succeed."”

"Jettero," she said, crying again, "please, let's hurry up and finish and go hone. | have an awf ul

feeling sonmething dreadful is going to happen to nme and then to you."
He was trying to soothe her and get her to go back to sleep in his arns. But | had seen enough
Dreans are portents, that | knew
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It was an onen.

She had foreseen that they both would die.

I went back to the sofa, grinning into the dark. It was a beautiful omen. Al else that troubled
me was pushed away.

There was not the slightest doubt left in ny mnd.

THE COUNTESS KRAK WAS GO NG TO DI E!
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Chapter 4

The only thing which kept me fromconpleting the project was noney. And little did | know that it
was sliding toward my pockets in an unpredicted aval anche.

The foll owi ng evening, after the onen, the open house was held. Al day | had been buffeted about
by caterers and such: because it was a working day, Candy and M ss Pinch had nade ne responsi bl e,

with many threats, for letting tradespeople in and out. | perforned the job a bit absentni ndedly,
as | was mainly concentrating upon how to get the two thousand dollars, pay the Faus-tino bill and
arrange for a hit nan.

Accordingly, | was pretty surprised to be blasted by Mss Pinch when she cane horme from work and

found I had not finished cleaning up and had not dressed.

"People will start arriving any mnute!" she storned, tearing out of her work clothes and getting
into a cocktail dress. "Get into a tuxedo or sonmething and then help me pick up these w appings
fromthe floor."

Anticipating spring arid sunmer, no doubt, the old Jew garnents man had provided me with a white
tuxedo jacket and black pants. But | didn't know how to tie one of those bow ties and Mss Pinch
al nrost strangled me getting it on ne. Then Candy noticed | was wearing nmilitary boots and they got
themoff me and jamred on patent-|eather punps just as the doorbell rang with the first guests.

I was surprised, now that | |ooked at the place, how

big the roons really were. Once the torture equi pnent was taken out and the hall was better
integrated into the roons, the front room | ooked quite |like a salon. The back room which had been
promi sed me in which to work, was alnpst as large. It had a huge expanse of glass now, which

| ooked out upon a garden. Everything tonight, including the newly planted garden, was ablaze with
light. Ri bbons scalloped down fromthe ceilings. Tenporary tabl es groaned under foany-I| ooking
cakes and bottles which were ready to gush. Some classic piece called "The Rites of Spring" filled
the place with nmusic. Quite inpressive. It ought to have been fromthe nunber of blank petty cash
vouchers |'d been signing.

I thought | might be seeing people like the Security Chief or sonme fellow nales from Cctopus G .
But the doorbell rang and rang and couple after couple canme in, deluding nme at first into
believing I would see a fellow nman by the slouch hats and nmen's topcoats. But nay, alas, they were
all | esbian couples. Sone of the "nmales" even wore tuxedos. They tried to greet me heartily with
bass voices. They swatted nme on the shoul der and called ne "old nan." But | certainly was not

fool ed. The bass voices broke into treble unexpectedly and the swats m ght well have been intended
to push nme away fromtheir "wves."

I never saw a party nmove quite so fast. The bottl es gushed and gurgled. The cake was washed down.
The nusic started through only the third time.

Suddenly M ss Pinch broke away froma cluster and said to ne in an undertone, "Inkswitch, | have a
frightful headache. Al this will be over in mnutes. You are not required to tell them good-hbye.
Here is five bucks. Run down to the all-night drugstore and get ne a bottle of aspirin. They'l

all be gone by the time you get back
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so come in quietly, as | feel so bad | want to go to bed at once and the light is hurting ny
eyes."

The al |l -night drugstore was five blocks away. | went at a leisurely pace. After one gl ass of
chanpagne | had a headache, too. The spring night felt cooling on ny face. | got the aspirin and
then had a Bronp-Seltzer at the counter. | wandered back hone.

Sure enough, the lights were out, the place was all quiet. | tiptoed in

Faint snores greeted ne in the living room | tried to light a light and give Mss Pinch her
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aspirin but evidently a bulb had blown. | said to Hells with the aspirin, she's asleep anyway. |
tried to go into the back room The door was |ocked. Well, what the Hells, | was tired of sleeping
in there on the sofa anyway.

| shucked off ny clothes. | had to funble around because | was not oriented in the place. The new
bed, | knew, was a sort of big clanshell with high phallic synbols on each side. It served as a

sofa in the daytime. But it was all made up now.

After bunping ny head on a pillar, | found the bottomand crawl ed up the niddle of the bed. |
pul I ed back the sheet and slid under. Usually, | slept between Mss Pinch and Candy so | conposed
mysel f and got ready to dream about noney.

A hand slid over and touched ny right thigh. Sone fingers lightly explored ny stonmach.

| was suddenly renminded that if | were ever to get that two thousand dollars, | had better becone
hi ghly agreeabl e.

| rolled over to ny right.

| started to do ny duty.

| suddenly halted.

What was this?

Sonet hi ng odd. How had Candy become a virgin agai n?

Well, this was no tine to wonder about things like that!

The whol e bed shook.

A scream bl asted ny ears!

Ch, well, Candy was al ways scream ng

But her npbans were certainly exaggerated, even for Candy.

The sheet flew up into the air!

A | ouder screan

A string of seashells on the wall chattered |ike castanets.

VWHOOSH

The body under nme went [|inp.

Ch, well, if Candy wanted to faint again, that was her business.

I slid back over to the middle of the bed. For a nmonent, | thought the seashells were stil
chattering. | could see themby the street |ight shining through the wi ndow. They were just

hangi ng there.

Where was this chattering coming fronf

Teeth? A beamfromthe window lit them Pinch's teeth chattering?

Ch, well, she was just funning.

I rolled and grabbed.

I ndrawn breath like terror.

What on Earth was Pinch up to?

What the Devil s? Since when had Pinch become a virgin again?

Ch, well, just some nore wonmen's tricks. They're full of them A screaml Then panting in rhythm
34
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Mbans in rhythm

VWHOOSH!

The sheet flew up.

A shuddering cry!

Total |inmpness. A dangling armswing in the streetlight beam and then becane still, hanging off
the side of the bed.

I wondered what the Devils Mss Pinch was doi ng, passing out.

THE LI GHTS CAME ON

| | ooked up bewi | deredly.

There were m crophones suspended fromthe ceiling. Two TV caneras stood on tripods narked
I nfrared.

The back-room door burst open and a nob of people rushed in

M ss Pinch and Candy were in the | ead!

| stared down at the face still under ne. The eyeballs were rolled back into the head, the nmouth
was open and slack. It was a peroxide bl onde!
Blinking, | stared at the other girl in the bed beside us. She had a nanni sh haircut. Bluish hair.

No nakeup. It was a | eshian "husband." Her eyelids were w de open but her eyeballs were tilted
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clean up into her skull. She was out cold.
M ss Pinch was hol ding back the crowmd that was pressing slaveringly around the bed. "You see! You
see!” Mss Pinch was shouting to be heard above the babble. "I told you what real sex would do.

NOW do you believe ne?"

| got off the peroxide blonde. | pulled the sheet up around ny throat. "Wat the Hells is this?" |
shri eked.

"My dear fellow " said a | eshian husband, |eaning close to ne and forgetting all about a bass
voice, "I sawit all on this closed-circuit TV and | nust say you

deserve an Oscar. Qught to be on the national networks!"

"(Bl eep) you!" shouted Mss Pinch. "That was no put-on. That was the real thing!"

"Ch, pish, pish," said a |lesbian wife. "Anyone can simulate, Pinchy, and you know it. The only

i nnovation here is that this Inkswitch is wearing a falsie." And she yanked at the sheet.

"Movi e bl ood," said a | esbian husband. "But a delightful fake all the sane.”

"God (bleep) it," howed Mss Pinch, "if it's a fake, then how do you account for that vol unteer
coupl e being QUT COLD?"

"Do you mind if | touch your dildo, old nman?" said a | eshian husband, el bow ng through and
reachi ng out.

| clinbed hal fway up a phallic-synbol pillar

At Pinch's signal, she and Candy at once approached the unconscious pair and began to nassage
their wists and slap their faces.

"Get ne a cold towel, sonebody!" bellowed Mss Pinch. She was working on the | esbian husband with
the bluish hair. By swatting himher with the towel she finally brought hinfher around.

"Spi ke, God (bleep) it," said Mss Pinch, "sit up and give your evidence."

The first one | had had sat up dizzily. Spike said, "Jesus!"

"Tell them" how ed M ss Pinch

"Jesus," said Spike.

M ss Pinch abandoned Spi ke. She brushed back the crowd and made it over to the other side of the
clanshel | bed where Candy was working on the other one. Mss Pinch squashed the cold towel into
the face of the peroxide blonde. "Lover-girl, God (bleep) it!" cried Mss Pinch. "Come around, you
slut!"
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i unt |

Lover-girl got her eyes down |level. Then they crossed. She gave up trying to sit up and fell back
"G ve your evidence!" how ed M ss Pinch
"Ch, boy!" said Lover-girl and passed out again.

A | esbi an husband who was still wearing a top hat and | eaning on a cane drawl ed, "Ch, | do say,
Pinchy, that it was a great show But obviously Spike and Lover-girl were just part of the act as
well. Wt all know that natural sex is no good."

"God (bleep) it!" screaned Mss Pinch. "It's Psychiatric Birth Control that's no good! They've
been Iying to the tot of you! This is natural sex. You saw it on closed-circuit TV. You heard it
on the m crophones. You' ve got a couple here knocked out cold. Wat nore do you (bl eepards) want?"
"Evidence," said the | esbian husband in the top hat. "Anyone can fake a show, Pinchy. You' ve just
taken us in."

Al the others in that crowd nodded!

The brunette wife of a couple said, "Good show, Pinchy. Stirred one up. So if you don't m nd

we'll go honme and do it in the good old recomended way and keep up the great |esbian tradition."
"Marl ene!" Mss Pinch screanmed at her. "You stand right where you are. This showisn't over yet!"
M ss Pinch grabbed a box of drinking straws. "Now, listen, all of you. You may suspect that Spike

and Lover-girl were in on it. But are you ready to believe that everyone in this roomis in on
it?"

"Ch, pish, pish," said Mrlene

"Nonsense, " said sonebody el se.

"That woul d be inpossible as it includes ne," said the one in the top hat.

"Good," said Mss Pinch. "Now hear this. Wuld you be willing to BELIEVE if one of YQU, chosen by
chance, reacted this way?"

They generally thought that that would be a proof. They seenmed very uneasy.

M ss Pinch pronptly presented the box. "The short straw gets it!" she said. "Agreed?"

There were up to forty people in the room all of themlesbians. They each evidently thought they
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woul dn't get it, and anused at the idea of nore show and possibly Mss Pinch's defeat, they began
to draw. Each one | ooked at his/her strawwith relief.

Then the husband in the top hat said, "Ch, no!" He/she had the short straw

"Al gernon," said Mss Pinch, "get out of those clothes!"

He/ she didn't want to so they tore themoff en nasse. Mss Pinch forced what appeared to be a
birth control pill in his/her nouth.

They dragged the groggy Spi ke and Lover-girl over against the wall. They threw Al gernon, naked
onto the bed where he/she | anded with a bounce.

"I nkswitch!" bawl ed Mss Pinch. "Get down off that God (bl eeped) pillar and get to work!"

Honpsexual ity has al ways turned nmy stomach. | had avoi ded | ooking at Al gernon. But a certain
glint, when it occurs in Mss Pinch's eye, commands respect—which is to say, fear. Fromny perch
up on the phallic-synbol colum | |ooked down at the naked body which was being held flat and face

up on the bed by willing and boi st erous | esbhi ans.

| saw what was really a brunette woman. They had torn off the breast conpressors, and while the
bosom was
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not extraordinary, they were a wonan's breasts. The hips, though a shade narrow, were wonman's
hi ps.

I got down. Algernon was looking at ne with a wild and terror-glazed eye. She was trying to
shri nk.

| bent down fromthe pillar and a whiff of stale cigar snoke nmade ne sneeze. | shook ny head.
Candy at once understood. She rushed away and cane back in a nmonent with a quart of Spring Violets
toilet water and dunped it with a splash on Al gernon

Still reluctant, | felt ny ankle seized by Pinch.

Down | came with a thud upon the bed.

The crowd's faces made a circle above ne.

| got to work.

Al gernon's face was in gibbering terror.

A lesbian w fe | ooked round-eyed at the bed.

A | esbi an husband went stiff and then hid his/her eyes.

Al gernon screaned

A lesbian with a face |i ke a nmadonna was turned sideways, praying. | yelled at her, "Shut up! Just
because she's a virgin is no reason you have to invoke the Virgin Mary!"

"Ch, ny CGod," a husband said, "Algernon's out cold!"

"No, he isn't!" another cried, peering between shoul ders. "She's com ng around!"

Strings of seashells began to sw ng.

Into the masma of Al gernon's groans, a |lesbian husband said, "Hey! Look at that! He likes it!"
H s voi ce sounded stunned.

The seashell chains began to swing wi der and wi der

"Ch, nmy God!" how ed Al gernon

The whole circle of faces went into shock

VWHOOSH
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Al gernon screaned deafeningly.

The top of the clanshell bed crashed down, hiding us.

The nmob was struggling to lift it. They got it hal fway up

A l esbian, |ooking through the gap, screanmed, "She's dead!"

Anot her cried, "No, no! She's just out cold!"

The nob of | esbians were | ooking at one another, stunned, unbelieving.

I crawl ed out of the clanshell slit, wapping a sheet around nyself. They were staring at ne with
awe.

Suddenly the whol e bed convul sed.

"She' s having another one all by herself!" a |leshian cried, round-eyed.

They | ooked at one another once nore. The roomwas so quiet you could hear a faucet drip half a
mle away.

Then M ss Pinch | eaned into the dark of the hal f-open bed. She said, "Well, how did you like it,
Al ger non?"

The whol e bed went into an earthquake convul sion
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"She did it again!" said a popeyed husband.

M ss Pinch and Candy were propping the bed fully open. They got it hooked back up

There |l ay Al gernon, sheet up to her chin. She had a beautiful, blissful smle upon her face.

" Chhhhhh, Pinchy!" she said. "Wonderful. Wnderful."

The whol e roonful of people were suddenly w de-eyed and eager. Slavering, in fact.

Then suddenly Marlene folded up on the floor and had an orgasm of her own.

Spi ke was sitting up over by the wall. She said, pleading, "Pinchy, can't | have it once agai n?"
40
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That set off Mss Pinch. She said, "Get out of here, you disbelieving (bleepards)." And waved
shooi ng hands at the crowd.

A | esbi an husband was tearing off her tie and shirt. "But, Pinchy, we do believe you now. "

A lesbhian wife was down on her knees, hands folded in prayer, " 'Fore God, Pinchy, tell us, tel
us pl ease, where can we get a MAN?"

"You can't have him" said Pinch with folded arns. "He's private property, under contract." She
rai sed her voice and addressed the throng, "Now what do you think of Psychiatric Birth Control
you (bl eepards) ?"

"It's (bleep)!" said Marlene, coning to.

"Fromwhat |'ve seen tonight," said a | esbian husband, "Psychiatric Birth Control is pure crap
And she took out a cigar case and threw it violently into the firepl ace.

"But Pinchy," said Marlene, "you've done us an awful dirty trick. You know (bl eeped) well that
every unmarried male in the conpany is a honb. There are no men left!"

"That (bl eeped) M ss Peace has a nonopoly on all the el evator boys and she'd ruin our reputations
with Rockie if we took those," said a |leshian wife distractedly.

"The married nen are so slugged up on drugs they' re inpotent,” nourned a | esbhian husband.

"W go outside the conpany, it's our jobs," said another

"What the HELL are we going to do?" said another

"You got to do sonething," said the naked Lover-girl fromthe rug. "After a bang like that ']
never go back to biting and scratching and calling it sex. No SIR "

They got their heads together. They drifted into the back room follow ng Pinch

I was pretty sleepy, really. Three was not all that heroic but it was just the enotional strain

I nmust have dozed. Suddenly | woke up. Pinch in a bathrobe was standing there. Al the conpany had
gone. Candy had her clothes off but was |icking cake plates over by the refreshnent bar

My apprehension rose when | saw that Pinch was hol di ng sonet hing behi nd her back. In ny groggy
state | thought of the Geek sacrificial rites. Now that | had publicly perforned, was | going to
join Uranus in losing ny (bl eeps)?

My confidence was not hel ped a bit when she reached down and jiggled them

"Inkswitch," she said, "I have a surprise for you."

I flinched. | did not |ike surprises fromM ss Pinch
"How did you |like Spike and Lover-girl?" she asked.
"Surprisingly," | said.

"And Al ger non?"
"Once you got rid of her stale cigar snoke, passing, passing.”
"As good as ne and Candy?" she said with a glint in her eye.

Fear, pure fear, dictated nmy response. "Nothing to conpare!" | cried.

"Well, that's just fine, Inkswitch," and to ny relief she let go nmy (bl eeps). "Because, |nksw tch
me and the crowd cane to an arrangenent. Each night right after work, a couple of those girls are
going to drop in for a bang. They're all agreed. They will be | adies about it and take their
turn.”

I gulped. | did not Iike the stern | ook which was seeping over her face.

"But, God (bleep) you, Inkswitch, this is not to interfere with what you do to Candy and ne al

ni ght!"
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She was reaching toward nmy (bleeps) again. | said hurriedly, "I promse. Ch, Mss Pinch, never
think I would fail to live up to nmy contract. | ama man of honor."

"I'"'mglad of that,"'
I knew it!

she said. "Because if you aren't, I'll cut your (bleeps) off."
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And then she snmiled. "But it's not all bad news, Ink-switch. They enptied their purses into this
wast ebasket. | added five thousand dollars for your great show You' ve been asking for ten G s.
And here is twelve thousand bucks."

| gaped into the wastebasket she held under ny nose. It was full of MONEY!

"Now stop drooling," Mss Pinch said, "and junp into a shower and get the blood off you while we
change the sheets. Candy and | have been saving you for days for this sprint. And we're CGod

(bl eeped) near dying of sex starvation, to say nothing of getting hot as fire fromthat show

toni ght!"
I went into the shower singing.
TWELVE G s!

| could pay ny bill to Razza.

I could buy a hit man

COUNTESS KRAK, YOU RE DEAD!

PART FORTY- FOUR

Chapter 1

I had been told on the phone | could have an appointnent with Razza Louseini later in the day, and
so | utilized nmy tinme in checking up on the target, Countess Krak

Wien | turned on the viewers in the back room | was a little disoriented at first. | couldn't

qui te make out where Krak and Heller were. It was midnmorning and all | got was stacks of books and
pages going by too fast for me to see what books they were.

I had to backtrack the recorded strips to find out what they were up to, for | assuned quite
rightly that it meant no good for me.

They were up early and, both dressed in stylish blue running sweat suits, had trotted out of the
Enpire State Building Fifth Avenue side and had gone north the ei ght blocks to the New York Public
Li brary on 42nd Street. Except for the presence of Heller, or even with it, the Countess Krak's
back woul d have nade a perfect sniper target all the way.

And now they were in the huge reference room Heller was sitting at a table. The Countess Krak was
wor ki ng the card catal ogue and turning in slips and pulling books out of the chute when they came.
She was doing strictly gofer work.
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That they were in running suits, even though this was a current style, filled ne with alarm It
seermed to indicate too nuch eagerness for progress and that was sonmething | strictly did not want.
Finally, she had himso boxed in with towers of books that she had to stand on tiptoe to see him
She | ooked intently at his face. He seened to be puzzl ed, sonmewhat stopped. She came around and
sat down in a chair beside him

She | eaned toward his ear. In Voltarian, she whispered, "If you would tell nme what you're trying
to do, Jettero, | could help you nore."

He pulled a huge sheet he was working on out fromunder a tome on social organizations. "This," he
whi spered back, "is a workout of a mathematics we use in conbat engineering. It is called ' Comuand

I sol ation Geonetry.' There are certain theorenms which, if applied, will tell you the probable

| ocation of the command post of an eneny arny corps or a city. Wen you have worked it out, you
can then slip in, plant the bonbs and—bango—the eneny has no central comand post and can be nore
easily overrun by the Fleet or its marines or even the Arny."

"You nmean we're going to bl ow sonething up?" said the Countess Krak

"No, no. | was just telling you what the mat hematics was," Heller whispered back. "I've got this
spore project to clean up the atnmosphere. I'mjust nmaking sure | isolate whoever's toes it wll
step on so | won't be too surprised. The way this planet is organized, apparently, is that if you
try to do anything to help it, sone special-interest group junps all over you. They have sone
crazy idea that chaos is profit. Very short-range think. So | am just naking sure that when

start putting spores into the
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strat osphere and get shot at, | know who's shooting."

"You nean sonebody mni ght object to cleaning up the atnosphere?" whispered Krak in surprise.

"You never know," said Heller

"What a crazy planet!" she nuttered.

"Well, be that as it may," he whispered, "but |I'mgetting sone crazy answers here. | don't quite
understand it."

"Let nme help. | may not know your geonetry but |'m good at puzzles."

He oriented the sheet so she could see it better. "I'mgetting a repeating answer," he whi spered.

"When you get one of those, it nmeans that your original premise is too narrow | started out to
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find out who had connections and comunication lines to the subject of cytology—which is an Earth
nane for our cellology. So | made a test equation over here in the corner of the sheet and, yes, |
assumed too narrow a subject to get a reliable answer. Watever the answer is, it controls and
conmands nore than cytol ogy. Do you foll ow ne?"

"No. "
"Well, it's like | started out to find a corporal in charge of a squad and then found out that

woul dn't enbrace the area, so | found a captain in charge of a conmpany and that woul dn't enbrace
the target area, so then | found a colonel in charge of a reginment. This could take forever. |'m

nowhere near any real top authority comand post."

"How are you doing it?"

"Well, this synbol here is logistic lines |like vehicles and supply trucks. And you see its path of
emanati on and convergence. And this is a synbol of comunications. And so on. So if you can get
such functions to cross on the plot, you have the command post area."

"I't looks very pretty and orderly," whispered the
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Countess. "And, |looking at the lines, it does seemyou have convergences."

"Too many," said Heller. "And they always go off to sonewhere else. Blast it." He gave her the
sheet. He was really throwing it away, as he now took a big fresh one. "I was doing it for a
country. I'mjust going to skip a continent and be absurd. 1'Il do it for the whole planet."

"Way is that absurd, Jettero? | never saw you do anything absurd in all the time |'ve known you."
But she added in a |ower nutter, "Except Mss Simons, of course."

"I't's absurd because this planet doesn't have an enperor. |'Il wind up with Bucki ngham Pal ace in
Engl and or something."

"And then you'll blow that up and we can |l eave," said the Countess Krak with an air of finality.

He | aughed quietly. "What a bloodthirsty wench. I'mnot trying to find out who to shoot. |'mjust

trying to find out who nmight shoot at ne if | put spores in the stratosphere." He was checki ng
book titles in the towers around him "Let's see if | have all the planetary control subjects.” He
began to put them down. Governnent control. Fuel control. Finance control. Health control
Intelligence control. Medical control. Medicine control. Mental services control. Media control
Law enforcenent control. Judicial control. Food control. Air transport control. Industrial

control. Social control. Population volunme control.... He was checki ng al ready- nade notes.

He was back to work drawing in a large ring of synbols of the things named and others. It was hard
to follow the synmbols and | abelling because he was witing very small and very fast.

He asked her to get him another half a dozen books and he spun through them quickly.

Shifting ink color to red, he drew a dwindling spiral fromthe outside to the inside center of his
pl ot. He stopped and gave a short |augh

She was sitting beside himagain. "It's very pretty."

"And it's absurd," said Heller in a |low voice. "Wen you add up all the interlocking points given
in just these avail abl e books, it says the planet DOES have an enperor, that the enperor has two
pl anetary comuand posts and TOTAL planetary control. |'mwasting ny tinme."

"Where are the command posts and WHO i s the enperor?" said the Countess Krak

"I know a nice place to have lunch," said Heller.

"No, no, Jettero. Except for certain females, | have never seen you do an absurd thing ever. You
are always right on. Tell ne."

"You'll laugh. The planet doesn't have an enperor and its royal palaces are actually just tourist
attractions. But I'll finish it anyway, if you like."

Under "conmand posts" he wote in the center of the plot OCTOPUS O L COVPANY BU LDI NG and

POKANTI CKLE ESTATE, HAI RYTOAN, NEW YORK

In the center of the plot, in red, he printed, EMPEROR: DELBERT JOHN ROCKECENTER

He | aughed agai n and spun the big sheet with its geonetric synbols and nanes to the Countess Krak.
"Here. You can use it to teach the cat to run in circles. Now let's go have sone |unch."

She | ooked at it. She carefully folded it up and put it in her shoul der purse.

She began to help himpile the book tonnage back on the counters.

My hair was standing straight up
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Hel | er was dead right!

And even though he discounted it, | could see fromthe careful way she had folded it and preserved
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it that SHE KNEWIT!

She seened very preoccupi ed as they went down the broad steps of the huge Grecian-design library
bui | di ng.

They jogged north on Fifth Avenue, dodging adroitly through the |unch hour crowds. They cane to
53rd Street, crossed and went a short distance west. | carefully spotted place after place where a
sniper's bullet could have hit the Countess in the back. And now she was sinply standing still,
staring at two revol ving doors. An easy target!

"The Museum of Mbydern Art?" she said. "I thought you were taking ne to lunch. Are we going to eat
pai nti ngs?"

He | aughed and pushed her through the revol ving doors and was beside her again in the entrance

| obby. He paid four dollars for two tickets and wal ked her through the main hall. d ass and marbl e
were everywhere, and invitations to go this way and that to special exhibitions, but he steered
her right on through the main hall and out a door and they were in a huge garden. Anmongst the
trees could be seen nunerous odd-shaped scul ptures, but he was guiding her along a terrace. He
turned and edged her through a door. A cafeteria.

He gave her a tray and knives and forks and they went on down the line. The cases full of
attractive food were all a nmystery to her. She wound up with five different sal ads, several sweet
rolls, hot chocolate and three different kinds of ice cream Hi s was not nuch nore sensible than
hers.

Hel I er pointed the way and they went back outside and sat down at a table. The noonday spring sun
was
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flickering down through the budding |eaves of trees. A nearby fountain tinkled. Spread before them
was the garden.

"Nice," said the Countess Krak. And then she began, experinmentally, to eat. She had nastered forks
but regarded themw th some caution

Hell er was an ol d hand by now. He chonped away and then at |ast sat back. H's eyes were on the
garden but he wasn't | ooking at Rodin or Renoir.

Suddenly he started chuckling. "Crown Prince Junior," he said. He |aughed again and then said it
agai n.

The Countess Krak was still working on the ice cream but she said, "What are you goi ng on about ?"
He said, "Nothing." But he was still chuckling.

She said, "Jettero, you re always accusing ne of being secretive, but you' re the one who isn't
frank. What are you | aughi ng about ?"

He gave anot her chuckle. "Nane | had once," he said. "How do you like that ice crean? It's called
Pi casso Pistachio."

"Jettero, you're going to get Picasso Pistachio in your face if you don't tell ne what you are

| aughi ng about . "

"It's just a joke. Crown Prince Junior.'
"That doesn't make any sense, Jettero.”
"I"'msorry. It's just that it's kind of involved. You see, if Delbert John Rockecenter was the
enperor of Earth, why then, the nane they gave ne woul d have made ne Crown Prince Junior. It's
completely silly. It's just that it is a beautiful day and you're beautiful and I'mglad to be
here sitting with you in the Scul pture Garden of the Museum of Mddern Art, watching you eat

Pi casso Pistachio.”
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"Jettero," she said in a deadly voice, "you are trying to put ne off. And furthernore, royalty is
not somet hi ng one | aughs about. \Wen an enperor signs a proclamation it becomes the |aw of the
land. A proclamation is a very valuable thing. Now sit right there quietly and tell nme if
sonebody, since you | anded here, nmade you a Crown Prince or sonething.”

"Al'l right," he said. "You sit there quietly and eat your Picasso Pistachio and the court mnstre
will entertain you with the harrowing tale of Crown Prince Junior."

"That's better," said the Countess Krak, smniling.

"Well, once upon a tine, in a dark wood, a space tug landed in the field of an old Virginia

pl antation.” And he continued on. He told her about the birth certificate as Del bert John
Rockecenter, Junior. He included a hunorous account of Stonewall Biggs, the County derk, of
Stupewitz and Maulin, the FBI agents. He onmitted utterly the late Mary Schneck. He | aughed about
the fake famly butler, "Buttlesby," and then he went into the events at the Brewster Hotel where

And he | aughed agai n.
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Bury had bought the birth certificate off of him nade sure he had no other trace of the nane

Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior, and then had intended to kill him

"So you see,"” he concluded, "I was not Crown Prince Junior very long. And you now know how t he
frog turned into Jerone Terrance Wster. And here he sits today, eating ice creamw th a gracious
| ady of the court. The minstrel bows now off the stage and thinks he'll have another cup of hot
chocol ate. "

When he went inside the cafeteria, the Countess Krak sat there in a deep study.

He cane back, cooled his chocolate and began to sip it.
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The Countess Krak said, "You ought to do sonething about it."

Hel I er laughed. "My dear, if a conbat engineer went diving off the job to pursue justice and weak
vengeance every tinme his fuses didn't work, he would get nothing done at all."
"Tell me again what that Stonewall Biggs said," she wanted to know.

"He said, 'Ifn ah can evah be nobah help t'you, you jus' yell fo' Stonewall Biggs.
"No, no, no. Wen he gave you the birth certificate."

"He said, 'Ah wondered if it would evah conme to this.' And he | ooked at ne closely and said, 'So
you be Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior.'"

"And this Bury fellow wanted you killed
"He certainly tried," said Heller.
"Hmm " said the Countess Krak. "That proves it."

"Proves what ?"

"There really IS a Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior."

Hel | er shook his head. "I've |l ooked in the Wio's Wo. There is no such person |listed. Del bert John
Rockecenter is unnarried and has no children or direct heirs."

"You men don't understand these things," said Krak. "And you certainly don't understand roya
famlies, Jettero. Even aristocrats do it."

"Do what ?" said Heller, quite puzzl ed.

"Get rid of an heir. Ch, it is all very plain to me. There IS a Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior.
And this lawer Bury is hiding him He's never seen himso he thought you were him And they don't
have any dungeons or castles on renote islands to throw unwanted heirs in, so Bury tried to
assassi hate you."

Hel I er laughed. "I"'mafraid I'mno expert on royal famlies.”
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"Wl |, you ought to be. A young enperor gaddi ng about can get snared in by wonmen who are very
unscrupul ous indeed. There IS a Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior. And Del bert John, Senior
doesn't know he exists and the lawyer Bury is hiding it fromhim You see, |I know about |awyers,

too, and they are pretty treacherous. My father told ne that our famly lost all of its lands on
Manco generations ago sol ely because of crooked nen of law. There's tons of historical precedence
for such a crine as Bury has in mnd. This |lawer Bury thinks he can get the whole enpire in his
own hands if he hides the fact that there is an heir. It's been done before."

"Honey, I'mtold by Izzy that Bury is Rockecenter's right arm Rockecenter trusts himconpletely."
"That proves it," said the Countess Krak. "Bury is hiding the real heir to the Rockecenter enpire.
You can be as logical as you want. But mnmy intuition tells me that is the way it is. It just nmakes
no sense at all for Bury to want to kill ny Jettero just because he thought he was Del bert John
Rockecenter, Junior. It makes ny bl ood absolutely seethe to think of it!"

"Wait a minute," said Heller. "There is no enperor. There is no crown prince."

"Hhm " said the Countess Krak

"My dearest," said Jettero, "I can tell you are thinking about sonething. Hear me. Those are VERY
dangerous nen. You keep away fromthem Pronise ne?"

"Hmim " said the Countess Krak

"Listen," said Heller. "One of the reasons | brought you to lunch here is because they are having

an exhibit of illustrations of inaginary spacecraft. Covers of nmgazines called 'science fiction.
And t hey have novie nodels of what they think spacecraft | ook Iike. Sone UFGs, too. |'msure you
will be very intrigued. Some of
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the artists have painted things that really do |look |ike spaceships. And I want to check themto
see if our own craft ever get spotted. |I'msure you will be fascinated. It's right on the ground

floor in the tenmporary exhibits. And stop worrying your pretty head about the heirs of enperors
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who don't exist."

"Hmém " said the Countess Krak. She tagged along but | could tell her mind was not on it.

I needed no additional evidence to harden ny firmresolve to act. But what had just passed between
them in fact, left me no alternative

It was as plain as day to ne that the Countess Krak was now intent on killing Bury and bl owi ng up
Pokan-tickle Estate at Hairytown, to say nothing of the Octopus Ol Building at Rockecenter Plaza
She was DANGEROUS

As she drifted through the exhibits in front of Heller, 1 chose several spots in her unprotected
back where a lethal bullet could finish this.

I glanced at ny watch.

I was alnobst late in seeing Razza.

I HAD TO GET THAT SNI PER ON THE JOB QUI CK

Chapter 2

Razza Louseini, consigliere of the capo di tutti capi, Faustino "The Noose" Narcotici, sat
inperially at his desk awaiting rme.
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"Now," he said with great satisfaction, "we can get those God (bl eeped) conputers straightened
out."

Into the waiting hand of the accountant who was standing by his desk, | counted out two thousand
hard-earned dollars. | was given a receipt and the man rushed off to untangle the accounts
department conputer brains before they sold Manhattan back to the Indians.

"And now," said Razza, the scar that connected his nouth with his |left ear taking on a peculiar
corkscrew | ook, "here is your hit man." He was extending a white card that had a black hand in the
upper corner.

"Wait," | said. "Don't | just go down to Personnel and have themcall the man and send himto me?"
"Look at the card," said Razza.

I did. The middle finger of the sil houette was extended higher than the rest—the Italian synbolism
for "up your (bleep)" or "you been (bl eeped)."

Never trust the Mafial "You haven't kept your bargain!" | yel ped.

"Ch, yes, | have," said Razza. "But the way you got the |last two snipers wasted, nobody here has
any confidence in you. Bad planning or you just shot themyourself for kicks. Turn the card over
and you'll see an address. Take the card there, present it and you'll have your hit nman. You can
meke your own arrangenents, buy his insurance and, probably, bury himor not as you pl ease.”
"WAit," | said. "Sonething tells ne there's something wong with this guy."”

"Well, frankly," said Razza, "there is. He's such a dirty, rotten (bleepard), nobody will hire him
anynore unless they are so God (bl eeped) mad at the victimthey want sonething awful done. Lawyers
won't hire himanynore. He's got a twist. Filthy."
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"What's this hit man do?" | said, startled. |If somebody was too bad for the Mafia it nust be
pretty awful

"Find out for yourself," said Razza

"But | have to have sonebody who can shoot straight and will kill."

"Ch, he'll do that, all right. It's how he does it that turns your stomach. But there's your hit
man, Inkswitch. Exactly as agreed. And if you get this one wasted, you'll be a (bleeping) hero. So
good- bye, Inksw tch, good-bye."

The address was way out in Queens and | rode endl essly on subways getting there. The nei ghbor hood
had not ever seen better tines: it had been built originally in total decay. The house was on a

side street and apparently part of it was rented out. | picked my way over a broken walk, | wal ked
up sone broken stairs, | rang a broken bell.

My presence had been detected. Wth a yank which al nost blew ny hat off, the broken door burst
open.

An enor nmous wonan was standing there. She had a nustache |like a cavalry sergeant. She glared. |
gave her the card defensively. She |looked at it and then swept ne into the hall with it and cl osed
t he door.

"So you want to see ny no-good, worthless son, do you? You'll find himin the basenent with the
rest of the rats.”
| don't like rats. | said, "Can't you ask himto cone up so | can talk to hin®"

"Bl ood of Christ, no! He's hiding out!"
"From the police?"
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"The rotten filth isn't even that respectable. Bill collectors! Every day, bill collectors! |
can't look out a window | don't see bill collectors! But will he go out and get a decent job? No.
W1l he support his poor old nother that suffered to bring himinto the world? No. Al he do
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is hide in that basement! So what the Mafia want with himnow? | thought they through with him and
good reason.”

I was a bit staggered by this huge nonster. | said, timdly, "I may have a job for him Then he
can pay his bills."

"Hah! You give himnoney, he no pay his bills. He go out and philander. Just |ike his no-good,
rotten father that's joined the angels, God rest his rotten, stinking soul! Philander, philander
philander, that's all he good for, the filth. |I beat himand beat him | bring himup right. But
he got rotten, putrid blood in him The blood of his rotten, putrid, no-good father! So you give
hima job. He sneak out and bl ow the noney. But he can't get out. The bill collectors!”

"What are these bills?"

"The God (bl eeped) hospital. Five hundred dollars a day they throw away saving his worthless |ife.
Ch, | sneak himout when | hear but not in time. He owe $4,900 al ready! And just a |ousy auto
accident! He got enough sense to get shot |ike his no-good father? No! He's got to get hinself in
an auto accident and he hasn't even got the sense to get hinself killed."

I had an inspiration. "I could give you the noney and you could pay the bills and then he could
work for ne."

"l don't take no blood noney! You think | want bl ood noney on ny soul when | go to my fina
reward? Any bills paid, you pay."

"Well, let ne talk to him at least," | said

"On your responsibility, not mine. 1'll be no party to the rotten things he does. You want to talk
to him go down through that door. And if you want to shoot him | close nmy ears."
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I went down sone dusty, griny stairs into a dusty, griny basenment. Back of a dusty, griny furnace,
on a dusty, griny bed, lay a nan with penitentiary stanped all over him

He was cowering back, holding a double-barrelled | eopard trained on ny chest!

TORPEDO FI ACCOLA! The sniper Bury had used to try to hit Heller at the Brewster Hotel, the very
hood that Heller had sent crashing off the El evated Hi ghway last fall. Ch, this was good! He'd
have a grudge to settle

"Hel |l o, Torpedo,"” | said.

Hi s gray face went grayer. "How come you know ne? | don't know you."

"I saw you working for M. Bury," | said

"Jesus!" he said. "Don't tell Bury where to find me. He thinks | falsified the evidence and
collected the hit noney wi thout nmaking that contract! | didn't! The (bl eepard) trapped ne and nust

have collected it hinmself. And believe ne, if | knew where to find him 1'd hit himfor nothing!
The (bl eeper) didn't even carry out the threat to waste ny nother!"

Better and better. "Put down the gun, Torpedo. Razza sent me here to offer you a job."

"Then it nust be a pretty risky hit or Razza woul dn't have thought of ne. That (bl eepard) wants ne
killed."

"It's an easy job," | said soothingly. | sat down on a box. Torpedo, gradually reassured, laid the
| eopard aside and sat on the edge of the dusty, griny bed. "I'mlistening,” he said.
"I''"ll pay the bill collectors and give you another $5,000 when the job is done."

"Anot her $10, 000 pl us expenses,
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"I pay the bills you owe, $5,000 and expenses, and that's as high as | go, Torpedo."

He shook his head. It was all the noney | had—nore, actually, if the expenses came to nuch

It was an inpasse.

"I'd get in trouble with the union if | cut rates on a hit," he said.

"You're getting $4,900 plus $5,000 plus expenses,”" | said. "Since when did hits go higher than
$10, 000?"

"There's insurance. A hit man is high-risk insurance. It costs a thousand a day. My God (bl eeped)
nmot her wouldn't let me | eave this house again unless | was insured. She keeps yelling down the
stairs to go out and get a job but I know her. She's treacherous. You'll have to up the ante.™

| shook ny head. Inpasse. W sat there. | don't |like unconfortable silences. |I said, "Wy don't
they like to hire you, Torpedo?"

he said. "I ain't even got a rifle anynore."
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He shrugged, "Ch, it's nothing really. Silly prejudice. M. Bury was the only one who didn't mnd

And since he won't enploy ne anynore, | been out of work. Wrd gets around, you know. "
"About what?" | said.
"Well, they think it's a twist. But it ain't. It's perfectly normal and | been told so on good

authority. In fact, it was good authority that started it."
"Started what ?"

"Ch, | might as well tell you if you haven't been told already. It's the sex thing."

Cho! Maybe | could use this. "You better level," | said.

"Well, no reason not to. It began about six years ago when | was doing a stretch in the Federa
pen. | underwent behavior nodification therapy. Great stuff. The
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prison psychol ogi st in charge of organizing the gang rapes was a great guy. | was in for

consul tation with himone day and he said he'd noticed | never joined the rape line in the showers
and he was worried about ne.

"He said how could he nodify behavior to greater crimnality if | wouldn't participate in group
therapy? He said the prisoners ran the prisons but the psychol ogists ran the prisoners and if |
woul dn't cooperate, he'd have to turn me over to the prisoner conmmittee as un-reformable. He was a
ni ce guy, very understanding, and he said he didn't want to do that. So |I cooperat ed.

"He worked and worked with me—the usual prison psychol ogy treatnments: having nme (bl eep) him and
him (bl eeping) me in the (bleep). And that's when he di scovered what was really wong with ne.

"1 had never been able to get an erection and even couldn't with him He felt sorry for ne. He
really did. Here he had all these other prison cases to nodify and he even took tine off from

(bl eeping) themto talk to ne. Real nice guy.

"I confessed to himl'd never been able to do it at all to a girl or a guy or anything. He asked
me if | ever wanted to (bl eep) nmy nother and was pretty shocked when | said that, what with her
beatings and all, it just had never occurred to me. | had to tell himright out that when you've
got sonebody beating you and scream ng about philandering, it's alnost inpossible to get your mnd
onto (bl eeping) the person

"Wl |, he thought and thought and finally he came up with a solution. Had | ever (bl eeped) a dead

worman? Well, | flat-out had to confess I'd never done that. So he told nme | better get a dead one
and nake sure she was still warm He said it was just basic psychol ogy, a perfectly normal thing

And he told me howto do it in
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detail. There was a hitch, though. It was a male pen and there were no dead wonen around. But he

stanped ny parole card to show ny behavior had been nodified anyway and he reconmended they let ne
out on the public. So | got out of prison. Really a fine fell ow

"So, anyway, | never thought nuch about it until six nmonths later. The nmob didn't have any hits at
t he nmonent and Personnel sent nme down to New Mexico as a gunner on a dope run. One night in the
desert the truck convoy was hit by hijackers and in the shootout all the rest of the guys run off.
A lot of l|ead had been flying around and | heard this nmpaning and | craw ed over, and (bl eeped) if
there wasn't a Mexican worman |lying there with slugs in her

"She gave a coupl e of kicks and died. And suddenly it occurred to ne that | ought to test this
basi ¢ psychology out. So | pulled up the skirts on this stiff and, Jesus Christ, |I'll be (bl eeped)
if | didn't get an erection. So | got it into the corpse and carried on full blast. | (bl eeped)
like crazy. It was sonething about her dead eyes staring at ne. And she couldn't say a single word
about how no good | was, her lips all pulled back like that fromthe death agony.

"Man, | really poured it in. Six God (bleeped) tines! But then she had cool ed off and begun to
stiffen and it wasn't any good anynore. The corpse has got to be warmyet to really do it right.
But while it lasts, you can call them anything you want and they don't say a word. They just lie
and let you pour it in. The best part is the dead eyes."

I was totally engrossed. That naster psychologist in the prison had created a real, honest-to-Cods
necrophile! "Did you ever wite the psychologist to tell himof the success?" | said.

"Well, no. You see, there's a part of it | don't understand. Wen the others conme back from wi ping
out the hijackers, they seen ne standing over the dead woman with ny (bl eep) hangi ng out and they
added up what |'d been doing and the (bl eepards) first wanted to shoot ne and then not a single
one of themwould ever talk to ne again. Wrd got around and not even the Faustino nmob would hire
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me. Only M. Bury |laughed about it and would use ne on jobs. But now he's off of me, too."
"Let's talk about this job," | said.
"No nore to say. | got to have ny bills paid, $10,000 and expenses. |1'd be in real trouble if |
took | ess."
| got ready to deliver nmy shot. "This contract," | said, "is on a worman!"
An electric shock seemed to go through him He stared at ne, jaws going slack
"A young and beautiful woman," | said.
H s breath was suddenly rapid and his mouth began to quiver. Then he said, "And as soon as | kil
her 1 can (bl eep) the corpse?”
"Absolutely," | said.
H s eyes were blazing with excitenent. Wen he could master his enotion, he said, "Mster, you got
a deal. You pay ny bills, you pay me $5, 000 and expenses and | get to do what | want with the
corpse. "
"You can (bl eep) her to your heart's content," | said.
Ch, but he was eager and excited.
As | left the house, his nother said to ne, "Can't you arrange to get that (bl eeping) (bleepard)
killed on this job?"
"Not on your life," | said. "He's priceless." And | took fromher the hospital bills so | could
pay them
| strode down the street, treading on air. Torpedo was a competent hit man for the purpose. And
with the
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prom sed bonus he would be as eager as a snake after a rabbit.

The thought of not only killing but degrading the corpse of the Countess Krak pleased ne

i mrensel y.

It was just exactly what she deserved. And | knew it was the only way anyone but Heller could
touch that pure and nobl e body. Touch her that way alive and you'd be dead!

There were sonme things to do and to arrange. 1'd have to get her pattern of noving around so

could set it up when she was alone. | had to get arifle, preferably with explosive bullets.

I had nmy hit man. And what a hit man! A necrophile!

COUNTESS KRAK, YOU LL BE NOT ONLY DEAD BUT THOROUGHLY DEFI LED.

Chapter 3

After all my unlucky vicissitudes, things were suddenly beginning to run nmy way.

I no nore than got horme and got the viewers on than | beheld good fortune staring at me with its
evil grin. A map of Floridal

It was spread out on the floor of Heller's office and 1zzy and Heller were going over it with Krak
| ooki ng on.

"Now, are you sure you secured the property?" said Heller

"Mles and niles of Everglades," said lzzy. "Nothing but the purest swanp. Over your head in muck
t he

way Florida real estate usually is. Knee-deep in alligators. Nothing living there but Florida
crackers, and they're not wi de awake enough to count." He showed Heller on the map. It was a | arge
area toward the south of the state, way inland fromthe sea. The nmap said swanp, swanp, nothing
but swanp.

I zzy was hauling out some deeds. "It's a forner retirement estate but the alligators ate the old
folks they sold it to. Then the Cl A bought it as part of a training programfor a secret arny to

i nvade Janmi ca but they got defeated by some snmall boys with slingshots on the beach, so they sold
it, according to the records search, to the Saint Petersburg Gines, who used it for a place to

hi de out their reporters when people wanted to shoot them But the people were so successful that
the area was not nuch used. Then the Ginmes went bankrupt and | bought it nud-cheap with fifteen

| eftover reporters thrown in, including a woman reporter nanmed Betty Horseheinie."

"A worman?" said the Countess Krak

"Yes," said lzzy. "And she was a problem too. The alligators tried to eat her and got so sick the
conservation-ists raised hell. W sent her to an insane asylumnear Mam but she drove the
patients so crazy we got a pernmt fromthe governnent and di sposed of her as contam nated waste.
She's mles deep in the continental trench now, but they do say all the fish are dying there.
However, she's not around."

"Cood, " said the Countess Krak
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"We had a little trouble with the state governnent," continued |zzy. "The nane of the corporation
we are using is 'Beautiful Cear Blue Skies For Everyone, Inc.' and they thought it night be a
religion. For some reason
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they want only crimnals in the state, and anybody trying to do good drives themup the pal mtrees
in horror. But we pointed out that 'blue sky' is also a crimnal termfor worthless stock and that
fool ed them They wel coned us with open arns. But the thing |'mworried about is the Indians."

"I ndi ans?" said the Countess.

"WIld savages," said lzzy. "Every time | go to the novies | can hardly sit through it when they
show I ndi ans. They torture and burn and make the nbst awful sounds. Look right there: a Sem nole

I ndi an Reservation! | |ooked it up and they only signed a treaty of peace a few decades ago and
don't think it will hold. They eat dogs, you know. And they mi ght eat trappers and frontiersnen,
too, fromthe way they look. That's why you won't find ne going outside New York City: at |east we
bought this island fair and square for a bucket of beads. So you take some beads with you, M.

Jet, in case those Sem nol es dispute your title."

"Bang-Bang," said Heller, "add a bucket of beads to ny luggage, will you?"

I hadn't seen Bang-Bang before because nobody had | ooked at him He was sitting at the bar pouring

Scotch into a saucer for the cat. "Cot it, Jet. I1'll add a few bonbs as well."

"So much for the land. Have you called all the contractors?" said Heller

"They' || nmeet you at Ochokeechokee. It's the remains of a town and there may even be a hotel
there. They're all hot onto it. They got their |ogistics worked out and all their estimates are
firnmed. But, M. Jet, don't you think a billion dollars is an awful |ot to spend on just clean
air? And why for a bunch of Florida crackers?"
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"I't's necessary, lzzy. The pollution in the atnosphere will heat this planet up in time. I'm
putting in the spores production plant in the Florida area because it's hot and will save fuel
The spores will rise into the trade winds, hit the stratosphere and circulate to both hem spheres.

The spores will convert noxious gases into oxygen and it will take an awful lot of them |I'msorry
if you think it is unprofitable.”

"Ch, no, M. Jet," said lzzy. "I certainly would never dreamof criticizing you. You wound ne to
think so. Besides, | maybe forgot to tell you, but when you said you were using rmud electrical -
breakdown for fuel, | enlarged the power plant a little bit and contracted the excess to the Cty
of Mam Power Conmpany for a quarter of a billion dollars a year: they use an awful lot of air
conditioning there. Here's the contracts. | forgot to nmention it."

"Well, I"mglad we're going to show a profit," said Heller

"No, no, that's not where the profit comes from" said lzzy. "That just retires the project off
the books in four years. The profit conmes fromthis other corporation. |'msorry if | forgot to
mention it. | reactivated the original retirement estates corporation and we'll have a canpaign to

‘retire on your own alligator farm' They were selling Iike hot cakes even before we got the place
subdi vi ded. "

Bang- Bang spoke up. "The deal is, they feed the tourists to the alligators and sell the alligator
hi des nmade up as purses, belts and shoes to the tourists. Perfect perpetual notion machine."”

lzzy said, reprovingly, "That's not true."

"That's what you told ne," said Bang-Bang sel f-righteously.
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"Don't listen to him M. Jet," said lzzy. "I was just trying to sell himone of the farms, and
what does truth have to do with sal esmanshi p? Actually we nake our profit out of constructing posh
retirement houses out of the nud we dig fromthe scenic canals we're going to make to raise the
alligators in. So don't you worry about the cost, M. Jet. You worry about those Indians."

"All right," said Heller, getting up off the floor. "Now you, Mssy," he said to the Countess
Krak, "have you got your clothes together? Sun hel nets and bikinis and things?"

"What ?" said lzzy. "You're not taking Mss Joy! M. Jet, there's alligators, |ndians, nud-ey! A
beautiful creature like Mss Joy in a horrible place like that? Forgive me, M. Jet, but | think
you haven't thought this through. Florida just plain isn't civilized enough."
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"I''mnot going," said the Countess Krak

"What ?" said Heller, aghast.

"Much as | don't want to be apart fromyou," said Krak, "we're in a hurry to finish everything up
and | have other things to do."

"Such as?" said Heller.

Her smle was enigmatic. "I want to pick an itemup that | haven't found. It's going to take a | ot
of search.”

"Ch, shopping," said Heller. "Well, I'll adnmit that | certainly didn't | ook kindly at the idea of
you in all that nud and up to your knees in alligators. | won't be gone too long. Just to get
everything staked out and the contractors started. I'll mss you. But | can see your point. It's
all right."

He was frowning a bit. Suddenly Heller turned to Bang-Bang. "Listen, Bang-Bang, and |isten good.
You keep an eye on her. You make sure she's safe at all tines!"

"You needn't say the rest of it," said Bang-Bang. "If

I don't you'll take ne to ten thousand feet and drop me with no parachute.”

"Precisely," said Heller.

"You didn't have to threaten," said Bang-Bang. "Jesus—beggin' your pardon, ma'am+'d booby-trap ny
own head to blow it off if anything happened to Mss Joy. Only, you tell her that. She's sort of
got a way to arguing around ny very best reasons."

"You m nd what Bang-Bang says,"” said Heller to the Countess Krak

She sniled her enigmatic smile. "OF course, dear," she replied.

Chapter 4

| was flabbergasted at my trenendous |luck! O course, |I'd known for sone tinme that Heller was
doi ng sonething with spores to clean up the planet's air, but | hadn't realized he was goi ng away
so soon. | just sat there gaping. The Gods had decided to smle on ne at last! Bang-Bang | could
di scount. Wthout Heller to guide him he was nothing. | could hardly believe it. | was actually
going to be able to get the Countess Krak killed without any trouble at all! Not only killed but
her dead body raped!

I was so engrossed, Mss Pinch had to call me twice to tell ne the first |esbian couple was ready.

Wth great aplonb and confidence, | went into the living room | gave themthe treat of watching
me take off mny cl ot hes.
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The husband was naned Ral ph: short-haired and thin of face. She was |ying under a sheet, eyes on
me, bright and alive.

Wth the air of a professional connoisseur, Mss Pinch watched ne get into bed.

The other lesbian flinched as her husband |l et out a scream

Candy grinned, eagerly nodding in rhythm

Ral ph's nouth opened in a convul sive yell. Then she stiffened and her eyes, w de open, rolled back
into her head. She lay there very still. | was staring into bl ank eyes!

A wave of horror hit ne.

| thought that she was dead!

| off-1oaded quick and went into the back room

Feeling very strange, | stood there staring into the back garden

Was sonething wong with ne? | felt sort of ill. | couldn't understand it.

Fifteen mnutes or nmore | stood there. Finally Mss Pinch cane in. She said, "The other girl is
wai ting, Ink-switch. What the hell is going on?"

"l don't feel like it," | said.

"Jesus Christ, Inkswitch, you can't be rude to conpany."

"I don't know what is wong with ne,”" | said. "I don't think | can nmake it."

M ss Pinch went out and shortly came back in. She was carrying a water tunbler full of bubbles.
"It's some of the party chanpagne,” she said. "Drink it down. A great aphrodisiac.”

I was thirsty. | gulped it all down. It nade nme feel warm Not nuch nore al coholic content than
Tur ki sh sira.
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| peeked into the other room Ral ph was sitting up, fanning herself with her palm She sniled at
me. "Ch, you kid," she said. "To think | got to wait three weeks for another one of those is pure
torture.”

I went over to her. | felt her arm The pul se was strong. She was alive!

"You got the wong girl, Inkswitch," said Mss Pinch. "Over here. This is Butter."

| wal ked around to the other side of the bed. The |lesbian wife, Butter, was |lying there sort of
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panting and eyei ng ne.

The girl said, "I'mno virgin. | let a goat do it to ne once up on a farm It wasn't rmuch good but
he got ny mai denhead. So shove away but | don't think I'Il (bleep) |ike Ralph did."

M ss Pinch | aughed.

Candy gri nned.

Ral ph, watchi ng, began to bob her head know ngly.

Butter screamed and convul sed. Then her eyes rolled straight up into her head and she stiffened
out |ike a poker

I was staring at blank, sightless eyes in a perfectly still face on a rigid body.

My stomach turned over.

| pulled off and raced away.

| got to the bathroom | began to throw up in the toilet bow. | threw up everything I'd eaten for
days and still tried.

I collapsed in front of it, still trying fromtinme to tinme.

Dead eyes!

What was wrong with ne?

It nust have been the chanpagne! But no, I'd begun to feel this way when Ral ph did that.
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Was | going crazy?

Wrse—was |, an Apparatus veteran, devel oping a consci ence? Gods forbid.

| exami ned ny inmredi ate past. Due to Prahd's operation, | had had a sexual surge. That should have

made a difference in ny mind. Freud would think it would, for his whole theory was that everything
was based on sex.

Wth care | reviewed nmyself to see if there was any real change in ny personality. Bit by bit, |
went over past experience with myself.

My notivations didn't seemto have changed. Mney, kill songbirds, put the riffraff in its place
Myst eri ous. Conparing past years to present, | had to conclude that my personality had not shifted
so nuch as an id.

I got to thinking about Torpedo Fiaccola. Hi s psychol ogi st had reconmended beconi ng a necrophile.
So obviously, fromthis evidence and much other psychol ogy reading | had done, it was quite a
normal thing to have coitus with a corpse. So that could not be the basis of this strange
reaction.

I just couldn't get to the bottomof it at all

Hours later, it seemed, Mss Pinch cane |ooking for ne. | heard nyself babble, "Is Butter alive?"
She | aughed at me. "You're not good enough to kill them dead, |nksw tch. They both went hone | ong
ago."

"You're not fooling me? You didn't dispose of her corpse sonewhere, did you?"
She saw | was serious. And she couldn't get nme out of the bathroom She phoned the couple and put
Butter on the phone.

"Are you a live girl?" | said.

"What's your opinion, Inkswitch? But nman, I'mhere to tell you, you were better than the goat."
"You're alive, then. You weren't dead."

"Hell, you want nme to conme back, I|nksw tch?"

"G ve nme that phone," said Pinch, who had had her ear pressed near

"No, no," | said. "Put Ral ph on."

She did and | said, "Are you alive, Ralph?"
"Hal f dead," said Ral ph.

It was the wong answer. | shoved the phone at M ss Pinch. She said something into the nouthpiece
and hung up. Then she said, "Take a shower, Inkswitch. The goat rubbed off on you. W're waiting."
| took a shower. | washed and washed and washed, which is very unusual for ne.

Mss Pinch finally came into the bathroomagain. "For Christ's sake, Inksw tch, cone on!"
She got ne out and towelled nme and got nme into the other room

"No," | said. "Wait a nonent." | found nmy hands were very shaky.

"Look," | begged, "promise nme you'll keep noving."

Chapter 5

In the chilly Iight of dawn, after a bad night of introspection, | decided it was all nonsense.

There was nothing wong with me at all
| got into the closet with ny viewers. And one sight
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of the Countess Krak through Heller's viewer returned to ne ny full resolve.

They were taking himto the airport in the old, orange cab. She and Heller were seated in the
back. |zzy was hunched up on the front seat |ooking studiously ahead. Bang-Bang was driving as he
al ways di d—i ke a nadman.

Hel l er and Krak had their arns around each other. She was sort of sniffling. But she said, "I know
it's rough to be apart even for a few days. |'ve just got to steel up toit, that's all. W' ve got
to get this nission finished and get off this planet. | feel it like an ache."

So there she was, using all her wonman's wiles to rush Heller along and get sonething done. And she
didn't care a single (bleep) that I'd be killed if Heller succeeded in straightening out the

pl ace, for he could only do so by ruining every control point on which Lonbar depended.

I was right. She was the one | had to get rid of first. And quick. It was ny firmduty to have her
shot and | nust not waver for a noment.

That put ny nind at rest. But sonmething else at once unstabilized it. Heller's 831 Rel ayer

(Bleep) Raht! 1'd be out of conmunication |like a shot, with Heller in Florida.
I got on the radio. Raht answered in a sleepy voice. "Listen, you |lazy (bleep)!" | screaned. "Pay
attention to your duties for a change! |'ve had enough of being cut off from seeing what he does.

He' s dangerous! Get over to the Enpire State Building and get all those gadgets off of that
antenna. You're just leaving themthere to spite nme! Since you know where it is, smart (bl eep),
deliver Krak's and Crobe's to ne here in this apartnent right away. Then draw noney and a ticket
at the office and fly today down to Cchokeechokee, Florida, keep your eye on

that man and stay within two hundred niles of him Repeat this all back quick so I'll know you're
awake and |I'mnot talking to a snore."

He did. | clicked off.

I | ooked back at the viewers. They were unloading Heller's bags in the parking lot. Heller tried
to help thembut Izzy and Bang- Bang pushed hi m asi de and struggled nanfully with the big cases.

| got disoriented. | was so used to going in and out of JFK that | didn't know where they were
until | spotted a sign, La Guardia. Ah, donestic flights, of course.

They got up to a line waiting at a counter. lzzy handed Heller a ticket. Heller |ooked at it.
"Hey, what's this? Pretty Boy Floyd?"

"Bang- Bang said that was your travelling nane," said lzzy. "And listen, you' re not connected to
any of those corporations we have there. The contractors think your nane is Floyd, too. And

advi se you to use war paint on your face so if the Indians junp you, they'll think you're one of
t hem "
"Brilliant thinking, lzzy," said Heller. "I'"Il do just that. Now listen, | don't think there's

much in the way of tel ephones down at Ochokeechokee and | may be out in the swanp nostly. So if
you call and an alligator answers, hang up."

"Why?" said |zzy.

"Why?" echoed Heller. "I should think that would be obvious. You might put all the alligators on
my trail, too!"

| zzy | ooked puzzl ed.

Bang- Bang said, "lzzy, it's a joke. You know, J-OK-E, joke, as in oy."

"lIt's no joke going anpongst alligators and Indi ans, "
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said lzzy. "You be careful, M. Jet. I"'mstill responsible for you."

I had a sudden thought. Raht, the idiot, would lose his nman for sure. | buzzed hastily on the
r adi o.

"Yes?" said Raht and there was a how of wind in the mcrophone.

"Listen, he's travelling under the nane of Pretty Boy Floyd and he'll be wearing war paint."
"You al nost knocked ne off this antenna.”

"Don't you fall off and break those relayers!” | snarled at him

"Wait, listen. | don't have your address, really. Can you talk ne in?"

"You can't soar fromthere to here!" | snapped. Wat an idiot. What did he think he was using? A

space-trooper sled? | gave himthe address.
| | ooked back at the viewers. As you could expect, Heller and Krak were off to the side waiting
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for the plane, and she was crying. Wnen are always cryi ng when peopl e | eave and when peopl e get
married. | can understand crying when getting married: that's an awful tragedy. But not just
getting on a plane.

"I feel too bad even to be cross with you about those wonen," she was saying.

"Wonen?"

"That protest at the United Nations. The ones carrying your picture with 'Pretty Boy' on it. You
use that name on tickets."

"Ch, honey, | can explain...."
"No, no. You don't have to. | love you, Jettero. You're nmy man and | | ove you. And |I'm being an
idiot to stay behind and not go to Florida with you. But I've got to do all | can to speed things

up and help us get hone. And then we can get nmarried and |live happily

ever after in sonme civilized place. There's a nice surprise waiting for us both when we get hone.
| promised | wouldn't tell you and | won't. But hurry and finish up this mission, Jettero. And
"Il do all I can."

"You sit quietly and wait for me," said Heller

"They're calling your plane," said the Countess Krak

She ki ssed himand cried sonme nore.

Then he was gone.

They saw the plane off fromthe observation platformand went back to the cab. She was stil
crying.

Ch, there was no doubt at all left in my mind that she had to be killed. Pushing him pushing him
egging himon. And all to connect up with Royal proclamations that were forgeries. But that was
not the surprise they were going to get.

The Countess Krak woul d be dead before Heller ever saw her again!

Chapter 6

About hal f an hour after Candy and M ss Pinch had departed for work, Raht showed up. | let himin.
He handed nme two sets of units, Crobe's and Krak's: they were all scunmed up with soot fromtheir
long tenure in the weather; | found a rag and started to clean them up

Raht wandered around the apartnent, staring at the clamshells and phallic synbols and sea foam
"Who |lives here?" he said. "Sone whore?"
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I was certainly sick of his insolence. "If you did your duty as well as | do mne," | raged at
him "we'd get soneplace. And you're not getting to Florida where you bel ong!"

"There's no second plane until noon," he said. "Place sure stinks of flowers. Snells like a

nmortuary."

That did it. "Get out!" | screamed at him and ki cked hi mout the door

Havi ng abreacted ny hostilities, | felt better. | went to Krak's viewer to check it. The picture
was not quite as good with the activator-receiver in this |low place but it was adequate. | got

interested in what Krak was doing.

They had returned to the office and Krak was sitting at a white secretarial desk looking in the
white pages of the New York tel ephone directory. Her finger was travelling down a page. She was
nmuttering, "Rocha... Rochelle... Rock... Rocket... Rockford ..." She |ooked up. She nuttered, "A-B-
CDEF EF.."

Bang- Bang's voice. "M ss Joy." She | ooked up. He was sitting at the bar drinking a cup of coffee
"If you tell nme what you're trying to do, maybe | can help."

"I'mtrying to find the personal tel ephone nunber of Del bert John Rockecenter."

"WHAT?" sai d Bang-Bang, sl opping his coffee.

"Well, you needn't | ook so surprised," said Krak. "On a civilized planet, nearly everybody has a
conmuni cation call sign. How otherwi se would you get in touch with themif you had sone vital news
about their famly?"

"Well, Jesus—beggin' your pardon, ma' am-Pel bert John Rockecenter is just about the npbst inportant
man there is. You don't just go phoning people like that. Maybe you better tell me what this is

all about." He came over, his coffee forgotten
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"It's a very sinple matter. Look at this geonetry plot." She got the huge sheet Heller had done
and spread it open on the desk.
It was, of course, in Voltarian except for the words "Pokantickle Estates, Hairytown, NY.,k"

"Cctopus G| Building" and "Del bert John Rockecenter." Bang-Bang was twi sting his head this way
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and that, trying to figure out what all these spirals and words were. It would surely have been a
Code break except that he didn't seemto know the Voltarian synbols and letters were nore than
designs. "Maybe you better explain it," said Bang-Bang, defeated.

"Wel |, Del bert John Rockecenter is the enperor,” said the Countess Krak

"Ch, | see," said Bang-Bang. "This is sone kind of an idea for a new gane |i ke Mpnopoly."

"No," said Krak patiently. "It shows Rockecenter controls the planet utterly."

"Wl 1, hell—beggin' your pardon, ma' am-that don't take no fancy diagramto figure out. Everybody
knows that. For the last century the Rockecenter famly has been taking over from other nobs and

now Del bert John owns and controls all the real estate and rackets. | guess 'enperor’' would be a
fancy name like capo di tutti capi, but it really don't enbrace all that Rockecenter really
controls. He's into everybody's pocket, too. He controls every oil conmpany and | can't fill up the
cab's tank without hel ping make Rockecenter rich. | can't buy an aspirin w thout hel ping nake
Rockecenter rich. | can't even drink a cup of coffee w thout stuffing nore dough in the

Rockecenter coffers. Everybody knows that. So what's the urgent notice doing on the reginenta
bull etin board?"
"He's got a son,"” said Krak triunphantly.

n
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"Well, hell, no—bkeggin your pardon, nma'am He ain't got no wife and he for sure ain't got no son

| hel ped Jet tear the library apart one day just making sure."”

"That's just it," said Krak. "Del bert John Rocke-center doesn't know he has a son."

"WHAT?"

"Aha! So it surprises you, too," said the Countess Krak. "But it is a fact. 1've got it all worked
out. Del bert John was pl ayi ng around—bkeggi n* your pardon, Bang-Bang—and he got hinself a son. But
he didn't knowit. He has a | awer naned Bury. So Bury hid the son and hid the fact from
Rockecenter and as there is no heir, the enpire will then pass straight into the hands of Bury."
"Jesus Christ."

"Now, Jettero is trying to Fix up the planet's fuel situation. He doesn't have nuch tine.
Rockecenter controls all the fuel. Now, if | were to sinply phone up Del bert John Rockecenter and
tell himhe had a son, he'd be so grateful that he'd rush around and help Jettero and we'd be al
finished here and could go hone."

Bang-Bang's black Italian eyes were nearly popping out of his thin face.

The Countess Krak continued. "And if he doubts it, why, I'Il just go out and find the son and turn
himover to his father. Ch, Bang-Bang, Rockecenter would be so grateful he'd put Jettero on center
stage with all the spotlights blazing and tell him'Jettero, you wite the show and we'll put on
any act you want!' It can't fail, Bang-Bang. That's why | stayed behind."

Bang- Bang had found his voice. "M ss Joy! You can't go phoni ng Rockecenter! You can't go | ooking
for sone dunb kid! That nob is a gang of wolves! They'd eat the Virgin Mary, toenails and all, and

never even
bother to spit out one Ave Maria! In short—beggin' your pardon, na'am-they're (bleeps), Bury and

t hat Rockecenter crew Wlves, Mss Joy, WEREWOLVES!"

"Ch, nonsense, Bang-Bang. |'ve read a | ot of guidebooks and things on New York, and Rockecenter
has been giving away things to the people right and left: fountains, nuseuns. The place is | oaded
with them™"

"That was just the Rockecenter way of turning off the heat!" said Bang-Bang. "Just a way of buying
advertising space when nobody woul d waste spit on the nane!"

"Be that as it may," said the Countess Krak, "a father's heart could not help but open up if he
knew he had a son. And that's why | amgoing to tell himor find the son and tell him and out of
gratitude he'll help and we can go hone."

"1ZZY'" screanmed Bang-Bang. Then he seened to realize he couldn't be heard through a door and down
hundreds of feet of halls. He raced out and cane back with an alarmed and wil d-eyed |zzy. Bang-
Bang marched himto the secretary desk. "lzzy, please explain to Mss Joy what (bl eeps)
Rockecenter and Bury really are.”

lzzy swal | owed several tines and wi ped his glasses on his tie and tried to put his tie on his
nose. "M ss Joy, please don't do anything rash."” Bang-Bang punched himin the side and he
continued. "If the corpses made by the Rockecenter nob in starting wars and endi ng conpetition
were laid end to end, they'd walk on them forever. The fam |y was founded on selling crude oil for
a cancer cure and they' ve been a cancer ever since. The fanmily policies nake a Mafia vengeance
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curse sound |ike a Sunday school prayer. Those horrors are not fit conmpany for a delicate and
beautiful |ady. Anything we can do to help you while away the tinme? Theater tickets? Flowers?

Di amond rings? A new collar for the cat? Until M. Jet
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comes back and gets you under control, please tell ne. Wiat can we do to nake you forget about

t hi s?"

"You can tell me howto find a tel ephone nunber," said the Countess Krak.

"Don't tell her," said Bang-Bang.

"I won't," said lzzy. He wandered in a snall helpless circle, wung his hands and went away.
Bang- Bang crept over to the bar and got behind it Iike he was in an observation post. Now, from
afar, he was staring at the Countess Krak in worried bafflenent.

She pull ed over a phone. She | ooked at it studiously. A button said Operator. She pushed it. She
got the operator. "How do you find a tel ephone nunber that is not in the phone book?" said the
Count ess Kr ak.

"Long distance or local, please," said the operator.

"That's the trouble," said the Countess Krak. "I don't know where he is."

"Where who is, na'anP"

"Del bert John Rockecenter."

"Del bert John Rockecenter?"

"Del bert John Rockecenter."

"You nean the Del bert John Rockecenter that owns the phone conpany?"

"And the planet," said the Countess Krak

"Jesus Christ," said the operator. "Ma'am | think | better put you through to the Chief
Informati on Qperator. Hold on, please."

The Countess Krak had begun the trek across the tel ephone information |ines of the planet that |
had foll owed nont hs before. She soon had London, Johannesburg, Mscow and Paris into the
conference. They added Dogi e, Texas, when sonebody renenbered he now owned Texas, and fromthere
it was easy. Dogie
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put themonto the Arab whose king remenbered calling' Hairy town.

The Countess Krak said suddenly, "That's it!" She had it on Heller's plot.

They got the Hairytown | ocal information and, with a sigh of relief, rang through to Pokanti ckl e
Est at e.

The fourth assistant butler said, "I amsorry, but M. Rockecenter is not accepting any calls
except from Mss Agnes. Is it Mss Agnes calling?"
It wasn't.

They all rang off.

The Countess Krak hung up the phone and sat back. She nust have been | ooking very smug, for Bang-
Bang at the bar had becone quite white of face.

"You found his number?" said Bang-Bang with a kind of horror

"l have found sonebody who can put ne in direct conmunication with him She is a Mss Agnes and
she nmust live in Hairytown. So, now, Bang-Bang, you're going to drive nme there."

Bang- Bang came out from behind the bar. You could see confidence ebbing back into him He sniled
He said, "I'mvery afraid we cannot go. You see, ny parole officer has forbidden me to | eave New
York City. If | do they'll chuck nme back into Sing Sing. | prom sed Jet |'d nake sure you were
safe and he told you to listen to me. So you see, | can't drive you and you can't go."

"Parol e officer? Supposing | could fix that, Bang-Bang?"

"Well, a parole officer is soneone who is so nean, so rotten and so vicious that nobody can fix
one. And even if you could, there are my classes and drills at the ROIC at college. And if |

m ssed those, Jet wouldn't get
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his di ploma. So, there you are, Mss Joy. A conplete double roadbl ock, nanned by the cops on one
side and the Arny on the other."

"Ch, is that all?" said the Countess Krak. "An inportant project like this couldn't possibly be
allowed to halt just because of tiny routine matters." She got up fromthe desk in a purposefu
way.

| suddenly went crazy.

My Gods, not only was Heller gone but she was setting herself up like a duck in a shooting
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gallery.

AND | WASN' T ORGANI ZED YET!

Chapter 7

| dug out Torpedo's nother's phone nunber. | jabbed the dial. "Who's this?" she said.
"Torpedo," | blurted. "I got to talk to Torpedo!"

"Ch, you're that dunmb son of a (bleepch) that's hiring my no-good, worthless (bleep) of a son that
drove his poor father to the grave and has me hal fway there, the philanderer!"”

"Put himon the phone, quick."

"I wouldn't if I could and | can't."

"Way not ?"

"Because he's at Dr. Finkel baums getting his God (bl eeped) insurance exam nation." She hung up

| dialled again. She didn't answer.

| had better get clever, quick. | grabbed the phone book. Then | realized that it was probably
Queens |
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wanted and | didn't have Queens, only Manhattan. | punched i nfornation.

"Quick, it's alife and death matter. | have to have Dr. Finkel baumin Queens."

"There are over thirty Dr. Finkel bauns in Queens, sir. Initials, please."

"I nsurance examni nations."

,"I do not have an I. E. Finkelbaumlisted, sir."

Dead end. | hung up. Desperately, | tried to think. Then | had it! No Anmerican conpany woul d sell
high-risk: they only sold policies they could renege on or let lapse. Ht nan i nsurance would only
be available from Boyd's of London: they insure anything. Did they have a New York office?
grabbed the phone book. Absolutely, there it was!

| dialled it. "Do you have a Dr. Finkel baumthat does medicals for you?"

"Ch, yes, rather,” and with a thick British accent, he gave me a nunber and address right on \al
Street in the financial district of |ower Manhattan

| hastily phoned it. "Do you have a Torpedo Fiac-cola in there for a nedical exam nation?"

"He's not here right now He was sent to the hospital for his shots."

"What hospital ? And listen, if he conmes back, detain himthere if | haven't seen him"

"Bel | evue General. Howwill | know if you've seen him sir?"

"He'll be linping because | kicked himfor being so slow™"

"Very good, sir."

| phoned Bel |l evue General. "Do you have a Fiaccola there to be shot?"

"Shooting cases are sent to Energency, sir."

T
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"No, no. This is an insurance case. Sent by Dr. Fin-kelbaum Please look for him It's alife and
death matter."

"It is always a life and death matter, sir."

"This is different. It's nostly a death natter. Find that man!"

| waited. | could hear nmy call being transferred around. Finally, "This is the H gh Security
Detention Ward, sir. Yes, we have a Torpedo Fi accola."
"Good Heavens," | said. "Has he gone crazy or somethi ng?"

"No, sir. That would be the Psychiatric Detention Ward. The Hi gh Security Detention Ward i s where
we put patients who can't pay their bills."

So that was it! | had neglected to call by and pay their bill, so they had grabbed the nman when he
showed up! "He'll be out of there in a flash," | said.

I hurriedly got dressed. | grabbed up all my money including the additional thousand | had nade
the night before. I stuffed sone other things I mght find handy into ny pockets. | picked up
Krak's viewer and rushed out. | got to Seventh Avenue and grabbed a cab

Bel | evue is over by the East River: First Avenue and about 30th Street. Cross-town traffic was

sl ow, slow, slow

| watched the viewer. Krak was also riding in a cab—the old cab—and Bang-Bang was driving. She had
changed her clothes to a gray suit, judging by what | could see of her knees. She had a | ot of
bags and luggage at her feet. One of themwas a duffel bag with Bang-Bang R nmbonbo on it. They
were all packed!

Then | realized fromthe street signs she was watching that they were going south in Manhattan. |
had t hought they were heading direct for Hairytown which is north.
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"Chi natown seens |ike a funny place for a parole office,’
partition. "You re not Chinese, Bang-Bang."

"It's just that the New York State offices are close to Chi natown."

"I's the parole officer Chinese? | don't speak that |anguage, you know. "

"He's pure ape," said Bang-Bang, over his shoulder. "He mangl es prisoners and English
irregardless. This is all a waste of time, Mss Joy. He wouldn't give a con a break for a mllion
bucks. You ask himfor a relaxation of nmy parole conditions and he's likely to order nme back to
the pen. You're taking my life in your hands just to talk to him™"

"You |l et ne be the judge of that," said Krak. "STOP!'"

Bang- Bang bounced off a truck and then bounced off a curb. A nan was selling flowers on the walk.
Krak handed hima five-dollar bill and grabbed a bunch of carnations. They knocked down a street
wor ks sign and sped on south.

"Mss Joy, | don't think you got the right idea. Not only would that ape throw themflowers in
your face, he'd probably try to charge ne with bribery and corruption.”

Countess Krak called through the open

My own hacker was happily running up his neter in the cross-town traffic snarl. "Good thing you
got a portable TV, mister," he said over his shoulder. "This is going to take a while. But what
programis that? Some old norning rerun of Hunphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall? Well, you'll have

time to finish it at this rate.”

Rage hit me. To infer that Bang-Bang sounded |ike Bogart! And she sounded nore |ike Susan Hayward
in her nost villainous roles! Oh, well, she'd soon be dead.
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"Sounds |ike a chase scene," said ny hacker. "They sure used to weck them cars good."

And at the nonent, | had to agree with him Bang-Bang was opening traffic lanes with fenders as
t hey passed through Chi natown. \Wat that old cab could take was even up to Bang-Bang's driving.
Wth a screech of brakes they drew up before the New York State offices. "If he says he's going to

send ne back to the pen,"” said Bang-Bang, "you whistle out that wi ndow so | can get a head start."
"Be calm" said Krak. "You wait in the car."

"Wth motor running for a fast getaway," said Bang-Bang. "One nore tinme, Mss Joy. Please don't do
it."

"I know that picture," said nmy hacker. "It's the one where Bacall dies in the end."

"That's right," | said.

The Countess Krak stepped down to the street. She took the flowers in the crook of her arm On the
si dewal k, she opened her purse and popped sonething in her nouth. | blinked. Was she on drugs?

She stood there for a bit, idly looking down the | ength of a park. Wiat a perfect target she was
maki ng. Right out in the open, not even noving. | groaned at the |ost opportunity. A sniper in a
passi ng car and one dead Countess Krak. | nust get Fiaccola sprung and goi ng!

Then she took sonething out of her purse, alittle tiny spray vial, and sprayed it on the flowers.
This was idiocy. Putting perfune on carnations. They don't have hardly any perfune at all. They

don't even nake ne sneeze. Boy, would she be detected quick!

She | ooked at the big directory board. It said:

OSSI NI NG CORRECTI ONAL FACI LI TY Li ai son
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She went to the designated floor. She went down a hall and stopped before a door that said:
Parole O ficer

She straightened her jacket, took the flowers in her hand and with an airy saunter wal ked in.

An absol ute beast sat at the desk, probably a forner prison screw, pensioned off from Sing Sing
and given a nice job where he could ruin everybody. He | ooked up. He gl ared.

"You have a parolee," said the Countess Krak, "named Bang-Bang Ri nbonbo."

"That son of a (bleepch)," said the parole officer. "Don't tell nme you' re bringing the good news
that the (bleepard) is dead. That woul d make ny day."

"I amhis aunt," said the Countess Krak in a lilting voice. "Day by day | see ny poor nephew
droop. Alas, he has becone a withering beast chained in the dens of vice of New York, longing with
tears and gusty sighs for the open fields and wildflowers of his native habitat. Snmell the flowers
he mi sses so."

She pushed the carnations straight into the parole officer's facel He opened his nouth to roar
Apparently it made himinhale. He sat back down suddenly.

She continued. "Don't you think it would be a good idea to lift all restrictions on his
nmovenent s?"
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"Yes," said the parole officer
"And meke it unnecessary for himever to have to report in again?"

"Yes," said the parole officer

"And give hima clean bill of health for his entire parole tine?"
"Yes."
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"And you have the proper fornms to do this with?"

"Yes. "

"And you think it is a wonderful idea to pick up that pen and fill out all the fornms?"
"Yes."

"And you just agreed to start doing it this mnute?"

"Yes," said the parole officer. He grabbed pads of forms and busily began to wite.

When he finished, the Countess Krak said, "And now you think you should give ne signed copies, do
you not ?"

"Yes," he said.

She reached over and took the "Copy to Parol ee" sheets.

"You enjoyed this conversation, didn't you?" said the Countess Krak

"Yes."

"And you did all this at your own suggestion?"

"Yes. "

"CGood day," said the Countess Krak and wal ked away.

She threw the flowers in a litter can on the street and got into the cab. She handed Bang-Bang t he
copi es.

He | ooked at them bug-eyed. He | eafed through them hurriedly again. "Jesus!" he said.

"Get going, Bang-Bang," said the Countess Krak. "W have another stop to nake."

Bang- Bang edged over into Lafayette Street, heading north. Al of a sudden he expl oded. "I'M
FREE! "
He was suddenly driving at high acceleration. "Jesus Christ, Mss Joy, |I'll adnit that you're

probably the nost beautiful woman in Anerica, but who the hell would ever guess that (bl eeped) ape
woul d fall for a DAME!"

She was not paying nuch attention. She was | ooking in her purse. She had the torn wapper of the
Eyes and Ears of Voltar package. It said Perfunme to nake a person say yes to anything. Pre-

anti dote necessary.

"Blast," she nmuttered. "I only have one nore of these. | better save it for another tine."

Oh, she was dangerous, all right!

"Here we are,"” ny cabby said. "That's twenty-one dollars. You get to the part yet where Lauren
Bacall is killed?"

"Not yet," | said grinmy.

"That's the best part," he said as he drove off.

| agreed conpletely!

Chapter 8

| surely didn't want to be seen in conpany with a hit man. Peopl e remenber these things.

Knowi ng | was pushed for tinme, | rushed into the hospital and | ocated the accounting office.

Wth nmy hat pulled down to hide the better part of my face, | told the clerk, "I'm Attorney G ouch
of Grouch and Grouch. | amhere to pay the bill of Torpedo Fiaccola and spring him"

The clerk found the bill. "That's $5,100, please."

"Wait a mnute," | said. "It was $4, 900 yesterday."

"The additional is for his roomwhile we detained himand for his shots."

What could | do? Nothing. | paidit. | said, "Wen
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you let himgo, tell himhe is supposed to report back to Dr. Finkel baum™

She nade a note of it and | rushed off. | had to get down to the financial district to Boyd' s of
London and get his hit man insurance. But there were no taxis in sight and no subways were handy.
| raced over to Second Avenue and boarded a downtown bus, Number 15.

New Yor k buses lurch around and roar, dive into and away from curbs and nake an awful fuss. But
they don't get anywhere very fast.

| thought | had better check up on the Countess Krak. If | was fast enough | could get her hit
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before the day was done. | bal anced the viewer on ny knee and wat ched.

(Bl eep) that Bang-Bang! Driving at speed, he had gotten her alnost to the ROTC offices at Empire
University! They pulled up at the door. The Countess Krak pushed a pad and bal |l point through the
cab partition.

"Now, Bang-Bang, wite a request in proper formfor a | eave of absence fromclass and drills for a
coupl e weeks." And she watched while he printed it quite |aboriously.

At the bottom he had drawn a line and left a space. He indicated it. "That's for the endorsenent
of Col onel Tanc, U S. Arnmy. He's got to initial it or it's no good, and it's got to go into the
files. But Tanc won't sign it, Mss Joy."

"What kind of a man is this Col onel Tanc?" said Krak.

"Regul ar Arny," said Bang-Bang. "Posted here to run the Reserve Oficers' Training Corps for
Enpire. He's a nmilitary martinet, stiff as starch. Hound for discipline. Very proper. Never does
the slightest thing irregular. He thinks these student officers are just play soldiers
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and beneath contenpt. Wster, being a senior, holds ROTC rank of |ieutenant but that's not Regul ar
Army and we ain't even sworn into the service, thank God. But when we graduate, and Wster is
sworn in, Wster will be an arny officer and | swear to Pete, Mss Joy, the col onel doesn't even
consider us up to a Regular Army buck- (bl eep) private—beggin' your pardon, ma'am He'll never
grant this, probably even assign punishment drill. | wouldn't advise you presenting this. You
could bl ow t he whol e show. "

Two plunmp bl ack wonen in the seat behind nme were | ooking over ny shoul der at the viewer
interestedly. One said, "I didn't know they were doin' no rerun of Sophia Loren in the norning,
but that sure as hell is Marcello Mstroianni."

"Naw, " said the other, "that's Hunphrey Bogart, plain as the nose on your face, woman. But |
didn't know he played with Sophia Loren and that sho' as hell was her voice."

"Look at that," said the other, "you don't see her face, only what she's lookin' at. | know a
Hitchcock filmwhen | see one, only it's in color. Did Hitchcock ever direct Sophia Loren?"

I ignored them Riffraff

"Now, this could be a little dicey, Bang-Bang," said the Countess Krak. "You park right there and
be ready for a fast getaway."

Bang-Bang, in alarm said, "You be careful!"

"Ch, indeed I will. This could be very dangerous."

Bang- Bang groaned.

"No, that ain't Sophia Loren," said one of the black wonen. "That's Lauren Bacall and Bogart. |'d
know her voi ce anywhere."
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"You're right," said the other. "I jus' got the names nixed. | knowthis film It's the one where

Bacall gets killed, but | didn't knowit was in color."

"Yah, Hitchcock directed it, all right. You only see what she's |looking at. Horror film"

The Countess Krak took an envel ope out of her purse. She wote on it From Li eutenant Wster, ROTC
She put the | eave request in it. Then she produced a little glass bubble and inserted that in the
envel ope. She sealed the flap. The action startled ne. Wiat was this vicious femal e naki ng? A

| etter bomb? Was she going to kill the col onel ?

"You won't change your nind?" pleaded Bang-Bang.

"You keep that notor running," said the Countess Krak. "Get ready to nake those tires screamif
this goes wong."

She got out of the cab, and using the window as a nmirror, she fluffed her hair and strai ghtened
her jacket. She wal ked in through the entrance.

There was a huge sign there. It said:

REG MENTAL DANCE MARCH 28

Full UniformBring your girls, girls, girls

"Hmm " said the Countess Krak. "So this is Lieutenant Wster's life in the ROTC. "

There was a sergeant at a waiting roomdesk. Wen she entered, he stood up and blinked and | ooked
like he was going to offer her a chair.

She paid no attention to him She sailed right on past him heading for the door marked Col one
Mark Q Tanc, United States Arny. She opened it and marched in.

DEATH QUEST

93

Col onel Tanc was sitting at his desk, surrounded by flags and cannon shells. He | ooked the very
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proper officer—unic, shirt, tie, eagles on the shoulders and canpai gn ri bbons by the score to
account for his bitter and di sapproving face.

The Countess Krak had the envel ope in her hand. Her thunmb and forefinger crushed the gl ass bubble
inside it and it nmade a tiny crack

She handed it toward the colonel and he, glaring, would not have touched it at all if she hadn't
used the magician's forcing twitch of the hand which makes peopl e take things.

The colonel, renoving his baleful glare fromher face for a nonent, read the inscription
"Wster?" he snarled. "Do | have a man nanmed Wster?" He began to open it.

"Ch, indeed you do," said the Countess Krak in a lilting voice. "And | have the honor to be his
sister. He could not cone hinself, today. Hi s poor, dear grandnother lies dying in Sleepy Holl ow,
ready to leave hima mllion bucks if he avoids the wolf and conmes out of the woods in time with a
basket of lunch on his arm"

The col onel stared at her and began to read the | eave request. A strange | ook of pleasure began to
creep over his face.

The Countess Krak continued. "Ch, | amsure that you will excuse himfromhis classes and drills a
couple weeks. For if you don't, why, then | shall refuse to dance with you at the Regi nental Ball
March twenty-eighth."

The colonel's face was beconing flushed. He | ooked at her with hungry eyes. He said, "Ch, Christ,
we can't have that!" He hastily endorsed the request for |eave.

She extended her hand and took hold of the paper to draw it away.
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The colonel's fingers anorously clutched her wist. He said in an enotion-charged voice, "Cone
with me to ny room ny little pigeon!”

Wth an expert twi st of her armshe unlocked his clutching paw. She got the | eave request away.
The col onel lunged across the desk toward her, panting, face suffused.

The Countess Krak sped out of the room The col onel was pursuing.

She threw the endorsed order at the sergeant and shouted at himas he caught it, "File this!"

She raced out of the orderly room

The col onel was cl ose behind her

She gl anced back. Suddenly the sergeant had joined the chase with hot and panting cries.

The Countess Krak got to the cab

She gl anced back. The two army nmen were closing the distance, arnms outstretched clutchingly,
crying cries of beasts in heat.

The Countess Krak | eaped into the cab, inches ahead , of capture.

The ot or roared!

Tires screaned!

She got the door closed and | ooked back

The two men were poundi ng after them along the road.

Bang-Bang fed the cab nore gas.

The pursuers were lost in the cloud of funes behind them

"JESUS!" said Bang-Bang, taking a weaving and rapid escape course fromthe nei ghborhood. "Wat was
al | THAT about ?"

"She made it!" said one black wonman.
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"Yeah, and right in the teeth of the Arny, too!" said the other

"Did you see that colonel slaver?" said the first. "Great actor, Charlton Heston."

"(Bleep)!" said the other. "That didn't take no actin'. Not when you realize he was chasi ng Lauren
Bacal | 1"

The Countess Krak said, "You and Jettero got your two weeks |eave."

"What's the repercussions?" said Bang-Bang.

"No repercussions," said the Countess Krak nildly.

"M ss Joy," said Bang-Bang severely as he drove, "the Regular Arny here is knee-deep every day in
pretty college girls. Colonel Tanc and that sergeant |ooked |ike they wanted to swall ow you whol e.
I know that | ook in arny guys: not as bad as marines, but they neant business!"

The Countess Krak had taken a torn wapper out of her purse. She was reading it.

Eyes and Ears of Voltar

Item 452: An enotional stinulator perfune capsule. Crush in contact with paper or cloth and
avoi d. Causes a person to becone

anmorous so that he can be arrested for
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maki ng i nproper advances.

She muttered, "They ought to warn you that this stuff is STRONG "

Bang- Bang said, "Mss Joy, Jet would kill ne if anything happened to you. | know you're beautifu
and | can understand that back there, up to a point. But did you DO sonet hi ng?"
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"Me, Bang-Bang?"

"M ss Joy, | have just done an intelligence summary and estimated the dangers of this projected
canpaign. | think | better take you hone."

"Bang-Bang," she said firmy, "drive to Hairytown, New York."

Bang- Bang turned north. He nuttered, "Now |'m being a (bl eeped) fool, too! It's awmful what a
beautiful wonman can do!"

One of the black wonmen behind me said, "This is where | get off. | want to catch the rest of that
filmat home on the TV. | love the part where she gets killed."
| smiled grimy to nyself. | said, "So will I!" And | continued on downtown to rmake the fina

arrangenents.

PART FORTY-Fl VE

Chapter 1

At the Boyd's of London U.S. office on Wall Street, the fellow sat there in a black cutaway with
dandruff on his shoul ders and said, "But | say, old chappie, this is a special rate.”

"A five-day mnimum at a thousand dollars a day for a neasly twenty-five-thousand-dollar policy is
NO special rate,"™ | snarled

He waved his cigarette holder in an airy way. "Hit nen are hit nen," he said. "And | nust say the
actuarial statistic shows that they themselves get hit. NOT what you would call a profession

wi thout risks. Rifles backfire, husbands take reprisals and," he fixed me with a beady eye, "cases
have not been unknown where beneficiaries did a bit of hitting thensel ves, eh, what?"

I shook ny head.

He took another approach. "It is not that your man is inexperienced. According to his record here,
when he worked for Swindle and Crouch, he executed his contracts in quite a satisfactory way. It's
just that records show he has a twist. A personality quirk, let's say. But | will tell you what |
wi Il do. Business has been slow today. Make it five thousand dollars for five days and I'll wite
the policy for seven days. It's the very best we can do, old chap."

| had to take it. It was the only way | had to hand to get Krak kill ed.
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They wote the policy with lots of scrolls and nmade his nother beneficiary. | paid themfromny
har d- earned hoard and | was on ny way.

En route to Dr. Finkelbaums | stopped off in a white-armlunch, one of those places where the
table is the armof the chair. | took fromm pocket a sheet and envel ope of Apparatus self-
destruct paper. You wite on it and then spray it lightly and fold it and ten hours after it is
opened it sinply evaporates. No evidence left.

Di sguising ny handwiting, | wote:

Fi nd $850 enclosed. Your policy is clipped to the envel ope so you can give it to your nother. Get
arifle. Get a car. Get to Hairy-town, New York. They're in an orange-colored cab, old style

unm st akabl e. Phone nme at the nunber at the bottom of the page as soon as you have sonething to

report.

X

| added M ss Pinch's number.

| sprayed the paper. | took a five-hundred-dollar bill, three one-hundred-dollar bills and a
fifty, and wrapped the note around them | didn't want themto get lost, for aside fromthirty
dollars they were all the noney | had left. | put themin and seal ed the envel ope against air.

Not even finishing nmy bitter coffee, | sped for Dr. Finkel baum s

Arriving, | peeked in and, sure enough, there sat Torpedo.
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| entered the waiting roomw th el aborate casual -ness. | picked up a two-year-old magazine from
the table. | sat down. Unobserved, | slid the envel ope and policy into the nagazine while
pretended to read. Then, very casually, | rose, laid the nagazi ne down in the chair beside Torpedo
and wal ked out. Very snoothly done. Ri ght by the manual

| lurked around a corner, eyes fixed on a reflective shop wi ndow across the street. | saw Tor pedo

come out reading the letter.
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Wonder ful ! The Countess Krak woul d soon be dead!

I raced down into a subway and was on ny way hone, conscious of pride in my organizational skill.
The nonent | got home, | raced into the back roomcl oset and put the viewer down.

| had expected by this tine that they would be in Hairytown, for it is less than twenty mles
north of Enpire University, straight up the Hudson and right on the street or highway naned

Br oadway.

I had only slightly misestimted. They were not yet into the town. They nust have paused briefly
somewhere for a bite of lunch. The Countess was watching torrents of air traffic going up and down
the Hudson a nmile west fromtheir road

Krak was saying, "This cab certainly rides roughly when you use it as a ground car, Bang-Bang. Wy
don't you take it off this bunpy cart track and fly it?"

"Jesus, Mss Joy," he said over his shoul der as he bounced along, "it won't do that."

"I's it broken or something? | see other vehicles flying up and down, way out there over the
river."

"Those are choppers, Mss Joy. This is a cab: it ain't supposed to | eave the ground."”

"Are you afraid of the police?"
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"Yes, MA' AM "

"1 am appal | ed, Bang-Bang, at how overregul ated this planet is. It doesn't seemto reduce the
crime rate any, either. Listen, Bang-Bang, | can fix it with any cop who stops us. |I'mtired of

the jolting. Take it into the air."

Bang- Bang said hel pl essly, "My chopper license isn't up-to-date."

"Now we're getting soneplace," said the Countess Krak. "You should have told me and | could have
made the parole officer renew it. Bang-Bang, you should understand here and now t hat you can trust
me. "

"Yes, ma'am" sai d Bang- Bang mi serably.

She was | ooking at the road expectantly. Then she saw, apparently, that the old cab was not taking
of f the way any ordi nary airbus would have. She said, "Well, get it into the air!"

"Ma'am " said Bang-Bang, with a sigh of relief, "we're here. There's the city linmts sign of

Hai ryt own. "

"Good," said the Countess Krak. "But when we | eave, make sure we don't have such a rough trip
back. There's a shop. Stop and I'Il go in."

“I'l'l keep the notor running."

"Ch, this isn't dangerous. |'mjust asking for directions on howto get to Mss Agnes' house."

He stopped and she got out. There was a sign. It said:

ANTI QUES Pricel ess Artifacts

of

Sl eepy Hol | ow Country

Washington Irving Slept Here

SALE TODAY ON HEADLESS- HORSEMEN

"Well, | never!" said the Countess Krak. "This is the place |I'm supposed to be from according to
nmy passport.”

Bang- Bang, sitting behind the wheel, blinked. "lIsn't your passport right?"

"Gover nnent docunents are never right. You wait right there—+ won't be long."

She went into the shop. A very old, spindly man was drilling wornmholes in a chair. He | ooked up
"I'm supposed to be fromaround here," said the Countess Krak, "but | have gotten lost. Could you
pl ease direct me to the house of M ss Agnes?"

He stared at her. His eyes went round. Then he turned aside and spat. He went out the back door
and didn't come back.

The Countess Krak went back to the car. She got in. "Drive on further."

Bang-Bang turned left onto Main Street. The Countess Krak apparently didn't see anything she
considered inviting. They went about three-quarters of a nmile and Bang-Bang turned right onto
sonet hing cal |l ed Beekman Avenue. A sign pointed to North Hairytown. As they approached it, she
spotted a place that said:

Si gn Pai nti ng House Numbers

She had Bang- Bang st op.

"They ought to know in here," she said. She entered the shop

A m ddl e-aged woman was at the counter. She | ooked up with the usual snile accorded to a custoner
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"I have lost my way," said the Countess Krak, "could you please direct me to the house of M ss
Agnes?"

102

L. RON HUBBARD

An instant scowl replaced the wel cone. The wonan | ooked cl osely at the Countess. Then she shook
her head. "My dear," she said, "what the hell would a beautiful girl |like you be wanting with a
God (bl eeped) shrink?"

"Shrink?" said the Countess Krak

"And with that God (bl eeped) shrink in particular! Dearie, if sonmebody referred you to her, you
just go back from whence you cane and forget about it. There ain't no linmt to what these God
(bl eeped) doctors will do to earn dough, even send sonebody to that (bleepch)."

"You know her, then. Could you please give ne her address?"

"No way," the wonman said and wal ked out the back door, slaming it.

The Countess Krak went back to the cab. "Jettero said the natives repelled | andings. Drive on
drive on, O Bang-Bang. We'll find Mss Agnes yet!"

They drove through North Hairytown. A street sign said:

Sl eepy Hol | ow Road

"According to ny passport,"” said the Countess, "I was born up that street sonewhere. Do al
Anerican children get this [ost?"

"M ss Joy," said Bang-Bang, "as long as we're into this and probably outflanked, there's an

Cct opus service station up there. If we're on the trail of something connected with Rockecenter
remenber that he owns Cctopus.™

"Look," said the Countess. "There's a sign to Pokan-tickle Hlls! W're within a couple of mles
of the pal ace. Maybe we should go straight there."

"NO nmm'am Because we were going to see the
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parole officer, | didn't bring a single thing for a fire fight. We're going to stop at this

service station."

He pulled in well away fromthe islands. He got out and threw his cap on the seat. He went over to
the of fice. The Countess Krak followed him

The man in the office was a hard-bitten, grease-spattered, service station nanager type. He | ooked
up fromhis accounts.

"We're fromcivilization," said Bang-Bang. "W're | ooking for Mss Agnes. So where is she?"

"Ch, you nean Dr. Mrelay," the nan said. "You nust be the people coning to see about the | and
yacht. And it's about tine! She wanted to park it down here but | was scared stiff something would
happen to it. She said just yesterday she didn't think you were conming at all, so you better be
tactful. W have to be careful of her because of him Now, |et nme give you a word of warning:

Don't get inpudent with her the way you city people can be. She's a power in this area and can
have you held under the insanity |aws by just snapping her fingers. | don't want her getting upset
and scream ng around here, blamng me, if | send you and you get inpolite. Al right?"

"We' Il show | ots of respect," said Bang-Bang, feeling nervously under his arnpit where he
obviously didn't have a gun

“I'"l'l be (bleeped) glad to get this thing settled, so just come outside and I'll point out how you
get there."

St andi ng on the island and pointing and showing turns with his hand, he told themexactly how to
get to the Morelay Estate, as he called it.

He went back into the office nmuttering, "Well, that's one (bl eepi ng) headache off ny plate."
They drove away.

r
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It was perfect sniper country: open and unobstructed shots avail abl e. Bang- Bang was unarned. |
felt sure Torpedo woul d soon be on the scene.

And then that would be the end of the vicious Countess Krak!

Chapter 2

Up a winding road and into hedge-enclosed and iron-walled streets they went, a sort of a naze of
greenery and forbidding steel spikes. There was a security gate between two gray stone pillars and
a very professional sign was inset in one:

AGNES P. MORELAY, Ph.D., M D. KEEP QUT
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But you couldn't drive in the gate

The inner road was bl ocked entirely by the mbst mammoth notor hone | have ever seen

"Ooooo00!" said the Countess Krak. "Wat is that?"

Bang- Bang backed the cab and parked it at the street curb well away fromthe gate and out of its
sight. He got out.

The Countess Krak picked up her shopping bag. She alighted. They wal ked back al ong the spi ked wal
to the pte.

She stopped and stared at the huge vehicle. "Bang-Bang, | didn't know they had those on this

pl anet . "

"Well, yes, ma'am" he said learnedly, "what you're
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looking at is pretty inpressive, | will agree. Wat they do is take the frame of one of these

super-si ze & eyhound buses, the kind that has a scenic deck for western tours, and they start from
there. Now, a Greyhound bus has, belowits floor and all along its |l ength, a baggage conpart nent
three feet or so high. Well, they elimnate that, which gives themlots of room Then they extend
t he upper scenic floor and you get a two-story bus. Then they turn handcraftsnmen | oose and they
buil d sal ons and di ni ng roons and stateroons and Jesus Christ knows what else. But this one, |

see, seenms to have a second driving cockpit in the roof, too, |like a seagoing sports fisherman

M ke Miutazione told me all about these, in case | ever had to blow one up. Only nultimllionaires
could ever afford one, 'cause | think they cost three hundred Gs on up. And fromthe | ooks of
this one, it's closer to a million!"

The Countess Krak was going along the front of it. She found a big naneplate. It said:

Land Yacht Super- Del uxe

Kostly Custom Coach Conpany Detroit

Then she went all down the side of it, peeking in the antiglare opaqued wi ndows and trying the
various outside entrance doors. It was all white paint and chrone.

"Bang-Bang," she said, "it's just like the circus ground caravans we used to use when | was a
little girl. I've travelled all over Atalanta in one of these."

"I didn't know you were with a southern circus."

"Bang- Bang, can you drive one of these?"

"Now, wait a mnute, Mss Joy. It says right here on
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these parole rel ease papers that if |I'mcaught stealing a car, up | go to Gssining again and it's
only a few niles north of here. And | think we got enough troubles already. Here cones the butler
or sonebody. "

A very butler-type butler was com ng down the drive fromthe sprawing house. He said in a rather
severe voi ce, "The service station manager phoned us you were coming. If you will acconpany ne,
shall informDr. Mrelay you have arrived."

"Bang- Bang," said the Countess Krak, "you stand by out here.
She hefted her shopping bag and fol |l owed the butler

They went through a large, iron entrance door and entered a huge hallway. It was all of gray stone
and decorated with displays of broadaxes, battle-axes and headsnmen's axes. The butler notioned for
her to wait and wal ked on through another door at the end.

The Countess Krak took a conpletely blank card out of her purse. She took a small vial and sprayed
sonething invisible on it. Then she put both back into her purse.

The butler cane through the door and stood beside it. As though sumoni ng sonmeone to a roya

audi ence, he said, "Dr. Mrelay will see you now "

The Countess Krak passed himand entered a dark room It seenmed to be a sort of comnbination

consul ting room and den, rmade oppressive by black beams in the ceiling and deadly by the anpunt of
el ectric shock equi prent standi ng about.

A woman was standing there. She was dressed like a Harley Street doctor woul d be dressed—bl ack
suit coat, pants and vest. She |looked to be in her nid-forties. Her grayish hair was pulled
severely into a knot. Her eyegl asses had a black silk ribbon. She held them and | ooked
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through themwi th great distaste at the Countess Krak. So this was the Mss Agnes | pretended to
know, this was the Mss Agnes that Bury hated so. Rockecenter's private shrink

She began with no preanble. "So there you are at last! First you delay, delay, delay delivery! And
all the while | amtold |I have this wonderful special-built present coming! A surprise it was

She popped a pill into her nouth.
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supposed to be, a surprise | never could imagine! And what finally arrives? That horrible nonster
of a land yacht! An outright bald hint that | take nyself away! Who wants to go away? Not ne! A
rotten thank-you for a lifetinme of selfless service! And then what happens? | call and call and
call and call! | tell you and tell you and tell you to take it away and give ne the nobney i nstead.
And all | get is the silly excuse that it's special-built, that it has been designed especially
for me and even has a snall padded cell!"

She stal ked forward. Her expression was deadly. "Your driver put it right where it is! It blocked
the drive! No one has been able to get in and out, for |I shan't let anyone touch it until you give
me the noney and take it away! So give it to ne," and she stretched out her clawlike hand.

The Countess Krak gl anced over her shoul der to nmake sure the doors were closed. She reached into
her purse and pulled out the blank card. She handed it to Dr. MNorelay.

The wonman held it close to her face.

The Countess Krak said, "There's nothing on that card, is there?"

"No. "
"Then you won't mind if | put this helnmet on your head, will you?"
"No. "
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The Countess Krak pulled a hypnohel met out of her shopping bag and, with one snoboth notion, popped
it on the head of Agnes Morelay and turned it on

She | ed the wonan over to the consultation couch and eased her onto it. She plugged in the

ni cr ophone.

"Sleep, sleep, pretty sleep. Can you hear nme?"

"No. "

The Countess Krak took the card out of her hand and took it over to an ashtray and touched a match
to it. She canme back and fanned a hand under the visor of the hel net.

"Can you hear ne?"

"Yes," said Dr. Morel ay.

It was only at that mnute that | recalled the Eyes and Ears of Voltar perfunme the Countess Krak
had taken fromthe warehouse: it nmade the person say no to everything and was i ntended to protect
chastity. What a vicious creature the Countess Krak was! And here she was daring to put a full-

pl edged psychol ogi st and psychiatri st on her own couch! Wat vill ai ny!

The Countess Krak sat down in the consultant's chair, held the mcrophone confortably before her
face and said, "You seemtroubled about sonething. Wuld you care to tell nme about it?"

"Not enough reward."

"What reward shoul d there be?"

"Money, noney, noney, noney!"

"What have you done to deserve it?"

"The Rockecenters had a sacred charge from Goeb-bels to render all other races incapable of

def endi ng t hensel ves against Hitler. The Germans nmay have | ost the war but this did not nullify
the sacred trust. As a psychiatrist and psychol ogi st, knowi ng my debt to Germany for those vita
subj ects, | have forwarded them

wi th dedi cati on. The Rockecenters advocated worl dwi de popul ation reduction for generations. It is
a sacred famly trust and | have carried it on. Wth every possible trick | could devise | have
made Del bert John Rocke-center carry out his famly commtnments. Utilizing the Rockecenter contro
of the Wrld Federation of Mental Stealth and the National Associations of Mental Stealth, | have
spread far and wi de the doctrine of Psychiatric Birth Control. And for Del bert John Rockecenter

hi msel f, personally, | caused himto found the foundations which, w th gl andul ar operations and
drugs, have made himimortal ."

"lI's there anything else for which you should be rewarded?"

The body on the couch did a small writhe. The voice was nuffled but it carried hate. "I listen to
hi s puking drivel about watching chorus girls going to the toilet and maki ng M ss Peace exhi bit
herself to himwhile she pees until | could sinply strangle him"

The Countess Krak | owered the microphone into her shoulder. She nuttered in Voltarian, "Hm Where
there is this nuch hate, there nust have been love. Ch, well, 1'd better get down to business."
She raised the m ke and said in English, "lIs there a son?"

The body on the couch withed worse. "That would be a DI SASTER There is a ten-billion-dollar
trust fund that would go to a son. It would split the control of Delbert John into fragnents!
THERE |I'S NO SON!' THERE MUST NEVER BE A SON'" Then she relaxed a bit and an evil-soundi ng | augh
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cane out of the helnet. "There can never be one now. The drugs he's been on for years and years
and”something else | did have made himtotally inpotent! | think | handl ed that
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very nicely." Then she went into a withe again. She grated, "The dirty, filthy, two-tining

(bl eep)!"

The Countess Krak | owered the mcrophone. "COh dear,"” she said, "this hate is getting in the way."
In English she said into the mke, "Was there ever a tine when you were in love with Del bert John
Rockecent er ?"

The body on the couch did an instant explosion. Then it shuddered and withed. Miffled venom cane
fromthe helmet. "He ought to be killed. He ought to be killed!"

"l think you better tell nme all about this," said the Countess Krak

The woman went stiff.

"Tell me," said the Countess Krak firmy

"We were children. | lived right here on this neighboring estate. At every party, | was there. And
every time | saw Del bert John, | used to think that soneday | would marry all that beautiful
Rockecenter money. It was what | lived for, just to marry him | studied psychol ogy just to know

how to marry him | took up psychiatry just to marry him | forewent (bleeping) all the other
little boys just to marry him | didn't even (bleep) at college so | could marry him" A wail.
"And what did he do? When | returned, proudly holding ny psychiatric degree, all ready for the

kill, the dirty (bleep) had got high on drugs and run off and married a (bl eeping) chorus girl!"
There was an agony of notion on the couch, as though she had been stabbed. "I was SCORNED!' | was
FORGOTTEN! " She got her breath. "And where was M ss Agnes, his chil dhood sweetheart? NOMERE!" She
| ay gaspi ng.

"So what did you do?" pronpted the Countess Krak.

"I swal l owed nmy (bleeping) pride! |I served himlike a slave! The fam |y never |earned of the

marriage or they kept it hushed up. But that was not the problem Wen

he | earned that the (bl eepch) was pregnant, he was beside hinself. He didn't know what to do. If
the baby was a son, it would inherit ten billion bucks by trusts! It would shake his control

"He came to ne. He had the wonman hidden out in a lodge in the Catskills. He did not have nerve
enough to kill her, the coward! And what did I do? | helped him fool that | am And the
ungr at eful (bl eepard) has never begun to pay the rewards he should! Having gotten rid of her for
him he once nore did not marry ne!"

The Countess Krak said, "Wat did you do with the wonman?"

"I sent her to her parents.”

"Where was that?"

"A farmin Handen County, Virginia."

"And what else did you do?"

The nmuffled voice said, "The parents were easy. It took noney and a tale that no one was sure who
the father was. And in that stuffy nei ghborhood, that kept them quiet. They and the girl were
frightened, too. They had a choice between noney and bei ng rubbed out and they took noney. But |
privately used ny professional connections. | nade sure the |ocal doctor did his duty."”

"What was his name?"

"Trenor Graves, MD., an old country practitioner that could have had his |icense suspended nany
times over. The wonman was too far advanced for abortion. But | got his pledge to kill the child
and then the nother at birth by 'natural causes.' Brought on from shock, of course."

"What shock?"

"Her parents being killed in an auto accident that cost fifteen thousand dollars."

"Where did all this occur?"
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"Handen County, Virginia."

n \Men?ll
"Ei ght een years ago."
Suddenly | understood the brilliant plot of Lombar Hi sst. Somewhere in all those survey records of

Earth whi ch he studi ed and hoarded, due to his vast interest in the marvelous fact that a man |ike
Del bert John Rocke-center, not of royal birth, could control a whole planet—a thing to
emul at e-the Apparatus chief had gotten wind of this. And he had known very well that giving Heller
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that name was a death warrant. | understood why he had used that very county and specified that
very age. One whisper of Heller using it would bring—and i ndeed had brought +he Rockecenter Angels
of Death swarm ng. Why, this was the very reason Madi son was on the job! Cever, clever Lonbar!
Chapter 3

"But Del bert John Rockecenter never thanked ne," said Agnes Morel ay under the hypnohel net. "He
didn't do as much as thunb his nose. So | made him pay. There's a little operation one can do. A
smal | cut with a knife. Wen he got knocked out in a fall froma horse, | said he'd injured his
(bleeps) and | sterilized the (bleep-ard). The foundation is just another psychiatric medica
fraud. The Rockecenters have al ways been insane but |'ve used every psychiatric technique to make
sure it's chronic. For eighteen years |'ve blackmailed himinto doing anything I want but | still
can't get ny hands on
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his money. So | haven't got my reward yet but | will, I will. The (bleepard)! My psychiatric
professors and all ny coll eagues pat ne on the back and tell ne how rmuch |I've done for the
profession. And so | have, but Del bert John has yet to give ne the Rockecenter noney! No reward is
enough for the sacrifice and devotion of nmy whole life!"

"I have heard you," said the Countess Krak. "Listen carefully. You will feel rewarded when you
propose to sone nice young nan and settle down. Have you got that?"

"I will feel rewarded when | propose to some nice young man and settle down."

"Good. Now, as to the land yacht, when you awake, you are going to wite a letter on your
stationery and in it you are going to say that you have turned it over to an agent naned Heavenly
Joy Krackle of Sleepy Hollow, New York, to take it around and show it and try to sell it for you
But if after a period of three nonths it has not been sold, said Heavenly Joy Krackle nmay buy it
for..."

She pull ed down t he microphone. She nmuttered, "Let's see, a nillion dollars would not be worth
very much ... it's now second-hand ... fifty thousand credits would be a fair price on Manco. And
I'"l'l have our estates back by then...." She raised the m ke and continued. " sai d Heavenly Joy
Krackle may buy it for fifty thousand credits. Have you got that?"

"Yes."

"And now you will forget all about the helmet and that you have told nme anything. And when you
have written the letter you will fully wake up, believing we only cane to take the | and yacht
away. "
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She turned the helmet off, renoved it and put it in her shopping bag.

Dr. Agnes Morelay rose fromher couch, went straight to her desk and got sone stationery with her
| etterhead. Krak watched her. The psychiatrist wote:

TO WHOM | T MAY CONCERN:

The Kostly Custom Coach Conpany Land Yacht has been turned over to ny agent, Heavenly Joy Krackle
of Sleepy Hollow, New York, to take it around and show and try to sell it for nme. But if after
three nonths she has not sold it, she can buy it for $50,000 on credit. Anything to get rid of the
(bl eeped) thing because | am not goi ng anywhere!

AGNES P. MORELAY, Ph.D., MD.

I

Krak picked up the letter, blinked at it a couple tines and then put it in her purse.

"Now, " said Mss Agnes, "get the God (bleeped) thing the hell out of ny driveway!"

The Countess Krak went out. She wal ked down the drive toward the nonstrous vehicle. Bang-Bang was
wai ting anxiously, halfway out the gate.

Krak said, "Unload our baggage, Bang-Bang. And park that cab sonmewhere. W're taking this |and
yacht . "

Bang- Bang | ooked anxiously at the house and then at Krak. "Hey, you couldn't have bought this.
It's worth a mllion bucks."

"It's a steal, Bang-Bang. Get the baggage."
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"Ch, Jesus," said Bang-Bang. "And Gssining just a fewnles up the road."

"Hurry," said the Countess Krak

He spun around a couple of tines. Then he raced to the cab and with three trips dunped the |uggage
in front of the huge vehicle out of sight of the house. He raced back, junped into the cab and
drove it into the bushes down the road. He raced back, |ooking anxiously at the house. "G mre the
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keys, quick," he said.

"Keys," said the Countess Krak. "Ch, dear, | forgot to tell her to give themto nme. Bang-Bang, run
in and ask Dr. Mrrelay to give you all the keys."
"Ch, Jesus," said Bang-Bang. "I haven't even got a gun!"

"Go," said the Countess Krak. She | ooked after himand he seened to be taking a very erratic
course. "l better make sure he is all right," she nuttered

She went to the baggage and reached into a case. She took out a telescope, the duplicate of the
one |'d used that could see through walls and hear conversations. She turned it on, and under
cover of the land yacht, focused it on the front door

The butler let Bang-Bang in. He said, "Dr. Mrelay has them sir. This way, please."

He nmarched Bang-Bang down the hall and into the office, closed the door and |eft.

M ss Agnes was sitting at her desk, gazing into space.

"The keys and instruction books and things," said Bang-Bang.

The wonan | ooked at him She suddenly seermed to cone to life. She rose up fromthe desk, wal ked
across the office and | ocked the door!

She wal ked over to Bang-Bang. She said, "Are you a nice young nan?"
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"Jesus, yes, ma'am W really didn't nean nothing. It's all kind of..."

Dr. Morelay was paying no slightest attention to what he was sayi ng now. She reached out and
unbuttoned his coat. He stared down at what she was doing. She started to undo his belt buckle.
"Jesus Christ." Bang-Bang grabbed his suddenly sliding pants. He sped to one side. Dr. Morelay was
right after him Bang-Bang, |ike a gazelle, went over an uphol stered chair. Mss Agnes was ri ght
over after him Bang-Bang sprang across the desk with agility. The psychiatrist sprang al so.
Unfortunately for Bang-Bang, his foot had cone down in the wastebasket. He tottered.

M ss Agnes sprang.

Bang- Bang was hurled backwards to the couch. He landed on it with a crash

M ss Agnes was onto him pinning himdown with her knees. She was ripping away at his clothes.
An el ectric shock machine Iighted up

"Settle down!" screaned Dr. Morel ay.

A di pl oma went awy on the wall

"Lie still, you nice young man!" screamed Mrelay. "I got to settle down on you!"

The Countess nuttered angrily, "Well, | never! You give these primtives the sinplest suggestion
and even then they get that wong!"

The el ectric shock machi ne was t hrowi ng of f sparks.

The di pl ona gl ass shattered. "Ch, boy, WOWN'" howl ed Dr. Morel ay.

The el ectric shock nmachine went up in snoke. Bang-Bang's groan was nore a noan of horror

The di pl oma cane out of the glass and went sailing gently down to the floor
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Bang-Bang got to the mddle of the room trying to straighten up his clothes, yet |ooking back at
t he couch in shock

"Poor Bang-Bang," nuttered the Countess Krak. "How enbarrassed he nust be. And now we'll have to
stop the night somewhere down the road so he can recuperate. Blast! | wanted to drive straight

t hr ough! "

M ss Agnes lay there grinning Iike a ghoul. "Ch, boy, that was really good," she said. "Forty-four
years | kept nyself a virgin for that rotten (bleepard). But now revenge is really sweet. |'ve |et
mysel f be settled down by a nice young nman instead of him And that vengeance was really great.
Revenge after all is the best reward. And |I've got it at last! I'mfull of it!"

She got up off the couch and pulled up her pants. She went to her desk, opened a drawer and pulled
out a huge envel ope of keys and instruction books and registrations. She dunped themin Bang-
Bang's arms. She went and unl ocked the door. "N ce young man," she said, "you better take up
Psychiatric Birth Control. |If anybody found out nonperverted sex is that good, they'd overpopul ate
the world!"

Bang-Bang ran for it. The Countess Krak pushed the tel escope out of sight into a bag.

He cane sprinting down the drive. He gave his clothes a hasty gl ance when he saw t he Countess.
Then he nervously began funbling for keys in an envel ope. He was trying one after the other in the
|l ock of the main | and yacht door

H's face was brick red. "For Christ's sakes," he said to hinself, "don't |ose these keys! | don't
think I could stand getting another set!”

He got the door open. Then he nust have seen
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sonmet hing on Krak's face. He said, "Did you say sonething about me to that woman?"

"Me, Bang-Bang?" said the Countess Krak

A sudden thought struck nme like a lightning bolt. |I had forgotten right up to this mnute that the
old cab they had been using was bulletproof. They would not be riding in it now Instead they
would be in this |and yacht, which seened to have alum numsides: a rifle slug could go through it
i ke paper! Oh, was luck favoring me now The Countess Krak was even w der open for a hit!

Chapter 4

Bang- Bang, swearing and snarling to hinmself, managed to find enough controls in the ornate and
sparkling driver's area to get the I and yacht's nain diesel engine started and, with exaggerated
al | owances for posts and curbs, got it out of the gate and going down the road. It was ridicul ous
to watch that five-foot-five, one-hundred-pound Sicilian trying to westle that nanmoth vehicl e.
The Countess Krak was kneeling on their baggage, spotting signs for himthrough the vast

wi ndshi el d. She read one, Kingsland Point Park, and Bang-Bang, evidently unwilling to go on,
turned into it and shortly stopped the nmonster in a parking area which overl ooked the Hudson. The
sun was goi ng down and the river was vast before them two mles wide at this point and golden in
t he sun.

"Why are we parking here?" said the Countess Krak

DEATH QUEST

119

It was just fine with ne that they parked there. | could spot the place exactly for Torpedo. A
set up.

Bang- Bang wasn't answering her. He was surrounded by a vast array of chrome knobs, panels,
switches, levers and controls. And right beside his seat there was a nobil e-tel ephone handset. He
picked it up, listened to it and his face glowed with satisfacion as he heard the dial tone.

The Countess Krak was noving back toward a sitting room trying to sort baggage.

"Long distance?" said Bang-Bang. "G m® an urgent person-to-person call to Pretty Boy Floyd, Ocho-
keechokee Hotel, Ochokeechokee, Florida."

The Countess Krak stopped what she was doi ng and stared.

"Jet!" yel ped Bang-Bang. "Is that you? Thank God. W're only five mles south of Sing Sing and
think we just stole a million-dollar |and yacht!"

Bang- Bang |istened a noment, then he extended the phone to the Countess. "He wants to talk to
you. "

She took the handset. She said, "How are you, dear? Did you have a nice trip?"

Hel ler's voice, "Wat are you up to?"

"Do you have a nice roonf? | hope there were no alligators init."

Heller said, "Quit it! It's all okay here. Wiat are you up to?"

In a very sweet voice, she said, "Well, it's all okay here, too."

"Listen," said Heller. "Wat are you doing with a mllion-dollar |and yacht? Were are you goi ng?"
She said, "It's lonesome wi thout you, dear."

"WHERE are you headed for?" said Heller.

"You really want to know, don't you, dear?"

"YES!"
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"Well, I"mnot going to tell you straight out. The donestic police nonitor calls, you know. "

"Then you really ARE goi ng sonewhere!"

She said, "Do you recall a stone wall ?"

"NO Don't go there! Don't go near him"

"If you say so, dear. But | nust speed up things a bit."

Silence at the other end. Then finally, "All right. But only if you do me a favor."

"\What ever you say, dear. You know | never do anything you don't want me to do."

Heller said, "Drive slowmy. Take your tinme. Gve nme four days to neet you there. And DON T arrive
before I do."

"All right, dear."

"I can conplete nmy part of this project here in that tinme and join you."

"Ch, wonderful! It neans we'll have a | ovely vacation."

"Looking forward to it," Heller said. "Love you. Put Bang-Bang back on."

She surrendered the handset. Bang-Bang listened intently. Then he said, "This is a nobil e phone
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here." And he gave Heller the nunber and call of it. Then he said, "Yes, SIR, M. Jet. That takes
a load off nmy mind." He hung up.

"What did he say?" said the Countess.

Bang-Bang didn't answer. He was industriously putting another call in. | was beside nyself with
gl ee. What luck! Heller had unwittingly arranged the very delay that | mght need! Four days! The
Count ess Krak woul d be exposed on the road for four days in a vehicle that was so easy to spot it
woul d be a cinch to find it.

"Jiffy-Spiffy Garage?" said Bang-Bang. "Let me
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speak to M ke Miutazione.... Hello, Mke. This is Bang-Bang. Look, M ke, you know that old cab?...
Yeah. Well, it's parked in the bushes up here in Indian country."” And he gave himthe exact

location and told himthe keys were "in the usual place." Then he turned to the Countess. "That
cab don't belong to the fanmily anynore. He wants to know who is going to pay for the trip."

The Countess dived a hand into her purse and gavt himny Squeeza credit card. Ch, well, | thought.
Just ferrying a cab thirty mles or so down to Newark woul dn't be that expensive. | had to
remenber that half a mllion was forfeit if she overran that credit card.

"I got a valid credit card here," said Bang-Bang into the phone. And he gave M ke the nunber and
designation. "Okay, I'mglad that will be fine. Now, Mke, the old cab has received a few dents
lately, and while you've got it you could fix it up."

"Tell him™" Krak said, "that he should fix it up so it will fly."

"Yeah, Mke," said Bang-Bang. "And the lady wants it hopped up. So put a new notor in it.... Yeah
you can redo the whole thing. New | eather on the seats. You know.... Geat. Now there's sonething
else, Mke. I'mtrying to drive sonething that's a grown-up, expanded G eyhound bus, that's now a
t wo- decker land yacht. | want you to hire me a retired G eyhound bus driver.... Al right. And an
old lady for a cook and another one to keep it clean.... Right.... Yes, by all neans, send a
polite old mechanic that can keep the gadgets operating. ... Sure, the cook can bring a | oad of
food and liquor.... Yes, that's all right.... Yes, new unifornms. That would be nice.... | see what
you nean, M ke. A second, snaller notor hone and driver for the crew.... Wll, hey, that's | ucky,
you had one right there. How
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about that! Only fifty Gs! Wll, fine, send the crewalong in that.... Yeah, we're parked
tenporary in Kings-land Point Park.... Easy to locate, the thing is big as a house.... Yes, we'll
wait right here for the crew.... Ch, yes, sure, Mke. Put it all on the Squeeza credit card-wages,
the second nmotor hone, the lot.... Bye now "

I was alnpst fainting! He had just run up what m ght beconme an ei ghty-thousand-dollar bill! Wth
all Krak's other purchases, Midur Zengin mght begin to run out of noney and cost me ny half-
mllion deposit certificatel

Bang- Bang was handing the credit card back to the Countess Krak

"What did Jettero say?" she plagued him

"To nake sure you were confortable and safe," said Bang-Bang. "And it occurred to nme that spring
is onthe land and if we had a crew you could just spend these four days wandering around the
fields as we | oafed al ong southward and pick wldflowers and enjoy the views. Beautiful country
this time of year. You'll love it out in the open.”

Al worries were swept away for ne. Bang-Bang unwittingly had set her up as the easiest target in
t he wor | d!

"It's getting awfully dark," said the Countess Krak. "Doesn't this craft have any gl owpl at es?"
"You nean |ights?" said Bang-Bang. "The generator hasn't been started. Let's see. It nust be one
of these switches here.” He was | ooking over the vast array of panels in reach of the driver's
seat. He found it and pushed a button

My screen flickered!

The roar of an engine starter

MY SCREEN VEENT OUT!

DEATH QUEST

123

Interference! It must be coming fromthe generator's carbon brushes! It night be suppressed for
Earth-type radio but it certainly janmed the wavel ength and type that | was operating on

I couldn't see or hear a thing!

| swore. But Torpedo could find themand | knew that even if they noved, they would be easy to
trace, for | had their destination: "Stone wall" could only nmean Stonewal | Biggs, the County Cerk
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of Handen County, Virginia. And only one najor highway and then a few country roads coul d take
themto Fair Oakes. They could be followed or intercepted with ease.

I had one other vital thing to do. | picked up the phone and called the Service Departnent of the
t el ephone conpany.
"This is the butler of Dr. Agnes Mirelay," | said. "I have a nobile tel ephone," and | gave the

nunber. "Dr. Mrelay has instructed that the service be put on vacation status as it is not in
use. "

"Right away, sir," the girl said. "W will take it out of service."

| smiled. Heller would not be able to call them They would not be able to call. And they probably
woul dn't even find out their phone was di sconnected now.

It would take M ke Miutazione plenty of tine to set themup to get going. They were sitting ducks.

It was tine for nmy evening stint. | threw a bl anket over the viewers. This was one project which
all said and done, was going extremely well!

Enj oy your |ast hours on Earth, Countess Krak. Shortly you will be out of the way for keeps!
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Chapter 5

|

| peeked into the front room The next |esbian couple had arrived. The husband—a thin, Anerican

I ndian girl—was apparently named Chief Ml conb. The wife was a plunp high-yellow they were calling
Bucket .

M ss Pinch was taking a stylish blanket coat off the husband. She was saying, "You're going to

| ove this, Malconb. Psychiatric Birth Control is for the (bleeps). It's as big a fraud as
psychiatry itself, and that's saying sonething! You just have NO i dea how narvel ous natural sex
can be!"

Mal comb said, "lI'mscared half to death."

That did it! | rushed into the room | yelled, "I don't want to see any dead, staring eyes! |
can't stand it! | can't stand it! | can't STAND IT!"

They | ooked at me with sone alarm But | was not to be gai nsaid!

I knew what | had to do. | nmade M ss Pinch phone out right then for a rental el ectrocardiograph

Only when it had arrived and | had it fastened on Malconb's wists, with the portable machine
posi ti oned beside the bed where I could watch the needl e clicking and drawi ng on the paper the
heartbeat of the girl, would I consent to remove ny clothes and begin to do ny duty.

Even then, | had ny attention on that needle to such an extent, naking sure that she was not a
corpse, that | hardly knew what | was doing.

M ss Pinch, with pursed lips, didn't approve at all
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But the needl e swung when the worman screaned and | watched it carefully. Her heart was stil
beati ng.

I nopped off ny brow, sitting at last on the side of the bed. | felt it had been a near thing.
Maybe | shoul d al so have one on nmy wist: ny heart was beating fast enough

It was even worse with Bucket, the |l esbhian wife. She was certainly no virgin but, even so, | had
to bat the needle several tines to make sure it wasn't stuck

Fri ght eni ng!

Al in all, they must have found it pretty unsatisfactory, even though they adnmitted afterwards
that they had never had anything feel that way before.

After they'd gone, Mss Pinch |ectured ne about ny duties and how | |acked gratitude for the huge

pay | had been draw ng.

"We alnost didn't nmake it, Inkswitch," she said reprovingly. "You don't understand the critica
situation with that Bucket wonan. That's twice we're having to change the mnd of that poor thing.
She used to do it every day with her G eat Dane and sex is a big thing for her. You' re a soldier
in a hard canpaign and this is not the tine to go soft!"

"Wth a Geat Dane?" | said. "You nean a Danish man."

"No, no. A Great Dane is a dog and dogs have peculiar (bleeps): they swell up huge with a bulb in
themand lock in. It's one of the Psychiatric Birth Control nmethods and it's pretty big
conmpetition. You have no idea how that psychiatrist worked on her. He was so solicitous for her
plight, he went to the greatest possible | engths. He even gave her the Great Dane out of a
government grant fromthe National Institute of Mental Stealth—they help the needy, you know. And
we had an awful tinme: the
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G eat Dane bit everybody who canme near her and we had to get himrun over with a hit car. Then the
psychi atri st caught her on the bounce and got her enanored with Ml conb, using a policenman's billy
as a dildo. And Mal conb had to do so nmany weight-lifting tongue exercises to build it up that she
sprai ned her jaw. And your poor performance tonight, that was ainmed to get into her with natura
sex, mght have sent that poor wonman to the dogs again. It's a hard canpaign, Inksw tch, and

you' ve got to stiffen up and fill the gap!"”

| was pretty contrite. But when bedtinme came and | insisted Mss Pinch and then Candy wear the
machi ne straps, they kept getting passionate and their withing around di sconnected the straps.
This, of course, stopped the el ectrocardi ograph needl e, and supposing in horror that | was now
doing it to a corpse, | would | eap off.

M ss Pinch acidly declared that | had not earned ny noney that day and refused to pay nme. They
even made ne sleep by nyself on a sofa in the back room

I was lying there wondering what could possibly have gotten into me when the phone rang.

"Tor pedo here," he said.

Expecting sone narvel ous good news, | said, "Are you calling from Hairytown?"

"No. I'min Harlem"

"WHAT? Listen, you idiot. The target is in a huge |land yacht with paper-thin al um num sides that
woul dn't stop a spitball!" And | gave himthe |icense nunber and description. "It's parked right
this mnute in Kingsland Point Park, seven-tenths of a mile due west of North Hairytown,
over | ooki ng the Hudson. You could walk right in, put the rifle against her head and bangp, your
job is done. You better get going! For Gods' sakes, what del ayed you?"
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"I had to get arifle and | got a beauty. It's a Holland and Hol | and doubl e-barrell ed el ephant
rifle, .375 H& H Magnum Blow the side off a barn! It's got a Bausch and Lonb superpower ni ght
scope, hit anything up to a thousand yards. It took tine to steal thembut they work great."
"Work great? How do you know?"

"Well, you wouldn't want ne to use an untested gun on a real hit and ness it up, would you? I'ma
craftsman. | really lay into ny work."

Wth acid sarcasm | said, "Wll, | hope it tested all right."

"Sure did," he said. "I conme up to Harlemafter it got dark. There's this alley, see, right next

to ajoint that's got the world' s |oudest band. So | waited until a black girl passed and drilled
her. Al nost blew her spine out. Then |I dragged her into the basenent and ripped the clothes off
the corpse and had her. She sure was juicy. Just laid there staring at ne with those sightless

eyes, staring at me. | nust have done it six tinmes. She cool ed down, though, and got too stiff, so
| thought 1'd better phone in."

"You are being paid to do a job!" | railed at him

"Of course, of course! | was just practicing. Also, | didn't want to go out on a real job. Up to
an hour ago, ny hands were still shaking fromthe shots."”

"They ought to shoot you," | said bitterly.

"Ch, hell, yes," he said. "They have to. You see, this prison psychol ogi st had syphilis and he
gave it to nme in the (bleep) and nouth and told ne to spread it around. So | have to have arsenic
shots to keep the sores fromrunning. But it was a waste of time on his part because a corpse
don't care if you give it syphilis: it just lies there stiff and stares at you and don't say a
word. "
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"SHUT UP'" | screaned at him "Get on the job!"

"Ch, you bet. | hardly took the edge off at all with that black girl. |I know exactly where the
target is now 1'll grab a car, go right up, shoot her dead, lay it into the corpse and when it
gets too cold to (bleep) I'll phone in again and report. | hope you're having a good tine, too!"
He hung up.

| tried to get sone pleasure out of knowi ng now that the Countess Krak would shortly be a defiled
cor pse.

But suddenly | got to worrying. That girl the night before, Butter. She had said that she had had
coitus with a goat.

I had read somewhere that the Spaniards, when they came to Anerica, had picked up syphilis and
taken it back to the Od Wrld. And nodern research had found that the di sease had been generated
by an Anerican beast known as the |lama that was a sort of |ong-Iegged goat.

Had that goat given her syphilis?
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Did I now have the di sease?

| tore into the tattered books on the library shelf. | found a nedical text. It said the onset was
very mild and the first sign occurred in fromten to thirty days, at which tinme a small bunp
appeared and then went away. But skin eruptions then occurred; one went totally to pieces

internally and usually went crazy. | searched further in horrified frenzy. Nothing like this

exi sted on Vol -tar. There probably wasn't a doctor around who could touch it. |I had to know all |
could about it, realizing that | had ten days at least to wait before I would know. | cal ned
myself with an effort. | had no real evidence | was in trouble.

Then my eye chanced to light upon a fatal paragraph. The di sease was named froma character in a
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poem Syphilus! The nan was a SHEPHERD!

And shepherds tend GOATS

Ch, believe ne, | spent an awful and restless night! | knew | was doonmed to break out in sores and
go crazy.

The pale horror of dawn spread its contami nating fingers through the wi ndow. The phone rang!

| junped like | was shot.

Maybe it was good news, | told myself, to still the small screans that tried to rise fromny

di seased body. Maybe Krak was dead.

"Torpedo here," he said. "Look, | got bad news for you. That |and yacht wasn't there. | found a

| ot of package wappings in the litter bin close by: Newark stores and quite fresh. And one had
marked on it 'Land yacht steaks, put in freezer at once' and another with the |license nunber you
gave nme and 'cook uniform scribbled on it. So they were there all right just hours ago. They nust
have been the convoy of a huge notor hone followed by a snaller one that | saw waiting at the

west bound toll line to cross the Tappan Zee Bridge over the Hudson. That's only a mile or so south
of Hairytown. | renenber saying to myself, 'Jesus, look at that huge notor honme and all the
chrone,' when | exited off fromthe New York State Thruway onto U.S. 9 to enter Hairytown. So
know what it looks like all right. But that ain't the bad news."

Ch, Gods, what now?

"You know that envel ope you gave ne with the noney in it? WIll, a few hours ago the nessage and
paper sinply evaporated. That woul dn't be so bad because | renmenbered your phone nunmber. But the
money that had been in it evaporated, too! There's nothing left of it but sone green powder."
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Oh, (bleep)! The tined disintegrator spray had gotten on the noney in the envel ope!

"So |'m broke."

Ch, that idiot! He had had the |and yacht right in view and mssed it! | knew at once what | woul d
have to do. He was too dunb to do anything but kill
| mpetuously, | said, "Drive down to El eventh Avenue and 50th Street. Start now | wll meet you on

the northwest corner!”

He said that he woul d be there.

| stole out into the front room | found Mss Pinch's purse. It had two thousand dollars in it! |
took it.

| wote a note. | told her | was haggard with worry that | hadn't pleased themlast night. | was
going to go find a mountaintop and sit on it and work out what was wong but in a week or less |
woul d be back, ready to go again.

I took nmy Federal credentials. If | was apprehended with a hit man | could say | was on a
governnent project and had hired himto execute a government contract, "in the national interest,"”
Iike they had executed on Martin Luther King and President Kennedy and Lincoln and | ots nore that
had gotten in the governnment's road.

| armed nysel f.

I took nmy viewers and sone cl ot hes.

| stole out of the flat.

| woul d nake sure, personally, that Torpedo found the right target and that the Countess Krak
woul d di e!
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Chapter 6

Wth rifle ready and nmy hit man's finger itchy on the trigger, | spent the next three days conbing
t he hi ghways for the Countess Krak

There were only a limted nunber of routes she could take south, and working back and forth,
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crosscountry, asking service stations and toll bridge people, we patrolled every one of them

On the very first day, about noon, | caught a glinpse on ny viewer. She was standi ng on what
seened to be a hill crest, gazing at nountains that were shrouded in blue mst. She |ooked at no
signs and shortly afterwards interference cane on again. But the clue was unnistakabl e: she was
somewhere inland where the Atlantic coastal plain rises into the Appal achians. That elininated any
roads nearer the coast. | felt we were zeroing in.

| was personally having a very poor time of it and was held to ny search only by ny sense of duty

as an Apparatus officer. | couldn't stand to be near Torpedo Fi accol a.
Not only did the filthy beast stink, he kept whining that | wasn't being fast enough. He wanted to
get on his kill and he tw sted and agoni zed about how frustrated he was and how he had to have it.

He kept stroking his rifle barrel and unl oading the gun and spitting on the cartridges and
reloading it, crooning to the slugs to get himhis next orgy. My disgust rose like vonmit in ny
throat just to hear him
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On the second day, beside a road we were alertly watching, | took a nmonent out to get a | ook at
Hel | er.

He was still in Florida, totally oblivious of the gruesome fate that was stal king his darling.

He was wal king toward a ranshackl e hotel that stood anongst palnms on a sand-spit. A high wi nd bent
and threshed the trees. An alligator scuttled across the road ahead of him

A contractor, in khaki that was stained black under the arnpits with sweat, was saying to him

"M. Floyd, howin HELL do you lay out those foundation corners so accurate? Mst engineers use a
transit. Never seen anybody do it with a watch."

"It's timng," said Heller, his mnd obviously on other things.

They entered the hotel. A black bartender saw Hell er coming and set out a Seven Up. Heller said to
him "Have there been any phone calls for ne?"

The bartender went to yell at sonebody. In the mirror | could see construction nen strung al ong
the bar. And down at the end, who was that? Raht! Very inconspi cuous, dressed in sweaty khaki |ike
the rest, nustache unni stakable: at [east he was on the job and obviously undetected by Heller

A switchboard girl, a Mexican by the | ooks of her, phones on her head and di sconnected jack plug

in her hand, wal ked up to Heller. "Nada, nada, Mstaire Floyd," she said. "I try all norning while
you gone and they don't answer. The Norteanericano tel efonista operador di ce que—excuse ne, | have
not been in country long-the operator say they on vacation. They no answer."

"Yes," said Heller, "I know they're on vacation. But |ook, keep trying." And he gave her a ten-
dollar bill.
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She grinned and | ooked hi mup and down specul a-tively. But he shooed her away.

For a moment it occurred to me that if | had not disconnected their phone by putting it on
"vacation," | mght have picked up her whereabouts fromHeller's nushy interchanges with his

sweet heart. But it was too late to worry about spilled mlk. | had every confidence | could find
her .

The second day, as we conbed the nountains of Pennsylvania, | got another glinpse of her. She was
sitting by a | ake | ooking pensively at the reflections of an island in the still water. There were
a |l ot of shrubs about that had white, |eathery-1looking flowers and others that were budding in
purple. I did not know the flowers and it seenmed too soon in the year for such display but the
weat her had been unseasonably warmthis very early spring.

We | ooked for | akes along the route and, with Torpedo whining and drooling and stroking his

bull ets and pants, inspected three. No |Iand yacht. No Countess Krak

On the third day, after a fruitless norning between Hagerstown, Maryland, and W nchester

Virginia, covering U S. 81, | got a clue. | noticed | was entering an area where the same types of
shrubs | had earlier seen her |ooking at were now in bloom W were getting closer

And then a break! Just after lunch | eagerly hunched in the back seat of the Ford we had and
turned on the viewers. There she was! She was staring into a shallow valley where a small brook
ran. Al about her were flowering shrubs. What a target if we could just find her

| ignored Torpedo in the front seat: he was whining his usual whine that he couldn't stand hol di ng
of f much longer, that he itched and burned to get it into the
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fresh-killed target and why couldn't | hurry up before I drove him nmad.

An engi ne roar sounded behind her. She turned. Bang-Bang sprang out of a jeep and approached her.
It gave ne a new clue: that second notor hone rmust be pulling a jeep on a tow bar |ike they often
do. Made it easier to identify.

Bang- Bang seened excited. "M ss Joy, | called like you said. And | think |I've got a trace of him
After he got hurt, he retired to a rest hone!"

She said, "Great! Then just start calling every rest hone!"

Bang- Bang sai d, "Beggin' your pardon, ma'am but three days' worth of tel ephones has shot the wad!
Since the nobil e phone went dead, we nusta spent a thousand bucks on pay phones."

"Ch. Well, I'Il cone back with you and draw anot her thousand on the credit card."

| ground ny teeth. | had forgotten you could draw cash. My half-million certificate in Squeeza
Credit hands was nore and nore at risk

They got into the jeep and Bang-Bang drove with wild abandon down a bridle path. He burst into a
clearing. A sign said:

General Store Bogg Hol | ow

It seemed an unpopul ated, sylvan pl ace.

The Countess Krak went in and used the credit card to get her change froma sniling clerk. She

al so bought a bl ack, snoked Virginia hamthat was hanging in the rafters and told the clerk to
send it to the cook. So she

was in Virginial! I was not wong. | was also in Virginia and so was the whining, itching Torpedo
Bang- Bang wal ked to an outsi de pay phone and cl osed the ki osk door. The Countess Krak, (bl eep)
her, did not follow himand so | could not see the nunber that would give ne the absol ute pinpoint
for our hit.

She wal ked down a path and there before her stood the vehicles. The | and yacht and the ot her
smal | er nmotor home were parked so as to nake an L. They had their awnings out. Very colorful. In
the center of the L was a large picnic table that seenmed a pernanent fixture. The vehicles were
hooked up to water lines: this nust be sone kind of a national park, very grooned and beauti f ul
An elderly lady, obviously Italian, in a stewardess uniform was laying out a lunch at the picnic
tabl e. She saw t he Countess coming and | ooked up and sniled. And then the Countess was inside the
i nterference zone and my screen w ped out.

Anxi ously | began to tear through ny accumul ated maps and gui debooks. | found three separate

pl aces naned Bogg! None of them were called Bogg Hollow. But ALL of them were north of Lynchburg
I grew very cunning. The only way you could get to Fair Cakes on a main hi ghway was goi ng through
Lynchburg. To think was to act.

| instantly pushed the whining, suffering Torpedo aside, started up and drove like nmad to
Lynchburg. | found a notel just south of town on U S. 29.

It was a shabby, tattered place but the room|l got on the second floor was ideal. It covered the
hi ghway with a view of such expanse that | could not nmiss. And the parking |ot on the other side
of the room afforded the qui ckest possible [aunching pad fromwhich to give chase.

| hated to share the sanme roomw th Torpedo. He
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was whi ni ng worse and worse, getting absolutely frantic. But | had to watch ny cash and notels are
expensi ve.

| sat down with nmy viewers and ny highway view. | had only to wait.

Hel ler's movenents interested ne. He was runni ng about, pounding stakes with ribbons on theminto
the sand. Finally he ran out of stakes and wal ked back toward a nound of them A man in a pilot's
uni form was nearby, making notations in a small book and | ooking toward the ditches sone digging
machi nes were excavating. He saw Hell er and cane over

"M. Floyd, what's the tonnage in these cooling pipes?" the pilot said.

"Thirteen point two three," said Heller. "Are you still going to pick them up tonorrow?"

"That's the plan," the pilot said. "Two freight choppers | eave for the foundry at Scranton
Pennsyl vani a, tonorrow afternoon.”

"Mnd if I buma ride?" said Heller. "Fair Qakes, Virginia, is not too far off your route.”
"Never heard of the place," said the pilot. "Probably boxed in by trees*. If you don't nind going
down a | adder, come ahead."

"They scare ne to death," said Heller, telling what | knew for a fact was an outright, vicious
lie. He hung by his teeth on safety lines from spaceships just for kicks.
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But the pilot saw through the lie. "I'lIl bet. dad of conpany."”
"See you tonorrow afternoon," said Heller
It made ne anxious. This was going to be close. | pronptly sent Torpedo out, rifle cocked and eyes

hot, to visit every Bogg | had | ocated.

Torpedo cane back | ate. He had not connected. He was screaming with frustration
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"You got to get it," Torpedo whined, "to really understand what |'ve got to do. Al day now |'ve
known | have the clap."”

"What ?" | said, aghast.

"Yeah, that (bleeped) black corpse in Harlem | wondered at the tine why it was so juicy. Now
know. She had the clap. Now |'ve got it. But | know how to handle it. The prison psychol ogi st
always told all us cons the only thing to do with it was spread it around fast. So, God (bl eep)
it, where is the target? Wiere, where, where? | got to find her and do it, now that | got the
clap. | need a bl oodhound!"

It was an unfortunate remark. | suddenly went into alarm "A bl oodhound?" | said. "Is that
anything li ke a Great Dane?"

"Sane color. Just a little snaller, that's all."

Oh, Gods, the full inplication of this hit nme |like a club. That worman, Bucket!

If the medical advice was to seek a bl oodhound when one had the clap, then this would al so include
G eat Danes!

Had that Great Dane had the clap?

Had Bucket had it?

Did I now have the clap?

| told nyself howirrational it was. But | couldn't shake it and | sat there at the w ndow through
the night, watching for the land yacht, trying mserably to accept the fact that | probably was
not only going to go crazy because of goats but also would cave in and have ny bones rot from dog-
carried clap. It was an awful thing to have to face. | knew ny career was probably conmng to an
end. But | would be true to duty to the last and, crazy and rotted away though I m ght be, stil
an Apparatus officer
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At least | could put a crown on my shining record by ridding the universe of a scourge known as
the Countess Krak. But sonmehow it didn't help. Somewhere in ny career, had I gone wong?

Was there sonebody else | had failed to maimor kill? | was being punished for something, | was
sure. But it was not because | had not tried to do ny Apparatus duty always, like now | was sure
of that. It was just that the Gods are treacherous. They had it in for ne.

Chapter 7

In the afternoon of the fatal fourth day, after a ceaseless and worried vigil of the highway, with
Tor pedo twitching and whining on the bed, |I wal ked over to the viewer and there she was!

She was | ooking at the sanme bl ue-m sted nountains she had been gazing at, at noon on the first

day!

She had not shifted location in all that tine!

And t here was Bang-Bang's voice, "Mss Joy! Mss Joy! | found him"

She turned and | listened intently. This was the clue | needed so crucially to reach her and kill
her before Heller arrived.

Bang- Bang was scranbling up the rocky path. He was all out of breath. He sank down on a rock near
her, trying to get his wind so he could talk.

"Ch, Bang-Bang!" said the Countess. "This is wonderful news. W can get this done before Jettero

arrives. He'll be so proud of us! But cone on, tell ne."
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"Can't get ny breath," he wheezed. And then he said, "He wasn't in a rest hone or retirenent hone.
No wonder it took five hundred calls. He's in a private hospital owned by a doctor friend. He's
sort of hiding out. But we better hurry, 'cause they say he may not have long to live."

He paused to catch his breath and ease a stitch in his side. | gritted nmy teeth at this delay. It
was Krak who didn't have long to live if | could get that address. That was where she'd keep her
rendezvous with death.

He funbled in his pocket for a paper scrap. He read it to her. "He's in Room 13, Altaprice
Hospital, Redneck, Virginia. That's only thirty-five mles west of here!"

"Quick," said the Countess. "Race back and tell the crewto pack it up and get the show on the
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road! We're on our way!"

| grabbed ny maps.

| had her!

She was SOUTH of ne! Those (bl eeped) retired G eyhound bus drivers had cannonbal | ed her down here
to her operating area in what nmust have been eight hours from Hairytown! She nust be in the Smth
Mount ai n Lake resort area southeast of Roanoke, Virginia. And she had been phoning, phoning,
phoning fromthere in confort while | tore all over the Mddle Atlantic states! How she nust be

| aughi ng!

She deserved to be killed and defiled at once!

It woul d be easy! There was anple tine before Heller could arrive. Redneck was only twenty miles
sout h and east of where | was.

| turned to give Torpedo his orders. | would not acconpany himon the actual kill. But it was too
easy, now.

| opened nmy mouth to speak

There was a knock on the door
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The bl anket | was using to hide the viewers had fallen to the floor. | was trying to untangle it.

Torpedo sprang up like a ghoul off the bed and opened the door

A cop was standing there! He had on a black plastic jacket and white notorcycle helnet. He gl ared
at Torpedo. "That your black Ford out there? It's the sane |license registered to this room You
left it parked out on the highway verge. It's an offense! Mowve it before | give you a ticket!"
He turned his back on Torpedo to point to it, stepped toward the balcony rail to do so. It was a
fatal action.

Before | could nove or call out even if | would have, Torpedo acted!

The hit man snatched a knife out of his belt!

Hs left armreached out and grabbed the cop's throat to stifle any cry.

He plunged the knife to its hilt in the cop's back

He dragged the cop back into the room He dropped him He cl osed the door

The cop kicked a couple of tinmes and was dead. The knife nust have cut his heart in half from
behi nd.

Tor pedo turned the body over on its face and, before ny horrified gaze, unfastened its belt and
began to pull down its pants.

"No, no!" | cried.

Torpedo' s hand snaked to the dead cop's holster and | was suddenly confronted with a cocked gun
"You try and stop ne!" snarled Torpedo.

| pzed in horror at what he was doing. And then the idiocy of his action hit me.

"You (bl eeped) fool!" | screeched at him "Your target is right south of here. She's in your
grasp! Shoot her and do it to her! Get out of here! She'll be arriving
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at Altaprice Hospital, Redneck, Virginia, in just an hour or two! Get going!"

"I got to test this out," he panted.

He fini shed what he had begun

| expected to hear calls outside or sirens.

"Ch, would that prison psychologist love this!" chortled Torpedo. "(Bleeping) a screw Cap and
al !

"Cet out of here!"™ | screaned.

He got up grinning ghoulishly. "That just whetted ny appetite. Now | can go for a real kill!l"
He grabbed his rifle case and bullets.

He tore out of there.

A nonent later, | heard the Ford starting up. Torpedo was on his way.

I looked at the dead cop on the floor. | didn't want to touch the corpse, disease contam nated as
it was.

| was paralyzed with the thought of being caught here with that. | opened the door a crack. There
was no one in the parking area. The dead cop's notorcycle was sitting there.

Acting swiftly, | hauled the corpse outside. Masked by the railing and its covering vines, |
dragged it down a short flight of stairs and dropped it. | pulled up the pants. | left the knife
i n the back.

Carefully, | nade sure there was no trail of blood, eradicating the few spots that | found. | put

nmy roomto rights.
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The dead cop lying out there with his sightless eyes nade nme sort of frantic.

I had no transportation. | could not ride that notorcycle. I was not going to abandon ny baggage
(Bleep)! What a thing to happen in the niddle of a hit!
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Inspiration! | went out to the motorcycle and picked up its radio. | called the dispatcher

"This is Inkswitch. I'ma Fed. Someone seenms to have killed your notorcycle cop. You better cone

and get him This is the Micky Mtel."

M nutes |ater squad cars were there. They | ooked at ny credentials. "The suspect is a black nan,"
| said.

"We knew it!" said their chief.

"I found this poor fellowlying here," | said. "I saw the black man racing away on the other side
of the field. He has this officer's gun. |I knew | should call you to forma posse."

"We'll get the (bleepard)," said the chief.

"I"mon a secret Federal case, nyself,” | said. "So keep nme out of it."

They didn't really hear ne. They were already tearing off across the field, obliterating the
absence of the footprints.

| joined themto nake it | ook good.

After an hour, they took ny description of the black nman, carefully photographed the corpse and
cl eaned the area up

That handl ed, | went back to the real business of the day: the hit on the Countess Krak
PART FORTY-SI X
Chapter 1

Hel ler's viewer was blank. | knew what nust be happeni ng. That (bl eeped) Raht was shifting the 831
Rel ayer fromFlorida to Virginia, which told me that Heller rmust be on his way.

The viewer of the Countess Krak was totally flared out with interference.

| sat there restively. My nerves were in pretty poor shape after the cop nmurder and rape. |
wonder ed why these things were having such an effect on ne. By psychol ogy theory, there was
neither Iimt nor personal penalty to crine unless it happened to onesel f. Nothing had happened to
me yet. Why was | reacting? Psychol ogy and psychiatry surely couldn't be wong. That was

unt hi nkabl e. Man was just an aninmal that had no conscience or soul, just a rotten beast, in fact.
So, of course it shouldn't affect ne, no matter how nmany rotten things | did.
To take my mind off it, | began to wonder at the possibility that maybe, when he had nmade the hit,

Torpedo m ght be crazy enough to just go on straight home. You could only depend upon himto kill
and rape. He might get the idea cops would cone and be waiting for himbecause of the notorcycle
patrol man's deat h.

I went out and surveyed cars and a getaway route. Yes. There was an old car sitting there that in
emergency | might use. They apparently utilized it to haul manure,

r
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the way it | ooked, a sort of passenger car cut into a truck

| made sone other precautionary arrangenents.

Feeling nore secure, | went back to ny viewers.

Krak's was still flared out.

But what was this on Heller's? An electrical disturbance? | watched intently. Yes! It was beconi ng
a flare-out. Raht nust have cone up last night by commercial plane and bus. He nust have Hell er
bugged or watched to know where he was goi ng.

The viewer suddenly went all wavy and then cane in very clear. Raht nust have turned off the
switch of the 831 Rel ayer.

I was | ooking at a patch of ground bel ow the skids of a freight helicopter. There was a patch of
asphalt surrounded by low trees. It made ne dizzy to | ook down.

A |l adder was unreeling below the chopper. The beat of engine and bl ades cane through the door that
Hel | er was hol di ng open

Hel l er | ooked at the sky: although clouds were still bright with sunset glow, dusk was gathering
on the ground. The time was about 5:45 in the afternoon. He nmoved toward the pilot and gave him a
pat on the shoulder. "Thanks for the lift!" he yelled.

"Any tinme, M. Floyd," the pilot said.

Hel l er had cl osed the door. He edged back to the front of the cargo cable area. He |lifted a smal
nmusette bag he was carrying and put the strap around his neck. He gave his black engi neer gl oves a
tug at each cuff and | ooked down.
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The swayi ng | adder dwi ndl ed away toward the square of asphalt. The helicopter dropped | ower.
Heller didn't bother to put his feet on the rungs. Wth one hand on the cabl e which made up one
side of the | adder, he swung into space.
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Rel easing and tightening his grip, he slid about five feet at a tine down the |adder. It nade ne
di zzy and feel even sicker than | already was.

He got to the bottom of the swaying | adder. The pilot dropped a few nore feet. Heller sinply let
go and fell lightly the last two yards.

He | ooked up at the chopper and waved his hand. It spun away into the sky.

Hel I er | ooked around. It was dusky dark. Lights suddenly flashed on. Plastic, colored twirlers.
Li nes of cars around the edges of the asphalt. A big sign

HARVEY " SMASHER' LEE S BARGAI N CARS

FOR TRUE VI RG Nl ANS MONEY BACK SOVETI MES

Ch, this was good news to nme. Heller nust have forgotten he was wanted in that town! O maybe he
thought the FBI reports had wiped it out. O naybe he thought he could trust the friend of the

| ate Mary Schneck, Harvey Lee.

And that was who canme out of the sales office. Big, plunper than ever, Harvey Lee stepped into the
lights, ready to say what the hell is going on dropping in by chopper. He didn't say it. He saw
Heller. He stared. H s flabby face went sort of white. He alnost ran back into the office.
"Hell o, Harvey," said Heller. "Got any cheap cars?"

That stopped Harvey Lee. Nervously he cane closer. "Is ... is Mary with you?"

"There's nobody with ne," said Heller

"Ch, well," said Harvey Lee. "You want a car?" He was doubtless renmenbering the way Mary Schmeck
had
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whittled himdown on that Cadillac Brougham Coupe d' El egance.

"Somet hi ng cheap," said Heller, "something |I can just use and throw away."

A |l ook of cunning cane into the used-car salesman's eye. He pointed to a strange-looking car: the
top cane up to a point like an idiot's head. It was badly beat up. "That one there. It's a freak
It's attracting too much attention. It's a French Karin. You can recognize it a mle away. Nobody
wants it. It runs. You can have it cheap."

Heller glanced into it. It had a very wide front seat and a | ot of roombehind it.

"The French put it out," said Harvey Lee, "as their dreamcar. But fol ks around here think it's
nmore like a nightmare. But it runs okay. It's just that it |ooks so odd."

"How much?" said Heller

"How nmuch you got?" said Harvey Lee with a cunning | ook

"Three hundred dollars" said Heller.

"1"I'l take it," said Harvey Lee pronptly. | really blinked. The French Karin m ght be a dog—for
all French cars are—but | just couldn't inmagine Harvey Lee letting go of a foreign luxury car for
pennies like that. Then Lee said, "But at such a cheap price | can't throwin any registration or

bill of sale. Paper work costs noney."
"I only need it for a few hours," said Heller
"Well, then I'lIl be glad to buy it back, so let's make it two hundred and seventy-five," said Lee,

but there was a peculiar look in his eye. "No use doing the paper twce."
"Al'l right," said Heller and handed over three one-hundred-dollar bills.
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Heller got in and examined the oddly placed controls. He started up the car and ran it to the gas
i sland. Harvey Lee filled it up and checked the oil. It needed a quart.

Counting out the forty dollars for the service, Heller said, "Now, where can | find Stonewall

Bi ggs?"

Lee thought a nonent. Then he swivelled his eyes sort of sideways. He said, "Stonewall Biggs is at
t he courthouse. "

"I'sn't this kind of late for himto be there?" said Heller. "The whole town | ooks |ike the

si dewal ks have been rolled up."

Lee sort of floundered. Then he recovered. He said, "WlIl, since it burned down, he conmes in
evenings and tries to do some construction work. It's just a tenporary shed now. So he's there all
right."

Hel l er got the car started again after a couple tries and rolled down to Main Street, past the bus
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depot, and then clinbed the hill to the courthouse.

There was very little left—ust a gaunt, charred shell. But a tenporary buil ding had been put up
behind it to house, probably, the vital functions of the county and possibly the town. The dusk
was very thick and the tenporary building was all dark

Hel ler killed the engine, which was already suffering. He got out.

Instantly, froma pile of rubble close behind him cane a |oud and deadly voice. "Hands up! One
fal se nove and you' ah daid!"

Heller whirled. The only thing in view was a handgun, |evelled and cocked, ained straight at him

Anot her voice fromin front of the car. "It's him all raht! Keep himcovered, Joe! You' ah undah
arrest fo' stealin' a cah Turn Hahvey Lee!"
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| chortled in glee. Cever Harvey Lee. He nust have phoned ahead and alerted these cops! Now he
not only could keep the three hundred but he'd al so get his car back! And what an ally for me to
suddenly acquire! They'd hold Heller and it would | eave the Countess Krak w de-open for Torpedo!
"Lean up against that cah!" said the cop in front, walking into view "Wtch him Joe!"

"I don't have tinme for this," said Heller. "Can't we put this off until business hours?"

"So you tryin' ta squirrel outa it! Wiat el se have you stole?" The cop in front advanced

t hr eat eni ngl y.

"I give up," said Heller. "It's all in the back seat!"

The cop made Heller nove forward and bend over the hood. Then he pulled the Karin's door w de and
| eaned into the car.

Hel | er nmoved suddenl y!

He ki cked the open door

It flewinward, crashed against the cop's |egs!

The door recoil ed open agai n.

Hel  er was behind it.

Joe fired fromthe rubbish pile!

The bullet hit the door!

The cop with the bruised | egs screaned, "Don' shoot, Joe!"

Hell er had the cop by the collar

He threw him at Joe!

There was a crash by the rubbish pile.

Heller was onto themin a single dive. He reached down, grabbed collars and bashed their heads

t oget her.

After the dull clunk of skulls, the cops were inert and quiet.

Hel | er opened the tenporary courthouse door. He |located a small closet.
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He went out and dragged the unconscious cops in. He took their own cuffs and | ocked them back to
back.

He shut the closet door on them He |ooked around the dark interior. "Well," he said, "I guess
Stonewal | isn't here.”

He went out and got into the Karin. After fighting with it a bit, he got it started once nore.
He drove down the hill, past the bus station and up the state road to Harvey Lee's.

As the Karin entered the Iot, due to the funny shape of its wi ndshield, Harvey Lee evidently could
not see who was driving it. He sprinted out of the office |aughing. He came up to the car, "Well
Joe," he said, bending down, "I see you got the car back. That was quick!"

Hel l er's hand shot out and grabbed Lee by the shirt collar. "This is quicker," he said.

Harvey Lee was gargling.

Hel | er opened the door, shifted hands on the throat. "You don't seemto realize |I'mnot here to
pl ay cops and robbers. \Were's sone wre?"

Draggi ng Harvey Lee along, he located sone ignition junmp wires. He wapped them around Lee's
wists and ankles. He found and threw the switch that shut off the lot's lights. "W'IlIl just close
the place," he said, "to prevent further crooked deals." He dragged Lee over to the Karin and
dunped hi mover the front seat and into the back

"What happened to the cops?" wailed Lee.

"Sone urgent business tied themup at the courthouse,” said Heller. "Now, earlier this evening, I
asked you a civil question: where is Stonewall Biggs?"

Si | ence.

"I'f you cooperate, we'll forget about this so-called deal. Pretend you are not a crooked used-car
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sal esman
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now, and pretend you are a guide. Start guiding. Were does Stonewall Biggs live? O do | get out
and put a torch to these cars?"

Lee started babbling directions.

Hel l er drove back past the bus station, turned down a side street and, at instructions, drew up
bef ore a house. The nmil box said Stonewal | Biggs.

He parked the car, went through the gate and knocked upon a white-painted door. An old black worman
peered out cautiously. "Sonme young whaht nans," she called over her shoul der into the house

interior.
Then the door was thrown wi der and Stonewal | Bi ggs was standing there.
I blinked. | had been sure fromwhat | had overheard that he was retired and in a hospital. And

here he was, though stooped with age, well and strong.

"Well, Junior!" he cried. "Mah, this sho' is a su' -prise!"™ And he was punping Heller's hand and
beaming. "Cmin, ¢c'min and set a spell! Mah, amah glad t'see you, boy!"

He led Heller into the kitchen and sat himin a chair at the table. "W've et. You et? Marcy, git
sone vittles on. Some of that friahd po'k 'n greens.”

"Ah' mmahty glad t'see you well," said Heller, unstrapping his nusette bag and laying it on a
chair.
"Aw, they cain't kill off an ol' coon dog | ahk nme," said Stonewal |l Biggs. "They thought ah was

done fo' aftah you pulled ne aht of that fiah but ah was jus' singed, jus' singed. Marcy, he do

|l ook a bit ga'nt. Hurry up themvittles so's we ¢'n talk."

Oh, good, | said. Delay himall you can, Stonewall Biggs. | don't know who is in Room 13 of that
hospital at Redneck, but the Countess Krak will be there and Torpedo will have his chance.
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Marcy delivered and Hell er began to eat under the attentive eye of Stonewall Biggs. Al ways the
polite Royal officer, the fool, he said, "Things goin' well with you, Mstah Biggs?"

"Ch, ah cain't conplain. Ain't got no cohthouse though. Drafty as all git-out in that tenporary
buil din'. How goes things with you, Junior?"

"Cain't conplain," said Heller

Seei ng his guest had reached his cup of coffee, Stonewall Biggs said, "Is theah anythin' ah c¢'n do
fo' you, Junior?"

"Well, yes theah is. Has a young |l ady called you?"

St onewal | Bi ggs shook his head. "No."

| was delighted. The Countess Krak had avoided this trail utterly. She must have another |ine she
was wor ki ng on. Torpedo woul d have anple tinme and chance.

Hel ler sat there for a bit. He finished his coffee. "M stah Biggs," he said at last, "tha naht ah
seen you, ah got the inpression mybe you knew no' about the birth than what you sayed.”

"Well, tha's raht, Junior. But not much. IPn it naht he'p to ease yo' mn', ah'll tahl you. But
ah'mafraid it ain't nmuch."

"Be glad t'hear," said Heller

"Wl |, one naht abaht fifteen year ago, the doctah, he was purty drunk. He drunk hisself stupid a
lotta tinmes so ah got t'wonderin' an', as county clerk, ah fig-gered ah had a raht to know. So ah
pried away and he said, 'Ah done a lotta rotten things in mah tahm but at |eas' ah nevah mnurdered
th' two of them' Tha's all he said

"But theah'd been runors aroun' abaht th' Styles girl bein'" up nawth in th' shows an' conin' hone
married to Del bert John Rockecenter. She was all swole up

r
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big an' th' husban' wasn't along. But th' girl disappeahed an' talk died down.

"Ah suppose you'ns is heah 'cause you think yo' grandparents was nurdered. But, Junior, you'l
nevah prove nothin' at all. Th'" chief heah is also county sheriff an' he'd sell his soul fo' a
shot a' whaht rmule. An' even if it was a funny cah accident, m' |ahk a bonb, y'd nevah get any
evidence. So tha's all ah know, Junior." He sat for a while. Then he said, "You nus' be of |ega
age now. Maybe you c'd he'p rebuil' th' cohthouse. Costs nobney, |abah bein' what it is. Even th'
coons git paid these days."

"What was this doctor's nane?" said Heller
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"Trenor Graves, MD. He wiz th' local G P. heah, had his own hospital. But he drunk too much. He
wuz in a rest honme fo' a whahl, but ah heah jus' this las' nonth his rheumatiz got so bad they
took himto a hospital."”

"Where?" said Heller

"Some doctah friend of his naned Price. Oms a private health hospital, Altaprice, ovah in
Redneck. M Ilionaire kin' of place."

"M stah Biggs, c'd ah ask you the favah of showin' ne the way ovah theah?"

"Way, sho', Junior. It's on'y abaht fifteen nmle." He went and got his coat and hat.

Hel I er thanked Marcy for the nmeal and she beaned.

They went out si de.

Hel | er stared.

THE CAR WAS GONE

That clever Harvey Lee had apparently got hinself untied and probably with another key had
spirited the car away!

Bi ggs evidently supposed sonebody had just dropped

T
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Hel ler off, for he opened the prage beside the house and unl ocked the door of an old vintage

Bui ck.

Heller, with a glance toward the direction of Harvey Lee's lot, possibly thinking of future
revenge, got into the Buick. Biggs backed it out and they were on their way.

| thought fast.

There was yet a way to stop Heller and give Torpedo his chance.

| grabbed the phone. Telling the operator it was a Federal energency, she rapidly connected ne
with the Fair Oakes chief. He was evidently at home. He sounded rushed.

"This is a Federal agent," | said. "W have just gotten data by satellite that your son, Joe, and
anot her officer are tied up in a closet in the courthouse. Harvey Lee is a witness to a car theft.
The man you want is in an old Buick headed for Room 13, Altaprice Hospital, Redneck. If you drive
fast you can intercept himon the road!"

"Jesus!" said the chief. "That confirns what Harvey Lee just reported. W' re on our way!"

I hung up.

| beaned. Heller would be stopped.

Tor pedo woul d have his chance!

Chapter 2

| thought | had better check up on Krak..| noved her viewer closer to ne to get a better |ook
She seened to be just staring down a hall. She
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wasn't nmoving. So | did a fast replay. Maybe | could catch a glinpse of Torpedo.

She had left the land yacht in conmpany w th Bang-Bang and wal ked to the bottom of the hospita

st eps.

"Now Bang- Bang," she had said, "you go in and tell the doctor you're in pain and somehow get the
receptionist to help you to his office. You make hi m exam ne you and groan around and keep him
there. "

Resi gnedl y, Bang-Bang had gone in, attracted the receptionist's attention and had gotten her to

i nformthe doctor he was there. But she had cone back and had told himto wait despite his plea
that he was sure he would perish any instant. For quite a tinme he had sat there, rolling about in
the chair and groaning. And all that while Krak had been outside. Torpedo, |I felt sure, had
private plans for when she went inside.

Finally, as Krak had seen through the wi ndow fromthe porch, a tall, blond man in a bl ack coat,
who nust have been Dr. Price, had cone out and, with the help of the receptionist, had gotten the
col I apsi ng Bang-Bang into his office.

Krak had slipped in and gotten out of sight at the end of a hall

Now, as | watched, two nurses sauntered by. Once they were gone, Krak went up the hall, found Room
13 and slipped in.
The room was very plain. A night-black, uncurtained window was in the far wall. Wite netal

tabl es, chairs and other hospital things stood about.
An old man was groaning on the bed, his face twisted in pain. He focused on the Countess Krak. She
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was | ooking at a chart that hung on the bottom of the bed. It said, "Dr. Trenmor G aves."

"Do | know you?" said Dr. Gaves.

"l amthe new therapist,"” said the Countess Krak.

She reached into her shopping bag. She pulled out a helnmet. She slid a recording strip into the
sl ot and pushed a button that said Record. She plonked the helnet onto his head, threw the switch
pl ugged in the mcrophone and sat down.

The Countess Krak | ooked at the black wi ndow, glanced at the door, listened for a nmoment and then
got down to business. "Sleep, sleep, pretty sleep.”

Graves, who had been threshing about, lay nore quietly.

"What do you know about Del bert John Rockecen-ter's w fe and son?" she said into the nicrophone.
Graves went rigid. Fromunder the helnmet cane a fearful voice. "Murder. Murder. | will not be

bl ackmai | ed. "

"You had better tell me exactly what happened," said the Countess Krak. "Then you can't be

bl ackmai |l ed. "

The old doctor twisted restlessly. "This arthritis is worse than bl ackmil."

"Pay attention," said the Countess Krak. "Your pains will all go away if you tell me and you will
never have them anynore."

Dr. Gaves, in a hollow, muffled voice, as though it came from sone deep tonb, began to talk.

"I know much of this fromthe girl and fromthe worman psychiatrist. And | know full well what
happened to themin nmy own hands." He halted, restless again.

"Tell all," said the Countess Krak. "Begin with who you are."

"I amDr. Trenor Graves, MD., retired many years, a victimof ny own drink and drugs and folly.
owned
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my own hospital in Fair OGakes but now even that is gone." He fell silent again.

"Rockecenter and his wife and son," pronpted the Countess Krak

"Del bert John Rockecenter kept his marriage secret. According to the girl it was because his
fam|ly woul d be furious if they found out he had narri ed soneone so poor. The girl was Mary
Styles, the only child of Ben and Charlotte Styles who owned a farm near Fair Oakes. She was stage-
struck and went north some ni neteen years ago. She got a job in the chorus of the Roxy Theater
That was all known in the I ocal town and nobody mnuch approved.

"Then apparently at a pot party she nmet Del bert John Rockecenter, then a nman of about twenty-five.
In a crazy nonment they got married in a fast-marriage place. To Rockecenter it was just a joke. To
the girl it was her whole life.

"She used to neet himsecretly through the back doors of hotels because he was afraid soneone,

mai nly his Aunt Ti mantha, would find out.

"Then she becane pregnant and could no longer hide it. She refused an abortion and in panic he
sent her to her parents here. And that's where | cane in." He fell silent, tw sting about.

"What happened?" pronpted the Countess Krak

"She was only in town a day or two when a psychiatrist showed up, a wonan naned Agnes P. Mbrel ay,
Ph.D., MD., a newy graduated acid thing. |I did not |ike her.

"This psychiatrist had some men with her. They grabbed the Styles girl and then | found nysel f
talking to Dr. Mrelay. This psychiatrist kept the parents quiet—+ do not know how. And she wanted
me to kill the
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girl and say it was suicide. But | wouldn't because | was afraid they would be able to bl acknail
me, then, for nmurder. Then this Mrelay wanted an abortion done to the girl. But she was too far
along and | said that would be nurder, too.

"So | prom sed, for noney, to hold the girl in a padded cell they hastily built in nmy hospital and
then, for nore noney, to kill the nother and baby at birth." He fell silent, very agitated.

"Go on," said the Countess Krak

"Just before the delivery, news cane that the parents had been killed in an auto accident. It was
a terrible shock to the girl. But it would have nade no real difference. It was a breech birth and
she bled to death internally. And | didn't want to be blackmailed by the psychiatrist for killing
the baby, so | didn't, but | told Dr. Mrelay that | had. | have done many evil things in ny

life," and the voice became a wail, "but | did not kill the two of them"

"What did you do with the baby?" said the Countess Krak

"I made it identifiable so | couldn't be blackmailed and woul d have sone bl ackmail in nmy turn if |
ever needed it. | tattooed a black dollar mark on the sole of the left foot of the boy and put it
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in the county poor farmunder the nanme of Richard Roe. | told themit had been found on the
hospital doorstep. | filed the nother's death certificate and never nentioned the child. | know
psychiatry is for the rich to keep the poor in line. But if Mrelay ever seeks to keep ne in |ine,
I can threaten to produce the child."

"That has been heard," said the Countess Krak. "But | will now tell you the additional thing that
happened and you will renenber it that way. And then
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you'll have no nore pain. Is that all right?"
"Yes. "

"What you have said is all correct except for this: Mary Styles gave birth to twins. They were
noni denti-cal." She consulted a note she drew from her pocket. "The one that was born first, you
put a dollar mark on the right foot sole. You sent this boy to a doctor friend in Georgia that
prof essional ethics will not let you name. You told himto replace a stillborn child whose parents
were Agnes and CGerald Wster, and nane it Jerone Ter-rance Wster, and record that it was born in
the Macon General Hospital, Bibb County, Georgia. And the other doctor agreed and is since dead.
And any date disparity is because of the arrangenents you had to make. Now, you renenber this
clearly."

"Yes."

"Now that we have all this clear in your mind, you will feel conpelled, when you awake, to ease
your soul of guilt, to wite this all up as a formal confession. And only if you do that will your
pains go away. And you will feel no nore pain

"Now you will forget | put a helnet on you. You will only remenber the real incident as | have
just told you and feel the conpulsion to confess in witing. Wien | snap ny fingers, you will
awake. "

She took the helnet off, turned it off and put it in the shopping bag.

Bang-Bang slid into the room making notions.

The Countess Krak snapped her fingers.

Graves opened his eyes and | ooked around with sone anxiety.
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Chapter 3

Bang- Bang whi spered to the Countess Krak. "That doctor said | couldn't be cured. But he's making
hi s evening rounds. We better split!”

Foot st eps sounded. Bang-Bang | ooked anxiously at the w ndow, apparently to see if it could be

di ved out of.

More f oot steps.

Dr. Price wal ked in!

He | ooked very severely at Bang-Bang. "I thought you had |l eft. Maybe | shoul d reexani ne you for
some ot her synptom such as snooping. Aha, and what is this young | ady doing here?"

"W couldn't find the exit!" wailed Bang-Bang.

Dr. Price went around to the other side of the bed. He gave his black coat a professional twtch
He swept his blond hair out of his eyes. He bent over and took hold of Dr. Gaves's wist. "If
you' ve been disturbing this patient "

The door opened.

St onewal | Bi ggs wal ked i n!

"What is this?" said Dr. Price. "A canp neeting?"

"Biggs!" cried Dr. Graves, sitting up and freeing his wist. "Biggs! 'Fore God, get ne a pen and
sone paper! This arthritis is killing me!"

Bi ggs | ooked startled. Then he | ooked at the Countess Krak. "You rust be th' young | ady .
"Here," said the Countess Krak, pushing a pad and a pen into Biggs's hand.

160

L. RON HUBBARD

"I can't allow this patient to be disturbed!" said Dr. Price

"G ve nme that paper!" wailed G aves.

Bi ggs pronptly did so. The Countess Krak pushed a bed table into place. G aves bent over it and
furiously began to wite.

Bi ggs | ooked at the first words that Graves put down and then he rushed fromthe room A nonent
| ater he came back, dragging two of the hospital nurses.

"What is this?" cried Dr. Price, tearing at his blond hair

"Shut up," said Stonewall Biggs. "It do seemthat ol' Trenor heah is busy on a confession. And al
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of you watch because you'ns is goin' to be signin' it as due, prop-ah an' authentic, done by his
own free will an' accord an' wi thout no threat of duress!”

"You can't invade his privacy!" cried Dr. Price

"He's invadin' it hisself," said Stonewall Biggs. "Confession is awful good fo' th' soul. An' as
county clerk, ah c¢'n invade anythin' ah please. So jus' stan' theah an' watch."

Dr. Graves was witing at a nad rate.

Suddenly | realized that Heller was unaccounted for. His viewer was tipped a bit away fromme and

I had been too engrossed to watch it for his fate, which, after all, | considered seal ed. The view
was of the silly French car, the Karin, seen froma distance in the gloomand |I supposed they had
intercepted himon the road and now had hi m standi ng sonewhere securely cuffed. | did not have
time to play back the strips. | could enjoy that later

Ri ght now the question was, would the Countess Krak get away with this flagrant violation of all

I egal rules of evidence? Surely nen as clever as Price and Biggs, thenselves, would see through
this: the eagerness
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of that racing pen would | ook strange to them G aves was practically quivering!

And then | realized sonething else: the chance Torpedo now had. The Countess Krak was standi ng
across the roomfromthat window. Dr. Price, on the other side of the bed, had his back to it but
was not blocking it. Al Torpedo had to do was shoot past Dr. Price and he would nail the Countess
Krak! No thin wi ndowpane could even deflect a .375 Magnum Hol | and and Hol | and el ephant sl ug! Come
on, Tor pedo!

Dr. Graves was finished. He signed the confession with a huge signature and then sank back. A
beautiful smile suffused his aged face. "Ch," he said, "what a relief! No pain!"

Bi ggs was reading the confession. The Countess Krak was | ooking over his shoulder. "So!" said

Bi ggs. "Theah were two | ahk he said!"

The nurses were also trying to get a glinpse of what Graves had witten. "No, no," said Biggs.
"Th' rest of you don' have t'read it. You' ah jus' heah t'witness that he wit it. So you sign,
heah at th' bottom each one of you."

Dr. Price and the two nurses signed as Biggs thrust it under their noses.

"Now, Trenor," said Biggs, "raise yo' raht ban'. Do you solemmly sweah that this is th' truth, th'
whol e truth and nothin' but th' truth, so he'p you God?"

"Ch, yes," said Dr. Graves. "It's the only decent thing | ever did in ny whole life."

"Good," said Biggs. "Now by th' powah invested in nme as Notary Public of th' Sovereign State of
Virginia, Justice of th' Peace an' County Cerk of Handen County, ah do pronounce this docunent
valid an' bindin' on all pahties, so he'p ne God, Aren!" He got out a stanp
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and put a notary format the docunment end. He signed it and dated it. He got out a pocket

enbossi ng seal and crunched it over the signatures. He took out a little book and recorded the
dat e and nunber of the paper and then had everybody sign his little book.

"Now that," said Biggs, handing it to Krak, "is th' nostes' |egal docunment this county evah see!"
"Thank you, Mss," said Dr. Gaves. "I feel so confortable, now | can die in peace!"
CRASH!

The wi ndow shatt ered!

The boomof a riflel

Everything went into a blur.

Sonet hing hit the Countess Krak!

She was down on the floor!

Bang- Bang | et go of her.

He hit another set of |egs. "Down! Down!" Bang-Bang was shouting. "Hit the dirt, you rookies!"
A fusillade of other shots!

More gl ass flying through the roon

| thought that Torpedo nust be firing the dead notorcycle cop's gun now.

The shots stopped.

"Anybody hit?" shrilled Bang-Bang.

“I"'mnot hit," said Dr. Price, crawing further under the bed. "It just went through my coat."
One of the nurses raised up. She screaned!

The ot her nurse got on her knees and | ooked. She cried, "Dr. Gaves is hit!"

A flick of novenent on Heller's viewer caught ny eye. He had gl anced up. A hospital w ndow He was
out side! He was creeping through the brush!
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| raged! The dirty sneak had not been caught! He
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nmust have decided to be cautious and had renmai ned outside letting Biggs go in!

A nurse on her knees at the edge of the bed said, "Dr. Graves is dead!"

Bi ggs on the floor nuttered, "Ah hope Junior is all raht."

The Countess Krak—eyes level with the planks-looked at Biggs. "Junior? You nean ny darling is out
t here?"

"He saw sonme kin' of a French cah in th' bushes an' thought Hahvey Lee naht have cone heah," said
Biggs. "He sent ne in."

The Countess Krak got up to her knees and started toward the door

Bang- Bang grabbed her, pushed her down. "No you don't, Mss Joy. The terrain out there nust be
swarm ng with gooks and you ain't got no helnet."

"Holy snokes," wailed Stonewall Biggs, "aftah all this, ah hope they don' kill Junior! Ah ain't
got mah new coht house yet!"

Chapter 4

Qut of the night, through the shattered wi ndow, the blast of a bullhorn blared. "Cone out of there
with your hands up!"

"Good Cod," said Stonewall Biggs. "Chief Fawg!" He raised his voice to an outraged shout. "You God
(bl eeped) fool! Qit shootin'!"

The bul Il horn roared, "The place is surrounded.
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Throw your guns out the w ndow and cone out quietly with your hands up!"

Bi ggs howl ed, "(Bleep) it, Fawg! This is Biggs! Theah ain't nobody in heah! You jus' killed Doctah
G aves!"

A nurse screanmed, "He's right!" | got Heller's viewer turned so | could see it better. He was in
the brush. He was | ooking at the backs of three cops and Harvey Lee! Beyond them was the hospital
Hel l er had that big, fancy Llama .45 automatic pistol in his hand and it was trained right between
t he shoul der bl ades of Chief Fawg!

Bi ggs inside was yelling, "What th' hell ah you doin'?"

Chief Fawg shifted the rifle he held. He lifted the bullhorn. "W're doin' our duty. W're after
that crimnal that was with you!"

"Theah ain't no crimnal in heah!" shouted Biggs. "You cain't fool us, Stonewall. W seen him
right there with his back to the wi ndow "
"You (bl eeped) fool!" shouted Biggs. "That was Doctah Price an' you done ruined his coat! C eah

away Turn heah!"

"No you don't, Biggs. You're harboring a crimnal an' a fugitive in there. Last year he beat up
two cops. Tonight he done it again and he stole another car from Harvey Lee. W got w tnesses and
you c¢'d becone a accessory! Send himout or we start firing again!”

Hel l er had been noving forward. | had no way to warn them He was now within two feet of the back
of Harvey Lee who was, hinself, to the rear of the chief and two officers.

Suddenly Heller's hand | ashed out and seized Lee. Wth a jerk, he had Lee standing in front of him
as
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cover. The used-car sal esnman yel ped as sone pressure point was pressed.

The cops whirled. They raised their guns.

Hell er said, "Go ahead and shoot Lee. He's a thief, aren't you, Lee?"

"I"'ma thief!" screaned Lee. "Please let go nmy arm"

"Go on," said Heller, apparently applying nmore pressure to the spot he was hol ding the used-car
sal esman with.

Lee babbled, "I sold himthe car for three hundred dollars and didn't give hima bill of sale."
"CGo on," said Heller.
Lee screaned, "I thought | could get the car back and keep the noney!"

"Chief," said Heller, his automatic trained on Fawg from under Lee's arnpit, "this is a Mexican
standoff. Now, do we flip a coin to see whether | shoot you or you shoot Lee?"

Chi ef Fawg seened to be shaking with indecision and rage. "You crimnal! This won't do you any
good! We al ways get our man!"

Suddenly Bi ggs was behind the chief. "You | eave him al one, you hospital shootah! You know

(bl eeped) well th' man that done themcrines |as' Septenber was repoh-ted daid by the FBI! You
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nevah got a good | ook at him You said so y'self!"

Chief Fawg had turned to nmeet this new onslaught. Biggs was stanping his foot he was so nad.

Bi ggs denanded, "Do you know who that boy is?"

Fawg sneered, "God, | suppose.”

"Naw, suh!" cried Biggs. "Hi gher! That boy theah be Del bert John Rockecenter, Junior!"

The chief and the two cops gl anced toward where Heller was hol ding Harvey Lee. Then the chief said
to
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Bi ggs, "Stonewall, you better not try foolin' ne!"

The Countess Krak was suddenly on the scene. Right out in the open, an easy shot for Torpedo!
She shook her finger under the chieFs nose. "Ch, no, he's not fooling you. You cone right around
here, if you don't believe it!"

The shaking finger turned into a pointing finger, right between the chief's eyes. He suddenly
started followi ng her as she I ed himaway.

The rest of the group followed and Heller, still holding Lee, brought up the rear

The | and yacht was sitting there. She darted into it and the viewer flared out. A noment later the
vi ewer stabilized again and she was standi ng before them once nore.

She had a card. She flashed it under the nose of the chief and then the two cops. They stared at
it. Then suddenly they turned and went down on their knees before Heller

The Countess Krak | ooked at the card and showed it to Biggs and | could see in Heller's viewer
that she had a ghoulish grin.

It was the registration card of the land yacht. It said "Del bert John Rockecenter" on the owner
I'inel

Bi ggs towered over the kneeling chief. "You idiot! You ve been shootin' at th' son of th' man who
rules th' world!'™ Biggs turned to Heller. "Junior, what shall we do abaht this nurderin' (bl eep)
that killed po' Doctah

G aves?"

"What's customary heahabouts?" said Heller, |lowering his gun and rel easing Lee.

"Sentence an' lynchin' ever' tinme," said Biggs. "As Justice of th' Peace, ah have t'wite up th'
sentence, all

legal, an' with yo' he'p, Junior, we'll use that tree ovah theah. But only if you approve, of
co'se."

Chief Fawg wail ed, "Please, dear God, NO Please, M. Junior."

Joe and the other cop grovelled on their knees. They raised their clasped and pl eadi ng hands to

Heller. "Mercy!" pleaded one. "I have a wife and children,"” begged Joe. "Don't lynch me, M.
Juni or!™
Hel l er said, "Stonewall, ny dear friend, let us be nerciful. Let's let themcontribute all their

ill-gotten gains and part-tine |labor to the building of the new coht-house."

"Al'l right, Junior," said Biggs. But he pointed to Harvey Lee. "What abaht hinP"

"Ch, Jesus God," said Harvey Lee. "I just realized | tried to pull a cheap car deal on the son of
the richest man in the world. Shoot ne!"

Bi ggs | ooked down at the kneeling cops. "Fawg," he said, "git up offen yo' knees an' go home, but
jus' renmem bah, ah got blackmail on you fo' th' rest of yo' days. Po' Doctah Graves."

| realized suddenly that all that shooting must have held Torpedo's hand. He was still around
there. There was still a chance. If only now they' d | eave the Countess Krak unguarded, Tor pedo
woul d still have his kill. This very night!

Chapter 5

"Wheah you goin' now?" said Stonewall Biggs to Heller. " 'Cause ah got sonething el se t'show you
tonaht . "
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Hel l er moved an indicating hand toward the Countess Krak. "It do look |ahk th' ordahs is comn' f

urn th' H gh Command. What do we do now, dear?"

"We're leaving for the county poor farmright this mnute," said the Countess Krak

Bi ggs said, "M ss Captain, iPn ah c¢c'd intrude, tha's now the County Agricultural Farman' you won
find it on these back roads onless ah leads th' way."

"Lead on, |ead on, doughty Stonewall Biggs," said Krak. "Just so long as we can find the other
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son. "

Stonewal I Bi ggs gave a gallant bow and trotted to his car. Bang-Bang raced up and down telling
drivers to get underway.

The Countess Krak pulled Heller toward the | and yacht and their viewers flared out. | was quite
resigned then to being blind and suddenly | was nost amazed to see the reception cone back on

It wasn't very good and it was full of flutters and blurs but it was there. They nust be at the
extreme back end of the vehicle, a considerable distance away fromthat generator. As near as |
could make out, it was a tiny surgery room

They had evidently done their kissing and greeting right after they had stepped inside for Krak
was all business now.

"Sit right there, dear," she said to Heller, pointing at the tiny operating table against the |and
yacht's outer skin. "Take off your right boot and sock."

The | and yacht was speeding al ong. The Countess Krak, braced against the sways, was rumragi ng
through the white-faced instrunment drawers.

Hel I er obliged but he was | ooking at her. "What are you up to now, dear?"

She had what she wanted fromthe drawers and she
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was now openi ng the Zanco Cel |l ol ogi cal Equi pment and Supply case she had stuffed full at the base.
"I amputting a dollar mark on the sole of your right foot. If it's not right, and doesn't compare

exactly to the other one, | can renove it."
"What do | want with a dollar mark, dear?" he said.
She thrust the papers at him "Read this and you'll see."

She got to work on his foot, using cosnetics and other things. Heller, bracing hinself against the
swayi ng of the | and yacht, read what Dr. Graves had witten. Then he sat there, watching her

evi dently thinking.

She finished the job and, holding his foot up, admired it. She bent his | eg and showed him "Does
that 1 ook old enough to you?"

"Dear," he said, "Bury is not an honorable nan. He doesn't keep his word. | don't think he would
have given me the Wster nane and birth certificate. | think you nust have gotten Graves to alter
this some way."

"Me, Jettero?" she said.

The | and yacht was stopped. Bang-Bang's voice, "Beachhead in sight! Ht the nets!"

Their viewers flared out but shortly came on again. They were wal king fromthe vehicles up a
flight of steps to an institutional sort of building, its bricks a shabby red in the vehicle

l'i ghts.

Bi ggs was poundi ng on the door. "They go to bed wi' th' chickens heah. But ah c¢'n roust 'maht."
He pounded somne nore.

A sl eepy man, still buckling his pants, cane out. "Biggs? Wia's the fuss? Anot hah coht house fiah?"
"Sweeney, " said Biggs, "mn" yo' tongue. You hahbor-in' a boy nane Ri chard Roe heah?”

"Young Di ck?" said Sweeney. "You heah to drag him
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"Young Di ck?" said Sweeney. "You heah to drag himback to the State Agriculture College? I c'n
tell you now, Biggs, he won't go. He gets too |lonesonme fo' his pigs!"

"Wheah is he?" said Biggs.

"Wiy, he be down to the pig sheds, of co'se."

"Show th' way," said Biggs.

They went down a winding path to sonme concrete buil dings. Sweeney turned on sone floodlights and
there were a lot of startled grunts and then conplaints fromthe covered pens.

Sweeney took themup a flight of outside stairs and opened a door. He turned on an inside |ight.
"Dick," he said, "they finally cone to drag you back. Ah'm sorry, boy, but ah cain't go up ag'inst
the law. I1t'd be nan job."

Krak peeked in past Sweeney. It was a snmall room The walls were plastered with cutout pictures of
pigs, all colors and types. On a narrow mattress, fully clothed, except for shoes, a tall, blond
boy had been asleep. He was trying to sit up now, defending his eyes against the light. He | ooked
to be about an Earth eighteen. He | ooked amazingly |ike Del bert John

"Ah won' go!" he said. "Ever' tahm ah | eave heah, Sweeney, if only fo' one term ah conme back an'
fin" man pigs ahl in neglec' an' pinin away. You tell themfo' ks to jus' go away."

"They got guns, Dick," said Sweeney. "@uns!" cried the boy, leaping bolt upright. "Gt away Pm
heah wi th guns! You niaht shoot a pig!"
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The Countess Krak moved snoothly in. "lI'd better handle this," she said. "Nobody is going to shoot
your

Pigs."

"Whoosh!" said the boy, staring at her round-eyed. "Wio be you? A angel or sonethin'? Hey, who be
this, Sweeney? Ww, she's pretty enough to be a pig!"
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"I"'mjust a friend," said the Countess Krak. She pointed a finger at the boy's forehead. She said
gently, "Just sit down on the mattress, please."

The boy sat suddenly, still staring.

The Countess Krak reached down and pulled off his left sock. She upended the foot and | ooked at

t he sol e.

You couldn't see anything. It was too soil ed!

"Bang- Bang," called the Countess Krak. "A bucket of water and a rag, please."

There was a scurrying on the stairs and shortly, with a clatter and sl osh, Bang-Bang appeared. The
Count ess took the bucket of water, set it down and dipped a rag in it. She washed off the sole of
the foot. It took a while to cut through the layers. The water in the bucket got black from
repeat ed dips of the rag. The boy watched her in fascination, studying every nove.

At length, she was satisfied and held the foot sole up to the light.

A DOLLAR SI GN

Small and dim it spread out on the heel

"Well, theah she is,"” said Biggs in the door

The boy sensed they had seen sonething. He grabbed his foot away fromher and, with sone
contortion, |ooked at the sole.

"Well, golly be," he said. "I ain't never noticed that afore. It do look |ahk a dollah ma'k. Is it
sonme di sease? Hoof-rot nebbe? What's it nean? Tell ne quick!"

"It neans," said the Countess Krak, "that you are not a nanel ess orphan foundling. It nmeans that
you are the son of the richest man in the world, Del bert John Rockecenter, found at long last."”
He | ooked at her round-eyed. He saw that she nmeant it. And then it hit him He fainted dead away!
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Chapter 6

The Countess beckoned to Heller. "Dear, take off your right boot."

Hel | er nmoved past Biggs and | saw where Sweeney had gotten the idea of guns: Heller had that
decorated .45 glittering in his belt. | hoped that he would go away and | eave an open field to
Tor pedo.

Hel I er removed his boot and sock. The Countess took his foot and held it al ongside that of the
Earth boy. Actually, they weren't a bad match: the real one on Rocke-center's son and the
counterfeit dollar mark on Heller's. Residual dirt obscured any difference of the boy's.

Bi ggs saw them both. "Well, there she be twice. Un-identical twins reunited."” He produced a police
i dent o- pol aroid he nust have taken off the chief. He shot a picture of the feet together, then he
shot one of Heller and then he shot one of the boy, not bothering with the fact that the youth
still lay there unconscious.

"Now that this heah event is full recorded,"” said Biggs, "you fo'ks conme along. Ah got sonethin'
el se to show yuh." He went down the steps beckoning.

The Countess followed to the last two steps and then she stopped. "You go along, dear. 1'll stay
here. Wen he cones to, he'll need sonebody to hold his hand."

"WAit a minute," said Heller. "I don't like to | eave you here."

"Ch, I'Il be all right. Now, listen, all of you, M. Biggs and M. Sweeney. You keep this find

qui et, do you
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hear ? That poor boy is going to need weeks and weeks of coaching and training to take his proper
place in the world. So no publicity. The papers always get things wong."

"Nobody ever believes ne anyway," said Sweeney.

"Yes, ma'am" said Biggs.

"Now, Bang-Bang," said the Countess Krak, "you follow Jettero in the jeep just so he can get back
to the circus wagon over there on the other side of the farm"” * "Yes, ma'am" sai d Bang- Bang.

“I''I'l handle it."
They left her at the foot of the stairs in all that glaring floodlight. She would be all alone in
an isolated part of the farm And if Torpedo had any sense, he'd kill the boy, too! A setup if
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there ever was one! Even quiet enough for the corpse rape!

The nmen wal ked t he consi derabl e di stance back to the main building. The drivers had pulled the

nmot or homes over to the side of the drive. Sweeney went into the building to finish his sleep

Hel ler clinmbed into the Buick beside Biggs. They drove off and shortly |ights showed up, follow ng
behi nd.

Bi ggs drove over bumpy roads for quite a while. Then he turned at a rural nailbox and went much
slower, his lights pointing through an orchard and, as the entrance road tw sted, playing back and
forth across sone decrepit farm buildings. He stopped and before themlay an ol d-fashi oned, two-
story, brick farnmouse.

"You probably don' renenbah this place, Junior. It's passed to th' Hodges now t hrough death duties
an' taxes. But it's th' ol' Styles farm yo' granpappy's on yo' nmothah's side. Early tonaht | got
me a hunch, so le's see ifn she bears fruit."

He got out of the car, wal ked up the porch steps and began to bang with an old brass knocker much
cor roded
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with age. It took quite a while but finally a wonan in a nightcap and dressing gown turned on the
porch light, peeked through a wi ndow and opened the door

"Whut you doin' here at this ungodly hour, Stonewall Biggs?" she said. "Don' you knowit's the

m ddl e of the naht?"

"M z Hodges," said Biggs, "ah do apol ogi ze. But have you clean yo' attic recently?"

"Bi ggs, you know danged well theah ain't no Yankee regool ation that anyone has to clean a attic.
Don' tell me theah be a county one. Nobody nevah cleans no attic! An' if n you conme here this tine
of naht to tell nme to clean nah attic ..."

"No, no," said Biggs, with great charm "Ah sho'ly wouldn' insult th' fines' housekeeper fo' niles
aroun' with that! But taxes can be reduced fo' unused space. An' ah jus' wanted t'see if you was
ovahtaxed!" "Ch, well, tha's better." "So could ah have a look in yo' attic?" "He'p y'self so |ong
as you let ne go back to bed!"™ "Chahned,"” said Biggs.

Bi ggs went in and Heller sat down on the porch and waited. At long | ength, the porch |ight went
of f, Biggs came out and cl osed the door of the house behind him He was carrying what appeared to
be a bi g hat box.

They got in the car and drove out. The jeep at the gate backed out of their way. They went down
the road and Bi ggs stopped. He turned on the done |ight.

"People," said Biggs, "nevah throw nothin" away. This was stuck cleah back undah th' eaves al ong
with a bundl e of election pohstahs fo' Jeff Davis an' a bundl e of Confederate notes. They hid it
but ah know rmah peopl e heah in Handen. They hold on!" He dropped
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the hatbox into Heller's |lap. The dust geysered up. The strings had al ready been unti ed.

Hel | er sneezed and opened the cover. Lying there were packets of letters, all tied, sonme |oose
envel opes and a photo al bum

Hel | er opened the al bum The first picture, somewhat yellow, was that of a very beautiful blond
girl in a dancing costune.

"That yo' mammy," said Biggs. "She was jus' abaht th' npbs' beautiful girl in these pahts. A belle
fo' shuah! You take aftah her. Ah knowed it th' firs' nmonent ah laid eyes on you. Sane hair, sane
eyes."

A yel l owed clipping was wedged under the photo. Heller took it out.

LOCAL G RL

JA NS

ROXY CHORUS | N NEW YORK

Mary Styles, the only child of Ben and Charlotte Styles of the Styles farmin Handen, graduate of
the Fair Oakes Hi gh School and w nner of last year's State Beauty Contest, has nmade good in
Yankeel and.

It went on but Heller slid it back in place. He opened nore al bum pages. They were pictures of
chorus lines and publicity photos.

Slid loosely into the book were several enlarged nightclub and snapshot photos. The first was

Del bert John Rockecenter, a better-looking man in his mid-twenties,
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sitting at a table with Mary Styles, surrounded by waiters and chanpagne. Another was the pair of
them arms around each other in a bar. Another was of them sem -dressed at a beach resort sipping
fromthe sanme Coke with two straws.

"The boy at the farm" said Biggs, "take no' aftah his fathah, but that wd be the case with

uni denticals, ah guess."

Hel I er cl osed the book. He picked up a pack of letters and glanced through them Al were
handwitten from"Delie" to "Mary Yum Yum" They concerned arrangi ng secret rendezvous in resorts
and hotels and were heavy with caution about being seen.

Crunpl ed up over at the side of the box was a pair of half-torn sheets. Heller spread themout. It
had an enbossed | etterhead. The date was over eighteen years ago. It said:

AGNES P. MORELAY, Ph.D., MD.

Dear M. and Ms. Styles,

It is my sad duty to informyou that your daughter Mary, after a hasty and ill-conceived marriage,
could not stand the strain of sudden elevation in the world. She contracted a serious nenta

di sease known as delirium altaphasis. Wik she appears sane at tines, she can be very dangerous to
hersel f and those around her

She is unfortunately pregnant. Until the child is born she cannot be treated professionally as the
convul sion therapi es woul d produce

nmi scarriage which | amsure you do not want.

To announce or even whi sper her marriage woul d subject her to wild nental states in which she

m ght seek to destroy herself.

As soon as the child is born, she can be treated with professional psychiatric care. So pl ease
assist us in quietly placing her in the fully conpetent care of ny colleague, Dr. Trenor G aves.
If word of her marriage or condition were to |l eak out, even if she didn't destroy herself, she
woul d have to be conmitted to the state insane asylumfor life.

Adequat e funds for her care, which is extremely expensive, running into the thousands of dollars
per month and quite beyond your neans, will be given Dr. Gaves and yourselves fromtinme to tinme,
but these will be cut off if she becones formally committed and a charge of the state.

I know you have her welfare at hean and so does her poor, distracted husband and will realize that
this is all for the best.

Once the child is born, she can be cured by the nost professional possible neans and can take her
rightful place in the world.

Pl ease do not cost her that chance.

I n professional confidence, AGNES P. MORELAY

L. RON HUBBARD

"So that's how they kept the parents quiet," said Heller

"They didn't have to ver' long," said Biggs. "They was kilt in a auto accident. But this, ah
think, is what you'ah lookin' fo' an' which ah cane to fin'."

jH itrauteul iir urnrl pmbtrl our air diffnin'-iboihrtg-envelope. He opened it and gave it to
Hel I er.

It declared that DELBERT JOHN ROCKECEN- TER and MARY CHARLOTTE STYLES had been joined in narriage
at El kton, Maryland, the place of instant marriages, a year before the date of birth. It was an
i nposing certificate, all stanped and seal ed.

Stonewal | Biggs said, "So you ain't even a bastard, Junior."

"Val uabl e," said Heller

"Now ah got to go back and wite that other boy's birth certificate," said Biggs. "We'll jus' cal
hi m Del - bert John Rockecenter, th' Second, if that all right with you, Junior."

"Fine," said Heller.

"An' whahl ah'mat it, ah'll do a duplicate of yo' nothah's death certificate an' sonme additional
copies of yo' own. You may need them Ah'Ill bring themovah to th' fahmin th' no'ning i Pn you'l
still be theah."

"Tha's what the captain said," Heller replied.

"Now, Junior, onto othah things. Ah don' think that chief has got much nuscle in him Do ah get a
grant fo' that new coht house?"

"Only if you guarantee to build a absol oot ohriginal that George Washington slept in."

"Tha's nmah boy!" cried Stonewall Biggs. "Smahtest thing ah evah did was to get th' late Trenor
Graves drunk that night!"
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Since Heller now woul d be going back, | hastily turned to the viewer of the Countess Krak to see
i f Torpedo had his opportunity and could shoot her in tinme.

She was sitting in the upper roomof the pig building, back to the wi ndow, a perfect target for
anyone out si de.

The young nman had cone around. He was sitting on the edge of the littered bed, his blond hair in

disarray, his eyes dazed. "It's nahce of you t' sit up with me. Ah'mtoo confused to sleep. Wo'd
evah thought ah had a real ma and pa jus' |ike pigs do!"
"Well, listen," said the Countess Krak, "I knowit's late at night but if you're to get any sleep

there's sonething I could do. You know footbal |l ?"

"Ch, yes, ma'am Ah played it at the aggie college."

She reached into her shopping bag and pulled out the hypno rig. "This is a new type of footbal
helnet. It teaches you."

"Aw, youah kiddin'."

"Try it on," and she put it on his head and threw the swtch.

Tor pedo' s voice! "GOr you "

| tensely stared at the viewer. Had Krak not heard hinf? She didn't turn around.

Then suddenly | realized that the voice had not cone fromthe speaker

IT WAS IN TH S ROOM
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I whirl ed.

Tor pedo was standing in the open door

His gray, prison-pallor face was contorted with rage!

The huge rifle was ready in his hand!

He was frothing! "You set me up, you son of a (bleepch)! You knew the car we had was stol en! You
ti pped of f the cops! They were laying for ne at the hospital! You' re going to pay for that!

"I had to abandon the car and wal k back here all night! You re going to get gut-shot for that!
"But, you (bleepard), you never told ne that that was the girl of the man who trapped ne at the
Brewst er and pushed nme off the elevated and collected nmy fee and cost me all ny future with Bury.
You just sent ne there so he could kill ne! And for that, after | shoot you, |I'mgoing to rape
your corpse and give it syph, clap and all!"

He was raising the gun to shoot!

The arrangenents | had earlier nade had been needed after all! | closed ny hand on the Apparatus
radio relay ring I had put on. It activated the vibration speaker | had planted on the bal cony
rail outside the door.

A scream went off behind hin

He whirl ed!

He was standing on the door end of the runner rug.

I reached down and grabbed ny end and yanked.

Wth a flip he went forwards.

He staggered.

He hit the bal cony rail

Wth a clatter he went over and fell fifteen feet to the ground!

| wasted no tine.

| grabbed up ny things and jamed themin a suitcase.

I snatched up ny viewers.
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| scrabbled around. | couldn't find ny gun! The (bl eep) must have stolen it or | had dropped it
earlier in the day.

No tine now to search

| streaked out of the room

Running like mad, | got to the manure truck

| threwny things intoit. | junped under the wheel. | jimied the ignition. It started.

| tore out of there, horse biscuits flying behind me in the w nd!

Had | had my gun, | night have shot him But | certainly would not have touched anything he

touched, so using his rifle was out. In retrospect, as | drove, | thought it m ght have been
smarter to have gone over to himon the pavenment and stanped his head in. But again, | hadn't
wanted to touch him Yes, | was doing right. Just get out of there and fast!

| thought | was safe. The notel proprietor would never suspect anyone would steal this nmanure
truck. He probably wouldn't even notice it was gone until nuch later in the day, for he never
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seermed to be around. And if the police stopped nme | could say it was a Federal commandeer of
transport.

So |l felt safe as | drove in to an all-night trucker's station to the north of Lynchburg and
filled up with gas and oil.

I was just pulling out of the island when | chanced to | ook back

Here canme Torpedo! WId-haired and wild-eyed, insane for revenge, he was driving an old Toyota
subcom pact !

| stepped on it!

Wth scream ng wheels | went tearing up Route 29

I was outdistancing him
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Charlottesville, Cul peper, Warrenton, Arlington. In the dawn | was rocketing around the Capita
Bel t way of Washington, D.C

Anxi ously stopping again for gas, | |ooked behind. | thought | had lost him For the next hour, |
drove nore sensibly. | was on the John F. Kennedy Menorial H ghway and just passing El kton

Maryl and, when—-BLAM SCREEYOW —zn el ephant slug hit the car top and went ricocheting away!

Ch, after that | drove!

The prospect of not only being dead but raped and not only being raped but infected totally gave
me a very heavy foot upon the throttle.

The New Jersey Turnpike is usually fast but it was too slow for ne that awful day.

| had al nost conme abreast of Staten Island when the horrible realization cane to me that | had no
pl ace to go!

Tor pedo knew nmy phone nunber at M ss Pinch's. And furthernmore ny wel come at that apartment woul d
be very violent.

Driving in that stinking truck, my head spun in a quandary. Then Apparatus training took over. CGo
to the | east expected place. Go to the place where one m ght get protection

H S MOTHER!

She woul d defend ne, that was for sure! She hated her son

The Coethals Bridge |lay just ahead. | turned off the New Jersey Turnpike onto it. | went down the
Staten Island Expressway |like a fired cannonball. | got across the dizzy heights of the Verrazano
Narrows Bridge and was shortly speeding up the Queens Expressway.

Roundi ng corners on two wheels, | rocketed toward safety. | slamed on the brakes before the house
and
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| eaped out of the steaming car. | raced up the steps and pounded on the door

The hul ki ng nonster of a wonan recogni zed nme. | crowded past her into the hall. In a voice |I was
careful ly keeping from sounding hysterical, | told her that her son was after me with intent to
kill.

She nodded, seeming to understand. She went up the stairs and was gone a bit. Then she | eaned over
t he bani ster and beckoned. | went up
Apparently the roomat the top of the stairs had once been Torpedo's. He had painted bars on the

wi ndow pane. The bedstead was cold iron. A portrait, a photograph, hung on the wall. The man in it
had a crooked, leering face. It was autographed:

To Tor pedo,

my best con

J. Q Coni kul, Ph.D

Hi s prison psychol ogi st!

Ms. Fiaccola pointed to the closet and indicated | should enter it.
A POUNDI NG OF FEET ON THE STAI RS

TORPEDO
"Where is the son of a (bleepch)?" he was screaming and | realized he had seen the car
"Torpedo!" she said. "You want a kill. You're going to get one!"

Hi s nother was beckoning himup to the room Her right hand was obscured in the folds of her
skirt.

He was snarling and agitated. But he was obeying.

Firmy, she pushed himinto the roomand made himsit down on the bed.

She made a shushing signal with her |eft hand and

184

L. RON HUBBARD

file:/lIF|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt (67 of 142) [8/31/03 1:26:05 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt

then used it to gesture at the closet. "He's in there," she said. My hair stood on end!

H's nmother lifted her right hand. She was hol ding his | eopard, the sawed-off shotgun!

She pushed it vertical at his chest as though to force himto take it.

He reached out to grab the breach

Wth a quick novenent, his nother lowered it so that the barrel was against his chin from bel ow
SHE PULLED BOTH TRI GGERS

The noi se was deaf eni ng!

The whol e of Torpedo's jaw and head hit the ceiling!

Hi s nother wi ped off the triggers with the hemof her skirt. She curled his dying fingers around

t he guard.

She then opened a drawer and got out sone gun cleaning materials and put them on the bed.

Then she stood back. "Ever since you been out of the Federal pen," she said to the dead body, "you
tal k psychol ogy, psychol ogy, psychology. So | read up. Now you got some psychol ogy, you no-good,
filthy, rotten philanderer of corpses! |I hope the devil nakes you read psychol ogy the rest of
infinity!"

She turned to nme and beckoned ne out of the closet. "You witnessed it. He was cl eaning his gun and
it went off, wasn't he?"

| nodded nunbly.

"So that's the end of nmy no-good, carrion-{bleeping) (bleep) of a son. And a pleasure it is to see
himlying there dead even without the twenty-five thousand i nsurance |I now get."

Only then, at that very nonent, was the brutal truth borne in upon ne.

Tor pedo had fail ed.
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| personally would now have to handl e the whol e situation

The fate of Earth, of Rockecenter, of Lonmbar and the entire Voltar Confederacy depended upon one
haggard and worn frail reed, Apparatus Oficer Soltan Gis.

And it was nore vital than ever to renpve the vicious Countess Krak.

As | went out into the night, | shook ny fist at the sky. "By all the stars, by all the Gods and
Denons of the firmament," | cried. "In spite of what you are doing to ne, | nust prevail! Do what
thou wilt, | shall still terminate that awful woman!"

A deadly oath.

I meant it!

PART FORTY- SEVEN

Chapter 1

I did not have too nuch noney. | could not go back to Mss Pinch's and endure those wonen.

| drove to nidtown Manhattan and abandoned the manure truck on a side street. Lugging ny bag and
viewers, | made nmy way to a hotel | had noticed at tines in the past. It was a wi no hangout,

shabby and dirty, the lobby littered with coll apsed human wecks. The very place to hide out, for
here they didn't even bother to sort the living fromthe dead.

| got a roomwith a cracked wi ndow, cracked washbasin and cracked fl oor. Cockroaches swar ned,
thriving on the renmains of a soiled carpet.

| shoul d have been exhausted, but | was not. | had too nuch to do.
Despite the | ateness of the hour, | got out pad and pen and sat down at the rickety table. One
must be orderly, one nust do things by the textbook. | must be careful and precise, for only in

that way was | ever going to bring about the dem se of the Countess Krak

I wote down the Apparatus fundanental nusts:

1. PREPARE A BASE BEFORE YOU ATTACK

2. HANDLE YOUR TROOPS BEFORE YOU ATTACK

3. PLAN BEFORE YOU ATTACK
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4. GATHER WEAPONS BEFORE YOU ATTACK

5. PI NPO NT OBJECTI VES BEFORE YOU ATTACK

6. TI ME EVERYTHI NG

I knew you had to do these things in exact order. Geniuses, |long since, have worked these things
out. If an organi zati on such as the Apparatus has the prine duty of undermining a civilization, it
must be thorough. One must nmake the maxi mrum anount of trouble for the maxi mum nunber of people for
the m ni mum nunber of reasons. That rule holds good for governments, for governnental

organi zations and for government officers and agents. Even on Earth, which is primtive about such
things, the FBI and others adhere to these maxins totally. So | knew | was being w se.
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So | took up number five first. That was the easy one. The prinmary objective was the Countess

Krak. | knew that very well fromlong and bitter experience.

As to nunber one, | had ny base in this hotel room

As to nunmber six, | |ooked at my watch and carefully noted the hour, mnute and second and put
t hem down.

Suddenly, | realized that | was not taking these in perfect order. | got a grip on nyself. |
shoul d be wor ki ng on nunber two, handling the troops.

The only troops was ne. | fully realized that now Bury and Torpedo and even Madi son had fail ed
me. | was entirely on nmy own.

What was the nmatter with the troops?

Vener eal disease. What with goats and dogs and Torpedo, this was obviously the case. Wile there
was no sign of it, in every text you read on nmilitary matters it is a problem Good.
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Determined to do things right this time, | let first things be first. Even when they were second
on the Ilist.

To handl e the troops required rest. | carefully noted the tinme as required in nunber six and went
to bed.

Bright and early | got up, brushed the cockroaches off ny clothes and dressed.

Marching with bitter determination, | made nmy way to a phone kiosk in the | obby and | ooked up VD
clinics. There was one close by. | made an appoi ntment and was pronptly there.

I was the first in and | got quick service. | laboriously filled out a card. A young doct or

wi thout looking at it, sat down in the interview roomwhere | had been placed. He said, "All this
is in confidence. You can talk freely. Wat synptons have you noticed?"

"None," | said. "It is sinply inevitable."

"\What have your contacts... you know... been?"

And here | could give himreal information. "I have been in contact with a horrible blond wonman, a
fiend in human form that treats life as if it were chaff. It is all her fault. She is five feet
nine and a half inches tall. She hypnotizes everybody!"

"How | ong have these contacts continued?" he said solicitously.
I counted it up rapidly, using nmy fingers. The first tine | had collided with the Countess Krak
was in Spi-teos about half a year before Heller came along. She had nurdered an agent who sought

to grab at her sexually. "Thirteen nonths," | said.

"How do you know you got it from her?" he asked

"She forced ne intoit," | said. "If it weren't for her | would never have had any associ ation
with dogs or goats or |lamas from Peru."
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He was shocked, as well he might be. He held up his hand. "Ch, | think we had better not even
waste tinme on exam nations. This sounds pretty desperate. Nurse! Bring the big tray quick!"

And thus began a treatnent course which |asted the better part of ten days.

| endured it because it just showed all | had suffered at her hands.

First there were the antibiotic shots, seven kinds. Every one of themwas agony. | hate needl es!
Then | stoically endured a harrow ng experience in which ny body tenperature was raised to 106
degrees whil e under medication

Next, when | was able to get around again, | got neoarsphenan ne-606. The doctor told ne that it
killed one in every ten thousand and | half expected to be the one. It would show peopl e what she
had put ne through.

Finally, a bright day cane. | had hardly any nmoney left. | had | ost many pounds. The doctor was
reviewing the last series of tests.

"Null,"” he said. "You now do not have the faintest sign of anything. So the whol e course has been
very successful. You have been very lucky, really, since there are strains about today which do
not respond to any cure at all. Now let ne give you one solid piece of advice: Do not ever have
any physical contact with that wonman ever again. And term nate any association with her as soon as
possi bl e!'"

| promised himearnestly to adhere to his advice. | would get on with ny term nation of the

Count ess Krak now, as soon as | was able to conplete my program
Gods, what that woman had put ne through
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Chapter 2
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The next part of the canpaign was "3. PLAN BEFORE YOU ATTACK. "

Accurate planning requires data. Accordingly, | brushed the cockroaches off my viewers to see what
the nost horrible nonster in the universe was up to now.
They were still in Virginial

Heller and the two retired Greyhound bus drivers were sitting in the spring sunlight. Heller was
in shorts, getting a suntan in a deck chair. The two drivers, with their collars open and caps on
the backs of their heads, were drinking what |ooked like mint juleps and playing cards under an
awni ng nearby. Loafing at ny expense!

The | and yacht and other notor home were parked in an L in a grassy field with their awnings out.
The blue-m sted nountains were plain in Heller's sight.

The roar of an approaching notor caused Heller to |look up a forest road. It was the jeep, |eaping
all over the place with Bang-Bang at the wheel. The Countess Krak was in the front seat.

Suddenly | realized her viewer was blank. (Bleep)! That was because | had her activator-receiver
and 831 Rel ayer here and | was probably four hundred miles or nore away!

The jeep skidded to a halt. Heller rose and went over. He hel ped the Countess Krak out. She seened
tired. He led her over to a reclining deck chair. A stewardess came running up with a tray and
cold drink.

The Countess Krak patted at her npist face with a
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handker chi ef and took the drink gratefully.

Hel l er sat down. "And how goes the training on young Rockecenter?"

"Well," she said, "I am nmaking progress. |'ve got himso he'll bathe in water instead of nud. He's
st opped maki ng grunting noi ses and scratching his back agai nst posts."
"Well, that's sonething anyway," said Heller. "But aren't you using a hypnohelmet? | shoul d think

you could do it with that pretty fast."

"I"'mtrying to train himso he doesn't becone a robot," said the Countess. "So | have to preserve
his basic personality. But so far, he won't do anything a pig won't do. He just plain won't sit at
a table and | et any other diner have anything to eat—he keeps pushing themaway with his nose. At

first | just thought it was early behavior environnmental influence, but now l'mafraid |'mup
agai nst heredity—a famly trait."
"Well, you're making progress. W could | eave soon."

The Countess Krak frowned. "That's the trouble, really. He won't abandon his pigs."
"Ch, is that all?" said Heller. "Bang-Bang, conme over here." Bang-Bang cane over and hunkered down
on the grass, nursing a tall Scotch and ice the stewardess nust have given him "Now, why don't |

just have Bang-Bang here call lzzy and tell himto rent half a dozen pig trucks?"

"I"'mafraid they're county pigs" said the Countess.

"Well, we could have Bang-Bang tell lzzy to just buy them And we could also have |zzy buy a pig
farmup near New York, maybe across the river in New Jersey. | snell pigs every time | go by
there.”

The Countess said, "Dear, that's a beautiful solution. But let's not bother poor |1zzy: he gets so
upset
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when he can't get things exactly like you want them The phone is working again so why can't Bang-
Bang just nake the calls right from here?"

"Well, okay," said Heller. "You're the captain on this voyage. But if we short-circuit 1zzy, how
do we pay?"

"Why, " said the Countess Krak, brightly, "just put the pig trucks and the pigs and the farmon ny
Squeeza credit card, of course."

Bang- Bang | eaped up. "It's wonderful to have that card. What would we do without it? I'Il get on
the phone at once.”
Angrily, | thrust the viewer away. That wonan! That fiend! Mudur Zengin would get down to the | ast

penni es of the cash left in his hands and then that half-mllion-dollar Swiss certificate would be
forfeit. Maybe it had al ready happened!

She was just doing it to ruin ne.

They woul d be coming north now.

I nmust get on with the next item of ny program w thout del ay!

PLAN BEFORE YOU ATTACK

I nmust have steel jaws open and ready to snap. And those jaws nust have teeth!

Chapter 3
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| went over ny basic outline. Apparently | was a little bit out of sequence. If one is going to

attack, one nust have sonmething to attack with. It is no good, | discovered, to do a plan to use a
tank and then have no
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tank to gather. So | had better pay sone attention to "4. GATHER WEAPONS BEFORE YOU ATTACK. "

Al right, what weapons could I gather? |I |ooked around. | didn't have a tank. This was going to

require real brains.
My eye happened to |and on an ol d, decayed scrap of newspaper sone cockroaches were tow ng

possessively across the floor. | took it away fromthem It said "... 'S MORALITY I N QUESTI ON. "
It was an onen.
MORALI TY!

I well knew Voltar custons were different. The trenendous |ife expectancy there neant that one had
to be pretty sure who he or she was marryi ng before taking the plunge: otherw se one could be
stuck with an unsuitable partner for a century and a half. So it was quite usual for a nan and
wormen to |ive together for anything up to two years before tying the final knot. The only way you
could get a "divorce" in the Confederacy was by finding the other partner guilty of bigany or
adultery and getting himexecuted, as the penalty for these was death. So marriage was a totally
fatal step

But Earth custons, | knew, were quite different. One was expected to take the plunge w thout any
data at all on the other person. They frowned heavily at |oose living, no matter how much they
practiced it.

It was a weapon.

Instantly, | shook the cockroaches out of ny clothes, dressed and rushed to 42 Mess Street.

Madi son was sitting at his desk. H s sincere and earnest face was sonmewhat overcast with cloud. |
realized | had arrived in the nick of tine.

"How is it going?" | said

"Smith," said Madison gloonmly, "we're not getting

front page the way we should. The Whiz Kid went into hiding in Kansas. It was a m stake."

"What's this fixation on Kansas?" | said.

"That's Jesse James country. We're still follow ng the Jesse James i mage pattern, of course.”
"What's the state of norality in Kansas?" | said.

"Morality? That is the Bible Belt. Bunch of hypocrites. Very hot on norality."”

"Good," | said. "Now open your ears, Mdison. The Wiiz Kid is leading an immoral life. He is

living with a wonan to whom he is not narried!"
Madi son | ooked at ne and blinked. Then he cupped his chin upon a pal mand thought. Suddenly he

smled |ike the sun coming through the clouds on a stormy day. "I think you nay have an idea
there, Smith. Not very pro. Not polished, of course. But it is definitely a germ?"

| didn't want to hear any nore about gerns. | |eft quickly.

I went back to the wino hotel. | am sure any self-respecting spider gloats when he has spun a web
to trap flies coming his way. | turned ny viewers on

For some tinme | only got a flare on Heller's screen. Then suddenly it went off. He had alighted
fromthe | and yacht.

They were headi ng north!

The view | had was of the very service station where the gawky country boy had taught Heller al
about cars on his original trip to Washington.

And there was the gawky country boy hinself, staring w de-eyed at the huge | and yacht.

Then suddenly the gawky country boy canme forward and | ooked closer at Heller. "YOU" he cried and
stood standing there with his jaw dropped.

"Hello," said Heller. "How s business?"
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"Good golly! Whereja get this big notor hone? That's the flashiest vehicle | ever see!"

Heller said, "I think ny girl stole it."

"CGosh!" said the gawky country boy in awe. "You |look |like you nade it real good!" Then he | ooked
behind the | and yacht, his eye sweeping down the long | ength of the convoy which had now pul | ed
of f the highway and stood waiting their turns, evidently, at the punp. "Wo are all these other
peopl e?"

"Call themny nob," said Heller
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"Hol y snokes! You nmean you're a big-tinme gangster now with a nob and everything?"

Hel l er said, "You got diesel for all these trucks?"

"You said it."

"And sone water for the pigs?"

"PI GS?" cried the gawky country boy, staring at the convoy.

"Sure," said Heller. "W're taking themfor a ride. They're squealers.”

Bang- Bang' s voice as he approached: "Wat's this about gangsters?"

Heller said to the boy, "Let nme introduce Bang-Bang Ri mbombo, the nbst notorious car bonber in New
Yor k. "

"Gosh!" said the boy, punping Bang-Bang's hand. But the rental trucks down the |ine were honking
their horns. The boy hastily began to refuel the |and yacht. Bang-Bang gave hima hand. In a voice
that barely reached Hell er, Bang-Bang said, to the boy, "Wen did you neet the boss?"

"Years ago," the boy said. "I'mthe one who gave himhis start. And | ook at hi mnow"

The Countess Krak cane into Heller's view. She was runmaging in her purse. | realized in horror
what
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she was about to take out: to pay for all these hundreds of gallons of diesel fuel, she would use
my Squeeza credit card!

| turned the viewers off hastily.

But never mind, flies. The web is spread and you are flying straight into it.

The attack mght be slow but I was sure it would be deadly. | knew Madi son. | had seen the gl eam
in his eye. This would be a kill
Chapter 4

Sure enough, the very next norning, Mdison had front page:
VWH Z KI D SURRENDERS TO KANSAS PQOLI CE

EXTRADI TI ON
PROCEEDI NGS
WAl VED

VWH Z KID TO BE
ARRAI GNED | N NEW JERSEY
After hectic weeks of hiding fromthe clutches of the law, Wster today surrendered..

198

L. RON HUBBARD
DEATH QUEST
199

I knew that Madi son was just setting his stage. While | was not quite sure what he nmeant to do, |
had a return of confidence.

Both Heller's and Krak's viewers were functional, now that they were within a two-hundred-mle
range.

They were wal king around a farm apparently in New Jersey since the country was very flat. Yes!
Krak | ooked across a stretch of water and there was the skyline of New York City!

Rockecenter's son, Delbert John Il, was racing about the rental trucks, shouting "Hello," and
"You're here," and "Look at your new honme" to the pigs inside. Then he sped excitedly to sone
concrete buildings, raced in, raced out. He cupped his hands agai nst his nouth and nmade a sort of
squeal i ng noi se and gave a signal to the trucks.

Apparently the drivers dropped gangways, for here came an absolute torrent of pigs!

Like a traffic cop, the boy was shunting theminto the pens. Finally, he closed sonme gates, waved
to the pigs inside and canme beami ng over to Heller and the Countess Krak

"Ch," said Delbert Second, "Ah'mgoin' to love it here. Jus' snell that breeze fromthe ot hah
fahns. What a beeootiful arona of pigs!"

"Hey, Bang-Bang," said Heller, |ooking around to where Bang-Bang was | eaning on a post. "I don't
see any house."
"That's how come we could get the place," said Bang-Bang. "It burned down. | took it up with Twoey

and he said it didn't matter. He'd sleep in the pens."

"No," said Heller. "That won't do."

"I't's just fahn with nme," said the boy. "These yere

two men that cone with the place and nme will nake out great."

Hell er |1 ooked at two very dirty men who stood nearby, evidently Arnenians. They were noddi ng
brightly.
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"Dear," said the Countess in a low voice, "I think we had better |eave themthe | and yacht."
"They'd ruin it," said Heller
"No," said the Countess. "I will have to be com ng back and forth to continue his training and

can't work in a pigsty: trying to do that has been the trouble. Now, this has been a good crew
unenpl oynment is high and they'd just be out of work. So we will just |eave the drivers and
nmechani ¢ and stewardesses here to ook after the vehicles and the boy. It isn't costing anything,
as | can just have Bang-Bang call M ke Mitazi one and have himcontinue their wages and any farm
expenses on ny Squeeza credit card. W can sinply take the jeep back to the office."

"Well, all right," said Heller. "But they'll need the jeep to operate this place."

The Countess | ooked at himand then sniled brightly. She beckoned to Bang-Bang and they went

i nside the | and yacht.

The rental trucks, job finished, had departed. Heller made sone arm signals and presently had the
two retired Greyhound bus drivers, the nechanic and the two aged stewardesses around him

I watched bitterly. As a Fleet officer he didn't have any idea at all of firing people the way you
are supposed to do in business.

"You' ve done a great job," said Heller

They all sniled.

"Whul d you like to stay on and take care of the vehicles and the boy?"
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They cheer ed.

"1"I'l also see that you get a voyage bonus of a thousand apiece,” said Heller

They cheered | ouder.

I wondered if | could stand any nmore of this.

The Countess Krak cane out of the |and yacht wi th Bang-Bang. "Quess what," she cried. "We're in

I uck! Just today M ke Mutazione got in an al nbst brand-new Rolls Royce Silver Spirit. And he's got
a real English chauffeur that used to work for a lord. | can use it to commute back and forth to
finish the training. We're only a fewniles from Newark and he's sending it over this evening. A
bargain, too, only fifty thousand dollars. But that doesn't natter, as it goes on ny credit card."
| knew | had left the viewer on too |ong!

| paced back and forth. Mudur Zengin would be in a frenzy with all these bills conming in. My
security deposit must be going up in snoke.

Ch, | had to get this handled for nore reasons than one!
The trap | had laid absolutely HAD to work!
Chapter 5

Because it had been |l ate, they stayed the night at the farm settling the boy in.

Madi son had his front page:
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VWH Z KI D REFORMS

JO NS WASP PURI TY LEAGUE

"No nore crinme," was the startling statement of the notorious outlaw, Wster, as he depl aned,
handcuffed, in Trenton, New Jersey. (See photos page 8.)

"While hiding out," he said, "I was a paragon of virtue. | realized crine did not pay. And when |
was approached by an officer of the WASP Purity League on the plane, | instantly signed the
pl edge. "

Judges in both Kansas and New Jersey breathed a sigh of relief. Judge Hanger of the Suprene Court
stated, "When an outlaw such as Wster can stand forth pure and noble and vow such a vow, there is
new hope for American youth."

Wster, the only man in four centuries to steal an American city..

I was not quite sure which direction this was going to go. But | knew Madi son by now. He was on
the trail of something hot.

| vigilantly watched the viewers, hoping that Heller or Krak would pick up a paper or soneone
would call it to their attention

They rode that norning to the Enpire State Building in the Rolls Royce Silver Spirit. A solem
Engl i sh
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chauf feur courteously opened the door and said, in cultured accents, he would send their baggage
up.

Hel I er and Krak ascended and wal ked down the halls. He opened the door with the jet plane on it
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and for an instant | thought sonebody nust have been in anmbush and that they were being attacked
O all the peculiar, screeching noises!

It was the cat!

It sprang, yowing, into Heller's arns, sprang off, sprang into Krak's arns, |eaped into the
center of the roomand ran in circles, making wild noises the whole tine! Wiat a fuss! It took him
mnutes to finally consent to be held by Krak and petted. Wat peculiar conduct for a cat: they
are so al oof and di sdainful. Could he have nissed then?

But | had no tinme to ponder that. Here cane lzzy! | have sel dom seen himso wild with excitenent.
Wth no preanble, no hello, Izzy cried, "Have | got news for you!" He was waving | egal docunents
i ke banners. "Sit down. You won't be able to stand this standing up."

They sat down. |zzy pranced before them "Mami e Boonp has sold Atlantic City! She unloaded it on
the Crown Prince of Saudi Yenen! He has been slavering to get a chance to get his hands on M ss
Anericas. Now he can have his pick of themyear after year. OCh, what a busi nesswonan Mani e Boonp
turned out to be! She sold it for cash with plenty of operating expenses avail able and sone ot her
properties the Crown Prince already had. He's honoring the staff contracts and has retained Mam e
Boonp as president and general nmnager."

"Ch, that's great!" said Heller

"Mami e Boonp is a smart wonan," said Krak

"No, no, that isn't the good news. Cone with nme!"
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He went tearing out. They followed him Heller managed to steer himinto the Silver Spirit instead
of a cab and they went roaring uptown at |zzy's excited directions.

They were on Central Park West. |zzy pointed to an underground entrance and they drove into a

spaci ous garage. He got out, still beckoning. He pushed theminto an el evator
When the el evator stopped, |zzy did not open the door. He said, "Now, you will remenber when
said that Mss Joy was far too beautiful to live in an office. Well, that's oh, so true. Part of

the price the Crown Prince paid was ei ght posh apartnent houses in Manhattan. Now LOOK!'

He t hrew open the el evator door

They were pzing at a roof garden. A vast expanse of cultivated paths and plants with areas gl assed
in.

lzzy took themover to the edge and threw out his arns. And there before them many stories bel ow,
| ay Central Park.

He didn't give themany tine to | ook. He was rattling a ring of keys. He rushed to a tall glass
door and unl ocked it.

Before them spread a pillared interior. The colums were light tan and around them coil ed desi gns
inglittering stones, edged and banded in gold. The floor was col ored marbl e squares. The
furniture was scrolled and curving. A very posh place. Like a pal ace!

"Fifteen roons!" said |lzzy. "Surrounded by so nmuch roof garden it takes three gardeners to keep it
up. And the whol e next floor below for servants and storage. Do you like it?"

"Beautiful!" said the Countess Krak

"I't's your home," said |zzy.
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Chapter 6

The foll owi ng day, | brushed the cockroaches off the table and put down the stack of papers.

Madi son had front page again:

NEW JERSEY GOVERNCOR PETI TI ONED BY PURI TY LEAGUE

VWHI Z KI D CASE BEFORE GOVERNCR

Wth mass denonstrations (see photos page 12) and aval anches of tel egrans, the governor of New
Jersey was pleaded with today to have clenmency in the case of the notorious outlaw, Wster, known
as the Wiz Kid.

Different variations of the story appeared in all the papers. It was national press.

I knew it would be on TV and radio. The WASP Purity League has real clout.

I watched the viewers to get a reaction fromHeller and Krak.

They were very busy nmoving into their garden penthouse. The Porsche had been put in the garage and
under the charge of the chauffeur and Heller was trying to explain to himhow come this Porsche
didn't burn
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"petrol" but blocks of asphalt and didn't need refuelling nore often than once a nonth. The
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chauf f eur was bei ng doubtful but if the naster said so about the Porsche, that was fine, as it was
German and who could tell about them But when Heller suggested changing the Silver Spirit, that
was different: it was an English car and a proposed change of its notor in any way woul d have to
be passed upon by the Archbishop of Canterbury before it was done. And did the nmaster know that
the first Rolls autonpbiles had | ocks on their bonnets and only the conmpany had a key? No? Wl |
he thought Heller m ght not know, being an American. So the Rolls would do better to just go on
being a Rolls, and guzzling gas or not, tradition was tradition, right? Not to be flouted.

The Countess Krak was having better luck. 1zzy had caught her with a broomin her hand and, a bit
reverently, had taken it away from her and steered her into the "Etruscan Sal on" where she was
faced with a horde of donestics fromwhich to choose her staff. Izzy explained the need of three
gardeners, a butler, a chef, a second cook, two housenen, a chanbermai d, two security nmen and,

| ast but not least, a lady's maid for herself. He apol ogized that he could not presune to choose
her staff.

So she was involved with picking themout, only to find that they had al ready been screened, that
there were just exactly twelve people who just exactly fitted the posts naned. So she "chose" them
and I zzy instantly handed the broomover to a housenman and they all pronmptly went to work under
the eagl e eye of the butler.

| still watched to see if they would pick up a paper

The Countess was driven over to New Jersey to do sone training of the son

Heller was trying to put his "study," or den, to rights and stow his things.
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The only other thing that happened was that his tailor arrived to nmeasure himfor his uniforns. It
appeared that there would be a reginental ball in a couple of days and Heller, though an ROTC
menber, seemed to have negl ected to get any uniforns.

Bang- Bang was on the scene, giving the tailor sonme tips. It seened that an officer of the

ROTCW ster was a second |ieutenant, being a senior—and an officer of the U S. Army wore the same
uni forms except for a shoul der patch which was green with a red bar, a gold torch and had ARMY
ROTC letters on it in white.

"I haven't rubbed ny brains raw and nmarched nmy legs to nubs to have you com ng out |ooking like an
Arny bum " Bang-Bang expl ai ned, and proceeded to give the tailor the subtle tips that sonehow
converted the uniform wi thout changing its colors, slightly in the direction of a "self-
respecting Marines officer.”

Well, | thought, they are busy today. Maybe they will | ook at the papers tonorrow.

Tonorrow cane. Sure enough, Mdison had nore headli nes.

VWH Z KI D PARDONED

GOVERNOR ANSVEERS NATI ON'S PRAYERS

It was announced tonight to cheering throngs that Wster, the Wiz Kid, has been pardoned

uncondi tionally by the governor of New Jersey.

The gl ad news was cel ebrated by torchlight parades. (See photos, center spread.)

"It is not that | yielded solely to the pressures
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of the WASP Purity League," the governor said. "It is obvious that the young nan has reforned and

is, in his owmn way, a saint. Besides, Atlantic Cty was not given to Nevada but has been returned
to the territorial jurisdiction of New Jersey by its new owner, the Crown Prince of Saudi \fenen,
in a special treaty agreeing to |l et New Jersey tax collectors in, providing they also promse to
use their bribes in ganbling."

Actually, | didn't much care for the story. Alot of the papers sort of went overboard on how t he
Wiz Kid was nmerely the victimof environnmental underprivilege-ment and was at heart a sterling
exanpl e of noral probity. Several nentioned the redeem ng factor that not a single shadow of
sexual immorality blotted his past.

| watched the viewers anxiously to see if there was any reaction to this. | even sat up the whole
evening, glued to the screens, hoping that in sone unguarded nmonent sonebody woul d nmention that
Hel | er had been par doned.

They were at the reginmental ball. It was a very colorful affair, held beneath the draping flags of
the New York Reginent Arnory. A military band was trying to play hot pop

Hel l er was resplendent in his uniform Nobody seenmed to know him which was not strange as this
was the first contact he had ever had personally with the ROTC. They probably thought he was sone
ROTC second |ieutenant from Boston, as one officer asked himhow things were, up that way.
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The Countess Krak was resplendent in a white silvery evening gown that nmust have cost ne ten

t housand bucks, (bleep) her. The nmen she was dancing with seenmed absol utely overwhel ned, gazing at
her, the idiots. The wonen were nore sensible: they had daggers in their eyes.

Col onel Tanc, whom | eagerly hoped would instantly arrest her or do sonething else to bring her
down, nerely bowed, his face quite red, a nodel of proper decorum

I was quite put out by the affair. Those uniforned popinjays and the enpty-headed belles that
swar ned around the reginental ballroom including their senior officers, were just too plain
stupid to realize they had a pair of extraterrestrials dancing in their mdst. How were things
goi ng in Boston, indeed! How were things going on Voltar was nore like it. Had Lonbar asserted
Grand Council control as yet? Did | have ny orders to kill then?

They didn't nmention a single word about the pardon

The next norning Madi son again had his front page. He was really batting high

VWH Z KI D HONORED BY WASP PURI TY LEAGUE

H GH APPO NTMENT

G VEN AT PARDON

CELEBRATI ON BANQUET

At a fund-raising dinner |ast night, the age-old tradition of the WASP Purity League was broken
unani mousl y.
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An outlaw, Wster, the Wiz Kid, guest of honor, was appointed to high-official rank

In the appoi nt nent speech, the President of the WASP Purity League, Agatha Prim said, "It is ny
privilege to appoint Gerry Wster VICE-President in Charge of |Intolerance. W have exanined this
fromevery side and can find no slightest hint of real msconduct in his past. He is an unstained
kni ght who has never stooped to gratify gross sexual appetites. H s theft of Atlantic City can be
| ooked upon as a gesture of protest against vice and ganbling and evil."

The di nner, attended by everyone that mattered in the Four Hundred, raised funds for the Campaign

for Suppression of Puerto Ricans, whose sexual licentiousness has |ong been a target of the
League.
The Whiz Kid, in accepting the appointment, said, "I have never raised so much as a finger in |ust

inny whole life. | shall inmrediately use ny influence to prohibit the Sinmons Mattress Conpany
from maki ng doubl e beds. "

I held nmy breath. Wiile Heller and the Countess had been carousing at the reginental ball, did
they at all suspect what was going on in the real world of the nedia?

| clanped on to the viewers. The Countess and Heller were having a |leisurely breakfast in the
spring sun on the garden terrace of the penthouse. The butler appeared to serve Heller nore
Bavarian Mocha M nt. There was a newspaper on the tray!
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The Countess sighed. "I have to go over to New Jersey apin today. | have to wash ny hair every
time | go over there to get the smell of pigs out."”

"How s it going?" said Heller, sipping his nocha.

"Well, one thing worries me a bit. Mdst of the time Twoey is all right but there's sone kind of
vi ci ousness hidden in his makeup that | can only suppose nmust be hereditary."

"Such as?"

"When people get in his way, he begins to mutter that human bei ngs ought to be sent to the

sl aughter pens."

"Hey, that's too |like the Rockecenter family," said Heller. "It nmight be dangerous to | eave himin
charge of the planet."

"Well, there's one saving grace, darling. He thinks the sun rises and sets on his brother, Jet.
He'll do anything you say."

"Wait," Heller said. "I know he seens to like ne but |I didn't think it went that far."

"Ch, yes. You're very charm ng, you know. And al so, strangely enough, ever since he net |zzy,
Twoey is absolutely terrified of doing sonmething that |1zzy does not |ike."

"Whoa, " said Heller. "Much as | admire him this is the first tine | ever heard of anything being
terrified of 1zzy Epstein.”

Very primy, the Countess said, "Wll, it's a fact!"

Hel | er | ooked at her suspiciously. "Dear, are you sure you aren't tanpering with Twoey's basic
personal i ty?"

"Me, Jettero?" she said.
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Oh, she might fool Heller. She might blind the rest of the world with her innocent face and
extreme beauty. But she didn't fool me. | saw through her plot at once!
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She was preparing a puppet enperor for Earth just so she could go hone and get narried! Wnen wll
stoop to anything to gain their foul and despicable ends. She was even putting up with pig aroma
just to eventually get her own way!

The newspaper |ay negl ected when they left the table. I knew Madison. It was really just as well
that they did not suspect the trap he nust be baiting.
The very next day, | could not buy all the papers. My nbney was running out. And it was a shane

not to have every single front page, New York and across the world. For that sterling, priceless
Madi son, doing anything to retain his front page, as | knew he eventually would, sprung his trap
The story was absol utely gorgeous!

Headl i nes! Big ones! d aring!

VWHI Z KID NAMED | N PATERNI TY SU T

FARMER S DAUGHTER SUES FOR $2 BI LLI ON!

Attorneys Dingaling, Chase and Anbo today filed a two-billion-dollar suit against Wster, the Wiz
Kid, on behalf of Maizie Spread of Corn-hole, Kansas, stating paternity out of wedl ock had been
mal f eased

Al'l eging that the notorious outlaw continuously rolled her in the hay while hiding out on her
father's farm to which he came a year ago, the innocent girl said, sobbing, in a press conference
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attended by all nmedia, "I could not resist his wiles. In nmy innocence | did not understand that he
was not really trying to protect nmy mlk-white conplexion fromthe sun by lying on nme. | didn't
get knocked up for five nmonths but now, nuch to ny enmbarrassment, |I'mall swole up with child."

The Whiz Kid could not be reached for comrent. Hi s attorneys, Boggle, Gouge and Hound, said that
they were not avail able for comrent.

Runmor is rife that the Wiz Kid has fled to Canada, a fact regarded by | egal experts as tacit
acknow edgrment of guilt.

Oh, what a story! And the other papers, particularly the sexier ones, went into wild orgies of
description of what had happened. One even pictured the Wiz Kid as dancing in the nmoonlight with
rabbits all around and shouting to them "Cone, come! Let me protect you fromthe sun! Wth fifty
strokes!"

SCANDAL!

The trap was sprung!

Chapter 7

Eagerly | hung on to ny viewers to witness the inevitable bl owp. The Countess Krak was prone to
j eal ousy. One glinpse of that paternity story would blowthe lid off. She might sinply | eave him
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| watched while they breakfasted. | watched while the butler laid the paper on the table. |

wat ched while they got up and were helped into their coats. | saw them | eave their penthouse condo
wi t hout ever a backward gl ance toward that paper.

Oh, well. Sonetimes the radio was played in the Rolls Royce Silver Spirit. And this norning, news

bul l eti ns about the suit were coming on every fifteen mnutes: Madi son was doing a nasterly job of
cover age.

But this norning, the Countess Krak told Bang-Bang, who was riding in the front seat while she and
Hel ler rode in back, to put "a good tape cassette on" and he, of course, left to his own choi ce,
put on the Italian opera Rigoletto, where everybody kills everybody and even drowns themin a sack
still singing. It wasn't the kind of blood | wanted.

At the office, Heller sat down at his big white desk and put in a call to Florida. Right in front
of him folded, |ay the norning papers.

The Countess Krak sat down on the armof an interview chair, watching himpatiently. R ght in her
line of view were those fatal newspapers, folded up but avail able.

Hell er apparently had a | ease line to Cchokeechokee and he went into a | ot of chatter about sone
regul ation they'd come up agai nst down there about the allowable heights of stacks in swanps. It
seened that a "propul sion stack” had to be at |east five hundred feet high to get "inpulsion."
"They've got to blowrings," he said. "Big green rings of spores. |If they are not propelled high
enough, they won't reach the stratospheric winds. One goes every ninute and if the stacks are any
shorter, the perfection of the ring will foul and the resultant tunble wll
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i npede successive firings. They have to be five hundred feet tall."

The contractor at the other end was very unhappy with Florida regul ations but said that was what
t hey said.

"They sell sunshine down there," said Heller. "Wth all the soot and gases in the atnosphere, it's
getting pretty dim Put sonme pressure on them Make them see that it's good sense to clean up the
world's air."

"Good sense has nothing to do with it," said the contractor. "It's just what's witten in the
little books the Florida State |Inspectors carry. But I'Il tell you what | will do: I'll send a

| awyer to Tall ahassee to talk to the governor. Maybe we can get a waiver on the regulation.”
Heller had to be satisfied with that. He clicked off and | ooked up. He saw the Countess was still
sitting there. He said, "lIsn't your class ready?”

"Yes, dear," she said. "Al fifty of them sone of themthe country's best electronic engineers.
You didn't give ne the notes you nmade | ast night."

"Ch, I'msorry," said Heller. He reached right across the newspapers to an attache case, opened it
and brought out a sheaf of notes. He handed themto her

She gl anced at them and then gave him a kiss and wal ked out the door.

She went down the hall and halted at a sign which said:

Power, Power, Power, Inc.

She strai ghtened her jacket, opened the door and wal ked in

The | arge office had been converted to a tenporary classroom It was filled with men of various
ages, ranged

in school chairs. They all rose respectfully. The Countess Krak wal ked to the platform and

bl ackboar d.

An el derly man had been addressing them But now he surrendered the platform saying to the group
"I will nowturn the class over to Mss Krackle."

The men all appl auded politely.

The Countess put down the sheaf of notes on a table. "Gentlenen," she said, "you have been

enpl oyed as engi neers for Power, Power, Power, Incorporated. | amprivileged to be able to address
sonme of the top electronic and power engineers of the planet. Sonme of you have been sel ected for
your abilities in foreign | anguages as well.

"Far be it fromnme to tell you, who are experts in the field, howto do your jobs. | amsolely
here to relay to you certain technology, that with which you will work."

She | ooked at her notes. "The beam ng of power fromcentral collection stations to distribution
units and then to consunption absorbers by m crowave accunul ators and reflectors may be, in sone
respects, newto you."

She turned to the board, chalk in hand. "If we regard power as a stream of water which yet can be
beaned and focused, we can see that a central collection station in a country nmay receive the
power froma source and then deflect and focus it to subreceivers which, in turn, can focus it
upon consunption units." She began to draw a pattern upon the blackboard, giving flow |lines.

It cane to ne with a shock that she, using Heller's notes, was |aying out a standard pl anetary
power-col |l ec-tion-and-di stribution system using m crowaves.

That the Countess Krak would be lecturing so | earnedly was not nmuch of a surprise for she was
simply relaying material .
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VWhat got to ne was that here was a whol e new i nsidious plot I had not even been aware of. | did
not ask nyself what they were going to use as a power source, although that was a nystery. All
knew was that if she was genning experts in on mcrowave-relay technol ogy of power, Rockecenter's
enpire mght well be in the soup! Sonme of his billions depended upon burning fossil fuel—eil and
coal +ocally and inefficiently to furnish power expensively and profitably to industries and
hones. So what if, as the environmentalists said, Rocke-center practices were wecking the

at nrosphere? The environnentalists were missing the whole point! The action was PROFI TABLE and t hat
was ever yt hi ng!

The Countess Krak was furthering an insidious plot to destroy Octopus! And that plot was very far
advanced, even to the point of hiring and training engineers to build and install equipnent!
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That wasn't chal k she was hol di ng as she copied Heller's drawi ngs on the bl ackboard. That was a
dagger ained straight at the heart of Rockecenter and, through him at Lonbar Hisst! If
Rockecenter's grip on the planet relaxed, we mght no | onger be able to export drug amunition to
Vol tar!

(Bl eep) her!

This had to be stopped!

| looked back at Heller's viewer. He was just sitting at his desk drawi ng up nore notes,
translating Voltar technology into Earth terms.

There lay the newspapers with the fatal story, conpletely neglected!

After half an hour, the Countess Krak came back into his office. | was willing her, straining ny
neck nuscles, to get her to pick up that newspaper

Hell er | ooked up. "Did it go well?"

"OfF course, dear," she said. "Your notes covered all their questions. |'ve turned the class over
to Professor Gen. | think it will take thema month or two of class-work to review all their own
texts and reconcile the systens. They have to shed sone preconceptions, but they'Il nmake it."
"Well, I"msure you can take care of that," said Heller. "It's just a matter of their shedding a
few prejudi ces about energy."

The Countess reached across the desk to the newspaper! She picked it up! | really held ny breath.
She went over to the bar and got a can. She put it in an opener

She spread the newspaper on the bar. She dunped the contents of the can on it.

The cat junped up and said "Meow' and began to eat.

The Countess Krak picked up her purse. "I'mgoing over to New Jersey now. "

She gave hima kiss on the cheek and wal ked out!

The only one reading that newspaper was the cat!

I ground my teeth!

Then | knew what it was. It was a policy they nmust have. A conspiracy! You could only be happy on
the planet if you never read newspapers or listened to the news. And while this was perfectly
true, it gave themno |license to gang up on ne.

That beautiful story was failing!

She was going right on helping Heller to underm ne everything worthwhile: MONEY

Bet ween the two of themthey were going to salvage life on this planet! GCh, the villainy of it!

I knew | would have to act!
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Chapter 8

After considerable pacing, | went back and read the story again.
I NSPI RATI ON

No sooner conceived than acted upon. | nust attack

| brushed the better part of the cockroaches off nmy coat and with determined stride made ny way to
the subway.

Fifteen mnutes later, | stood before a shabby building. It had a porno store on the first fl oor.
It had a massage parlor on the second. The |ocal chapter of the National Association of Menta
Stealth was on the third floor. It was the fourth which | wanted.

| went up the stairs.

| set ny jaw grimy.

| strode into the offices of Dingaling, Chase and Anbo.

| was about to unleash the nost terrible weapon ever devised: the Anerican | egal systen

There was no receptionist. | wal ked right through the enpty waiting roomand into the second

of fice.

A bal dheaded man with foxy, shifting eyes | ooked up froma scarred desk. He rubbed his hands. He
said, "You been run over? You slip on sonebody's floor? W're the very people you want to see." He
rai sed his voice, "Chase! Anbo! W' ve got a custoner!”

Two ot her doors opened. Two ot her bal dheaded nen with foxy, shifting eyes rushed in
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"I''mhere on the Wster case," | said.

They | ooked very alert. Chase then approached and patted me over to make sure | wasn't carrying a
tape recorder or gun.

"For or against?" said Dingaling, the first man.

"Against," | said firmy.

They pronmptly got me a chair and all three hel ped ne sit down.
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"You're from.. ?"

"I amsure," | said firmy, "that Mdison nmust have retained you on behal f of Mizie Spread."
They | ooked wary.

"I am Madi son's boss," | said. "My nane is Smith. You can check with himbut do not tell himl am
here. "

Chase vani shed. | heard hi m phoning. He cane back and nodded to the other two.

"There's a real suit here," | said.

"Ch, cone, conme," said Dingaling. "It's just a publicity retainer, M. Smith. A maxi num harassnent
in the nedia. The usual thing. An attorney firmlike ours does it all the tine."

"There's noney to be nade," | said.

"Ch, cone, conme, M. Snmith," said Anrbo. "You know full well that this Wster has no noney."
"There is sonething Madi son neglected to tell you," | said. "There is a real Jerone Terrance
Wster."

They frowned, perpl exed.

"He has millions, even billions available," | said.

They stiffened and stared.

"The man Madi son put you on to is a double. The

REAL Wster lives in a ten-nillion-dollar penthouse on
Central Park West, has a domestic staff of twelve and is
driven to his posh office in the Enpire State Building in
'a Rolls Royce Silver Spirit."
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They were absolutely fl abbergasted. They plied me with questions and | answered. '

They began to nutter, "A real case!" "A defenseless mllionaire!" j

"If you serve your suit subpoena on the real Jerome | Terrance Wster at his penthouse at five
o'clock this after- | noon as he conmes hone, you're on the way to making a f fortune!"

| gave them further details.

When | left, they had made a ring and were dancing round and round in the office, shouting in
hysterical joy.

Chapter 9

Five o' clock found me glued to the viewers.

The Countess Krak in the Silver Spirit had picked up Heller at the office.

They drove into the garage.

They ascended in the el evator.

Hel I er unl ocked the door at the top and stepped into the snmall hall. The Countess Krak was ri ght
behi nd him

A shabby man in a shabby overcoat with a shabby hat pulled over his eyes stepped out from behind a
potted pl ant.

"Jerome Terrance Wster?" he said.

Hel | er stopped.

The man shoved a court sunmmons into his hand. "You are duly served in the matter of Spread vs.
Wster" he said and then bolted down the fire escape.

"What is it, dear?" said the Countess Krak

"I don't know," said Heller, "but he al nost got hinself shot.'
The Countess Krak took it from him

She read a short distance into it.

She went white.

Then suddenly she marched into the salon, across it, to her roomand sl amred the door!
| had connect ed!

Hel | er stood there, rooted.

Then he went to her door. It was | ocked.

He started to toss the paper aside.

"Dear," he said through the closed portal, "could you tell ne what this is all about?"
She was lying on the bed face down with the | egal paper crunpled in her hand. She was crying!
"Dear," he called. "Is there sonething wong?"

He kept at it and half an hour passed before she ceased to cry.

"Go away, " she called at |ast.

For quite sonme tine, Heller wal ked around the con-do and the garden. He tried several nore tines
to get her to talk to himand each tinme he fail ed.
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At length she replied through the cl osed door. "Go away! You lied to me. You had a woman after
all!" And then she wailed, "You got her pregnant!"”

After that she would say no nore

Oh, | really withed in glee. Wiat a hit! This would finish everything.

Al'l my confidence in nyself canme flooding back. | had saved the day! Rockecenter could go right on
polluting to his heart's content. Earth could properly go to Hells, heat up and flood. Ch, | was
really jubilant.

In a sudden surge of optinmism | decided that if | was successful here, | mght now soar to higher
successes.
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I was out of noney. Cone norning they would boot ne out of the wino hotel for failing to pay the
rent.

| decided to chance it. If ny luck held this good, | could go back to Mss Pinch and Candy wi t hout
getting f nmy brains beat in. !

No sooner said than done. | packed up. Burdened, | sneaked down to the | obby. The clerk was not at
the desk. | threw down ny key and wal ked out into the street.

It was not too nmuch of a hike, fromwhere | had stayed, uptown and east of M ss Pinch's.

Laden, | went down the basenent steps and rang the bell. The area |light came on. Mss Pinch opened
t he door.

She just stood there, |ooking at ne, no expression on her face at all.

Shortly Candy, curious, came up behind her. She stared at ne, too.

Over her shoulder to Candy, Mss Pinch said, "Get the insect spray. The deadly kind."

I flinched. | thought she neant to kill me. She was staring, staring, staring.

Candy brought the spray can

To me, Mss Pinch said, "Stand right there and take off all your clothes."”

I 1 ooked down. It was just a couple cockroaches crawing on ny chest.

| stripped. They put nmy clothes in a garbage bag, spray flying all the while.

They made nme take my hardware and papers out. They put everything else in a garbage bag.

They sprayed nme from head to foot.

They sprayed all ny papers and hardware.

Dead cockroaches were lying all over the place.

They swatted a couple that had tried to run for it into the house.

They took all the clothes | had taken with me and ny grip and carried themto the incinerator in

t he garden, doused themwith lighter fluid and touched a match

They pushed ne into a shower with disinfectant soap

At length | cane out, red-eyed but del oused.

I opened the closet and got a bathrobe fromthe anple wardrobe | had | eft behind.

It suddenly struck ne that neither one of themhad said a word to ne!

Maybe this wasn't over with yet.

The door to the front roomwas closed. | heard them whispering to each other. Were they planning
to do something vicious to ne?

| sat there in the back room worrying.

M ss Pinch and Candy cane in. They had on ni ghtgowns and bat hrobes. | flinched.

"I don't really feel up toit,"” | said.

"Just as well," said Mss Pinch. "W wouldn't let you do it anyway."

Oh, Gods, maybe they thought | had a disease. | had better not tell them| was clean. But | had to

know how come this strange shift? "Wy?" | said.
"We might nmiscarry," said Mss Pinch.
"M scarry?" | said, blinking.

"Yes, we're both pregnant," said Mss Pinch
Cold terror gripped ne by the throat!

The whol e room spun around ne! | was totally disoriented! | wanted to tell them no, no, you're
all mxed up. It was Heller who got girls pregnant.

"I'"ve never been in Kansas!" | wail ed.

But they were both gone. And all that night, | lay in the dark, spinning.
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Now and then | would say to the walls, "I amOficer Gis. | amnot a conbat engineer. My nanme is
not Heller. | amOficer Gis. Mss Pinch is not Maizie Spread. This is New York. My nane is not
Heller...."

It was a very terrible and eerie experience.

Chapter 10

Apparently, once the nmedia had gotten its teeth into sex and scandal, Madison could just sit back
and | oaf.

| stole enough quarters out of Pinch's purse to buy the norning papers.

VWH Z KI D EXPELLED FROM PURI TY LEAGUE

PUBLI CLY DENOUNCED

From her padded cell in her psychiatrist's office, Agatha Pri mtoday announced that the Wiz Kid,
Wster, had been fired as VICE-President in Charge of Intolerance and expelled fromthe WASP
Purity League.

" "Unlicensed lust can be tolerated only by professional psychiatrists,"” she said.

It went on. It was in other papers. On TV news shots, clips were shown of the Wiz Kids

nom nation to
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post, the denonstrations which caused his pardon, and other bric-a-brac, ending finally with
Agat ha Prim bei ng wheel ed off for her next electric shock

Radi o spot ads were running every hour inviting the public to a mass neeting at the League
headquarters to forma | ynch nob.

A fanmpbus parson was al so spot ad-ing to invite people to his sernon, "Low How the Sinners Fall.'
The governnent said that it was investigating to see if the Wiz Kid owed i ncone tax.

The United Ki ngdom caused a total furor in the afternoon press by announcing it was debarring the
Whiz Kid entry to England on nmoral grounds. This included Canada. That he had never been there,
they said, was beside the point!

I turned on ny viewers to see how Krak and Hell er were taking this.

Krak's | couldn't tell nmuch about. The viewer had a watery tinge. She was evidently still in her
room and her eyes were wet from crying.

Hel | er was sonet hing el se.

He was just entering the office of Multinational. 1zzy rose fromhis desk and shooed ot her people
out and cl osed the door. Heller sat down. He spread out the crunpled suit paper on |zzy's desk:
Hel I er rmust have recovered it froma trash bin, the way it | ooked.

"What the blast is this?" said Heller

lzzy read it. "It's a civil suit," he said. "They evidently got service on you."
"What" said Heller, "is a civil suit? It sounds awful uncivil to nme."

"I't means you have to appear and go to a jury trial," said |zzy.

"But it's a pack of lies!" said Heller. "I never even
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heard of any Maizie Spread. | don't even know where Cornhol e, Kansas, is."

| zzy opened up one of the stack of newspapers he had on his desk. It contained a full-page photo
of Maizie Spread lying in a haystack with her legs apart. lzzy turned the page so Heller could see
it closely. The girl was fat and honely. "You' ve never seen her before?”

"Absolutely not," said Heller

"Well," said lzzy, "that just neans the legal systemis up to its usual tricks. Anybody can sue
anybody for anything in this country and usually does. There's a whol e segnent of the popul ation
that nmakes its living just suing anybody for anything they can dreamup. It's pretty brutal. Way
back, one millionaire naned Howard Hughes—a very famous flier—ended his days in hiding just
because peopl e kept suing him There's thousands of people out there who don't dare wal k around in
publ i c because people they never heard of are trying to sue them and nake t hem spend their whole
lives and fortune sitting in courtroons. And, of course, the press always backs it all up because
it's full of Iies and such and makes good copy."

"Look," said Heller, "I want this cleaned up fast."

"Ch, heavens. That is the one thing that won't happen. This suit will go on for years and years.
That's the | egal system”

"It sounds //legal to nme," said Heller

"You have to understand how it is," said lzzy. "The lawers want all trials as slow as possible.
That way they can nake millions out of them"
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"An honest |awyer could end this," said Heller

lzzy | aughed hollowy. "You just don't understand this |egal system The operative word is MONEY
The only way a | awer can nake a fortune is to sue people
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for millions and split the court award with his client. The courts award those mllions, too. Now,
the defense attorney of such a suit can only nake noney by dragging it out and bl eeding his client
white for fees."

"Any honest government would stop such nonsense in a mnute," said Heller

"Listen. The legislators and congressnen are nostly |awers. They are the ones who nmake the | aws
that regulate the conduct of courts. So of course they will pass no real legislation that will cut
the awards and fees to their coll eagues: when they finish office, these sane legislators will be
right back there practicing | aw again and woul d be unable to becone nmillionaires overnight with

i nsane suits and crazy fees. No, you've fallen into the legal soup, M. Jet. Like quicksand or the
New York sewage system They've got service on you. You have to appear. And neanwhil e the press
wrecks your reputation and even if you win, it will be years fromnow and you will be out

m | 1ions, maybe bankrupt."

"Hey!" said Heller. "Nobody can live in a society like that!"

"Listen, M. Jet, only the buns win in a society like this. A spectacul ar, conpetent fellow like
you hasn't got a chance."

"I'n anot her place | know, " said Heller, "anybody who tried a swindle like this suit would be sent
to prison and the attorneys right along with her."

"Well, that's not here, M. Jet. And that's why | never |et you connect your name to any of these
corporations. You're a good guy. That's why, when all this first began, | bought you a ticket for
Brazil and told you about the place where they only have ants: not a |lawer in the |ot. But now
we're into a legal mess and we have to have a | awyer."
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"We've got to do sonething," said Heller. "I'lIl give this paper to Philup Bl eedum of Bl eedum

Bl eedum and Drayne, one of the corporation attorneys," said lzzy. "He can file an appearance and
torts and wits and stuff. | won't let you talk to himas |I don't want you any nore depressed than
you are. |I'll be sure to operate the device that can see the future on the nmarket |i ke mad because

we wWill need nmillions just to defend this. And maybe five or six years fromnow, it will be over."
"I can't wait that long."

"Ch, it probably really won't be that long," said lzzy. "Usually in such a suit, especially when
it is false, vexatious and harassing, the defendant has to file personal bankruptcy |long before it
is over, as he cannot possibly pay his own attorney fees."

"lzzy," said Heller, "are you just being your usual pessimstic self?"

"Oy, M. Jet! I'mtalking about the |legal system Know ng what | do about the ruination it is
built around, | thought | was being optimstic! | didn't mention possibly going to jail for
contenpt and | osing the whole thing for not appearing in court."

"This could weck ny whole mission," said Heller despondently.

"That's all the legal systemis designed to do," said lzzy. "Enrich the |l awers and bums and ruin
everybody el se. But cheer up. An atomic war mght intervene and settle everything."

"Wth a |l egal systemas insane as that, they deserve it," said Heller and left.

That alarmed me a little bit. And then | realized that he hadn't packed any atomic bonbs | knew of
in his suitcase

But this interview had gotten ne thinking.

Yes, | knew anybody on this planet could sue anybody for anything and often did.

Supposi ng M ss Pinch and Candy took it into their heads to sue ne over their pregnanci es? Double

j eopar dy.

| could see nyself on the run, hiding out in wino hotels for years trying to avoid service of
suits, sitting in nusty courtroons for nonths being worked over by attorneys |ike Dingaling, Chase
and Anmbo.

I was guilty as Hells. That nade ne cheer up a little bit. If | was really cul pable, they would
find me innocent, of course. Only the innocent were ever found guilty.

Then | saw that the Countess Krak was still in her room crying as though her heart woul d break

It cheered ne enornously.

Little did | know the next horror com ng ny way.
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I was about to get the anvil's view of the hanmer.

PART FORTY- El GHT

Chapter 1

For three days Madison let the paternity suit boil along. The sex-and-outlaw thene really got its
pl ay. The farner's daughter, Mizie Spread, was on prinme-tinme national TV, giving diagrans of
where and how and about how nmany tinmes and even offering to denonstrate. It was POPULAR

Hel  er was wal ki ng around di stractedly. The Countess Krak stayed in her room M ssion Earth had
been brought to a HALT!

But there was a danger that activity on their part mght start up again. | phoned Madi son

"We've got a hit," said Madison. "When that suit gets into the courts, it can run for years. The
climax will come when she clains he got other menbers of his gang to rape all the |livestock, but
that won't be for weeks yet."

"I noticed one of the papers let it drop to page three today," | said.

"Yes, | know, " said Madison, "we're using the Rocke-center lines to have the editor fired."

"But what if the other papers start putting it on page three?" | said. | was learning to talk to
Madi son.

"We'll fire the lot," he said.
"But wait, you can't fire all the editors in the coun-try."

"Yes, | can!" he said.
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"No, you can't," | said.

"Yes, | can!" he said.

"Look," | said. "If you did, you might not have any papers."
"Yes, there's that," he said.

"So why don't you deliver some nortal blow?" | said.

"Mortal blow? | resent that, Smith. Al we're doing is trying to help the fellow out: make him
imortal. W want nothing to do with MORTAL bl ows! Wen we get through, he will be the nost fampus

outlaw of all time. He will live forever in song and story. So don't talk to me about anything
nortal!" He was quite cross.
"You had an editor drop it to page three," | said.

"Yes, there's that,
going to climax it?"

"From the nunber of rolls in the hay |I've seen described in press and on TV, | should have thought
you were al nost out of clinmaxes."

"Ch, pish, pish, and tush, tush, Smth. | see that you are not only no pro at this business, you
al so don't know the depths to which it can be pushed in this legal system | thought you were here
at this morning's conference. | didn't notice that you weren't. So now | see why you're wasting ny
time with phone calls that could be going to important people. I'mnot going to go over the
briefing again. Just |ook at tonorrow s press. Goodbye."

Nobody answer ed the phone when | rang back. He was probably just sitting there glaring at it and
letting it ring. O he was phoning some judge to tell himwhat to decide on sone case.

I was wrong on both counts. Wen the next norning cane, it was very obvious that Mdi son was,

i ndeed,
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climaxing it. Banner headlines! The layouts nade the paternity suit ook like a notice for a
church social. The story:

VWH Z KI D SUED BY DESERTED W FE!

ADULTERY ALLEGED

SEl ZURE OF WHI Z KI D ASSETS ORDERED

Di ngal i ng, Chase and Anbo this nmorning are filing suit against Wiz Kid Wster on behalf of Ms.
Toots Wster, nee Switch, alleging the grounds of adultery with Mizie Spread.

Under community property |aws of Kansas and New York, Dingaling, Chase and Anbo are ordering al
the Wiiz Kid' s assets frozen pending divorce settlenent.

To a hushed assenbly of all nedia, the tearful Ms. Wster, in wi dow s weeds, sobbed out her
pitiful tale. "He abandoned nme," she said. "For a whole year | did not even know where he was. And
now |l find he was rolling in the hay with that Mi zie Spread."

he said. "But Smith, you're not a pro, worse luck. Did you think I wasn't

I was so delighted I cried out aloud and went prancing around the apartnent. | was sure that this
woul d do it.
| watched the viewers. Krak was still in her room
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Hel I er was wal ki ng di sconsolately in Central Park. Neither one of them showed any signs of having
read the story or seen the blasting coverage this was getting on radio and TV.

Afternoon cane. And Madi son had not waited for another day. He was striking hot iron with hot
iron. The editions carried full photo stories of the background of the narriage.

The girl, Toots Switch, had been a conductor's niece. She was on a train with her uncle. The Wi z
Kid and his outlaw gang had robbed the train. But in passing through the cars, |ooking for rich
men to rob so he could give it to the poor Kansas farners, the eye of the Wiz Kid had |lighted on
Toots Switch. No sooner seen than desired. Warned by the girl's uncle that he would be violating
the Mann Act if he raped the poor girl while they were crossing a state line, the Wiz Kid had
flourished his drawn Colt revol vers and denanded a cl ergyman be found. One was | ocated in the bar
and then and there, under the levelled rifles of the gang, the nmarriage had been perforned. The
sexy details of its consunmation while passing over the Mssouri border would be rel eased on the
nOr r OW.

I ndeed, it was a nmasterstroke.

But Madi son had probably neglected one thing: the real Wiz Kid!

Still seeing no sign that either Krak or Hell er—who had now gone to his office—were aware of this
new devel opment, | rang up Dingaling, Chase and Anbo.
"Have you served the real Wster?" | denanded.

It was Dingaling hinself. He said, "Qur process server got cold feet. The last tine he served
Wster he saw the fellow carried a gun and al nbost drewit. So we are

waiting to collect a backup teamfrom Police Inspector 'Bulldog' Gafferty."

"Listen," | said, "I thought service could just be done by mail or something."

"There are many ways," said Dingaling. "The nost conmon is to serve a nenber of the househol d.
This is perfectly legal and sonetines the nenber of the household forgets to give the paper to the

defendant and you win by default. But the place seens all |ocked up, the butler isn't opening the
door, and so we were going to get Gafferty to help."

"You don't need Grafferty," | said. And | gave Dingaling sone terse and precise directions.
Pinned to the viewers, | watched avidly.

About an hour later, there was a knock on the door of the Countess Krak's room

She lifted her tearful face off the bedspread. She said, "Go away."

"It is 1, maam" cane the butler's voice. "There is a nman at the door who says that he nust see
you personal ly."

"Tell himto go away," said the Countess Krak

The butler's voice, "I told himthat through the intercom ma'am but he clainms that you will see
him He said his nane was Hisst."

The Countess Krak sat up like she'd been shot.

"Lonmbar Hisst?" she said.

"I think that was what he said his nane was,
ma' anf"

"CGood Heavens," said the Countess Krak, and Lords know what mnust have been swirling through her
head. Then she said faintly, as | knew she would, "You better let himin."

cane the butler's voice. "Shall | let himin,
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An interlude. Then an authoritative rap on the door. The Countess Krak opened it.

St andi ng there was the shabby man in the shabby coat with the shabby hat pulled over his eyes. He
thrust a paper at the Countess Krak

"You're not Hisst," she said.

"Madam as a nenber of the household of Wster, | give you this. He has been served." He jamed
t he paper into her hands and fl ed.

Confused already by the fal se announcenent, she opened the paper

And there before her gaze was the Toots Wster nee Switch suit and all its gory details legally
phr ased.

She took a grip on the side of the door. The paper began to shake.

A wounded cry escaped her |ips.

She read the paper again.
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She had troubl e wal ki ng back into her room

She just stood there for a while, her head hangi ng down, a posture of betrayal and blighted hopes.
She let the paper fall to the floor

She wal ked toward her bathroom and then stood there, propped agai nst the door, a hand across her
eyes.

Then she turned and stunbled to her tel ephone. She pushed the buttons. She got them w ong and
pushed them agai n.

"President Manmi e Boonp here," cane the voice.

"Mani e," said the Countess brokenly, "he was already narried."

"Ch, ny God!" said Mam e. "Oh, you poor dear thing! Well, Jesus Christ, that's the way with
sailors."”

"Mani e, what can | do?"

"Do?" said Mamie. "Well, honey, you don't want to be messed up in that. They lie. You pack your
bags,

honey, and you cone down here where your friend Mami e can | ook after you. The place is knee-deep
inmllionaires. Arab princes, too. You just come down and cry on Mam e's shoulder and I'Il get

you through it sone way."

"Al'l right," wept the Countess Krak

She hung up. A young worman in a naid's dress had entered the room "Did you call, nma' anP"

O her staff were at the door.

"No," said the Countess. "Yes. Pack ny clothes."

She stared a long tinme at the phone.

Oh, it was a nortal blowall right. | was beside nyself with glee. | knew she was debati ng whet her
or not to call Heller at his office and tell him good-bye.

She must have deci ded against it. Listlessly, she pushed a button that opened up a phone nunber
book. She pressed an automatic dialling letter

"Bonbucks Teller Central Customer Purchasing," a voice said.

The Countess Krak dully gave the number of the Squeeza credit card. Then she said, "I have to go
to Atlantic City."

"Quickly or in a leisurely fashion?"

"I't doesn't matter."

"WIIl you be staying long? Is it a round trip?"

"It doesn't matter."

"Wuld you like to go by bus? By train? By |inousine? By helicopter?”

In an introverted, weeping voice, she said, "If | only had my own ship | could go hone."

"Well, nadam |'ve just checked your credit rating here and it's unlimted as always. | had a note
here just this nmorning... Yes, here it is. The Morgan yacht has just cone on the market. It is two
hundred feet,
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twin screw, fully found and ready to go to sea. She has roll and pitch stabilizers, five salons,
two swimmng pools and gold fittings in the owner's cabin. At Atlantic Cty she could lie in the
Gardner's Basin Maritime Park quite close to the casinos or cruise about to other anchorages in
t he nunerous bays. It would save you the fatigue of having to live in one of those casino hotels.
The captain and crew were protesting being paid off. My clerk here on the other phone says the
ol den Sunset—that's her nane—eoul d be standing by off the Hudson Harbor, 79th Street Boat Basin
in about an hour if that's suitable."

"I't doesn't matter," said the Countess Krak

"Well, very good, na'am |'Il give the orders for the sale transfers and all that to be drawn up
in our |egal departnment and assign an adequate allowance fromyour credit card to care for her
expenses and she will be standing by for you. It is a pleasure to be of service, ma'am And | hope

the nice sea voyage will relieve your tedium" He hung up

I was on the verge of fainting. How nuch did a yacht cost? And hadn't | heard that Mrgan had once
said that if you had to wonder about how nuch the upkeep of such a vessel was, you didn't have any
busi ness owni ng one?

| was certain that | had just seen ny half-million credit card guarantee, that had been held by
Squeeza, go up in a puff of funnel snoke.

I was torn between the glee of seeing the Countess Krak crushed and the horror of know ng that
Mudur Zen-gin was quite likely to do anything villainous he could think of now

| watched the viewer but there was nothing much to see. The Countess Krak was just sitting there,
staring at
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the floor. Only in her peripheral vision could | detect her lady's maid packing up her clothes and
the fatal |egal paper |lying, wal ked upon occasionally, in the center of the rug.

But fate was not through playing with ne that day. Stamping on ne would be a better term Fate was
getting ready, as the hours passed, to do a ghoulish dance step

The Countess Krak's baggage had been shifted to the 79th Street Boat Basin by cabs. The white
expensi ve I ength of the resplendent yacht was standing by in the river, and two fl ag-streani ng
speedboats were curving ashore fromher, throwing fans of spray, ready to pick up the Countess,
her baggage and her nmamid and carry them away.

It suddenly occurred to ne that she could shortly be out of range of the activator-receiver. She
woul d be on a yacht and nmight take it into her mnd to go anywhere, and | had no way to keep tabs
on her. Well, never mnd. Maybe the yacht would blow up and sink. | had to | ook on the brighter

si de of things.

Just as the grizzled old captain in all his gold braid was gallantly assisting the listless
Countess to step into the speedboat, | heard the front door of the apartnment open

| covered up the viewers. | did not go out.

A certain amount of fear had been with me since ny return to the apartment. M ss Pinch and Candy
were not talking to ne but their whispers to each other, | was certain, boded no good.

And | was right.

M ss Pinch and Candy had not taken off their coats. They came in. Mss Pinch was taking off her

gl oves.

They both sat down.
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"Listen, you," said Mss Pinch, severely, "we have to talk."
"What about?" | said in fright.
"The children when they are born," she said.

"No, wait," | said. "Rockecenter sends anyone who gets pregnhant to his abortion clinic. There's no
reason both of you can't go. You'll get fired if you don't."

"That's just it," said Mss Pinch. "Psychiatric Birth Control is for the (bleeps). So all they say
of childbirth nust be as well. W are deternmined to experience the joys of notherhood. There is

only one way we can't be fired."

The hair began to rise on the back of nmy neck. It always did when she fixed her eyes on ne like
t hat .

"Candy and | are agreed," said Mss Pinch. "There is no other way."

"Than?" | pl eaded, expecting the worst.

I got the worst.

"You have to marry us,

said M ss Pinch.

Chapter 2

When M ss Pinch brought nme to by throwing a glass of water in nmy face, | sat there transfixed,
eyes staring sightlessly.

| tried to speak. | tried to tell myself ny name was not Heller. | tried to tell Mss Pinch that
her name was not the Countess Krak

Apparently, | wasn't nmmking any sounds at all

Candy said to Mss Pinch, "He seens to be stricken dunb, Pinchy. Let's have a bite of supper and
let himrecover a bit and then you can tell himthe rest of it."
They went off.

| sat there.

After about half an hour, Mss Pinch canme in. They had apparently fini shed supper but she stil

had a fork in her hand. She used it to prod me into the living room Defensively, | sat down on
the sofa. My legs wouldn't hold me up very long. | knew nbre was com ng

Candy said, "Let's put himin the nood." She went to the clanshell stereo and put a platter on the
turntable. "I'msure you renenber this song," she said. "You played it the first tinme you raped
us."

The song started up, very enotional crooning:
Sweet little wonman,

Pl ease marry ne,

Man and wi fe together
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How happy we will be.

And then we'll have sone ki ddies,

Maybe two or three,

So here's the ring and there's the church! Ch, cone, ny honey be!

I found ny voice. "Turn it off!" | begged. | felt | knew what this was, now. A sadistic and evi
revenge for all the favors | had done for them

She turned off the record but in doing so turned on an FMradio station. It was punping el ectronic
pop music. You couldn't understand the words, so that was better.

"You nust think," said Pinch, "that we're trying to
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do you in, Inkswitch. This is not the case. It is a sinple arrangenent. You narry us and then we
won't get fired if we have these babies. W can show that we are actually married. Be reasonable,

I nkswitch. "

| sat there, still stricken

"Il tell you what we will do," said Mss Pinch. "You have signed quite a few blank invoices. So
the original noney of yours is alnpbst intact in that safe." She pointed to where it stood, covered
now so as to look like a rock weathed in sea foam "You're always bl eating around about noney."

I flinched at this reference to goats.

Mss Pinch smled thinly. "If you give us your word to go through with this w thout giving us any
trouble at all, no matter what, 1'Il give you the conbination to that safe, and al so you can draw
what ever you want from petty cash thereafter. I will sinply bring it right home to you and drop it

in your lap. That's around sixty-five thousand fromthe safe and unlimted drawi ng thereafter. How
can you | ose, |nksw tch?"

Inkswitch! It was not ny real Earth name. | clutched at a straw and al so at the funds necessary to
make it possible for ne to flee at the earliest opportunity. Still, nmarriage? | shuddered to the
depths of ny soul. | un-clutched.

She saw my hesitation. She said, "W don't want to use the alternative of suing you," she said.
The horror of Izzy's description of the | egal systemreclutched at ny throat.

Words stuck in ny voice pipe. | forced themout anyway. "All right."

"What ?" said M ss Pinch

| realized | had spoken in Voltarian and with a Fl eet
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accent, too! | choked and finally made it in English. "Al right."

She sniled grimy. Candy cl apped her hands.

The only trouble was, Candy did the hand clapping in rhythmto the song that had just cone on. It
was one of those rare nodern songs where one could understand the lyrics. It said:

I'"'mdying, |'mdying, |I'mdying!

I"'mrolling all over the ground. I"'mdying, |I'mdying, |'mdying!

A poor devil that you've downed. |'mdying, |'mdying, |'m dying!

You' ve got ne up a tree!

"' mdyi ng,

"' mdyi ng,

' m dyi ng!

And never nmore will bel

Il and spinning, | got out of the front roomand back to the rear. | closed the door to shut out

the awful electronic nmusic. But the drunbeats kept com ng through like thuds of doom
244
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Chapter 3
It was nmore by chance than design that | saw what happened at the condo. Heller's voice, "Dear?"
The bl anket had slipped off the viewer and |, sitting there, staring with dilated pupils, noticed

that Heller was |ooking into Krak's room

Boxes were thrown about but the place was ot herw se cl eaned out.

The butler was in the door, |ooking very unhappy.

"Where did she say she was goi ng?" denanded

Hel I er.

"She didn't say, sir. Her nmaid packed for her and went with her. But she did not take the car. She
called a fleet of cabs and they | oaded her baggage and left."

"Didn't she | eave any note?" said Heller
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"No, sir. She wasn't talking to anyone, sir. The maid even called the cabs."

"What cab conpany?”

"l don't know, sir. I"'mterribly sorry, sir. She did nake a phone call and at the tine | thought
it must be to you. Gtherwise | would have phoned you nysel f. She seened very crushed, sir. |

t hought perhaps there had been a death in the fanmly."

"She made a call," said Heller. Then he snapped his fingers. "Mani e Boonp!"

He grabbed the phone. He punched the autonmatic button

"President Mani e Boonp here," said the voice.
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"This is Wster. | nmust contact Joy. She's gone."

Mam e's voice was sniffish. "I shouldn't be surprised."”

"Look," pleaded Heller. "Please tell ne where she is or where she will be. | amvery worried."
"Young man, | get pretty tired of you good-tine Charlies. You can push it on the short stretch but
never on the long haul. | think you' ve horsed that poor girl around enough. Now go find yourself a

floozy that's | ow enough for the likes of you and | eave good wonen al one!"

"I don't know what you're tal king about," said Heller

"They never do," said Manmie. "All take and no give. Have you ever even handed over a di anond?"
"No," said Heller. "Mss B—

"I thought not," said Mamie. "Thought the prom se of the little gold ring was enough. Even when
you knew you couldn't hitch up to run double and knew it God (bl eeped) well. The old story!"

"M ss Boonp," said Heller, "if you know where she is, for Gods' sakes, tell ne. I"mout of my mnd
with worry."

"You were out of your nmind to think you could pull a raw stunt |ike that and get away with it,
sailor. She's better off w thout you. And just to keep you fromrun-nin' up the phone bill—since
it's no pleasure at all to talk to a lying, two-tinming cheat—+ do not know where she is except
that she has left you. And that is final. Don't call ne again, you woul d-be bigam st!" She hung
up.

Hel l er stood there. He turned to the butler. "This doesn't make any sense. No slightest idea what
cab company?”

"No, sir. | didn't think it was inportant. Actually,
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the staff thought she was going to her fanmily sonmewhere. She has been crying lately. W thought
soneone was dying."

Hel ler turned to the phone. He called Central Airline reservations. He demanded to know if any
reservati on had been nmade on any airline for Mss Heavenly Joy Krackle. The answer was negati ve.
He called charter aircraft clearance. No such nane on any charter

He called Twoey in New Jersey. No, Twoey knew nothi ng except she hadn't turned up for |essons
lately so he could teach her nore about pigs.

Heller called lzzy. Negative. He had |zzy ask Bang-Bang. Negati ve.

He said to the butler, "She wouldn't touch a train as she hates themand with all that baggage she
couldn't take a bus. She nmust have gone to a hotel sonmewhere in this very city. Now, listen, think
hard. Did anything happen just before she left?"

"Well, yes. A man cane and insisted that he see her. And then the man ran away. Isn't that the
paper there, sir? Under that box?"

The butler picked it up and Heller grabbed it.

He stared at the legal paper. He read it. He stared at it again. Then he crunpled it up with a
savage cl osure of his hand.

"Bl ast them | understand now," he said. He slunped down on the bottom of the bed. Then he said,
"The poor kid. The people who keep this rotten | egal system going should be killed. Ch, the poor
kid." And he was crying.

Chapter 4

After a horrible night, | awke to nore horror

I had had constant nightnmares in which | was Heller being sued by Meeley, nmy old | andl ady on

Vol tar, for counterfeiting a marriage to the dead mistress of the colonel of the Death Battalion
who had been strangl ed by Torpedo.

M ss Pinch was standing there. She was dressed, nost unlike her, in an organdy dress. She had laid
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out a black suit, the kind they bury people in on this planet. The old Jew nust have been a
storekeeper with foresight for including the outfit in my wardrobe.

Li ke an automaton, | got dressed. Sonewhere far off | heard a crackle: it sounded like gunfire in
volley, just like the final grave salute. Mss Pinch said it was just Candy openi ng and cl osing
the fridge. | didn't believe her

W went outside. Arental car, a Datsun, stood at the curb. Mss Pinch got behind the wheel. Candy
cane out wearing a black cape. | hadn't seen Mss Pinch put it on but she was wearing a bl ack
cape, too.

"Ch, we're all too solemm for a wedding day," said Candy and turned on the car radio. It was

pl ayi ng that dying song agai n.

M ss Pinch drove with expertise and speed. She seened to know exactly where she was goi ng and
apparently had been there before. W tooled al ong on
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expressways and soon were out of all skyscrapers and cluttered streets and on the Merritt Parkway.
I had the distinct inpression | was being taken for a ride. But a Datsun isn't a long, black

| i nobusine: it bobs and buckets about. | was reassured, as the jolting kept nme informed that | was
still alive.

"Where are we going?" | said tinmdly fromthe back seat.

They didn't answer.

An hour and a half out of New York, we were |ooking for a parking spot. The signs said we were in
Hartford

Connecti cut

Popul ation 819,432 1/2

The Hone of Colt

Patent Firearns

Now | knew why we had conme there. | was going to be shot.

Inno tine at all we were marching into the city hall, follow ng signs which said Danger Ahead and
Marriage. It was no solace to be told the Danger Ahead signs referred to the traffic departnent.
knew what they referred to. A bunch of frightened nen and gl eeful wonen were standing in a queue
In a quiet, deadly voice, Mss Pinch said, "Al arrangenents were done beforehand by a private
detective."

"I thought private detectives cane after marriage,"” | said.

"Be quiet. Al papers are in order. Al you have to do is say yes."
"Yes," | said.
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"Not here, you dumy. Wien we get in front of the clerk."

The Iine of couples sped forward at an alarm ng rate.

Candy and M ss Pinch took off their black cl oaks. Candy was dressed in a weddi ng gown! M ss Pinch
was dressed as a bridesnaid.

Wth the suddenness of a natural cataclysmwe were at the counter. A gray-headed clerk did not

| ook up. M ss Pinch shoved the papers under his nose.

I looked for a direction to run

There was none.

The clerk said, "DoyouCandylLi cori cetaket hi smant o- beyour awf ul weddedhusband?’

"Yes," Candy said.

"DoyouSul t anBeyt aket hi swonmant obeyour awf ul wed- dedwi f e?"

A sharp instrunent in the hands of Pinch prodded ne. "OM" | said.

The clerk raised a gavel and brought it down on the desk with a sharp rap. He said in his rapid
slur of a voice, "Bythepowersinvestedi nmebyt heSt at eof Connecti - cutl her ebysent enceyout omarri age.
Si gnt hebook. Payt he-cashier.™

Candy signed. Mss Pinch had ny wist clutched. Everything | ooked faint and faraway. | scribbl ed
sonet hi ng.

Two wi tnesses who seened to be on regular duty signed the book. Stanping nmachi nes banged. Copy
machi nes roar ed.

M ss Pinch snapped her pocket book shut.

We were out on the street.

They got in the Datsun.

"Turn your back," said Candy.

"And don't try to run away," said Pinch
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There was a scranbling in the Datsun

"CGet in," said Mss Pinch

| turned around. The girls, right there in the parking lot with everybody | ooking except ne, had
swapped dresses.

M ss Pinch, now in the wedding gown, clrove griiriiy north.

Sonet hi ng was bothering ne. | could not pinpoint what it was. There had been sonething just a bit
odd about that cerenony.

We drove for thirty-five mles. A sign said we were in

Springfield

Massachusetts

Popul ation 167,500 %

Anot her one sai d:

United States Arnory

Smal | Arns

Home of the

Springfield and Garand Rifl es

Now | was very certain | would be shot.

Shortly we were standing before a counter in the city hall. M vision was kind of blurred but I
could have sworn it was the same man that had been in Hartford and | wondered how he coul d have
made the trip faster than we did. But Datsuns are not very fast cars.

M ss Pinch in her wedding dress, although holding a bouquet, yet had a lock on my arm

The clerk said, "DoyouAdoraPi ncht aket hi smant o- beyour awf ul weddedhusband? DoyouSul t anBeyt aket hi s-
wormrant obeyour awf ul weddedw f e? Si gnt hebook. Payt he-cashi er. Next."
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Sonmebody was pushing ny hand to sign. All of a sudden | saw what | was writing:
Sul t an Bey!

I was not witing "lInkswitch"! | was witing the nane | really bore on Earth!
"Wait!" | screaned.

How coul d this be? Pinch didn't know that nane. She thought nmy nane was | nksw tch.
The clerk and everybody was | ooki ng.

"That's the wong nane!" | screaned.

They stared at ne.

"He thought he was in Boston," said Pinch

They all | aughed.

Wth the sharp ends of the bouquet wires penetrating the flesh of ny side, | was gotten back on
the street.
"1 thought | would be married in the nane of Ink-switch!" | wail ed.

"You' ve got a crooked streak in you," said Pinch. "If you wanted us to think your Fed cover nane
was your real name, you shouldn't babble sone outlandish tongue that could be Turkish in your

sl eep and you shouldn't | eave your nost-used passport and birth certificate around. For

conveni ence, we will continue to call you Inkswitch. But don't try to pull sonething |ike that
again! You're very legally married, Sultan Bey."

Sonet hi ng i nside ne snapped. | began to babble. | heard nmyself saying, "My real name is Jettero
Heller."
"Nonsense, " said Candy, |aughing. "Next you'll be telling us you're that other nane you screamin

your sleep, '"Officer Gis.""
"No, Sultan Bey," said Ms. Bey nee Pinch. "Make up your mind to it. You are our |awfully wedded
husband, for better or for worse, and even though you aren't
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much, we'll have to get used to it and so will you. Becone accustoned to the fact that you are now

probably the nost married man on the entire eastern seaboard. The knots are irrevocably tied.
Let's have sone hanburgers and go home."

Chapter 5

In the early dusk of spring, we drew up at |ast before the apartnent which | had left, only that
dawn, a free man.

We went inside. A new surprise had been readi ed. Al ready shocked, | had not been prepared to
behol d anyt hing el se new.
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The whol e pl ace was garl anded. The synbol s of Aphrodite—doves, swans, nyrtle, pomegranate,
clanmshel | s and sea foam-had had added to them arches of orange bl ossons.

And there were two new people there: a girl nanmed Curly with brown eyes and brown hair, a not bad-
| ooking thirty in a conbat jacket; the other a very pale willow thing with a pretty face and soft
i ps naned Sippy, dressed in absolutely transparent gauze.

They had "The Weddi ng March" going on the record player and they showered us with rice and did a
rat her m ncing dance and ki ssed everybody, crying, "Happy weddings to you!"

It was disconcerting. What were they doing there?

I was tired after the long drive and show ng signs of
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strain. | edged over to Ms. Bey nee Pinch. "G ve ne ny noney now," | said.

"Ch ny, dear husband," Ms. Bey nee Pinch said. "There's cake and other things."

"Here," said Sippy, holding out a glass, "try sone of this chanpagne."”

Ex-Pinch and the late Mss Licorice, now Ms. Candy Bey, had their capes off. Curly rolled out a
weddi ng cake on a tea trolley. Wth el aborate gestures quite |ike a sexual approach, she
gesticulated with a knife.

She put ny hand on the hilt. She put Candy's on mine. She put Ms. Bey nee Pinch's fingers
gripping ours and all three of us cut the wedding cake. It had TWD brides on it! The nman, at the
very first thrust of the knife, fell over. An onen?

Then they played some pop nusic and everybody ate cake and danced with one another. | was thirsty
and drank quite a bit of chanpagne. The cake kept sticking in ny throat and | kept having to wash
it down.

I nevitably, they broke out the marijuana. The joints circul ated. Blue snoke began to haze the air.
It didn't help nmy throat a bit.

They were getting quite drunk and stoned. Curly did an inpersonation of Rockecenter at his |ast

personnel inspection, making sure that Sippy was still a virgin and when Curly produced a linp
di shrag, for sone reason it sent themall rolling on the floor with glee, holding their sides.
I took another drag on the joint | was snoking and frowned. | didn't get it. But then, |

phi | osophi zed, drunks will guffaw at anything, especially when they' re high on pot.
Gai ly laughing, quite giddy, Candy rumaged in the record cabinet, told Curly and Sippy the joke
and
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then played "Sweet Little Wnan, Please Marry Me." It was torture to listen to.

| pulled Ms. Bey nee Pinch to the side. | said, "M ss Pinch, give me ny noney now. "

"Adora," she said, drunkenly. "You nust learn to call nme Adora now, dear husband. | amno | onger
M ss Pinch."

"\What ever your nanme is," | said. "Gve nme ny noney now. "

"Oh, dear husband,"” she said. "A nmarriage isn't legal unless it is consummated. Don't you want to
consunmat e the nmarri age?"

"No," | said.

"Aha!" cried Ms. Bey nee Pinch, and | saw she had becone nore than a little tipsy. "Trying to
give yourself a legal out, are you?" She thrust her face into mine. "You know very well that a
marriage that isn't consummated can be annulled.” She turned, "Hey, you girls, listen to this
(bleep)! He's trying to give hinself |lepl grounds to cancel out his marriages!”

Four faces, close to, glared at ne.

"No, no!" | cried, quite frightened. "You told me that if you had sex you night mscarry!"

"You think | didn't think of that?" snarled Ms. Bey nee Pinch. "I knew you'd try to weasel out!
We've got two virgins here, just for the purpose of consummation!"

"Wait a minute," | begged, "this is crazy!"

"Now he's trying to annul it by accusing us of insanity!" shouted Ms. Bey nee Pinch
Candy shook her head. "The courts won't uphold that, dear husband," she hiccupped.
"This guy doesn't know his law," said Curly.

"No, no," | cried, distractedly. "I"'mnot trying to get out of anything. | just want my noney."
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"Ch," said Sippy, in blear-eyed shock. "Did he just marry you girls for your noney?"

"And how wi |l THAT | ook in the newspapers?" cried Ms. Bey nee Pinch

"He trifled with their affections," slurred Curly. "A nonster!"

A vision of Crobe's cellological freaks went spinning around ny head. "I've had enough of
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nonsters!" | shout ed.
"Call us nonsters, will you?" shouted Ms. Bey nee Pinch. "You CREEP!" And she threw a gl ass of
chanpagne in ny face.

"No, no," | cried, spluttering. "This is all a m sunderstanding!"

"Ch, yeah?" said Ms. Bey nee Pinch, "Well, do you adnmit you're narried or don't you?"

She | ooked so ferocious, reeling there, that | got down on ny knees, clasped ny hands before ny
face and said, "Please, please. Please believe ne. | admit, so help me Gods and hope to die, that

I ammarried!"

"Good," said Ms. Bey nee Pinch. "You heard him girls. He knows now he is thoroughly married.
Drink up so we can get on with this 'consunmation'!"

The chanpagne gurgled into nugs, overspilling.

The four of them stood and raised their drinks which clinked together in an apex of armns.

"To a happy married life!" cried Ms. Bey nee Pinch

They guzzl ed down the whole of their nugs, glug, glug, glug, glug!

They threw their gl asses at ne!

| ducked am dst the splintering crash

When | dared to look up fromthe floor where | had been protecting ny head, | was hit by Curly's
conmbat | acket.
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A pair of pants went sailing past ny hair. A shoe hit ne.

I crawl ed under the sofa for better protection. Another version of the wedding march was booni ng
out:

Here cones the bride,

Fit to be tied.

To how many boyfri ends,

Has this chick spread w de?

Here conmes the groom

Arelic froma tonb,

Al'l the guests are | aughing

As he neets his doom

| dared to peek out.

I could see the bottom of the bed.

Feet were twisting and turning, four pairs.

"Ch, you darling!" canme Candy's voice.

"What's going on?" | pleaded, staring. "I'mthe husband!"

"Beat it, buster," cane the drunken voice of Ms. Bey nee Pinch. "This ish OUR conshummati on, not
your sh! "

A chanpagne bottle exploded in a cascade of fizz.

| stared at the bed. A voice floated to nme, "Kiss nme, kiss me, KISS MeE!'"

Anot her chanpagne bottle exploded all by itself.

The foam fl coded across the ravaged cake. The fallen bridegroomtw sted over on his side and then
sank fromviewin the froth, feet first.

It dimMy occurred to me that sonething, | could not figure what, had pushed these girls back
toward | eshianism Possibly it was a hangover of psychiatric
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conditioning. | knew | hadn't had anything to do with it.

Sonet hi ng was troubling ne. | sonehow didn't feel that nmy marriages had been consummated. | felt
nore like a fifth wheel

I went to nmy lonely roomand fell into a sleep raped with nightmares in which | was Heller

pretending to be that clerk in the city halls who travell ed about so mracul ously marrying
everybody. Soltan Gris was in the coffin that Heller the clerk kept using for a marriage cerenony
desk. The Manco Devil even got married to Lonbar Hi sst while Rockecenter, in gales of |aughter
stood in as best man

But what really woke nme up sweating was when a Manco Devil stepped out of the coffin and pointed a
finger at the nmddle of ny forehead. He—er was it a she?—said, "Ask yourself. Is this al
happening to you because you did it to Heller?"

I knew right then, as | stared into the spinning darkness, that things were going to get WORSE
Chapter 6

Never drink al cohol and take dope at the sane tine.
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The result can be near fatal, as | found out when |I :woke to another terrible day.

| heard Ms. Pinch Bey and Ms. Candy Bey preparing to go to work. | crawed out just intine to
catch Adora before she went out the door

"The noney," | croaked.
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Her eyes, as she glanced at ne, told me how awful | nust | ook standing there with the cold air on
my naked flesh. "We can't be late for work after playing hooky yesterday," she said. "There's no
time to gointo it now" She dived a hand into her purse and drew out a few dollar bills. She

tossed themon the floor. "Just so you don't go robbing banks. W'Ill take the other up this
eveni ng." She was gone.

Nervously, | stared after her. Then | picked the seven dollars off the floor and went back to ny
room

A cold shower did not do the | east good. | found sonme aspirin. | took it. It made me feel fuzzy.
Then | began to feel drunk all over again: they say chanmpagne does that when you drink water the
nmorning after. | shouldn't have taken the aspirin with water

I couldn't lie down. | was too spinny and jittery.

| turned on the viewers. Crobe was puttering around a | aboratory, doing sonething with a snake.
The Countess Krak's was bl ank: that was good news for nme, it neant she wasn't within two hundred
mles. Heller was sitting |ooking at an untouched breakfast: at least | had himworried sick
The butler's voice. "Some nen, sir. | think they're fromthe court."

"Well, kick themout," said Heller

"I can't, sir. There's police with them and they've got guns.
The shabby man in the shabby coat with the shabby hat pulled down over his eyes, unable to | ook at
anybody straight, had followed the butler in. He placed an order in Heller's hand.

"He's served!" called the shabby man toward the door. "You can go ahead."

Hel l er read the paper. It said:
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SUPERI OR COURT

Wster vs. Wster SElI ZURE ORDER

To protect all property, rights and assets of the PLAINTIFF, Toots Wster, and to prevent actua
assets from bei ng hi dden under the mask of false or fabricated identity or titles, under the
comunity property laws of this state, said assets shall be frozen by the order of this court
until actual titles can be established.

The DEFENDANT shal |l hereafter and whereas and at once surrender up all bank accounts, assets,
possessi ons real and personal and everything he uses and clainms he does not own.

Superior Court

Hamer Twi st

Judge

Di ngal i ng, Chase and Anbo

"What the blast is this?" said Heller

A heavy voice said, "lIt's a court order and | cone along to be sure it's fulfilled without
trouble. You pulled a gun on the process server the other day." It was Police Inspector Gafferty!
Men were filing into the condo, picking up things and making lists.
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"And what happens if | throw you crazies out?" said Heller

"You get ninety days for contenpt of court," said Grafferty. "Say, haven't | seen you sonepl ace
before? | never forget a face."

"What shall | do?" said the butler

"Fol l ow t hem around and rmake sure they don't steal anything," said Heller. "But first tell the
chauffeur to get out a car.”

"You can't use any cars," said Grafferty. "And you can't live here, either. W're padl ocking the
pl ace."

"What happens to the staff?" said Heller.

"They get padl ocked, too," said Gafferty. "Are you sure we ain't met before?"

Hel I er picked up his hat.

Two policenen stopped him renpved his wallet and took the noney out of it.

Hel l er took back the enpty wallet. He went into his roomto get sone cl ot hes.

"Can't touch those," a court nmarshal said. "You're lucky we don't strip you of themyou got on
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The only thing that stops us is indecent exposure |aws."
Hel I er wal ked out. Just before he got in the elevator, he bunped into the police inspector

Gafferty said, "I know where it was. Police |lineup for sexual offenders three years ago. You got
of f then, but you won't the next tine. I'll see to it personally."

Heller exited fromthe front door of the condo. The doornman didn't salute. Heller wal ked over to
him "l've got to make a phone call. Can you lend me a quarter?"

"I'msorry, sir," the doorman said. "But themwas bailiffs that just walked in. | don't know what
the trouble is, but nobody ever gets out of a court alive. Even a dinme would be at risk. Have a
good day, sir."
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Hell er started downtown on foot. He had nost of the Iength of Central Park to go.

He covered it and entered Colunbus Circle. He went down Broadway, all the way from 59th Street
through Ti mes Square and on down to 34th Street. Then he went the final part of a long bl ock
toward Fifth Avenue and was in the shadow of the Enpire State Buil ding.

He stopped. He took out a piece of paper and, glancing around, put it up against the building and
wote a note. He wote so fast | could not followit.

He wat ched the entrance to the building. He stood there for sone time. A young nan came running
out, probably a broker's runner. Heller paced him At the corner, where the young man was waiting
for a light, Heller stepped close to himand pushed the paper into his hand.

"Don't look at ne," said Heller. "Turn around and get this to lzzy right away."

The young man nust have been fromlzzy's own office. He waited for the light. Heller crossed. He
gl anced back. The young man hadn't foll owed him He was gone.

Hel ler went up the street to the Sukiyaki Bar and Gill. He went in.

A Japanese cane over

"Gve me a glass of water," said Heller

"You no order food? You no order drink?"

"Adve me a glass of water,"” said Heller

"I'"mnost sorry, we don't serve water. |If you broke, go to Salvation Arnmy soup kitchen."

"You like this place?" said Heller

"Yes."

"You don't want this place wecked?"
"NO, sir!"

"Then bring nme a glass of water."
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"I can't, sir. You can sit there. But no noney, no water."

Hel ler waited half an hour. O her Japanese staff passed by, frowning at him New York is no place
to be without noney. | heard sonebody say once that the place was as hard as a whore's heart.
True, by my experience.

I was beginning to taste sone satisfaction in this plight of Heller's. Ch, there was no doubt he
was finished. It was even curing ny headache. Krak gone. Cars gone. Condos gone. Disaster al
around him | began to snmile. This was worth everything | had been put through lately.

lzzy suddenly slid into the seat opposite him He was pretty flustered, his hair untidy, his horn-
ri mmed gl asses askew, his beak of a nose rubbed red.

Hel I er handed himthe court order. "I didn't want to chance anyone following nme to the office.
They m ght not know of its existence. |'ve noticed it before: people seemto know where | am and
where | go."

| zzy nodded. He was reading the court order

"That can't be very legal," said Heller.

"Well, legal is whatever the lawers say it is. They try anything, M. Jet. And usually get away
withit. I'll give this to Philup Bleedum it will take nonths for himto untangle it and years to

settle the case and he's one of the fastest |awers in town. "

"Now to sonething inportant," said Heller. "Wiat did the detective agency say?"

"Well, they've covered all the hotels. No one of that name or description registered. They've
covered the hospitals and norgue. No sign of her anywhere."

"Blast!" said Heller. "The poor kid rmust be really hiding. And from nothing! These suits are just
a pack of lies.™
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"Most suits are," said lzzy. "The total design of the |egal systemis wecking people s lives so
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the lawyers can get rich. The trouble is, this fake Toots Switch doesn't have a dinme. The | awers
just take such cases to get 50 percent of any court award. You can't recover danages from such
people for all the weckage they cause. By the way, they've already been to the office this
nor ni ng. "

"What ?"

"Yes. A court order to attach your salary. But as you don't get any, it doesn't have any force.
They try anything. They don't even have a judgment yet. But you were very wi se not to cone in. As
I was en route here, | picked this up. Have you seen it?"

He handed Hell er a paper. The front-page story said:

VWH Z KI D Bl GAM ST

SECOND W FE SUES

FOR DI VORCE

Di ngal i ng, Chase and Anbo today filed suit in Superior Court on behalf of one Dol ores Wster nee
Pubi ano de Copul a.

Alleging marriage by a village priest to the notorious outlaw Wster, otherwi se known as the Wi z
Kid, while he was on the run in Mexico, the delicate Mexican flower bared her tale of woe to the
assenbled nedia. It was a very pretty tale.

Posing as a revol utionist, the Wiz Kid, according to the suit, stole into the village and her bed
in the depths of a romantic Mexican night and (bl eeped) her thoroughly.

Due to the braying of her jealous burro in the
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next room the village priest discovered themand nmarried themimediately as they |ay wal |l owi ng
in their sin.

Havi ng searched in vain for her outlaw | over/ husband for two desperate, |onely and heartbroken
years, and finding now that he had since married another woman in Kansas, the pitiful, grief-

wi t hered beauty has decided to sue for divorce.

Property settlenments may run into billions.

Hel l er threw the paper back across the table. "Any way to put her in jail?"

"Wth this legal systen?" said Izzy. "The truth is, the cops who cane to your apartment coul dn't
have received the warrant yet. But one or another of these girls before the day is out is going to

swear out an arrest order on you for bigamy. It's a crimnal offense. I'd keep out of sight."
"Look," said Heller, "I don't give a blast about these people. I'"'monly interested in where the
Countess is! I've got to find her!"”

lzzy funbled in his coat. He brought out a roll of bills inches thick. He slid it across the table
to Heller

Instantly, the Japanese waiter arrived with two glasses of water. He went away.

Hel l er was counting the noney.

"I"'msorry," said lzzy. "All | ever keep in ny personal box is thousand-dollar bills. | hope it
doesn't enbarrass you changing them | wouldn't go into any banks, if | were you. Dingaling, Chase
and Anbo will have everything covered. Here is sonmething else." He slid Heller an envel ope.
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Heller | ooked in. It was one of his phony CIA passports and a ticket.

"I still think you ought to go to Brazil," said lzzy. "That's where the ticket is for. 1'll get
detectives | ooking even harder for Mss Joy and send her to you." "She wouldn't conme unl ess

spoke to her."

lzzy | ooked like he was going to cry. "Ch, M. Jet, you don't realize what you're into! They've
got you totally enneshed in the [ egal system now. The Devil hinself couldn't ever escape fromit.
And he's still init. No man once grabbed by it has ever gotten free of it. Please go, M. Jet."
"I"ve got to find ny girl,"” said Heller.

I zzy shook his head. He got up and sadly left.

The Japanese canme over. "You order now?"

"I'"mgoing to order sonebody vaporized before this is through," said Heller. He wal ked out. He was
| ooki ng up and down the street, as though by that he could | ocate the Countess Krak

| was jolted. | had never heard himsound so cross before. Did he nean me?

Nervously, | threw the bl anket over the viewer. Irrationally, | thought he night | ook back through
it and see ne.

My head was achi ng again.

Mserably, | tried to get sone sleep. | couldn't. | felt things were not going well. | should be
very happy. | was sure that he was thoroughly on the skids and so was the Countess Krak
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Somet hi ng kept naggi ng at ne.

It was a bad day.

The ex-M ss Pinch, now Ms. Bey, came hone about five. She wal ked in, took off her gl oves

"You wanted to talk to me?" she said.
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"Yes," | said. "You prom sed you woul d open the safe."

"That's right," said Adora. She seened to be waiting for sonething. Shortly the front door opened
and Candy was honme. "We're in here," Adora yelled.

Candy cane in bringing Adora a beer. She had one for herself. She didn't give ne one. She sat down
attentively.

"Now that we're all assenbled," said Adora, "I'd better lay out the facts of life."

"I've had too many lays already,” | said. "All | want is ny noney."

"Well, you shall get your nobney," said Adora with a beady eye. "But there is sonething you should
know first."

Candy | aughed. | didn't |ike that |augh

Adora smiled. | didn't like that smle.

"I don't want to know anything," | said. "Just give me ny noney."

They both burst out laughing. | surely didn't like that.

"It won't do you any good," said Adora.

"d@ve himthe noney, Pinchy. Then tell him | still love it when he screans."”

"All right," said Adora. She went into the front room She opened the safe. She pulled out pack
after pack of nmy noney and put themin a garbage sack.

"G ve himthe blank invoices, too," said Candy, |aughing.

Adora pull ed out a sheaf of them "Go ahead and sign to your heart's content."

| thought they were kidding ne. My eyes were on the sack, sw nging in her hand.
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I thought | would test it. | wote a petty cash invoice for $40,000! | signed it George
Washi ngt on.

She took it. She said, "You'll have it tonmorrow "

She tossed the bag of nmoney into nmy lap. | dived into it. Beautiful bills! There must be $65, 000
here or nore!

"Tell him Pinchy," said Candy.

| stopped nmy counting uncertainly. | did not |ike the way Adora | ooked.

"You wanted the noney so you could run, didn't you?" said the ex-Mss Pinch, Ms. Bey. "You' ve
been planning to |light out the nmonent you had your hands on that dough. Oh, yes you did. But

dough, ny dear husband, won't do you a (bl eeped) bit of good."

She | eaned forward and her eyes were cold. "You see, you son of a (bleepch), you have just
committed the crinme of Bl GAW!™

The room started to spin. Dancing before my eyes was the news story | had just seen, "Wiz Kid

Bi ganmi st." THAT was what had been naggi ng at ne!

"If either wife," said the ex-Mss Pinch, Ms. Bey, "cares to prefer charges, you can be sent to
prison for the rest of your life. Extradition anongst the states is automatic. You can be run down
anywhere you go, brought back and thrown in the tonbs." She flashed the marriage certificates from
her purse. "W have these. So go ahead, you (bleepard). Try to run. That noney won't hel p you at

all. The legal systemw || bring you home and throw you in the pen. Either one of us will pretend
the other did not know. So spend your dough, biganist. You ain't goin' nowhere but right here."
They suddenly burst out |aughing again. | nust have | ooked very defl ated.

The ex-M ss Pinch, Ms. Bey, got up. "Now that that's settled, dear husband, take a shower."
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"Way?" | pleaded. | had had enough horror today.

"Why?" she mimcked. Then her eyes narrowed and she poked her face very close to mne, for all the
world |i ke Lonbar. Her voice becane very deadly indeed. "You can stop your underhanded,
chauvi ni stic machinations right now By plying us with chanmpagne and pot on our weddi ng night and
then refusing to do your duty, you thought you could throw us back into | esbianism You tried to
meke nme break nmy sacred vow to crush Psychiatric Birth Control forever! Well, buster, you did NOT
succeed! "

She sl apped at ny side just like Lonbar. "It was NO good! You only confirnmed ny deternination! Two
| esbians will arrive in the next half hour and they'll be two ex-|esbhians when we're through. And
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no nore tricks to weck the programi No nore whining about them being dead!"

She stood back and surveyed nme. "Learn to toe the line, dear husband, or we'll blow the whistle on
you. O ean yourself up and get ready!"”

They wal ked out. At the door, Adora |ooked back. "Bipnist," she said.

Defeated utterly, | began to craw out of my clothes. | felt terribly confused. | kept thinking
did not want to have sex with Dol ores Wster nee Pubiano de Copula's burro. But there was nothing
| could do about it.

Bel atedly, | started screaning. | hate burros!

PART FORTY- NI NE

Chapter 1

The foll owi ng norning, worn and weary, both from overexercise and a sleep that wasn't sleep but a
parade of nightmares, | took a review of nyself in the bathroommnirror

I had a scratched face.

One of the candidates for sexual reeducation |ast night had been a thin thing, nmpstly bones. In
addition to an i mmature body, her breasts> had not yet developed fully. | specul ated on her age:
she nust have been fourteen or fifteen at the nobst. Soneday she woul d be good-| ooki ng, naybe, but
right now her eyes were too big and round and her oversized nouth was far too large for her face

She wore her light brown hair in a ponytail. She chewed bubble gumw th very |oud satisfaction
Her nanme was Teenie and her job was licking stanps in Rockecenter's Medical Association Contro
Departnment. | had gathered that she had not been on the job very long, had cone straight out of

some psychol ogy sex-education group in grade school and had not been wholly converted to
Psychiatric Birth Control yet. So, according to Adora, it was inportant that pains be taken with
her: ny pains of course!

Last night Teenie had certainly expressed her enthusiasmfor reeducation! But "enthusiasnm is too
mld a wrd for it. She had been all over the place and ne!
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ACTIVE! And the others had just smled indulgently and wouldn't pull her off!

It wouldn't have been so bad, perhaps, except that she had expressed her passion with fingernails,
time after tine!

But she nade ne realize that nmy own education was deficient. | didn't have a clue what "Ride 'em
cowboy!" neant. We don't have any cows on Voltar and if we did, we wouldn't keep hitting themwth
a hat! O scratching them | nhuman!

Yes, all in all, that very active Teenie had been a wearing experience. | hoped there would not be
too many nore |like that! Too drai ning!

| put sone patches on ny face to hide the scratch narks. | hoped | woul d not be pernanently
scarred.

I thought | would cheer nyself up by examining and counting and fondling the noney. It was on the
top shelf of nmy closet. | got it down. And then | just sat there staring at it. Was it worth it?

The thought had no nore than begun when I sat up with alarm Ws sonething costing me ny | ove of
money? What if | went into a state of hypernegation?

Look at the state that Heller and the Countess Krak were bringing nme to!

New alarmfilled ne. Heller might suspect me. And the Countess Krak, now that she had di sappeared,
nm ght be | ooking for ne. Supposing she took it into her head to turn Crobe | oose on nme when | went
crazy!

I had not | ooked at Crobe's viewer nmuch. Was she in contact with hinf

Anxiously | turned Crobe's viewer on. He could nake it very hard to watch due to his one
penetrative x-ray eye. But today it was quite clear
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Crobe was standing in front of a group of evident psychiatrists. It was probably the operating
anphi t heater at Bell evue. The audi ence was very intent.

Before himthere was a patient strapped in a chair. | gasped: Crobe was up to his old grafting
tricks.

Areptile was rearing out of the patient's skull! The deadly snake head was novi ng about to right
and left.

Crobe's voice boonmed out: "Dis broofs de t'eory dot nman iss running on de reptile brain. By zinply
feeding de batient Drug 32, de reptile gortex 'as been restinu-lated do grow Und it 'as grow and
grow. Und vinally 'ere iss de broof!"

The assenbl ed psychiatrists were taking notes anxiously. A nmedical photographer was shooting flash
shot s.
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The fraud! He was al ways nonkeying around with grafts. That was-how he rmade freaks and this is why
he had been condemmed to death before Lonmbar got himand put himto work in Spiteos. Here he was
corrupting the sacredness of psychiatric science!

"Zo!" cried Crobe with a flourish, "you dgentnens iss zo right! Dere iss a reptile brain. Man runs
on de reptile brain. It iss the zource which nakes nan zo evil! Zychlatric zience iss right!"
There was appl ause fromthe assenbl ed | earned nmen. Sone cheers as well.

A spokesman stood up. "Dr. Crobe. | wish to announce to this gathering, now that we have seen it
with our own eyes, that you are being proposed for the award of Psychiatric Genius of the Year."
"No, no," cried Crobe inpatiently. "Zit down! | '"ave not vinished! Dere iss nore broof!"

The hall went into a hush.

"Zis patient coomhere zuffering frominanity. By

272

L. RON HUBBARD

feeding Drug 32, |I 'ave brought de cause to light. Now, right beefoor yer eyes, | vill CURE de
patient!" The enotional -scale letters on the viewer said:

GLEE

The hall hushed. Crobe took a huge knife fromthe table. He flourished it. It whistled through the
ai r. THUNK!

It severed the snake fromthe skull! Blood spurted all over the place! The patient went into death
seizures. He died.' The letters on Crobe's viewer flashed:
PLEASURE

Crobe's voice rang out in triunmph. "You zee? De end broduct uf psychiatry 'as been attained. ZE
PATI ENT I SS QU ET! "

Thunder ous appl ause broke out. The psychiatrists were on their feet in a standing ovation
Suddenly out of the cheering throng rushed a clot of nedia nmen. Forenpbst anobngst them was a
reporter with a Slinme Magazine press card in his hatband. H s voice could hardly be heard above
the din. "Dr. Crobe! W want you on the cover of the nagazine! Scientist of the Year!" A TV crew
was pushing himaside. "W got it all but we gotta have cl ose shots.”

Psychi atrists were pushing the newsnmen back, trying to shake Crobe's hand.

What a turnoil!

| averted ny eyes and shut off the viewer.
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| sat there. Psychology and psychiatry were stinmulating Crobe. It was Heller's fault for making it
necessary to send Crobe to Earth.

A sullen rage began to grip ne. Was there sone way | could use this? Maybe even now | coul d steer
Hel l er or the Countess Krak Crobe's way. Courts sent felons to Bellevue. Better: the courts sent
peopl e there just to be exani ned. An exam nation by Crobe woul d be fatal

| cheered up.

I thought | had better keep track of Heller. Down as he was, an opportunity mght arise to get him

sent to Bellevue by court order for exam nation. Sonehow, | felt, | could overconme Krak's
i nfluence. If Crobe didn't see Heller's face he wouldn't run. Yes, | had better watch Heller and
see if he found the Countess Krak. Then | could work sonmething out. | had all the resources in the

wor| d. Rockecenter's influence perneated everything and it was at my fingertips whenever | cared
to use it.
I would strike back!

Chapter 2

| phoned Di ngaling, Chase and Anbo. | got Anmbo.

"This is Smith," | said. "How is everything going?"

"Wonderful ," said Anmbo. "We've got his possessions tied in a knot. He's still on the sidewal ks but
he won't be long."

"How s that ?"

"We've got a warrant now for biganmy. It's noved fromcivil to crinmnal. Once we have himheld in
jail on
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this crimnal charge we can beat himdown and milk himfor everything he has and then grab
everything he ever will have. A wonderful case. He hasn't got a chance."

"You may have trouble arresting him"

"Ch, | think not," said Arbo. "W have connections in the police and we will now have every
airport and bus station and train depot watched. They try to run when they get hit this hard. So
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we'll pick himup, throw himin the can and then nmake hi msquirm Standard | egal procedure. The
ol d routine shakedown. Sue themcivilly, trunmp up sonmething criminal and then bleed themto death.
Rout i ne. "

"There's sonething el se you can do," | said.

"What ?" he said eagerly. "W're always open to innovations that make people even nore niserable."
"I want you to wite a court order and put it on file that when he is arrested, he is to be sent
for mental exami nation to Bellevue."

"Ch, wonderful! That inplies that, conmtting biganmy, he is irresponsible and of unsound mi nd and
we can be appoi nted executors of his estate, split it up anpbngst ourselves and be rich! This is
wonder ful . "

"In the order," | said, "specify that as his face is too attractive, it mght pervert nurses and
so it is to be blackened."

"Not hi ng easier. You can wite anything in a court order. Then all you have to do is get the judge
to sign it and he never reads what he signs. An absolutely novel idea. WIIl make good press, too
G ves the whole thing a sinister ring. You can't win these things, you know, unless you try them
first in the press.”

"There's another order you can wite," | said. "He has a gun noll. Her nane is Heavenly Joy
Krackl e.
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She has been known to help him What can you do about her?"

"Ch, nothing easier. You just allege conspiracy and undue influence prejudicial to the interests
of our clients, issue a restraining order which puts her in prison if she violates it, issue

anot her order to have her picked up as a material witness and inprisoned until she sees it our
way. You know, the usual things. Do you have a description of her?"

"Five feet nine and a half inches tall, blond hair, gray-blue eyes. An absolute fiend in
appearance. Goes into rages. Uses an electric whip. Hands like claws. Stanps nmen to death with
scarl et heels caked with dried bl ood."

"Ch, ny CGod," said Anbo. "That « a nmenace to the case. Yes, |'ll get out the orders i mediately!
Oh, I'mcertainly glad you told us about this!"

"Be sure you specify the woman is sent to Bell evue masked as well. Her face has been known to turn
men to stone!"

"That | will!l" said Anbo. "It's a relief to know that the courts and police always do their duty.
This Wster and this Krackle should be | ocked up!"

"I'n Bell evue," | repeated.

"Ch, there's no trouble with that. Any citizen can be picked up and sent to Bell evue under
existing laws. I'll get a doctor's conmitnent signature presigned to the order."

| had a nomentary qual m Supposing they were sent to Bellevue and despite all these precautions,
Crobe still recognized them That woul d undo the whole plot. Wasn't ordinary psychiatry enough?
That woul d i ncapacitate them thoroughly forever.

"Specify in the order," | said, "that Dr. Phetus P

276

L. RON HUBBARD

Crobe, a leading psychiatrist there, is specifically forbidden to exam ne them Get another
psychiatrist to sign the order. After all, it is just a routine legal mtter."

"As you say," said Arbo. "Just a routine order. My goodness, M. Smith, it's wonderful to have
your help. You think just Iike a lawer, nicely circuitous. You have greatly assisted this case."
He rang off.

I glowed with the conplinment. How unlike Mdison's sneers. My genius was appreci at ed.

| sat back, feeling really great. Then |I began to giggle. Even if Crobe spotted them he would not
recogni ze them He did not know the nanes Wster or Krackle. They woul d probably be delivered
drugged, placed in electric-shock machines and ruined for the rest of their lives. Odinary
psychiatry was quite good enough for them

The courts and the |aw and psychiatry were a priceless team Wy had | bothered to hire a hit nan
when | had themat nmy beck and cal |l ?

How could | miss? If Heller was not caught at once, he might find Krak and if he found Krak he

m ght bring her straight into this norass the | awers had made so they could beconme rich. It was a
bottom ess pit and woul d swall ow them both! Wth a grinning gulp! Bless the Earth |egal -
psychiatric liaison! It mght be totally insane but, good Gods, was it useful to the power elite!
Chapter 3

When | turned ny attention to Heller, he was standing at the water's edge, watching a parade of

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt (100 of 142) [8/31/03 1:26:06 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt

shi ps en
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route to sea. The water before himwas tinged with the blue of cloud-flecked sky, al nmost innocent
of snbg. It was a bright norning of a spring day. There was no w nd; when he | ooked to his right,
the grass was fresh and green. Then his eye shifted to a nonunent.

The Battery! Heller was standing near the statue of Verrazano, discoverer of Manhattan, who had

| anded, the sign said, near this very spot, the southern tip of the island, in 1524.

In Voltarian, he said to the statue, "Did the natives try to raise the mschief with you, too?"
Then he read a recently erected plaque that was nore extensive. It said that four years later

Verrazano had been eaten by cannibals. "I'mnot at all surprised." It seemed to nmake himrestl ess
and he scanned the wal ks of the park. "Were are you, |zzy?"

| acted!

Now that | knew for certain a warrant was out for him | knew, too, that Police Inspector
Grafferty, that glory hound, would be anxious to be in on the kill.

I got through to Grafferty's office. | said, "Gve ne the Inspector quick. | have his quarry in
sight!"

"The | nspector is out on a case," his office man said.

"I"'msure it's the Wster case,”" | snapped. "You tell himthat the man he wants is right down in

Battery Park by the statue of Verrazano. He's waiting for a contact. PICK HMUP!'"

"Very good, sir." He rang off.

Heller drifted north up a curving path, the towering skyscrapers of the financial district visible
past the stern, red sandstone walls of Castle Cinton. He was | ooking up at a gunport when a voice
spoke behind him

"M. Jet." It was |zzy.
"Have you found her?" said Heller, his voice anxious.
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"No, M. Jet. W have three private detectives out. No word."

"Blast!" said Heller.

"M. Jet, you look awful," said lzzy. "You nust have slept in the park. Ch, | can't tell you how
sorry | amthat you're being put through the winger of this awful legal system It's the | aw
that's crimnal, M. Jet."

"Did you get the things | asked you for?"

I zzy handed hima bul ky sack. "It's the last thing | can get out. About a minute after | finished
collecting these, they'd padl ocked your office. Two patrolnmen are waiting in the hall in case you
show up. There's a warrant out, M. Jet. Criminal charges. Bigamy. Look, M. Jet, Bang-Bang says
they' || be watching all the airports and bus and train term nals but he can steal a helicopter and
pi ck you up anyplace you say. W can |land you on a freighter for Brazil. You should go, M. Jet. |
can't stand the thought of you being in jail for years on some phony charge!"”

"I'"ve got to find ny girl," said Heller

| zzy sighed deeply. "Then take this," said |Izzy, and pushed another thick roll of thousand-dollar
bills in his hand. "Please don't shoot anybody. It's cheaper to buy themin the Iong run."

"Thank you," said Heller. "You're a true friend, lzzy."

"It's really your noney," said lzzy. "I nade that wad just this morning with the future device
machi ne. Cotton went up. | wish | could help nore.™

"Keep the projects going," said Heller. "We'Ill come out of this."

"Oy, | wish I had your confidence. This | egal systemwas designed only for bad-intentioned men so
I"mafraid
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we haven't got a chance. Please take care of yourself, M. Jet."

lzzy wal ked swiftly away.

Hel l er wal ked toward the financial district. Shortly he was into the crowds. He began to go quite
fast.

He drew up before a very ratty-looking bar, the Stockbroker. He went in. The place was papered
with old issues of shares and the cash register was a ticker-tape-Jooking thing. He sat down at
the bar. Big signs said:

Crash Pick-Me-Up for Those Dow Jones Bl ues

Sui ci de Speci al :

Why Throw Yoursel f Qut of W ndows When Qur Potion Can Do It Quicker?
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H's reflection in the mrror |ooked awful: holl ow eyed.
"Gve me a Seven Up," said Heller

"The market is down this norning, sir,’
"Can you change a thousand-dollar bill?"

"Seven Up it is, sir; you nust be selling themshort."

"Sormebody will wish he'd been sold short when | get through with him" said Heller. "Can | use
your washr oon®?"

"Hel p yoursel f, sir. Anybody with a thousand-dollar bill could buy the place."

Hell er went into the washroom It was a dingy lavatory. Not even scraps renmmi ned of the mrrors.
Hel l er hung his coat up on a hook. He opened the big sack Izzy had given him | couldn't tell what
was init.

Hel ler muttered, "Blast, what's this?" He was holding up a triple-blade razor that 1zzy nust have
bought .
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said the barkeep. "Mre like a Suicide Special."

Then he | ooked into the sack again and apparently decided he would have to use the thing in lieu
of his own spin razor

He tried to shave. He cut hinself. He tried again and cut hinmself again. He finished sonmehow

He found a snmall Voltar vial of lotion. He put it on his face. Then he got out a little light that
I had seen used in cellology. He beaned that at his face. Then he got out sone bandages and put
them on his face.

He spi nbrushed his teeth.

But | had seen enough.

| phoned Grafferty's office again

"The man he wants is at the Stockbroker Bar!" and | gave himthe nunber on Church Street.

"I relayed the data to Gafferty," his office man said. "He is on a case but he is taking care of
it. Public cooperation is always appreciated in crimnal matters, sir."

I rang off, satisfied. New York's finest was on the job.

Heller folded up his coat, put it in the bag and then took out a dark blue, engineer's coveral
suit, like a workman's. He put it on. Then he put on a plain blue workman's cap. He | ooked deeper
in the bag. "Blast!” he said in Voltarian. "No engi neer gloves. Only these cotton things." But he
put themon. Then he found a redstar engineer rag and put it dangling out of his hip pocket.

He tidied up and went back out into the bar

The place was still deserted except for the barman, and that worthy had put the Seven Up at a side
table with a sandwi ch. "That Seven Up is awful stuff," said the barman. "No alcohol in it. So
gi ve you a pastram cushion. Wat else can | do for you?"
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"You can show ne where the phone is."

The barman dragged a | ong-corded phone over to the table. "I see you got sone son of a system for

sneaki ng up on the market. Going to nmake another thousand?"
"I'"ve got an idea | can hit the jackpot," said Heller

"Yes, SIR | promise not to listen nuch."

Hel l er dialled a nunber. The other end said, "Really Red Cab Conpany."

"Listen," said Heller. "lIs Mortie Massacurovitch back on the job yet?"

"Ch, | wouldn't advise it, sir. The doctor said..."

"I know all about his eye infection," said Heller. "I've been told about nothing else for two

days! Can you connect me?"

"Not directly. But he is back on duty."

"You tell himto dunp any fare he has and get down to the Stockbroker Bar on Church Street. Tel
him Cl yde Barrow needs him bad and right now "

The di spatcher said he would and rang off.

Clyde Barrow? He was a notorious gangster of the thirties! Then | recalled that that was the nane
Morti e Massacurovitch knew hi m by.

"I get it," said the barkeep. "You're going to do a bag job on sone broker's office for the

i nsider information. Smart."

"Yeah," said Heller. "I"'mgoing to make a killing."
I chilled. That was three tines now he had threatened vengeance. It was not |like himto be that
way. | knew pretty well what | had felt all along. Heller was going to go gunning for M

Hurry up, Gafferty!
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Hell er drank his Seven Up and ate his pastram.
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The door burst open and Mortie Massacurovitch came in, hit a table, bounced off, hit the bar
"Over here," said Heller.

Morti e had bandages over his eyes, just |ooking through a slit. "Hello, kid," he said, |ooking in
anot her direction.

Hel l er got his change and gave the barkeep twenty bucks for his trouble. He steered Mrtie
outside. The cab was parked with two wheels on the sidewal k. Heller got himinto the passenger
side of the front seat.

"Mortie, I"'min trouble," said Heller, settling hinmself under the wheel

"Ain't we all," said Mirtie. "I'mgoing broke. A dunb spick hit me in the face with a | oad of nace
and | been off for a week."

"I know. | been trying to reach you for two days."

"They di sconnected ny phone for nonpaynent," said Mrtie. "The (bl eeped) conpany woul dn't even | et
me have a cab this norning until | gave the dispatcher a black eye. | ain't never blind enough not
to be able to hit what | aimat! So who you driving for now, Kkid?"

"Ri ght now, you," said Heller. He shot the red cab away fromthe curb. | cursed. He had not | ooked
at the nunber and the city swarmed with red cabs. | listened closely to pick up their destination

Hel I er stopped. Al | could see was pol es and cobbl est ones. \Were the Hells was he?

"Now, Mortie," said Heller. "A string of cabs was ordered.” And he gave himthe exact tinme and

pl ace they were ordered from "I've got to |ocate what conpany and where those cabs went."

"Ch, hell, kid, that's easy." Mortie began to funble around under the panel. "I always bring this

little device. | hook it into the conpany radio. | can get every
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di spat cher of every cab conpany in New York. Helps to pick up the juicy, long-run fares before
their own cabs can get there.™

He started talking to dispatchers, giving fictitious cab nunbers of their own fleets. The story
was the sane, "I got an old-lady fare here that was so pleased with some service that she wants
regul ar service. She's forgotten the conpany. Was it ours?" And he would give the tinme and
departure point and the dispatchers would | ook on their | ogs.

Suddenly, on his fifth call, Mrtie stiffened and nodded at Heller. "Thank YOU'" he said and
clicked off. To Heller, he said, "Sneller Cabs. Whole bunch of baggage. Took five cabs. They went
to the 79th Street Boat Basin, Hudson Harbor."

"Hudson Harbor?" said Heller. "Nothing | eaves fromthere. Not even a ferry."

"Beats ne," said Mrtie.

"Well, we're on our way," said Heller. And he shot the red cab into notion up onto the recently
conpl eted West Side El evated H ghway, and was shortly speeding north at a high rate.

I had ny destination.

| phoned Grafferty's office. "Your man is heading north to the 79th Street Boat Basin!"

"Well, | sure as hell hope you're right. Gafferty just this minute got through chewing ny (bl eep)
out. He wasn't at that statue place, he wasn't in the Stockbroker Bar and the (bl eeped) bartender
woul dn't even give himthe time of day. You sure this is on the level this tinme?"

"Tall blond man, blue eyes. You tell Gafferty you got this tip froma Fed and tell himto get a
nmove on!
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You're dealing with Federal satellite surveillance, buster!”

"That's different," said the office man. "Yes, sir. Right away! But what's the Federal interest?
He'll want to know "

"Secret Federal New York Grand Jury indictrment,"” | lied. "W want G afferty to make the public
pinch so we don't show our hand."

"Ah, a standard Federal operation! Get the nan for anything at any cost. And Grafferty gets the
credit?"

"Tell himTO GET MOVING " | half screamed. | hung up. | turned anxiously to the viewer. Heller
must not be left to get away, the crimnal. He was the cause of all ny troubles after all! And he
must pay for it!

Chapter 4

The 79th Street Boat Basin was in the throes of spring. The long lines of snmall pleasure craft,
wi nter-1anded on the dock in chocks, lay like a forest of |eafless trees. Ot her assorted yachts
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bobbed around the | andi ng stages. Many wor knen swarmed around, apparently readying these
mllionaire toys for the joys of a boating sumer.

This was the view that nmet Heller as he slid the red cab along the ranks at | ow speed, avoi ding
piles of this and that and people.

A sign said Dockmaster and Heller stopped. He went in the hut. A small, round nan | ooked up froma
desk.
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Hel | er gave the probable tinme and date. "Five Sneller cabs,"” he concluded. "Did you see thenf"
"Matey," said the dockmaster, "they conme and go and | don't pay nuch attention.”

"It's quite inportant,"” said Heller. "I have to find out where they went fromhere."

"WAit a minute," said the dockmaster. "The | ooker! Wuld the wonman have been a real tomato?"
"l suppose you could say so."

The dockmaster | ooked at his log. "Yeah, | renenber now. They rented a service boat to take out
t he baggage. Too much for their speedboats. They used a Squeeza credit card, Sultan Bey and
Concubi ne. | renmenber the boys saying, 'Jesus, |ook at that God (bl eeped) concubi ne, those foreign

(bl eepards) sure are taking over.' Wat a | ooker! She sure was sad, though, but | guess anybody
woul d be sad being sold off to some God (bl eeped) Turk."

He got up fromthe desk and wal ked outside and | ooked out at the river. Then he yelled over the
side of the dock to a man working with some rope on the deck of a miniature tug. "Renenber that
| ooker the other day? Wiat yacht was that you took the baggage to?"

"The Morgan yacht," the man call ed back. "The Gol den Sunset."”

"Ch, well, that figgers," said the dockmaster. "She's got too nuch draft to cone in here. Too

big."
"How do you find out where yachts go?" said Heller
"Ch, | dunno," said the dockmaster. "Nobody keeps much track of docunmented yachts. They don't have

to clear in and out unless they've been foreign. You could try Boyd' s of London, the insurance
peopl e. They keep track of ships.”
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"Thank you," said Heller.

"dad to be of help. That sure was sone sad tomato."

A far-off wail of police screamers was audible, getting |ouder. Aha! "Bulldog" G afferty was on
the trail!

Hel ler went to a phone ki osk near the dockmaster office. He called to Mortie, sitting in the red
cab, "I think we've got it."

He ruffled through the book and got the nunmber. He got a British hello. Heller said, "I want to
know where the Mdrgan yacht, the Gol den Sunset, is."

"Put you onto Shipping Intelligence, old boy."

Anot her cane on and Hel |l er repeated his question

"The Morgan yacht?" Shipping Intelligence said. "W have only one CGol den Sunset in the Anerican
Yacht Registry but it's crossed out. Ch, yes. It was the Morgan yacht but |I'mafraid, old boy,
that she is no nore.”

"You nean it's been LOST?"

"Let me check with legal, old fellow Just hold on."

Police screaners penetrated the glass of the phone kiosk. Heller glanced down the dock. Three
police cars were racing up, full blast, toward the docknaster office. | hugged nyself in glee.
"Are you there?" said the British voice. "I'"mafraid you caught us with the panties half off, old
boy. The yacht fell between registries. She should now be in the Foreign Yacht Registry. Been
bought by sone barbarian Turk and transferred to the Turkish flag. W sinply hadn't reentered it."
"Could you tell me where she is now?" begged Heller.

"Ch, really. We can't possibly give out information like that. Confidential, doncha know. "
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"I"'mtrying to collect sonething," said Heller

"Ch, a bill collector. That's different. Haifa no'. |'ll see if we have it on the board."

Hel l er |1 ooked out. Haifa dozen cops had of f-1oaded and were racing around grabbi ng peopl e,
dermandi ng answers.

Cops raced by the phone ki osk

| blinked! They hadn't | ooked into the ki osk!

Hel | er cracked the door slightly. A cop had the docknaster at bay. "W're |ooking for the Wiz

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt (104 of 142) [8/31/03 1:26:06 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt

Kid! If you ve seen him you better (bleep) well report it or we'll run you in as an acconplice!"
The dockmaster was shaking his head. The cop gave him a shove and went off to grab sonebody el se
"Are you there? Yes, we have the CGol den Sunset. She's at anchor off Gardner's Basin, Atlantic
Cty."

Hel | er thanked hi mand hung up. And then | blinked!

Hel | er wal ked out of the kiosk and up to the dock-nmaster. He indicated the rows of dry-Ianded
vessels in their chocks. "Are any of those for sale?"

"Usual ly," said the dockmaster. "Wth the price of fuel, the anobunt of use is cut down. It's
spring, though, and a lot of owners think that's the tinme to get a high price. You know boat s?"
"Well, not too well," said Heller, "though | was in the Fleet."

"Yeah, well, then you don't want no sailboat. Get you in trouble if you' re not experienced." He
started to walk down the Iine of small craft. "There's a traw er type there | know for a fact is
for sale. Diesel. Good sea boat. Patterned after the fishernen." They were | ooking up at a forty-
foot cabin cruiser.

"Is it fast?" said Heller
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"Ch, hell no," said the dockmaster. "Wo wants a fast boat? Reason you buy themis to get away
fromthings. But you don't look like you're a yacht buyer. You interested for sonebody el se?"

"A company," said Heller.

"Ch, well. Wy fast?"

A cop rushed by.

"Let's just say | like to get away fromthings fast," said Heller. "Wat's that one?"

"Way that's a Sea Skiff."

"Skiff?" said Heller. "I thought a 'skiff' was just a little rowboat."

"Ch, well, hell, I don't know why Chriscraft called themthat. Mst speedboats, you see, do al

right on | akes and snmooth water. But that one is an oceangoi ng speedboat. It's thirty-six feet,
heavy built to take the pounding of the waves. But look at it. No cabin, just an open cockpit. The
bunks, if you can call themthat, are up under the foredeck."

"Is it fast?" said Heller

"Ch, hell, yes. Does forty knots in heavy ocean waves if you can stand the poundi ng. But your
conmpany woul dn't want that."

Hel l er was | ooking up at the dry-landed craft. It was heavily tarpaulined but you could see the
sl eek, alnbst vicious, lines of it. "Wiy not?" said Heller, as a cop raced by in front of him
"Way not? Listen, she's powered with gasoline engines, that's why not. Two Chryster Crowns, huge
things. They nmake her just stand up on her rudders and rocket. Costs a fortune to run."

"I think nmy conpany would be interested," said Heller
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"One is born every mnute,"” said the docknaster. "Hey, Barney! Is this Sea Skiff for sale?"

A rugged- | ooki ng sea dog cane over. "That Sea Skiff? Hell, yes, it's for sale. The Faustino nobb

has been trying to offload it since |last year. The Corleones sort of drove themoff the sea, you
know. They used to use it to race out beyond the continental shelf and pick up dope cargos off
freighters in it. Has radar, autopilot and even radio controls."

A cop was | ooking under tarpaulins and into the cockpits of the beached craft.

"How much?" said Heller

"Ch, Jesus. | don't know," said Barney. "They carry it on their books for twenty thousand, they
said. But | think five would take it."

"Could you get it in the water and get it gassed up and runni ng?"

"You buying it?" said Barney, incredul ous.

Hel l er was peeling off thousand-dollar bills.

"Jesus," said Barney. He turned and yelled at a workman, "Hey, Fitz! Run the travelift over here
and get this Sea Skiff in the water before this guy changes his mnd!"

Hel | er handed five thousand-dollar bills to Barney with another thousand for service, gas and
wat er .

In a casual way, Heller walked over to the phone kiosk. He dialled a nunber. A girl answered.
Heller said, "Tell lzzy she's in Atlantic Cty aboard the yacht Gol den Sunset. |'m handling." He
hung up. He was about to | eave the ki osk when he stopped, door partly open. He put his hand back
on the phone.

A cop was wal king up to the red cab. He glared at Mortie in the front seat. "W're | ooking for
Wster," snarled the cop, "and you're a lead! You tell me who
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your fare up here was or 1'll have your hack license with one short call to city hall! You told us
nobody. It nust have been sonebody!"

"All right, all right," said Mortie. "That kid over there is driving for ne today. He brought us
up here hoping for a fare. Known himfor years. Taught himhow to hack, in fact."

"What's his name?" snarled the cop, glancing toward the ki osk

"Cyde Barrow. "

The cop took quick steps to a cop car and nade a call. He cane back. "He used to be on the nost-
wanted |ist but you're lucky there's no outstanding warrants. Now you listen to ne carefully:
we're after Wster. You keep your eyes open. You see anything of him you report it!"

"You mean the Whiz Kid?" said Mrtie. "Jesus, what's he done now?"

"Bigany, that's what!" said the cop. "Stealin' cities, robbin' trains. But now he's really done
it. Married TWD woren!"

"Jesus," said Mdrtie. "That IS asking for trouble. That Whiz Kid don't care WHAT he takes on!"
"Shows he's crazy," said the cop. "W also got a conmtnent order. So you keep your eyes open!"

G afferty came up. "You and Sloan," he said to the cop, "stay here in case he shows up. W coul da
been ahead of him" He wal ked off and got in his car

| was the one who thought he was crazy. What were all these cops doing practically WALKI NG on
Hel | er?

| phoned Gafferty's office. "You God (bl eeped) fools!" | said. "He's right there in the phone
ki osk!"

The office man hung up on ne.
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In an agony of suspense, | stuck to the viewer.

Hel  er was watching the launch of the Sea Skiff. The travelift was a big contrapti on on wheel s
that lifted the large craft up into its belly and then rolled over to the dock edge and | owered
the vessel into the water.

Wor kmen swar med down i nto the oceangoi ng speedboat. They opened its engine covers and did things.
They |l owered in some new batteries. They got the engi nes going and checked to see if the cooling
wat er was punping. Then they ran it over to the Octopus Marine fuel float and gave it gas and oi
and water.

Hel I er wal ked over to Mortie. "How rmuch do you owe in bills?"

"Two Gs. I'll never be able to pay off."

"Here's two G s," said Heller, "and another big one for your help today."

"Jesus! You been robbi ng banks?"

"They think so," said Heller. "Now, take some tinme off and get your eyes well. So long."

"Wait a minute. | can see well enough to know they put a man-killing boat in the water for you.
You're not going out in that, are you?"

"I think so," said Heller

"Jesus," said Mrtie. "You wait right here!" He drove away at a nad rate.

Barney came over. "I checked the safety gear. |f the Coast Guard stops you, you got the right
foghorns and all that."

Hel l er said, "You got sone charts?"

"Ch, there's a lot of old charts in the forward bunk space, up and down the coast. How far you

goin' ?"

"Just cruisin' around," said Heller.

"Well, if you're goin' further than a hundred niles,
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| better yell over to the float and tell "emto put extra gas aboard."

"You do that," said Heller.

A cop wal ked over, eyeing Heller, the same cop who had talked to Mortie. "Cone over here," he
sai d, gesturing.

Hel | er wal ked over to him

"Did you know there was a reward out for the Wiz Kid?" said the cop. "Ten big ones."

"That's not very much," said Heller

"Well, | agree," said the cop, "considering that he's a notorious outlaw, but it is nbney. Now
| ook, these (bl eepards) around here are playing it dunb. Level with ne. You was here when we
arrived. Did you see anybody arrive or |eave?"
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"Not a soul," said Heller

The cop shook his head in bafflement and | ooked up and down the dock

Mortie screeched his cab to a halt in front of the dockmaster office. Heller went over

"Here," said Mortie. "Fromnme to you. Ten pastram sandw ches and a special subnmarine with |ots of
garlic. And a six-pack of nonal coholic beer. But that ain't what | went for. Man, will you need
this!" He shoved a package into Heller's hands. "Dramam ne. Seasick pills, kid. You're a hacker
and you don't know what you're getting into. Let nme tell you, that sea is dangerous! Waves as tal
as the Enpire State Building!"

"Cee, thanks," said Heller

"So long, kid. But get back to sonething healthy |ike hacking." Mrtie sped away, caroming offa
cop car.

Barney was there again. "Who do we nmake the bill of sale to? The Coast CGuard will want to see it."
"C ose Shaves, Incorporated,” said Heller

DEATH QUEST

293

I was going absolutely crazy! These dunb cops had himright in their hands! The whol e situation
was i nsane!

Hel |l er was shoving papers in his pocket and clinbing down into the oceangoi ng speedboat, which
bobbed as he boarded it. He studied out the controls. A dock-hand cast himoff.

Hel  er was standi ng behind the w ndshield, sun blazing down upon the chrome controls. One hand was
on the wheel. Wth the other he waved at Barney and the dockmaster and they waved back

Heller fed sone throttle and the Sea Skiff |leaped |like it was spurred.

Throwing two gigantic plunes of spray, it sped out into the Hudson and banked as it curved away to
t he sout h!

The mighty roar of pounding engines lifted the vessel high in the water. It was picking up speed,
pl ani ng.

HE WAS GETTI NG AVAY!

Chapter 5

The Coast Guard!

They had nmentioned it twice.

Ah, yes! | had the exact way to stop himnow. But | needed just a little nore data.

Viewed fromthe speeding craft, seen through a white fan of spray, the skyscrapers were goi ng by
i ke a picket fence.

There was no wind this bright spring day aside
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froman occasional cat's paw. The clouds were actually reflected in the blue Hudson!

Heller was fiddling with a control attached by cord to a gyroconpass. He was evidently figuring
out what it was and how it worked. It did not take himl ong.

He put his eye on a centerline behind the windshield, sighted past the chock on the foredeck and
spotted the Statue of Liberty several mles ahead. He pressed a switch on the autopilot contro
and, utterly ignoring the crowds of traffic on the river, opened the conpani onway door that |ed
down under the foredeck.

There were two narrow bunks, a toilet and a mnuscule stove and water tap, an area so small you
could not stand up in it. He opened a drawer and found a stack of charts. He sorted quickly
through them took two that he wanted and cane back to the cockpit.

He checked the autopilot. The Sea Skiff was streaking straight toward the Statue of Liberty, stil
m | es away. He went close under the stern of a big container ship without a second gl ance.
Typically Heller, he perched hinself sideways on the edge of the pilot seat, hooked a foot under a
rung and wi thout the | east concern for the absolutely jamed traffic on the river, sat confortably
in the warm sun and began to exam ne the chart.

He was giving ne the data | needed.

His finger went close to the Jersey shore, past the Verrazano Narrows Bridge, changed course to
Fort Hancock and Sandy Hook, followed the dots of the Intracoastal Waterway as they went through

t he expanse, wide open to the Atlantic, found the point where it entered sheltered waters at
Manasquan Inlet, went down past Silver Bay, traced south through the wide, |ong waters of Barnegat
Bay, past Barnegat
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Li ght, then the rest of the w de inland waterway past Beach Haven Inlet and then, curving round,
to Atlantic City.
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"Well, well," he said. "There we go. About a hundred and eight nautical nmles, give or take a few.
Right to Gardner's Basin. And lady love, like it or not, here | cone!"

And here you don't! | said grimy. | had everything I needed to know. On that chart | had
seen—ight across fromthe Statue of Liberty—Fort Jay, the Coast Guard station! He would be going
close to it!

I called the United States Coast Guard. To the reception tel ephoni st who answered, | snarl ed,

"G ve me the man who polices New York Harbor, fast!"

Switches clicked. Then a cheerful voice, "Harbor Traffic Control Tower, Fort Jay. Seaman Second
Class Dicey Bergsom U S.C. G, on watch. And what can we do for you today?"

"You can apprehend a crimnal!" | snapped, offended by his cheery tone. "You see that speedboat
com ng down the Hudson?"

"I'I'l take a look. Ch, yes. I've got it now It just changed course a bit, went under the bow of a
cruise liner. Yes, | see the one you nean. Let nme get a telescope on it.... Petey, you got a
speedboat out there, about two-eight-four true on your radar. Cock it.... I'mtrying to read its
nunbers, mster. She's noving so fast she's hard to keep in ny field.... Got it! Sea Skiff 329-

478A? |s that the one, mster?"
"(Bleep) it, yes!"
"Jesus, is that right, Petey? Mster, Petey says she's clocking 42.3 knots. Man, | ook at her

go!... Hey, wait a minute. That nunber is famliar. Petey, ain't that the old Faustino Sea
Skiff?... Yeah, | thought so.
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Man, | ook at her GO Petey, git your nose out of that radar and eyeball this.... You ever see a
prettier sight?"

Anot her voice, "Yowee! Man, would | like to be in that on a beautiful day like this, huh, D cey?"
"(Bleep) it!" | screaned. "DO sonething!"

Seaman Second Cl ass Dicey said, "lI'msorry, mster. That's just some guy fromthe Narcotici mob

going out to pick up a | oad of dope fromsone foreign freighter off Sandy Hook. Why woul d the
Coast Cuard be interested?"

"Arrest him" | how ed.

"There's no speed limt where he is now He can't be arrested unless he doesn't have a foghorn and
I didn't see himthrow anything overboard to litter the harbor."

| glared gl assy-eyed at ny viewer. Heller was going by the Statue of Liberty with a roar. He
raised his hand to it just as if he were returning the salute of a raised torch. He was sighting
in on the Verrazano Bridge several mles ahead and getting ready to shave the westernnost point of
Brooklyn to pass through the Narrows.

I had an inspiration. "It's a stolen boat!"

"Hol d on, please," said the guardian of New York Harbor Traffic

Hel ler reset his autopilot. He glanced to his left toward the very point | was talking to, Fort
Jay.

Seaman Second C ass Dicey was back on the phone. "I'msorry, sir. | just called the Hudson Harbor
docknaster and he said they just sold it to Cose Shaves, Incorporated. So it ain't stolen, sir."
"(Bleep) it!" | screaned. "Let ne talk to your conmmandi ng officer!"

There were a bunch of clicks on the line. Then a very gruff, old voice. "Wat's all this?"
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| said in a deadly voice, "A desperate crimnal is escaping in Sea Skiff 329-478A."

"I's this Federal ?"

"YES!"

"Who am | tal king to?"

It was time to take the gloves off, tine to roll up the carronades and give them a broadside. |
had beconme wi se. And deadly. "Swi ndle and Crouch, the Rockecen-ter attorneys," | said.

"Jesus!" Ah, what a satisfactorily shocked voice! "Wat was that nunber agai n?"

"Sea Skiff 329-478A. He's heading for Atlantic City via the Intracoastal Waterway!"

"And you want him arrested?"

"Put inlegirons," | said, "and delivered to the New York Gty Police!"

"Well, it would do no good to send a chopper after him They don't carry irons."

"Are you going to act," | snarled, "or do | get you court-martialled?"

"Ch, yes, sir, yes sir, we'll act. Just a mnute. Hold on!" There was a pause. Then, "The fast
patrol craft 81 happens to be patrolling down off Barnegat Light. It can speed north and intercept
him Should be able to nmake contact well before he can enter Manasquan Inlet. He'll still be in
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the broad Atlantic and not yet in protected inland waters."

"I's that patrol craft arnmed?"

"Ch, yes, sir. They carry a forward gun that could blow that Sea Skiff to bits. And the 81 can go

a bit faster than the fugitive vessel. I'"'msure it can do the job."

"You nmake (bl eeped) sure it does!" | grated.

"Ch, yes, sir! You can depend on the Coast Guard where Rockecenter interests are involved. My nane
is
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G unper. Captain George C. Gunper, US CG..."

"I ssue the orders!"

"Ch, yes, sir. I'mwiting the nessage right now 'Sea Skiff 329-478A on southerly course from New
York, travelling at 42.3 knots. Intercept before it can enter protected waters at Manasquan |nlet.
Arrest the man in it. Put in irons. Deliver to the New York Police. Succeed at any cost. Do not

fail." | amsending this to the 81 with highest operational priority instantly. WIlIl that be al
right?"

"Yes," | said. "But you better deliver, Captain G unper!"

| rang of f.

Only then did | permit nyself a smile, a very Apparatus snile. Heller was just passing under the
Verra-zano Narrows Bridge, white spray, blue water and bright, spring sun. Little did he know the
trap that had been |aid.

He had gotten past or around the police sone way | could not fathom

But | had not nentioned any nane of identity to the Coast Guard. They woul d grab anybody in that
boat! And | woul d make sure, through Dingaling, Chase and Anbo, that that was a grab that would be
made to stick!

Heller, admire the gulls as you streak by. This is NOT the day you will see your |ady I|ove!
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Chapter 6

About an hour later, Heller was well past Sandy Hook and was flashing down the coast of New Jersey
with the broad Atlantic to his left. The glassy swells were slight, the scattered white cl ouds
reflected in them As the sea was on his beam all it did was make the Sea Skiff rise and fall a
bit, rhythmcally, as it planed. It did indeed seemto be riding with only its propellers and
rudders in the water.

It was on autopilot and Heller had the | ong-cabled renote control in his pocket. He was wal ki ng
about the cockpit drinking a nonal coholic beer and eating a pastram sandw ch, adniring the

di stant shore and evidently enjoying the sun

How typically Heller, | thought. | would have been as seasick as a dog and it nade ne feel queasy
just watching himenjoy the day and his |unch

I began to wonder what had happened to the Coast Guard. And then Heller, |ooking forward, caught
sight of a speck several miles away, dead ahead.

There had been other ships, big freighters and tankers, parallelling the coast. He seened to
detect a difference in this item | couldn't distinguish it on ny screen but evidently he could
with his naked eye.

He finished his beer and threw the can into a trash bucket. He stepped up on top of the instrunent
| edge and over the wi ndshield, standing up on the foredeck
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to raise hinmself a few nore feet. He | eaned against the wind of passage. He | ooked intently.
"Hello, hello,"” he said. "You look like a military craft. And travelling at high speed.”

He stepped back over the wi ndshield and dropped to the cockpit. He perched on the edge of the
pilot chair. "And now we'll see, M. Mlitary Craft, if you have any interest in ne."

He hit his autopilot renpte and banked t he ocean speedboat due east, away fromthe shore and nore
than right angles to his forner course.

He wat ched the speck

"Aha," he said. "An intercept!"”

Baffl ed, I wondered how he knew and then | realized that the Coast Guarder had pronptly changed
course when Hel | er turned.

"Now, how fast are you?" said Heller. He watched it intently. Then, having sonehow worked it out,
he said, "Doing about 3 percent nore speed than | am That's bad."

He shifted his course a bit nore southerly. The speck becane a mast and bridge that even | could
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see. The vessel had a single large gun in the bow. It was nanned!

"Well, nothing like finding out," said Heller

He banked the speedboat in a steep turn of flying white spray. He sighted across his bow chock and
began to close the distance!

He reached down through the conpani onway hatch and threw the switches of his radio on. He spun a
di al .

"Sea Skiff 329-478Al" the radio crackled above the engine roar, "lie tol We will cone al ongside!"
The nmessage was repeating over and over.
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The interval between the ships was closing at blinding speed.

Heller hit the renpte. The Sea Skiff banked into a foamflying 180-degree turn. He brought it on
its new course, going straight away fromthe Coast Cuarder

A flash fromthe bow

A GEYSER OF SALT WATER DEAD AHEAD OF HELLER

BLAM

The sound of the shot reverberated |like a single beat of a bass drum

The Sea Skiff tore through the geyser nmade by the projectile.

"That's all | wanted to know, " said Heller

He hit the throttles a clip, closing them The Sea Skiff sagged out of its plane.

Hel ler was diving into the bag that |zzy had brought. He came up with a Vol tar handgun

His thumb spun its control dial

| thought, ny Gods, | didn't know he was arnmed!

Hi s eye was trai ned across the handgun sights. A finger was spinning another dial

The Coast Guarder was about two hundred yards away. It killed its speed. The gunsi ghts passed over
the bridge, then centered on the black, round hole of the forward deck gun nuzzle. At the instant
that circle passed the sight, Heller hit another button. The handgun swung back

BAM

Hell er had fired!

For an instant | thought hopefully he nmust have m ssed. Nothing flew apart on the Coast Guarder
It didn't blow up. It swerved to the south as it sl owed.
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Then suddenly the two-nman gun crew | eaped away fromtheir naval piece, screaning

THEI R GUN BREACH WAS MELTI NG

Hel ler had fired a heat shot, centered by handgun conputer, down the barrel of the thing!

"Now that the odds are nore equal," said Heller, "we can get back at it." And he slamred his
throttles w de open!

He sent the Sea Skiff toward the shore, glancing back to see what the Coast CGuarder woul d do.
Hs radio was still on. It began to crackle. The Coast Guarder was calling his base.

"Can't have that," said Heller

He rai sed and centered the handgun. He twirled a knob

BAM

The handgun fired.

The big whip aerials of the patrol craft shimered and nelted!

Hel I er ai med the handgun at the patrol-craft bridge. The Coast Guarder was getting underway in
pursuit.

"Blast," said Heller. "I don't want to kill you guys. You're Fleet."

It was the kind of insane gallantry you could count upon fromHeller. | felt now that we still had
a chance to get him

He shoved the handgun into his belt. He grabbed the sack |Izzy had given himand got sonething out
of it. Then he reached under the foredeck and grabbed an Al dis signal |anp.

The Coast Guarder was streaming after him Heller raised the Aldis lanp. He centered it on the
81's bridge. He began to send a single letter over and over.
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A dot and a dash. Ah, International Code. That |letter must nean something like "You' re running
into danger."

The Coast Guarder did not slacken its chase. Wite fans of spray flying, it was roaring after

Hel ler. But through the Aldis sights, the nen on its bridge could be seen coning out and training
gl asses on Heller, peering. Then a couple of nen with rifles raced up to its bow. One of them
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fired!

Hell er spelled out audibly, "Y-OURENGI-NES AREABOUTTOBL-OWUP."

Sudden raci ngs about on the other ship!

Three nen sprang up out of an afterhatch and raced forward.

"Now that you're all in sight..." nuttered Heller. And he put a snall box device on top of the
Aldis lamp and pressed its trigger

There was no sound. There was no flash

ALL THE MEN ON THE COAST GUARDER DECK COLLAPSED

He had said he wasn't going to kill themand then it appeared that he had!

Hel I er gl anced at his device as he shut it off. Suddenly | knew it: a radi o nerve-paral ysis beamn
He | ooked forward.

The shore of New Jersey was dead ahead and coning up fast!

"Ch, you blasted fools!" he nuttered. "You left your engines running! You' re going to have a

mari ne disaster!"”

He threw down the Aldis | anp.

He was grabbing some twi ne out of his pocket. He wapped it around his throttles.

Both ships were tearing straight at the beach
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Movi ng fast, Heller flipped sone fenders that were tied along the coam ng so that they fel

out side. He grabbed the throttle strings he had fixed.

He worked the autopilot. The speedboat banked in a w de curve.

The Coast Guarder was streaking straight at the beach at forty knots!

Heller timed it. He was just ahead of the fast patrol craft and to its port. It overtook him

He swerved the Sea Skiff slightly.

The suction that occurs between two ships brought themtogether side-by-side with a crunch
Hel I er | eaped up and grabbed the patrol-craft rail. He hit the autopilot swi tch and yanked the
strings.

The Sea Skiff swerved away, engines suddenly silent.

Hel | er sprang over the rail. He junped across the reclining bodies.

He stared ahead.

The beach was al nost there!

He | eaped into the pilothouse. He | ooked at the controls. He yanked a pair of |evers back

There was a racing whine and then a crunch.

He spun the wheel

He had reversed the propellers at full speed!

Forward way had carried theminto |ight green water

Sand was boiling up.

There was a thunp and scrape.

And then the Coast CGuarder was backing into darker, deeper sea.

He | ooked out on the deck where a man with a | ot of chevrons on his jacket was |ying draped over a
bitt.
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Peevi shly, Heller said, "You' re supposed to SAVE people, not GET saved."

Chapter 7

I wondered what he would do now. The Apparatus woul d never have acted this way so | was totally
adrift. He should have left the 81 to explode itself to bits against the beach and gone happily on
his way. There is no understanding these Fleet people!

My next guess was that he would take her out into deeper water and sink her with all hands. Maybe
he thought that would destroy the evidence. There were houses along the Jersey shore here. Maybe
he didn't want witnesses.

As soon as | found out what he was going to do, | could call Captain Grunper and | et himorganize
other effective steps to handle.

Hel ler got the 81 well clear and then, at slow speed, went back to the drifting Sea Skiff. He
coasted the patrol craft alongside. He got a line and fastened it on the foredeck chock of the Sea
Skiff and then passed it aft on the Coast Guarder and made it fast to the towing bitts.

Then he came back to the 81 forward deck

One by one, he dragged the unconscious crew into the salon. He went back and collected the rifles
and a couple of caps and then threw themin.

He | ooked at the gun breach. It surely was nelted.
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It was still hot and snoking. He found a CO2 extinguisher and sprayed it, probably to cool it off.
Then he picked up its canvas cover and |lashed it in place, probably to obscure the odd danage.
Next he | ooked at what was |left of the aerials: just puddles of nelted netal. Methodically he
scraped up the silvery bl obs and threw t hem overboard.

He got his sack and took out a pair of cutters and neated up the aerial stubs so they |ooked
sheared, not nelted.

That done, he affixed a short piece of wire to one of the stubs and left it dangling.

He went into a ship office and started going through bookcases. He found a manual which gave the
uni forns and ship conpl enents of the Coast Guard.

He went back up to the salon and gazed at the recunbent bodi es which |ay upon the floor
Apparently satisfied, he went bel ow and started going through quarters and | ockers. He located the
uni forms of the nobst senior man aboard and changed his cl ot hes.

He went back up to the bridge.

He eased the throttles forward and soon, towing the Sea Skiff, had the 81 going down the coast at
a leisurely pace. He put it on autopilot.

He went to the radio and turned its volune high. Sure enough, there was a constant chatter, rather
faint due to the lack of nuch aerial, calling for the 81 to cone in.

Hel | er picked up the mke. He acknow edged.

A voice fromthe speaker, "Wiat's wong? W couldn't raise you!"

"We had a little mshap,” said Heller
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"You're coming in only Signal Three here. | can barely hear you."

Heller yelled into the m ke, spacing his words distinctly. "W had a little mishap to radi o and
engi nes. Not hing serious. Everybody is a bit flaked out. The capture was successful. W are
proceedi ng down the coast at reduced speed.” He began to imtate a fade-out with his voice. "Radio
i s packing up. See you tonorrow afternoon. "

"Repeat |ast sentence, please.”

Hel I er put down the m ke and went back to gaze at the beautiful day.

It was probably his attitude, probably the way he propped his el bow on a radar and cupped his chin
in his palm Heller can drive anybody absolutely insane with things |ike that!

I went crazy. | phoned Captain G unper.

"What's wrong now?" he said.

It was on the tip of nmy tongue to screamthat an extraterrestrial had just seized his fast patro

craft. | checked nyself in tinme. It would sound odd.

"The man," | said, "that you were supposed to capture has TAKEN OVER THE 81!’

"Ch, | think not," said Gunper. "W've just had a nessage here that after a brave sea battle,
fully comrensurate with the exacting standards of the Coast Guard, the capture was made."
"You haven't got the full story!" | snarled.

"Wel |, they did have sone trouble. Engines and radio. But it's all handled."

"You're not in comunication with that craft!"

"Well, as | said, they had radio trouble."

"Why is he heading south instead of north?"
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"Ch, is he?" said Gunper. Then, after a nonent, "But his base is to the south.”

"Listen, Gunper, if you value your comm ssion, you had better send out ships and pl anes and
recover your craft!"

"Yes, sir! At once, sir!"

I rang off. | had jarred themout of their conplacency. Wat riffraff! Letting an extraterrestria
Royal officer walk right in and grab off one of their ships!
It nade ne pretty angry, | can tell you, having to sit there and watch Heller's view

He seemed to find the sea gulls interesting.

Then he YAWNED!

He finally got busy. He checked the chart and some | andmarks. He was going right on by Manasquan
Inlet. He wasn't going to go into the Intracoastal Waterway where it went inland! He was just
continuing on down the coast in the broad Atlantic! He was even edging further and further from
the shore. You couldn't make out the houses now.

He got interested in the radio | og. He found the nessage directing themto intercept him
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"Hrmm " he said. "Strong | anguage."

He | ooked over the ship's log, noting the tine they had first sighted himand then the sketchy
entries of the chase. These ceased abruptly with the notation of his Aldis | anp nmessage to them
about their engines.

Hel l er got his sack and | ooked through it. He took out a small vial. Wth great care he eradicated
all the entries fromthe moment of first sighting on

He got a scrap of paper and practiced calligraphy fromearlier entries.

Then, instead of "Sighted Sea Skiff 329-478A" he wote, "Sighted appalling sea nonster—erange

W ngs,
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purpl e horns, flam ng breath, 300 feet in |l ength. Speaks Scandi navi an."

He nade the next entry, "G ving chase. Sea nonster travelling at 48 knots."

Then he wote, "Sea nonster has turned on ship. Demandi ng coffee.” Then, with appropriate tines,

"Has now boarded over bow." "Is nmelting cannon with flanmng breath.” "Ate antennas." "Crew
fainted, all except ne. Good-bye, cruel world."

A roar of engines sounded in the sky.

Hel l er gl anced out.

Three choppers were swiftly overtaking the sl ow noving patrol craft.

One in the |l ead dived close.

Hel ler put his armout of the pilothouse and waved.

THE THREE CHOPPERS VENT AVWAY

Ragi ng, | got on to Gunper. "You're being hoodw nked!" | screaned. "That patrol craft is in eneny
hands!"

"Ch, cone now," said Gunper. "It's as | said. W have the Sea Skiff in tow. And one of the pilots

even recogni zed the chief petty officer that is captain of the craft. Chief Jive, one of the npst
abl e bl acks we have in service. Please, M. Swindle and Crouch, can't you let us get back to our
normal duties? The Coast Guard's work is efficient beyond reproach.”

The phone dropped out of ny hand.

| sat there, stricken.

At first | had thought that the cops hadn't recognized Heller at Hudson Harbor because they had
all seen the Wiz Kid on TV and t hought they were |ooking for buckteeth and gl asses. And now t he
truth dawned. He'd done it in the Stockbroker's Bar

(Bl eep) Spurk! Wth this rig, you couldn't see the
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man's own face! Heller had used the sane trick he had played in Connecticut! As he was wearing

bl ack cotton gloves, | hadn't seen his hands and neither had anyone el se.
| watched with great care. And | confirmed it in the pilothouse window reflection at last. Heller
was bl ack-faced! And blacks all |look alike to whites. No wonder the day had | ooked so beautifully

hazel ess! He was wearing tan contact |enses!

(Bl eep) Heller! How can you keep up with such a man!

| did the only thing | could do, then. | phoned the harbor nmaster at Atlantic Cty. | told him "I
ama Fed. | have to advise you that an attenpt will be nmade to board and bl ow up the Gol den Sunset
sonmetime |ater today or tonight."

"Good Christ!" he said. "Blowing up a ship that size would nake a harbor obstruction!" He was
horrified.

"Precisely," | said. "So alert the ship and put her under arns. Don't |et any vessels approach
her, particularly the Coast Guard."

"Coast Guard?" he said. "Wy not?"

"They're not all they're cracked up to be," | said. "They | ose ships right and left and won't
listen. But here is the inportant part: the saboteur is a black man, the nost evil and deceptive
(bl eepard) anyone ever saw. If you catch a glinpse of him don't even challenge. Just shoot on
sight."

He prom sed faithfully he woul d.

PART FI FTY

Chapter 1

The afternoon was waning and | could see, as Heller |ooked at a chart and spotted his position
that he must be doing only ten knots or less and that it would be hours before he came abreast of
Atlantic City.

It was just as well. The girls were hone as | could hear. Quite a hubbub. They were not al one.
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Presently Pinchy or Adora or Ms. Sultan Bey—er whatever the Hells her nane was now-ane to ny
door and peered in. "You can watch TV later," she said. "Cone on, you (bl eepard), and do your
husbandl y duties!"”

Very mndful they could have nme arrested for bigany and throwm in the clink if | did not please,
put on a robe, patted nmy face plaster so the edges would not |ift, and went out.

Two | esbians were there. MKke, a sonewhat sallow worman of thirty-five, dressed in very mannish
clothes, was snmoking a joint in a |long holder and sw nging her leg as she sat on the armof a
chair. She was not bad-1ooking really, though awmfully tall. MIldred, the other one, m ght have
been twenty-five: she had a rosy conpl exi on, was soft and round and quite pretty. She was eyeing
me with a speculative smle. Neither one of themlooked |like they were going to perish during the
reeducation into sex and | started to feel better
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And then | saw the other one! She was standing back of Candy in a corner. TEENIE! What the Hells
was she doi ng back here?

| said to Adora, "WHAT THE HELLS IS SHE DO NG BACK HERE?"

"Ch, pish, pish and tush, tush," said Adora. "She felt she didn't have it right. As an adult, dear
husband, one has certain responsibilities, as you should | earn. These consist of making sure the
young are properly educated. How would you feel if you let her grow up to womanhood with totally
wrong conceptions and conditionings in the field of sex?"

"I'd feel great!"” | said, eyeing this bony, scrawny specinen with her proclivity for sinking nails
in faces at the slightest (bleep).
"Wel |, that may be, dear husband,"” said Adora, "but Teenie is an opportunity. During her slack

time in licking stanps for Rockecenter's office, who knows? He mi ght proposition her and (bl eep)
her on his desk when M ss Peace isn't |ooking. And if Teenie knew her business and Rockie had a
real (bleep), it might cure himof this God (bl eeped) determination to push Psychiatric Birth
Control. So it is of vital necessity that we educate the young, whatever you may think. Besides,
she's just here to watch and take pictures so she can devel op the knack."

"Ignore ne," said Teenie, her huge hazel eyes entreating. "I promise to be very quiet and very
good. | | ove spectator sports but | won't even cheer. | promse."
There was no arguing with five wonen. | opened ny robe and M ke, the tall one, went kind of white.

"Jesus!" she said.

Ri ght away the others saw she was going to pull a last mnute sales rejection and say she did not
want the item
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after all. They grabbed her. They pulled off her oxfords. They turned her upside down and shucked
her out of her pants. Her shirt went flying through the air, followed by her very nmascul i ne BVDs.
Her breast conpressor hit the wastebasket. "After tonight," Adora told her, "you won't want that
agai n, ever."

Adora got behind ne and gave a m ghty shove. "Have at her, dear husband."

The clanshell top of the bed vibrated and Candy hastily grabbed it as it shook, preventing it from
falling down.

M ke's face, close under me, showed wonder as she said, "Ch, it isn't a falsie after all! Oh,

you' re wonderful!"

Here was appreciation! She was. ..

FLASH!
For an instant | thought we had been hit wi th spaceship | anding-preparation blueflash and got all
ready to go unconscious. | didn't. | stared around.

Teeni el That Gods (bl eeped) kid had a flash canmera! She had just taken a picture.
To Hells with her. Wth determ nation | got back at it.

Adora was smling indulgently as M ke crooned, "Ch, you honey baby!"

M | dred was bobbi ng her head in expectant rhythmas Mke cried, voice throbbing wi th passion, "I
have never, never, never felt anything so wonderful. A real MAN"

I grinned with the conplinment and concentrated as she npaned.

FLASH!

There it was again! Gods (bleep) it, it took nmy mind off it utterly!

| gritted ny teeth. | got going again.
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Teeni e was struggling with her canera.
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| kept one eye on her. | nust beat her to the draw
The whol e bed quaked and the clanmshell top tried to come down but Candy grabbed and held it.
I rested for a nonment, panting, and then gave Teenie a sneer. |'d beaten her

Adora was in there with her usual pitch as soon as M ke had cone around. And M ke said, yes, oh
yes indeed! Enphatically! That was the end of biting and scratching. And using Polish sausages for
di | dos.

Now it was Mldred' s turn. But frankly, | felt sort of under a strain. Nerves.

Candy was very nice. She took ne into the shower and turned it on and it did help a little. A few
mnutes later | came back. MIldred was |ying on the bed, sheet held up under her chin, |ooking at
me specul atively.

Teeni e was having trouble with her canmera. Adora was fixing it for her. My restored ardor
def | at ed.

"No nore of that!" | said angrily. "Send her home and right now, at once!"

"But her education," said Adora.

"l don't give a (bleep) if she's a dropout,” | said. "Get her out of here!"

"Ch, pish, pish and tush, tush,"” said Adora. "You have no feeling for the young."

But | was having trouble. Adora got a joint. She shoved it into ny mouth and lit it. | took a
puff. She hit me in the stonach and | exhaled violently. She janmed the joint into my nouth and
when | pulled ny breath back in, a whole city of snbg cane with it. | coughed but the stuff was in

my lungs. The walls began to recede and draw near.

Adora sat me down and got ne to snoking quietly.

M ke stunbl ed over and sat down beside ne. Her
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eyes were filled with wonder as she petted ny shoulder. It did marvel ous things for ny norale and
| began to take confidence.

Adora gave ne a persuasive pull toward the bed.

M | dred wat ched ne approach, expectantly.

Candy nade sure the bed-top shell was hooked nore solidly to the wall but it had al ready begun to
nove. She | ooked down at the bed appreciatively.

M ke sniled as she watched in dreamy know ngness as the npans started up

FLASH!

| came straight off the bed!

It took ne a nonent to see again that it was not a spaceship |anding.

Teenie's oversize lips were smling sweetly. "That was a good one," she said. "She | ooked just

i ke she was dying!"

"Kill this kid," |I said bitterly to Adora.

"Ch, why should you be upset with a little thing like that? After all, it was only the artistry in
the girl. Education and art go hand in hand. She saw somnething she wanted and she took it."
"I"'mgoing to kill her,"™ 1 said.

Adora got ne back on the sofa. She lit another joint. Candy found sone chanpagne. | drank it

bet ween puffs and started to cal m down.

M1 dred was threshing around, npaning on the bed.

"Not one nore picture!" | said.

"I won't do it again," said Teenie.

Soot hi ngly, Adora |led nme back toward the bed.

Candy was steadying the top of the clanshell as it began to nove once nore.

M ke, still in dreamy appreciation, began to bob her head in rhythm as she wat ched.
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I was gritting my teeth with effort.

Candy hastily grabbed the top of the bed as a seening earthquake threatened to collapse it.
| sat up triunphantly with a sneer at Teenie. In spite of her | had made it!

When M| dred canme around, Adora was in there with her sales pitch. There was no sal es resistance

"Men, men, nen," whispered Mldred. "Gve nme nen every tinel" It was a pretty good testinonial.
She was lying there dreany-eyed and purring like a cat.
Candy gave me anot her gl ass of chanpagne and | raised it as a toast to nyself. | was swall ow ng

the bubbly brew and had half a glass to go when | heard a voi ce.

"Now Teeni e wants sone nore pictures.”

When | was through coughi ng and wheezing and trying to get the chanmpagne out of ny | ungs,
hoarsed, "Were did you put the duelling pistols? | amgoing to kill that kid!"
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Adora said, "Look at that poor child! You have frightened her half to death!"™ And then she put her
face close to ny ear and said in a deadly voice, "You're going to do what you're told, bigamst."

| said weakly, "But there's nothing else to take pictures of! The two girls are satisfied."

"I need denonstration shots," said Teenie. "How can | do ny honework w thout accurate and detail ed

exanpl es? If | have nothing to study, | won't make it at all!"

"You hear?" said Adora to ne. "Just tell us what you want, Teenie."

"Well, ice skaters have to have pictures of thenselves to perfect their technique. You said so
yoursel f, Pinchy. | don't have those pictures yet."

"Of course," said Adora indul gently.
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"Coul d you operate the canera?" said Teenie, parking her bubble gumon the head of an Aphrodite
statuette.

"OfF course," said Adora. And she accepted it. "Now what do you want exactly?"

Instantly, Teenie's dress flew through the air

I was still sitting on the sofa.

She cane over and stood in front of nme. She | ooked down critically at nme and shook her head. "This
will never dp," she said.

Teenie turned to Adora.

"What we need is some nusic," said Teenie. "I have just bought the | atest Neo Punk Rock record by
the Naughty Boys. It's right here in ny purse. Do you mnd if | play it?"

She woul d have put the 45 straight onto the stereo but | took it fromher hand. Anything to do
with Teenie was pretty deadly stuff. One had to be cautious. The | abel said:

NEO PUNK ROCK

MORAL

For Grade-school Kiddies

I nternational Psychol ogi ca

Associ ati on Approved

Educational Ditty

The Naughty Boys:

Bi ffer, Poker, Slider and Wwi e.

Oh, well, Hells, it was just some childish gibberish and if the psychol ogi sts approved it, it rmnust
be quite all right. "Go ahead," | said.

She expertly set the stereo on 45 rpmand fixed it so the record woul d repeat over and over. She
turned the volunme high and around it went. The needl e cane down.
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Six crashing tomtom beats followed by three thundering tynpani strokes. PON PON PON POWN POW
PON BOOM BOOM BOOM And then it repeated. And then it kept right on repeating! Forceful

conpel l'ing, savage, primtive!

Al'l the people in the roombegan to jerk in rhythmto those druns. Teenie was w de-eyed, beating
time with her hips and heels.

Then the whi ne and noban of electronic instrunents.

Then a chorale like a tribal chant:

Freddi e was a j unper!

Junp, junp, junp!

Freddi e was a j unper!

Punp, punp, punp!

Freddi e junped his teacher

Punmp, punp, punp! Freddie junped his sister!

Punmp, punp, punp! Freddie junped his brother!

Punp, punp, punp! Freddie junped his papal

Punp, punp, punp! Freddie junped his nmana!

Punp, punp, punp! Freddie junped a ROBOT!

Ch, ny God! Poor, poor Freddie, Hasn't got a rod!

And then in a perfectly normal voice at the end it said: So that's the noral, little kiddies.
Don't never (bleep) robots!

The wonen in the room had al nost had (bl eeps)
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fromthe rhythm | thought | had read the |abel wong. | |eaped up and snatched it fromthe
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turntabl e before it could repeat. Yes, it was approved by the International Psychol ogica
Association and its title was "Mral ."

Teeni e snatched it out of ny hands. She put it back on the turntable. It started up again, POW
POW POW POWN POW POW BOOM BOOM BOOM

She got into the rhythmof it. "Ain't it dreany?" she said with a beatific smle that nade her
oversize nouth | ook Iike a hungry cavern. She |ooked to see if Adora was ready. Then she turned to
me, "Cone on, cowboy, let's get into the first pose!"

She reached out and yanked ne to my feet so fast ny robe flew out behind ne.

She bent back and | ooked at nme with an astoni shed expression on her face. She snapped her
fingernails.

FLASH!

Adora had the picture.

Teeni e made a grab for ne.

| hastily tried to bat her hands away and di sengage.

FLASH!

It was strange: stanped on ny retina was a | ook of awe upon her face.

But right now, there was anything but awe in Teenie. She was stanping her heels to the nusic.
was reassured because | thought it was distracting her

But no!

She suddenly grabbed the | apels of ny robe, making it fly w de.

| tried to seize her wists to get her off me. But she had the flat of her hands agai nst ny chest
and was pushing ME away.

FLASH!
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A |l ook of horror was stanped on my retina. But it wasn't there now

The musi c was goi ng and poundi ng. Her body withed agai nst mine, bruising nme. The marijuana and
musi ¢ were spinning in ny head.

Teeni e suddenly dropped to her knees.

| hastily grabbed at her shoul ders to make her stand up.

FLASH!

She then stood up but was | surprised!

She sl apped ne.

Ri ght in the face!

A deadly insult! An invitation to a duel

Ch, that was too nmuch to take fromthis teen-age kid

I wanted to kill her!
She tried to escape nme but the back of her knees hit the bed.
FLASH!

The | ook of fear that was nonentarily branded on nmy retina was not put on—ef that | was very sure.
Killing her would be a pleasure!

She whirled around and tried to escape by clinbing on the bed.

| seized her ponytail

She backed up! Against ne!

FLASH!

I made ny hand flat to give her behind a powerful swat. "I'Il teach you to insult ne!" | snarled
But Teeni e was | aughi ng!

Teeni e turned over on her back and began to hold her sides with mirth.

Adora was | aughi ng.

Candy was | aughi ng.

M ke and M | dred were | aughing.

DEATH QUEST

321

I could not for the Iife of ne figure out what they were |aughing at.

| stanped off to ny room and sl amed the door

I went to bed and glowered into the dark

Bl asted teen-age nonstrosity!

To HELLS with her education

| could still hear themguffawing in the other room

Oh, | said, as | gnawed ny pillow, when Lonbar was finally through with this planet and needed it
no nore, what a pleasure it would be to blow it up. Especially with Teenie in the niddle of the
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cataclysm It couldn't be too soon!

Chapter 2
Exhausted by ny evening's work and rage, assisted by the marijuana and chanpagne, | fell into a
restless nap, only to be awakened by a nightmare in which, no matter how hard | tried, | couldn't

get the fuse lit that woul d expl ode Earth.

Trying to ook at ny watch told ne two things: | had a terrible pain in nmy skull and it was 8:00
P.M

There were no sounds coning fromthe front room They had obvi ously gone out to dinner and a show
as they often did.

I took a cold shower, trying to get rid of the headache. It didn't work. But it suddenly brought
me alert enough to realize | was neglecting the real reason | had to endure all this travail:
Hel | er!

Cursing the man for now even sicking teen-agers on

322

L. RON HUBBARD

me, | towelled off quickly and uncovered the viewers. Krak's was still blank, Crobe's was no
interest. But Heller's was another thing. It was di mbut unm stakable: he was still at sea.

I blew out a sigh of relief. | was in tinme to watch himbeing blown to bits as he tried to | and at

Atlantic City. And what a joy THAT woul d be after all the trouble he had caused ne!

The night was a flat calm There was a gl ow agai nst the sky which nust be Atlantic Cty. The
patrol craft was dead in the water. He was preparing to go in!

Ch, | knew | could count on the harbor nmaster: they don't |ike blown-up ships clogging their
channels. Heller, | said, you are going to catch it good this tine and | hope to the Gods that
Lonbar has renoved your Grand Council contact, for tonight, now, you could get your head bl own
off. And a pleasure it will be to see it done!

He verified that the running lights of the patrol craft were burning bright. Then he went to a
chart table and laid out a chart that showed the East Coast of the U S. and the Atlantic past
Berrmuda. He | ooked into a Coast Pilot and found the Devil's Triangle. It said it was an area south
of Bermuda where ships had been known to di sappear from causes never established. He then spotted
this area with a pencil point on the chart and drewa line to it and read the course fromwhere he
was, off Atlantic City, to the Devil's Triangle. He couldn't get it very exact, apparently, for he
drew i n a bunch of question marks on the chart.

He then went to the pilothouse controls and put the engines back in gear, slow ahead. Wth the
wheel , he brought the craft to the course he had just found and then | ocked the autopilot in.
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Heller turned to the log and, imtating the calligraphy, wote, "2012 hrs. Sea Monster has told us
where to solve nystery in the Devil's Triangle. Following himat his standard crui sing speed,
Course 152° T. WII| report revelations after he has had coffee.”

He then went into the salon, checked each of the crew lying there and arranged the unconsci ous
bodi es so they were confortable.

Heller said to themin general, "Wwen you boys wake up and find yoursel ves where you will be,

hope, anobngst you, you can also find a great way to explain your whereabouts to your Coast Guard
superiors. |'ve left you one and, who knows, after the spot they put you in, they m ght even buy
it. I'"'mleaving now Don't bother to pipe the side." He turned out the |light and cl osed the door.
He went to the rail, clinbed over it and dropped into the Sea Skiff which was tow ng al ongsi de. He
started its engines, checked the water punps for cooling and then, with the slash of a knife, cut
the taut towine and was al nost at once bobbing back in the patrol craft's wake.

He | ooked toward the lights of Atlantic Cty, a hazy done of dimwhitish blue in the blackness. He
said, "Now we'll try to |land once nmore on this hostile coast and see what the natives have cooked
up this tine. No canni bals, | hope.”

I blinked. Had he guessed the trap that had been laid for hin? Then | relaxed. Typically Heller

He was referring to the Verrazano pl ague he had read that norning. You could never tell when he
was joking. It was a disconcerting trait, typical of the villain. Threw you off. He had owned the
pl ace once: he knew very well that,
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aside from Federal tax collectors, there were no cannibals in Atlantic Cty.

He fed throttle to the Sea Skiff, heading for a point to the north of the glowin the night. As he
pi cked up speed and the Sea Skiff planed, the fans of spray cast a glow of their

own—phosphor escence.

file:/l/F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt (118 of 142) [8/31/03 1:26:06 PM]



file://1F|/rah/L%20Ron%20Hubbard/Mission%20Earth%2006%20-%20Death%20Quest.txt

| grabbed a map. Judging fromthe position of Atlantic Cty's lights off his port bow, he was not
headi ng for the harbor entrance, Absecon Inlet. He nmust be going for Little Egg Inlet, ten niles
to the north. Then | realized that he was not taking a frontal approach to the harbor. He was
going to join the Intracoastal Waterway, go down Little Bay and Reed's Bay back of Brigantine
Beach! He was going to enter Absecon Bay by the back door

Sneaky! O©h, you could never trust Heller! (Bleep) himl Wth what bitterness | recalled all he had
put ne through when | had had to | eave Istanbul by sea.

| phoned the harbor master at Atlantic City. "This is the Fed. Your man is in a Sea Skiff,
travelling at 42.3 knots. He will be coming down the Intracoastal Waterway and w || approach

t hrough Absecon Bay."

"Aha!" said the harbor nmaster. "That neans he'll cone down Absecon Channel to get to the yacht!
We'll nuster at Parley State Marina."

"Be sure to get him" | said. "He's a very desperate black terrorist, trained by the FLO "

"Have no fear," said the harbor nmaster. "W' ve supplenmented the regular force with a squad from
the New Jersey National Guard. W'll let himhave it with nachine guns!”

"Have you alerted the yacht?"

"Got her surrounded by collision floats in case this (bleep) tries a kam kaze."
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"Good thinking," | said. "I estimate he'll be anongst you in half an hour."

"I'n half an hour," said the harbor master, "your man will be blown to bits!"

"Knew | could count on you," | said. "The national interest nust be served." | rang off.

Hel l er was stream ng al ong over the black, glassy water. There was a |little radarscope back of the
gyroconpass and he was apparently steering by that. The shapes of |and were very clear on it and
he was rocketing straight into a black gap. Tricky navigation at very high speed: those inland
channel s | ooked conpl ex.

He was doi ng sonething else! | couldn't quite make it out in the dimglow around him Was he
hol di ng a bonb? | wat ched.

A can of beer!

He was drinking a can of beer

Cho, | thought. You don't suspect. Far too sure of yourself, Heller, nmuch too rel axed.

I watched him as he banked into a constricted channel, speeding south. There were some marker
lights. He didn't seemto be paying much attention to them Then |I realized that that Sea Skiff,
with only its propellers and rudders in the water, probably did not nmuch care about the depth of
the channel. He was taking short cuts! Running by |and masses, not buoys! He had ne | ost!

| studied my map anxiously. | wished | could read a radarscope. | saw a restricted place ahead of
him He was roaring toward it. | relaxed: it could only be the opening which carried himinto
Absecon Channel —the islands to the right and left were so long that he could not detour around
them In only a mle or so now he woul d reach Brigantine Bridge. There were its |ights ahead!

Ri ght where they invisibly waited for himw th machi ne guns!
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He was doi ng sonet hing el se now. He was propping sonething up in the pilot seat.

"Now you just sit there," he said, "and keep your eye on things."

A shape. A forml Good Gods, had he taken one of those |uckless Coast Guardsnen prisoner? And
meki ng hi mrun the boat?

Then Heller put the arns on the wheel and tied themwith a flip of cord. The arns were too linmp to
be human.

A dummy! A work suit stuffed with pillows that had a pillow face.

Hel l er wal ked to the back of the Sea Skiff. He picked up a big sack

He pul |l ed somet hi ng down over his face.

He rolled off the stern

Ri ght into the churning wake!

SPLASH!

He bobbed up

He had sonething in his hand, hard to tell, silhouetted against the lights of the distant town. It
was wrapped in plastic.

He pressed it.

The Sea Skiff banked!

He pressed it again, watching the spray of the roaring craft.

The Sea Skiff banked the other way!
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A radio control! (Bleep) himl He had rigged the autopilot to the craft's radio the noment | had ny
back turned. He was hol ding sone sort of trigger in his hand!

The Sea Skiff was closing the distance to the bridge very quickly now He nade it zigzag.
A CHATTERI NG BURST OF MACHI NE- GUN FI RE!
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"I thought so," nuttered Heller

He pressed the control. The Sea Skiff banked into a steep turn

Ri fles were goi ng now

A ricochet cane skipping over the water and made a vici ous whine past his head.

The Sea Skiff headed to his right.

"I"'msorry," said Heller. "You were a good boat."

The Sea Skiff turned again. It passed under the bridge and was racing toward a nearby narina
entrance.

The sharp staccato hammer of machi ne guns above the roar of engines.

The crash of a shattered w ndshi el d!

The vicious nultiple whines of ricochets!

A heavier burst of fire!

Still surging toward the nmarina docks, the Sea Skiff seened to stagger. Then it went |ancing on
A gout of flane!

The blue-white flash of exploding gasolinel

Al the extra fuel cans nust have gone up as one!

BLOW E!

The renmai ns of the rocketing speedboat hit the end of a pier

CRRRRASHHHHH!

Wod and bits of netal flewinto the flame-rent air!

What seenmed to be a body was visible for an instant and then was gone!

Flaming bits of debris were spattering all around, hissing as they hit.

The end of a dock was burning and |ighting up the scene.

A searchlight came on and raked the water.

Hel | er dived.
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I was instantly on the phone. | denmanded the harbor nmaster. There was a wait. He came on the line.
"You mssed him" | shouted. "He escaped off the back of the boat before you fired!"

"Nonsense," said the harbor naster. "The boat was under control and seeking to avoid us."

"He had a radio control!" | yelled. "He's still out there in the harbor."

"You bet he is," the harbor master said. "In bits and pieces. | saw himfly through the air nyself

and expl ode to nothing!"

"That was a dumy!"”

"I know a live man when | see one that is dead!" said the harbor naster. "W got him Are you Feds
trying to take away the credit?"

"No, no! The credit is all yours! But nmind what | say. He's still alive. He will still try. You
search that harbor and if you find him kill him It's a Federal order!"

"Al'l right," he said and rang off.

I was fum ng. How could Heller have known? Then | recalled that he had read the nessage sent hy
Captai n Grunper of the Coast Guard and mi ght have suspected it had gone to all points

(Bleep) Heller! H mand his can of beer

Chapter 3

N Haggardly, | watched to see what woul d happen next. Al | got for two solid hours was an
occasi onal slop of water and a bubbl e's-eye view of the harbor.
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They had a workboat under searchlights recovering debris. But that was not inportant. They al so
had a patrol |aunch cruising around, sweeping the water with | ong beam fi ngers.

| couldn't really nake out where Heller was. At length when he lifted his arm | saw that he was
wearing a wet suit. | cursed. He had had a whol e afternoon and all the resources he could | oot
fromthe Coast Guard ship to prepare his entrance. He was operating in a practiced role, that of
the Fleet conbat engineer, an officer with a fifty-volunteer star. But he was in very hostile
waters and | doubted if ever before he had had as accurate a spy device on himas | had pl aced:
this very viewer system
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| called the harbor nmaster twice nore, telling himl knew for sure the man was in the water and
woul d be naking for the yacht. He said he was taking every precaution.

Then suddenly | got a clear view of the ship. The Gol den Sunset was |ying to anchor, well away
fromeverything el se. My, she | ooked big—+ike a |liner

Fl oati ng stages were all around her, secured to her by cables. On her starboard side, her own

| andi ng | adder and white side were bathed in her own floodlights.

The vi ew vani shed and | had only bl ackness.

Then suddenly another view her bow | ooned up like a knife. Then it was gone.

If | could just determ ne exactly where he would be, | could alert themn

Anot her view. The ship seened far away. She was broadsi de on and the | anding stage and fl oodlights
were glaring beyond the black expanse.

Excitedly, | called the harbor master. "He's about a hundred yards abeam of the ship on her
starboard side!"

"CGot it!" he said and sl ammed the receiver down.

330

L. RON HUBBARD

And he certainly did! | heard the approaching pul se of engines al nost i mediately. The harbor
master, bless him nust be in radio contact with his patrol |aunch

A brief view of the launch, com ng head on at speed, directly toward Heller

Then bl ackness in the viewer.

| waited, breathless. A minute, two mnutes, three mnutes...

Another view He was directly astern! About fifty yards fromthe yacht! The scroll, Golden Sunset,
New York, was plain in the shimery harbor |ights:

| got the harbor nmaster again. "He's fifty yards astern of the yacht! GET HHM"

"Right!" barked the harbor master

The view was gone. But engi nes began to churn in the audio, getting |ouder.

A wat er -washed glinpse of the patrol |aunch showed. It was com ng straight at hin

Bl ackness. One minute, two mnutes, three mnutes. | was holding ny breath. Four mnutes, five

m nutes... Wat the Hells was going on?

Di zzy and |ightheaded from not breathing, | shook ny head to clear it. My viewer was just staying
bl ack!

Scuba gear! He nust be using scuba, taken fromthe 81! Yes, there was the hollow, rhythnical sound
| had ignored. But where was he?
Ti me passed.

Then | thought | saw sonething. | could not be sure. It was just blackness agai nst bl ack

| turned up the viewer gain all | could. Yes! An underwater piling! Heller was underneath a dock!
A view

He was | ooking at a gas/diesel supply float with a huge sign on it. The Mari nal
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| grabbed the phone. "Now you've got him" | shouted. "Wat's the dock directly across from your

floating fuel stage?"
"That's nmy office!" said the harbor master.

"He's in the water under it!" | said. "SHOOT HHM"
The phone went back on the hook hurriedly.
Voi ces! | heard voices in ny audio.

"That God (bl eeped) Fed on the phone says he's right under this dock!" It was the harbor master's
voi ce!

"How the (bl eep) would he know?"

"The hell with that! Get down on that fuel stage with rifles, fast. You, Hyper, get down that
| adder and start shooting under there!"

Bl ackness.

The funky thud and mpan a bull et makes goi ng under water! Another shot. Another

The churn of the | aunch engi ne.

A view

It was from m d-channel, |ooking back at the dock

BEROOOOOOM

Fl ame geysering into the sky!

Concussion in the water!

The whol e office went in slow notion up into the sky, turned over and fell apart in flanng
chunks.
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BEROOM
The patrol launch disintegrated in a flash of fire.
BERGOOO00000000OM

The whol e fuel depot went up! A roaring nmushroom of churning fire blossoned in the sky.
Fragnents struck with a thunk and hiss cl ose by.

At water level, a sweep of the scene.

It was just fires now, burning bright.

"Well, it wasn't underwater detection gear, anyway,"
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muttered Heller. Then his eye fastened on a distant floating body. He said, "lI'"msorry, you guys.
May your Lord Jesus Christ have mercy on your souls." He sounded very sad.

I was cursing. | didn't have anybody | could call

But hope was not dead. The yacht had been alerted and he still had that gauntlet to run. That
lighted | andi ng stage could not be approached. Possibly they'd get Heller yet!

Chapter 4

About ten minutes later | got another view It was of a wire cable, lighter black against the

dar ker bl ack of night.

He | ooked up. He was on the dark side of the yacht. He was holding on to the edge of the rigged
collision stage which lay against its side. Fromwhere he was, the wire that secured the stage
went up twenty or nore feet to the | owest visible deck

There were two nore decks visible above and a man was visible against the stars and faintly

| um nescent sky. A guard. Wth arifle. He was | ooking aft and across the water to where the

expl osions had recently occurred. The light of a renewed burst of flame flicked against his white
uni form

Hel I er reached up and took hold of the wire cable. Wth his other hand he made sure that the sem -
floating sack was secure to his scuba-tank straps.
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Then, hand over hand, he began to lift hinmself up the cable.

"Quch!" he said in a whisper. He was |ooking at his right hand while he held on with the other. He
had apparently snagged his palmon a wire cable fray.

It made ne feel better, with all the trouble he was causing nme! He didn't have engi neer gl oves and
wire cabl e always has | oose strands |i ke needles broken in it and sticking out. Served himright,
getting in nmy way!

But it didn't stop him Wth a glance at the guard above, Heller began to clinb apin, hand over
hand, up the wire.

I couldn't understand why the guard couldn't see him Al he had to do was | ook down!

Hel | er stopped twice nore. The cable was biting his palns, tearing the cheap cotton gloves to
bits!

Hand over hand he went. He glanced one final tine at the guard above and went over the rail onto

t he deck.

Way hadn't that idiot seen him Then | realized belatedly that the guard, glancing now and then at
the fire on shore, was keeping hinmself night blind, the stupid fool! He couldn't see sonething

bl ack agai nst bl ack water.

Hel l er found a deck | ocker, probably life jackets. He opened it. He crushed aside whatever it held
and then got out of his scuba tanks, mask, weight belt and flippers and put themin.

He picked up his sack and went to a deck door. Wth ear against it, he listened. Then he opened it
and stepped into a passageway. The lights were on but they were di nmed for night.

He | ooked around, orienting hinself.

Footsteps clattering down a | adder

Hel | er opened a door and stepped in, closed it
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behind him He funbled for a switch and turned the |ights on.

A crewnan was asleep in the bunk

He was in the crew area of the ship

A cook's hat was on a peg.

Hel l er shut the light off.

The cook turned over with a grunt.

Hel l er opened the door and listened. Only sone machi nery running.
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He went out, |ocated some steps and went up a deck. Suddenly he found what he coul d use: a posted

energency-drill plan of the ship. It was set in a brass frane upon a wal nut-panelled wall. It gave
an outline of the ship, deck by deck, with all |ifeboats, fire hydrants and conpartments plainly
mar ked.

| had not realized how extensive this yacht was! But two hundred feet of vessel with |ots of beam
must nake her at |east two thousand tons. Music salon. Nightclub. Theater. Steam baths. Breakfast
di ni ng room Luncheon dining room Banquet hall. Gymmasium |nside sw nming pool. Sun sw nmi ng
pool . Squash court. Race track... race track? Yes, there it was marked, and beside it, Mniature
car garage.

Cabi ns, cabins, cabins. The ship nust have roomfor fifty guests or nore. In suites, yet! Wiat a
yacht! More like a liner! And apparently fairly new, judging by the nodernness of the decor. It
nmust have cost a fortune to build and was costing another one to keep up

He found what he thought he wanted: Omer's Master Suite. He traced out the ways to get to it from
where he was.

He went up another deck. He halted, listening, before he went into a passageway. He | ooked around
careful ly.
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Pol i shed wal nut and nmahogany and brass with colorful tiled decks.

In a rush he went to another cross passage, stopped and |istened. Footsteps on the deck above. He
froze. They receded.

He got sonething out of his sack. | held ny breath. Was he going to shoot up this ship? Blow it
up?

He noved into the passageway again. There was a big, inpressive, brass-bound door ahead of him
Owner's Master Suite, Drawing Room He passed it by. Next door, Omner's Master Suite, Bathroom He
passed it by. Next door, Oamner's Master Suite, Dressing Room He went by it. Then, Oaner's Master
Suite, Bedchanber. He halted

He didn't try the knob. He went silently to work with a pickl ock

Chapter 5

He went in through the door so quickly and shut it so silently behind himthat the surprise was
absol ute. The Countess Krak was propped up in bed, wearing a blue negligee. A silken cover was
over her bent knees agai nst whi ch she was hol ding a negl ected magazi ne. She was | ooki ng out
through a square, brass-bound port toward fires on the beach. But her posture showed no interest.
Sonet hi ng must have made her aware that sonmeone el se was in the room

She whi pped her head sideways. She went white!
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"THE BLACK!" she cri ed.

Wth all her might she hurled the nmagazine across the room

It struck himwith a thud in the chest.

"No, no," he said. "It's nme. I"'msorry | frightened you!"

She peered at him up on her knees now, on the bed. Then, "Jettero, get away from ne! Your sins
have bl ackened your face."

"Dear," he said, "you've got to listen."

"There is nothing to listen to!" she flaned. "You lied to me about other wonen! You married some
cheap harlot! And then you nmarried another one! You have blasted all my hopes and dreans! Get out!
| never want to see you again!"

"Dear, are you going to listen to ne or do | sit on you!"

"Don't you touch me, you philandering, unprincipled beast!" Her hands had been graspi ng about. She
seized a bottle of sun lotion and hurled it at himwith all her mnight!

It grazed his head and crashed agai nst the wall behind him

She | eaped off the bed, grabbed for a chair to throwat him It raised ny hopes. She could kil
men!

Hel | er suddenly dived. He hit her |egs just above the knee.

She went down with a thunp agai nst the Persian carpet.

Instantly she was back at him scratching, trying to bite.

He caught her arns and then quickly shifted to grip both her wists with one hand. He sat down on
her and

DEATH QUEST

337

with one of his thighs, pinned her kicking legs to the fl oor.
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"You brute!" she screaned.

She tried to bite the hand which held her wists. He noved it and her wists up above her head and
hel d them agai nst the fl oor

"You," he said, "are going to do sone |listening!"

"I won't!"

Wth his free hand he was snaking his sack toward him He funbled inside it, brought out a stack
of papers and laid themon the floor

She struggled valiantly to get |oose. Then she | ay back, breathing hard, her eyes flanm ng. "Now I
suppose you are going to rape nme |ike you did those other wonen!"

Hel I er had taken a piece of paper off the stack. He opened it and shoved it in front of her face
"Look at this."

"I won't!" She turned her head away fromit.

Renmor sel essly, using the elbow of the armthat held her wists, he forced her head over the other
way toward the paper he held. She closed her eyes, tightly and violently.

Hel l er said, "LOOK AT THAT PAPER! What is it?"

"You can prove nothing to ne!" she said.

"Answer ne. Wat is that paper?"

"You're hurting nme. Quch." She | ooked. Her eyes flaned. "It's that nasty suit by that awful

Mexi can (bl eepch)!" She struggled to get free.

He shifted the paper in his hand and pushed it at her face. "Read that paragraph! What is the date
init?"

She was hi ssing and snarling. Then, "Quch. You're breaking ny arnms! ALL RIGHT! It says you narried
her twenty-six nonths ago!"
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He threw that aside and took another paper. She tried wildly to get |oose.

"Look at this paper! Wat is it?"

"You're bruising ny neck. It's that suit fromthat whore, Toots Switch!"

He shifted the paper. "Read that paragraph! Wat's the alleged date?"

"I't says you married her fourteen nonths ago! Wiy are you torturing me? | hate them | hate then
| hate them"

Hel l er had the front page of a newspaper. "Look at this news story. What is it?"

"You're breaking nmy legs! It's that awful Mizie Spread.”

"What does that |ine say?”

"That you cane to her father's farma year ago. And oh, you brute, |I bet you had fun! | hate her!"
He now picked up a booklet. "Now | ook at THI'S. Wat is it?"
She tried to get away from hi magain. She closed her eyes. He applied pressure. "It's your Fleet

conbat engi neer log!" she snapped.

He opened it. "Look at this. Look at these pages. Do you see Planet Earth? Blito-P3?"

She struggl ed but she scanned the pages. "No!"

"Now | ook at this |ast page."

Suddenly she freed her wists and grabbed the | og. He nust have relaxed his grip for now she was
able to sit up. She did so, eyes riveted on the |og.

She turned it over to verify it was actually the 1 og. Then she tore through the pages again. Then
she stared at him She said, "You never even saw this planet until a year ago! And you never even
| anded then!" Her eyes were wi de with astoni shrment.
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Suddenly she began to cry. She reached out and put her arns around his neck, clutching him

convul sively, sobbi ng.

There was a rap on the door. A gruff voice said, "Ma'am are you all right in there? A sentry
reported sonething breaki ng somewhere this end of the ship.”

She rai sed her head, swall owed hard and nmade a deternined effort to speak

"No, nothing is broken now" she cried. "Thank Gods it's just been nended!"

The footsteps went away.

Chapter 6

After a while, the Countess Krak stood up and began to pace, barefooted, in her negligee, back and
forth across the yacht bedchanber. She seened very agitated.

Heller, sitting in the mddle of the Persian rug, still in his black underwater suit, watched her
and | watched his viewer. Hers was still off.

She stopped suddenly, winging her hands. "Ch, how | have wonged you!" she said with a wail
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"No, no," said Heller. "We'|l just forget about it and start over as though it never happened."
"NO | refused to accept your word. | didn't trust you. | told you to your face that you were a
liar. Oh, how AWFUL! | even sullied the honorable word of a Royal officer of the Fleet! You wll

never forgive ne!"
"But | do forgive you."
"Ch, no! It is too horrible!" She got down on her
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knees beside him "I can never nmake it right! It's an absolutely unforgivable thing |I did!/'" She

sprang up agai n and began to pace. "Ch, dear! Ch, dear! How can | ever nake it up to you!"
"By just being your beautiful self," said Heller

"Ch, no," she said, shaking her head. "I believed those false suits. | believed the newspapers.
bel i eved what those fiends said but | didn't believe ny darling Jet-tero!"

She dropped down on her knees beside himonce nore. "|I was absolutely HORRI BLE!" She was staring
at his face. "Ch, Heavens! | even slashed your face to ribbons with that bottle | threw"

Hel I er touched his face, |ooked at his fingers to see if there was any bl ood. Then he touched a

bandage. "Ch, you nean these. Those are just razor cuts. Nothing."

She had a hand tentatively touching his chest. "Is there anything broken here? A rib? Ch, dear,"
she wailed, "I smashed your chest with that magazi ne!"

"Magazi ne?" said Heller. "Ch, that. It didn't seemworth ducking."

She was touching his head and shoul ders anxi ously.

Then she | ooked down and | et out a shriek. "Your hands! They're cut to bits!"

She had his palnms lifted and was staring at the torn gloves. There were sone tiny spots of blood.

"I't's nothing," said Heller. "I just got themclinbing up a wire rope."
"OH'" she wailed. "You're just trying to spare ny feelings and make nme think | didn't cause these
AWFUL injuries. But | did!" She suddenly put his head agai nst her breast. "I've hurt ny darling

Jettero! Ch, | should be whipped!" She pushed hi mback and | ooked anxiously at his face. "Are they
pai ning you terribly?"
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Then she shook her head. "You wouldn't say if they were. Here, 1'lIl be as gentle as possible. Can
you stand?"

"Of course | can stand!" said Heller, getting to his feet.

"Here, lean on ne, 1'll get you over to the couch.” She eased himdown on it. "Sit there," she
said anxiously. "I'Il get a basin of water and soak your hands so we can get those bl ood-caked

gl oves off of you."

She rushed of f and cane back with a basin of water. She put his hands in it. She was working to
get the cotton off them Bending over the basin, her tears were splashing into the water. "Il've
hurt ny darling Jettero. And all the time he was innocent!"

"Listen," he said. "That's all over now "

She | ooked up at him "No, it isn't. For the next hundred and fifty years, every tinme you | ook at
me, sone little part of you will say, She didn't believe ne and she attacked ne and all because of
her | got nained and crippled.”

"Ch, no," said Heller. "I wouldn't do that."

"Ch, yes. But worse, | would know it nyself." She got up suddenly and wal ked back and forth,
wringi ng her own hands. "I have to make this right! | have to do sonmething to nake anends for it.
I can't live with nyself unless | do!" Then she wailed. "I even deserted you when you needed ne!"

She stopped and knelt before himpleadingly. "Tell ne you forgive ne!"

"I forgive you utterly," he said.
She got back up. "No. That isn't enough. | can't pernmit you to forgive nme. It is too awful!" Then
she suddenly stood up very straight. She said in a firmvoice, "I have no right to inflict ny

upset on you when you're in so nuch pain. You don't need an enotional fermale on
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your hands. So stop worrying. | will be efficient and effective."

She got down on her knees again and peeled off his gloves. She rinsed his hands in the basin and
set it aside. She peeled himout of his wet suit. At his direction, she got the light out of his
sack and played it on his face, evidently turning it back to its natural col or

She went and got the Zanco nedical kit she had assenbled. And with far, far too nuch instant- heal
and with far, far too many cups and bandages, took care of his very superficial injuries.

Then she went over to the phone by the bed, made a call, and after a bit, when a tray was
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delivered, brought it in. She made himget into bed, propped up, put the tray of broth and
crackers on his lap and began to dip crackers into the broth and put themin his nouth.

That done, she nmade sure he was very confortable, |ying back on the pillows. "Do you feel up to
tal ki ng?" she said.

"Listen," said Heller. "I'"mnot sick. |I'mokay."

"Pl ease stop pretending," she said. "I can face up to what | have done and it is absolutely

di sgustingly AWFUL. So don't try to spare ny feelings. Just tell nme now everything that has been
goi ng on and don't gl oss over any details."

So he told her about the race and the publicity and the suits and the Sea Skiff and the Coast

Guard and, under her questions, anything else he could recall, including the fact that there were
arrest warrants out for him

She t hanked him and sat back. "It's the wonen," she said. "They caused the trouble. And because ny
Jettero is so handsone and so darling, | was a jealous fool. Yes. It was the wonmen."

"lzzy says—= began Hell er.
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"No, no. lzzy is a man. He woul dn't understand these things," said the Countess. "A worman—any

worman—woul d nove Heavens and pl anet to get her hands on ny Jettero. | understand that conpletely.
It all nmakes sense.”

"I think there is nore to it than..."

But she was not |istening. She got up and went to another room She was gone for a while and there
wer e some goi ngs and com ngs and the rurnur of voices.

She cane back. She had a glass of water and two capsules. "Now, you're in pain and you have been
under a strain. The captain told me that if | had any trouble sleeping, to tell him So | have
just done so. These are called Nenmbutal. You will be able to sleep. You are quite safe. Nobody
knows you are here. So take them and get sone rest."

"I don't think I need—=

"Take them " she said and put themin his nmouth. She gave himsone water to wash t hem down.

"Now just lie back and relax," she said. "Everything is going to be all right." She reached over
and gave hima gentle kiss anmpbngst the overdone nass of bandages. She turned off the light.

My viewer went black. The audio carried the faint hum of ship machinery. And then the gentle
breat hi ng of Heller.

| set the viewer alarmfor when he would awake. Obviously, it would not be for some tine.

At least | knew exactly where he was. And no threat to me at the noment. O so | thought.

I, too, went to bed.

Fool that | was, | had no clairvoyance whatever of the blazing storm of disaster which was about
to be
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turned | oose! Wth nme in the eye of the worst series of catastrophes Hells had ever unl eashed.

Stupid with shock, chanpagne and marijuana, | had no inkling that ny |ast days on Earth were about
t o pounce.
Looki ng back on that noment, | amincredul ous that | could have been so unalert and cal m

Dark, devilish disaster was on its devastating way.
PART FI FTY- ONE

Chapter 1
When | arose the next norning it was nearly noon. | could not think. The conbination of marijuana
and al cohol was giving me a far worse hangover than the one before. | decided it had been that

awf ul experience with Teenie and her (bl eeped) flashgun. Sonebody ought to kill that kid, |
decided, but my wits were so thick and thinking was so painful that | could not even dwell on that
pl easant prospect.

Li npi ng around, wi shing Prahd was there to grow ne a new head, | wandered into the back garden. It
was a beautiful spring day for sone people but not for ne. The warm sun, however, seened to rel ax
my nerves and | stretched out, hopeful of an undi sturbed hour

Not so. A buzzer was goi ng somewhere. | finally recognized it as coming fromm room It was the
viewer. | sat down thickly to watch it

Hel l er was awake. He was sitting up in bed. The curtains of the sleeping cabin were all drawn
shut. He was staring at a little sign, suspended with a blue ribbon froma pipe. It said:

Pl ease push Bell S

| was so stupid after |ast night, not even a sixth sense warned ne of the catastrophe this was to
begi n.
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He | ooked around. There was a button panel. One said S and had a snall drawi ng of a steward beside
it. He pushed it.

Instantly, like a nmagic genie, a gaunt-faced man dressed in a white short jacket and bl ack pants
cane in. He bowed. "Madam gave ne strict instructions, sir, for when you rose."

"And where is the lady?" said Heller.

"You are to go to the breakfast roomwhen you are quite ready, sir. There is no hurry." He was

hol ding out a small bottle. "I trust your injuries are not paining you too nuch, sir. If they are,
you are to take one of these aspirins.”

"I"'mfine!" said Heller, waving the bottle aside. "I feel great."

"That's very brave of you, sir, after the extensive wounds nadam described to us." He was hol di ng
a white robe. "If you can nanage hol ding out your arms, sir, | can get this on you."

Heller took it away fromhimand put it on
The steward was bowing himinto the bathroom A snmall seat was in the mddle of the tiled fl oor
and the steward got Heller to sit down. The steward was picking up a straight razor and can of

lather. "I'Il do the best | can, sir, shaving around your injured face."

Hel |l er apparently resigned hinself to it. There appeared to be extensive bandages.

"Frightful row on the beach last night, sir. In all the upset, | amafraid | did not see you come
aboard. "

"It was pretty dark,” Heller said. And in the mrror | could see that a snle was twitching at the
areas of his face the bandages |eft exposed.

The steward finished shaving him "Now, if you will just get into the tub, sir, | can wash your
back. You
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don't have to get your hands wet. | promise to be very careful of the chest injuries.”

Hel  er endured the bath. Wen finished and dried, the steward bowed hi m back into the bedchanber,
a towel wapped around him

There in the splendid roomstood an older nan, also in a white short jacket, but with gold

epaul ets and Chief Steward above the pocket.

"I"ve laid out your clothing, sir. | amafraid they are not tailored but they were the best
quality madamis maid could find in the stores. | do hope they serve."

There was quite an array of clothing and shoes laid out, all nore or |ess seafaring except for a
white silk dinner jacket.

"I took the liberty of laying out something casual," the Chief Steward said, pointing to an outfit
di spl ayed upon the chair. It was a nautical jersey, white with horizontal red stripes, white
pants, a red sash, deck shoes and a yachting cap. "Now, if it does not give you too nmuch epain to
sit down, we can help you into them Unless, of course, you would rather go back to bed."

Hel l er sighed. He got into the clothes.

They escorted himwith no little cerenony down a broad stairway and into a cheerful breakfast
salon with nurals of sailing craft blending in color with nautical designs on the tiled floor. A
respl endent table was set in the mddle. It had snow white linen, silver dishes and plates and a
single huge red rose in a tall white vase made a centerpi ece. There was an engraved nenu on the
pl at e.

The Chief Steward, the steward and a waiter seated Heller. He | ooked at the other side of the
table. There was neither chair nor place set.

"Wait a minute!" said Heller with some alarm "Were is the | ady?"
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The Chief Steward bowed and pointed. "I had very strict instructions to nake certain you received
this, sir."

An envel ope was propped against the white vase. On it was the single word Dear

Hel I er opened it with sone alarm He read:

Dear est

This was all ny fault for not believing in you.

The only way | can earn your pardon is to clear this matter up

If you went back, they would arrest you

These are just wonen and wonen are best handl ed by a womman. It shouldn't take |ong.

I ml send you a radio when it is all settled.

Love, love, lovel K
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PS: | told themyour name was H. Hider Haggarty, as that is on your ClA passport.

PPS: | took all your noney so you can't bribe the crew

"Where are we?" cried Heller, |eaping up

He rushed out to a foyer and burst out upon an open deck

Apparently the captain had already, anticipated just this. He was standing right there. He was a
grizzled man
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with a very craggy face. He was dressed in whites. He sal uted.

"I am Captain Bitts, sir. Good nmorning to you. | have specific orders fromthe owner's concubine

to treat you extrenmely well but in no case to pernit you to go ashore until further orders have
been received fromher personally."

Hel l er stared at him then | ooked about, saw another |adder and rushed up it. He cane out on a
flat deck topside, open all around.

He stared in a circle. It was a beautiful spring day with fleecy clouds and blue water. There was
no |l and! Not even another ship in sight!

Captain Bitts had cone up.

"WHERE ARE WE?" cried Heller.

"Sir, | would suggest you go back and finish your breakfast. | believe they have English ki ppers
wai ting for you. After that, as madam arranged, you can comence the physical therapy programthe
sports director planned so that you can begin to recover your strength after your extensive
injuries.”

"You've got to put ne ashore!" cried Heller

"I"'msorry, M. Haggarty. It has been carefully explained to me by the owner's concubine that
elenents in the United States, hostile to the national interests of Turkey, were on your trail."
"Turkey?" said Heller.

"Why, yes. We're under the Turkish flag now and the owner's interests are our interests and the
owner's country our country, of course. Events of last night certainly proved that sonmebody was on

your trail, that is for certain. So you'd best just batten down, all snug and shi pshape aboard.
We'll do all we can to nake your cruise a happy one. BUT | have specific orders to stay outside
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the continental limts of the United States and under no circunstances to go near |and or other

ships or let you ashore or obey any other orders fromany other source until that radio cones." He
sal uted and wal ked away.

Hell er took hold of a funnel stay. He glanced at the letter he still held and then | ooked al
around at the very enpty sea.

"Well, 1'lIl be blasted!" he said. "I'ma prisoner!”

Chapter 2

It was totally and conpletely the fault of the m xture of drugs and chanpagne. | am ashaned to
confess that the inport of what | had just seen and heard did not register on ne at all. | freely

confess that it was the greatest omi ssion of ny entire career. That shows what drup and al coho
can do to one: People should beware and little children should be warned. The fates of nations and

enpires were hanging in the balance that very nonent and all | was thinking about was nmy AWUL
headache.
The doorbell rang and the second catastrophe of the day began, with all its sinister inplications,

and once nore | did not grasp it.

Wyodenly, thinking it was one of those (bl eeped) paper boys who want you to subscribe to a paper
you are al ready subscribing to, so they can get an all-expense-paid tour to reform school, |

wr apped ny bat hr obe around ne and, barefooted, went to the front door and opened it.

TEEN E!
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| slammed the door hurriedly. |I put on the burglar chains. | shot the heaviest bolts in place.
went into the front roomand slammed the shutters shut and put the forged-iron fasteners on. That
done, | |eaned against a closed shutter, panting. | went back to the front door and checked it. It

was | ocked tight.

My CGods, what was Teeni e doing com ng here during business hours, especially when | was alone in
the house. Let nme tell you, ny headache had surged up to a point where | could hardly see.

| tottered to the fridge and got sonme ice. | held it against ny brow That was better but not nuch
better.
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Staggering a bit with the aftermath of shock, | groped ny way to ny back room

| stopped dead.

I thought | was having hallucinations. They say nmarijuana can give you those.

Plain as day, | saw a waith that | ooked just |ike Teenie cone over the top of the garden fence,
step down off a trellis, walk in through the back door, renove her coat and sit down in an easy
chair.

I could not believe nmy eyes. | was SEElI NG t hi ngs!

She was sitting right there with her knees apart. She wore no underpants. Then ny know edge of
psychol ogy restored the reality of the world. | was dealing with a sex-hibitionist. If she

mat ur ed—whi ch | doubted, fromthe way she enraged ne—she woul d probably becone a nodel for

nonexi stent wonen's clothes. No. A fermale flasher! Yes, a sexhibitionist all right, unfortunately
real and no hallucination. Bl ess psychol ogy!

She | ooked at me with her oversized eyes. She wiped the back of her hand across her too-big |ips.
"I"ve GOT to conplete ny education,"” she said appealingly.
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My Gods, didn't she realize that we were alone in the house? That there was nobody around to
defend ne or protect ne from her nails?

"NO" | cried. "What are you doi ng here during work hours?"

"I'"ve been fired. And all because | am not educated enough.”

"They can't fire you because of that."

"Ch, yes, he did. And Pinchy's plans for ne are blasted totally. And all because | aminstruction
deficient."

"That's not possible."

"Ch, yes, it is. | ran out of stanps to lick and | wal ked into Rockecenter's office. And there he
was down on his knees in front of an elevator boy, going after it like mad. And | said, 'No, no!
That's not the right way to do it!" And | got on the desk and pulled up ny skirt and reached for
the elevator boy to show themwhat |1'd | earned here.”

She gave an audi bl e sniff and brushed away a tear. "But | couldn't have possibly had it correct
because Rockecenter screamed at ne that | was a stupid brat and had the security nmen throw ne out

of the building. See? My elbowis skinned and | lost ny hat. They wouldn't even give nme back mny
underpants. So | canme to you to ask... You're not listening to ne!"

"I HAVE A TERRI BLE HEADACHE AND | DON' T NEED ANOTHER ONE FROM YOU! "

"Ch, the marijuana. | wondered if you wouldn't get one when | saw you drinking chanpagne with it.

You have to be streetw se about these things. Is your throat raw?"
"I can hardly talk."
"There. You see what |ack of education can do? It
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does happen that | know about marijuana, |ike any other school kid. Sit right there.”

I wasn't going anyplace. My head felt like it was about to burst whenever | even blinked ny eyes.
It was her fault. Both | ast night and appearing so suddenly today.

She was bustling around in the front room Suddenly she came back. "Misic is what you have to have
with marijuana. They go together. So | put a new Neo Punk Rock record on. You'll feel better
shortly."

The nmassive stereo speakers in the front roomclicked as a needl e dropped. Druns began to boom
Every stroke of the stick was tearing ny eyeballs out! Quitars screanmed and a chorus brayed:
Subl i m nal, sublim nal

Atoy car, And a toy girl, Ran up a tree

SMASH!

A toy house,

And a toy boy,

Fell out of the tree!

SMVASH!

The toy car

And t he toy baby,

Dr opped the tree!l

SMVASH!

Wier e was NASA*

Wher e was NASA?

Wher e was NASA?
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SMASH!

"Now, don't you feel better?" said Teenie.
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"Ch, Jesus, no!" | cried.

"Aha!" said Teenie. "You have to get it balanced. Too nuch nusic, not enough marijuana. Just sit
right there."

I could hear her rummagi ng around in the cupboards in the front room Then another "Aha!" and she
came back with sonething that |ooked |ike a museum scul pture. She was cranmm ng green | eaves and
buds into the top of it. It had a tube. "This," she said, |learnedly, "is called a bhong, or
carburetor. Because the snoke goes through water first, it doesn't irritate the throat." She
lighted it and got it going. "Adults can sonetines be pretty ignorant," she said, "and they should
not be ashamed to ask those who know. | AM educated in some things. My trouble is that I am NOT
educated in vital matters. Now take this mouthpiece and take a long, slow pull on it. Hold the
snoke in your lungs as long as you can and then exhale."

| tried to avoid the nmouthpiece but it hurt too nmuch to turn ny head. | let her put it in ny
mouth. | could not get any worse so | did what she said.

"Now agai n," she instructed.

| did it again.

"Now agai n," she repeat ed.

| did. A soft haze began to gather around ne. | felt like |I was floating.

"Now i s your headache better?"

Gngerly, | found I could nove it a bit wi thout agony.

"There," she said. "You see the benefit of being educated about sone things." She took a couple
puf fs and then put the pipe aside. "W don't want you stoned," she said, "as | have to talk to

you. "

"I don't want to seemungrateful,” | said, feeling oddly disconnected, "but you better |eave." |
was sure
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the relief was tenporary and the headache naybe even woul d cone back aggravat ed.

"No. | do not know enough," she said.

"It seens you know too (bl eeped) much for your age,"” | said.

"Well," said Teenie, "I"mnot |like other teen-agers you know. |'mdifferent. | have a nental
probl em "

"Il bet you do," | said.

"You see," she said, "I lost ny parents when | was eight. They were sent to the electric chair for
nmurdering nmy grandparents so they wouldn't have to pay the rest home fees. | becane a charge of

the court and they appointed a wino as ny guardian and he used to beat nme and lock ne in a closet
when | couldn't find enough in garbage cans for us to eat. But that wasn't what ny nmental problem
was. "

"For Cods' sakes," | said, "then what WAS your mental problen®"

"Hyperactivity. You see, | was very fond of sports and took themall up. | was on every schoo
team| could get on and | even won a chanpi onshi p skateboardi ng. The school psychiatrist noticed
it one day and he was very alarnmed. He diagnosed it very quickly and in the nick of tine.
Hyperactivity. And he said | needed lots of sex to keep ne calm He told them| couldn't continue
in school unless | got conpetent professional care. He even gave ne the first treatnent hinself.
He showed nme how to go down on himand |I did."

"Wait a minute," | said. "That's interfering with a mnor. That's punishable by |aw "

"Ch, no. You don't understand. My guardi an—he drank hinself to death three years ago and they
never appoi nted another, due to the usual |egal delays—+told the judge the treatnent was nmaki ng nme
so tired I couldn't
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| ook in garbage cans. | was there. The judge expl ai ned that psychiatrists and psychol ogi sts are
prof essionals and they are not bound by ordinary |law they can even nurder people and nothing is
done about it because they actually work with the governnent and courts and, like them are above

the law. They can do anything they want with anyone placed in their care. Even nmurder them | was
surpri sed when ny guardi an questioned it because we were always taught in school that

psychi atrists and psychol ogi sts are kind of sacred. But that's just a bunch of horse (bleep). |
know t hat now. "
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"Hey, whoa," | said. "You're too young to know what you're tal king about!"
"I amnot! It's just like Pinchy says. They're a bunch of chauvinistic pigs. They lie!"
"About what?" | said with a superior air. The idea of this teen-ager talking about ny nost sacred

subj ects made ny bl ood seethe, marijuana or no nmarijuana. "They are the very epitome of truth! You
don't understand: they deal with SCIENCE! They never lie."

"The hell they don't!" said Teenie. "Listen to this: That psychiatrist turned ne over to the
school psychol ogist to carry on the treatnent and the psychiatrist repeated the same thing—he'd
told me every tinme since the first, I was not to swallowit or | would get pregnant. But |
couldn't help it sonetines. And then the school psychol ogist, when he treated nme, would say the
sanme thing but | couldn't help swallowing. And | didn't get pregnant."

"Now listen," | said sternly, oblivious of the fact it was probably the marijuana tal king, "such
men usually are sterile. They've been operated on so as not to enbarrass husbands whose wi ves they
treat. So you've just proved nothing!"
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"Ch, yeah?" she said, in her turn very superior. "So try this on for size, buster. The schoo
psychol ogi st had a ot of very nentally sick boys in the school. They were classified as
oversexed. And he used to line themup in his office and go down on themto cool themoff. And
every day or two he'd get an overload of cases and he'd send and get nme excused fromcl ass so
could come in and help. He'd stand and watch. There were so many of those boys sonetines that |
could hardly get nmy breath fromone before another had to be done. It was a fast clinical I|ine,
let me tell you. And sone of those boys were fifteen and sixteen and pretty foany. You just
couldn't help swallowi ng! And | never got pregnant once, so there!"

| dazedly seened to realize that she had a point.

"But that wasn't what | had agai nst that (bl eeped) psychologist," she said. "Oh, yes, when | was

t hrough he would kiss me and tell ne what a good girl | was and give me ny own treatnent, which
was doing it to him BUT, never one God (bleeped) tinme did he offer the | east word of criticism
coaching or anything. He'd just stand there watching and holding hinself. So | never got real top-

grade education. A thing like that requires coaching. ... You're not listening to nme again."
The marijuana had not worked. O if it had, this rat-tly (bleep) was nmaking it worse. "I fee
terrible,” | said. "Please | eave."

"Hey," she said, "there's other things which nake you feel good. | may never have had proper

education in it but experience counts for something."

Before | realized what was happeni ng she had conme over, knelt in front of nme and was peeling back
my robe. She |ooked at me with her oversized eyes and said, "This therapy will help."
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| 1 ooked down at her, not realizing at first what she was actually doing.

Then suddenly | had an awful thought. "Utanc!" | cried. "I nust not betray you!"

| | eaped out of nmy chair as though | were shot froma catapult.

Teeni e was thrown backward on her (bleep) with an awful jolt.

She | ooked at me woundedly. "You see," she said, "I'mnot even well enough trained to do that!"
"GET OQUT OF HERE!" | bell owed at her.

She just sat there, staring at ne.

I was baffled, and frightened, too. There was no telling what this teen-age femal e nonster m ght
do next.

| backed up. | tripped over a footstool and | anded flat on mnmy spine.

She was up off the floor |ike a |eaping panther.

She sprang astraddl e of ne!

| gave her a trenmendous shove!

She flew across the room hit the wall and sat down at the bottomof it with a crash.

She got up. She wal ked around in a very fidgety way. She looked at ne a little crossly and then
she went into the front roomand put on another record.

The druns were boom ng hard enough to lift my aching hair half an inch each stroke!

A whi ny, high-pitched voice came on. A man? A worman? \Wo could tell? Amongst the whang and wow of
guitars and the echoes of a chorale, the song went:

Don't stop ne (bl eeping)!

Don't clog ny plunmbing

Wth too nuch chunm ng.

Keep that thing thrunm ng!
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Keep your hips drunmm ng!

I know | am bunmi ng

And it ain't becom ng

But it is so nunbing

When you stop ny (bl eeping)!

The piece ended with a pistol shot and the thud of a body falling. And a spoken, hoarse voice
said, "It served '"emright!" After the mangling effect the druns had had on ny brain, | felt like
the shot had gone straight through my tortured skull.

Teeni e cane back in, switching her ponytail. "Now, howis that? Is your headache all gone now?"

I was too much in pain to get off the floor and find a gun and shoot her. "God (bl eep) you," |
grated in a deadly voice. "Get the Hells out of here and now, now, now "

"Well, | like that!" she said indignantly. "I'monly trying to help you!" Her eyes got deadly. She
stanmped her foot. "The trouble with you, you (bleepard), is pretty plain! You're a JERK! | try to
give you a hand and what do you do? You spit on nme! You don't know what decency is! Where the hel
are your manners? Listen, you (bl eepard), you've got the finest sex equipnent |'ve ever seen in ny
life and believe ne, |I'man expert! And do you know what to do with it? NO You're cruel, obscene
selfish, rotten, mean, perverted, depraved, sadistic, vicious and STUPID' " She stopped. She had
run out of adjectives. Her large eyes glared like a panther's. "And besides that," she finished,
"you're no gentleman!"

| tried to find sonething to say. Every word had gone into ny skull |ike a sledgehamrer. | wanted
to strangle her. But the roomwas spinning.

"So you haven't got a thing to say," she said. "Wll,
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that's good, because | have! | came over here today, thinking that in ny plight, you could help
You're rich. | haven't even got a job now | got no job because |'m uneducated. | cane over here

thi nki ng that out of decency you woul d gi ve ne enough noney to go to school. But you're so rotten
you don't have the slightest God (bl eeped) idea of anything but wecking people's nerves. So
there's only one thing I can do."

I was horrified that she night put on another record. Wat cane was far worse!

"And you know what |'m going to do?" she demanded. "I amgoing to stay right here and reformthe
hell out of you until you are decent enough to at |east associate with mangy dogs! |I'mgoing to
nag, nag, nag you until you decide there is sonmebody else in the world besides yourself. |I'm going
to—

"Wait," | pleaded, for |I could stand it no nore. "What would it take to get you to | eave and never

cone back and never see you again, ever?"

"Five thousand dollars," she said. "I got to finish nmy education. | live in an attic by nyself so
living don't cost much, but tuition does. There's a Hong Kong whore that runs a special schoo
that teaches all the ins and outs of sex. | can buy a crash course. Then I'Il know what |'m doi ng!
I've got to unlearn everything the psychiatrist and psychol ogi st taught ne and everything in the
grammar - school sex textbook. And | got to get me sone real education! I'ma fast |earner: you got
to learn fast if you live on the streets of New York and want to stay alive. So |I'm quick. She'l
take ne as a pupil, despite ny age. But | need five thousand dollars. Then I can find sone
satisfaction and succeed in life. |I can grow up and anount to sonething. | can make peopl e happy
and..."

Her voice had been literally snmashing what was |eft
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of my brain cells into ragged, mangled pulp. |I said, "If | do that, will you promse faithfully,
swear, attest, affirmthat | will never in all ny life, ever, ever, lay eyes on you agai n?"
"Cross ny heart and hope to die!" she said.

Oh, Gods, it was worth it. | crept to ny noney hoard. | counted out five thousand dollars

She took it. She counted it. Then she put it in the pocket of her cloth coat and pinned it there
with a safety pin.

Before | could stop her, she gave me a noist kiss. She pulled back. She smiled happily. "lI"msorry
| had to tell you the truth about yourself," she said. "But sonetines the truth pays. Are you sure
I can't do anything else for you? Fix you another bhong? Play you sone nore records? Go down on
you so you will have a cal mafternoon?”

"Get out of here," | wept.

"Wl l," she said. "I'mnot as ungrateful as you are. |If you ever change your nind about seeing ne,
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I live in the garret of one of the old houses in Tudor City." And she gave me the exact nunber
"Al'l you have to do is clinb the fire escape and slide in the window It's permanently stuck open
Tudor City, you know, is just south of the United Nations and you get there over a bridge from
42nd Street. The buildings used to be kept up and they had little parks of their own and private
footpaths, but the last couple of years they' ve gone to hell and the parks are used to grow
marijuana, nostly. At least that's what | use themfor. Now, please renmenber the nunber." And she
gave it again twice. "If you don't nmind clinmbing a fire escape and if you don't mind dust and old
trunks, we can just lie there and do it for hours and hours the right way, or if your back gets
tired I can use ny nouth
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on you while you rest up. I'"'mused to that, you see, and | don't nind a bit, really. And then when

your back gets rested, we can do it the right way again. And then you can rest while | —

"CGet OQUT of here!" | wail ed.

"lI"mgoing," she said. "I keep ny bargains. But don't forget the nunber." And she pve it to me
again. "In case you change your m nd. Good-bye, now, although it is a shane with us alone in the
house not to use the rest of the afternoon ..."

| got my hands over ny ears.

She picked up her coat and put it on. She went out the back door and clinbed the garden fence. She
waved fromthe top. And at last | was left to my fuddl ed mi sery.

How often in |life does one go through the first trenors of a catastrophe and never realize that
they were but the unheeded warni ng? Ah, but if only one could change the fleeting nonents of a

yesteryear. How different would Iife be. | should have killed her when | had the chance!
Chapter 3
The following norning, | had twice the head | had had the day before.

The reason was not hard to isolate. Preparing me for the proper execution of ny duties, Adora had
unfortunately heeded ny plea that | must have sonmething to drink. My throat had been dry as dust
itself. She had found the bhong set up
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"You' ve been at the Acapulco Gold," she said. "That is what is making you so thirsty." She had
come inwith a full tunbler of beautifully cold liquid. It |looked Ilike water. | had drunk it
gratefully, gulp, gulp, gulp.

VCODKA!

The effect was alnbst instant. | not only had no headache, | had no head. It had bl own off!
Consequently, | have no slightest recollection of what had gone on that evening. If there were two
| esbi ans who had then becone ex-lesbians, | could not tell you to this day. Since, when | woke, |
had no bruises on me nor daggers sticking in me and no one was arresting ne for bigany, | could

only assune that | had perforned

| felt so bad that even ny loss of nmenory did not disturb ne.

| pottered about in the midnorning enpty apartnment. | got an aspirin. | went out into the garden
and gazed with distaste at the sunlit day. | went back in and glanced at the viewers.

Crobe was busy giving electric shocks and the enotion digitals in his viewer kept flashing

SATI SFACTI ON

every time a patient was carted away, sheet over his face, en route to the norgue. Normal Earth
psychiatric duties. One never woul d have suspected that he was an extraterrestrial. Not very
educational. | turned it off after a while.

Krak's viewer was conpletely blank, so | was not disturbed at all. This evidence showed to ne she
nmust be mles and nmiles away, even the North Pol e, perhaps.

Heller's was a view of the sea. He was leaning on a
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rail, puffing. "Ww, " he said, "the lady was right. 1've gotten out of condition."

"Ch, | wouldn't say that, M. Haggarty. Anyone who can run up to the top of the mai nnast and down
ten tines without stopping can't be said to be in serious shape." It was a gravelly voice and
Hel l er | ooked sideways. The man had a broken nose and the words Spans Director were on his T-
shirt. "I think you've achieved a remarkably fast recovery fromthose nultiple injuries. CA

agents are seldomso resilient."

Hel l er swept a hand toward the sea. "Were are we, anyway?"

"See those high, towering clouds? Shaped |ike castles? Now | ook at the water. See the little
scraps of seaweed? And look at its color: indigo blue. We're in the Gulf Stream That's what nakes
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the weat her feel so balny."

"How Il ong a swmto get ashore?" said Heller. e

The sports director |aughed. "You' d have to swmawfully fast to beat the tropical sharks. You're
not goi ng anywhere, M. Haggarty. The next item on your schedule today is a hundred laps in the
sun pool. It's just been refilled with warm Qulf Streamwater. So let's go."

| pondered this. The Gulf Stream The yacht nust be somewhere in the Cari bbean. How did it get
down there so quickly? No yacht is that fast. The probl em nade ny head ache worse.

Totally oblivious that | had all the evidence of absolute catastrophe around me, | went back to
bed.
Sone hours later, | was apparently having a nightnmare. There was a mghty roll of druns and then a

rhythnmic beat. The whine and yow of electric guitars shrieked and dripped with sex. A chorale
beat at ne:
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Do it in the norning.

Do it in the night.

Do it to nme, baby

And do it right.

Do it in the water.

Do it in the clouds.

Do it long and tenderly

And nake me proud.

Do it, doit, doit!

And do it once again.

Wite a day of ecstasy

Wth your |ovely pen

Do it, doit, do it!

Don't be shy!

Do it, doit, doit!

And gaze up at the sky.

For this nust be heaven,

You can hear the angels cry,

"Do it, doit, doit!"

So open up your fly!

What strange nusic for a nightmare! It nust be a nightnmare, for everything was black. But it was
acconpani ed by a moist, delightful sensation. | lay there. The nusic had stopped but the sensation
continued. Then the sane piece started up again and the sensation nmounted. WAs the nusic the
sensation?

Suddenly | realized there was sonething on ne. It was noving to the beat of the rnusic!

Hey, this was too real for a nightnare even if everything WAS bl ack

| ripped at ny eyes. There was sonething on ny eyes!

| tore it off.

TEENI E!
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She was sitting astride ne!

She stopped rocking back and forth and | ooked at ne with her big eyes. "Now you've spoiled it,"
she sai d.

"Spoiled what?" | raved, trying to get her off of ne.

She sat there, not budging an inch. "I was keeping our bargain. You said you never wanted to see
me again, so | covered up your eyes. Now you've taken it off and broken our agreenent.”

"How did you get in here?" | raved

"You | eft the back door open," she said. "And don't scold. | am NOT playing hooky. | went straight

out yesterday and enrolled in the Hong Kong whore's school. I'mdoing it night school and days. |
got A plus on ny first |essons and now | am doi ng nmy homework."

"Cet off me and get out of here!" | grated.

She clung firmy astride. "I |learned sonme nice things. | never knew you could do so many things

with muscles inside and outside. And | knew you woul d be fascinated at the rapid progress your
prot ege was maki ng. Feel this."

She sat perfectly still, apparently, but inside her there was a gentle stroking feeling.
"That's just one internal nuscle noving," she said. "It's the yumy-yum nmuscle. Al the nuscles
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have nanes. |If | set another one opposite it going, you would (bl eepulate) and we don't want that
so quick. So, pretty good for a street urchin, huh? | can see that you liked it. Right nowl'm
hol di ng you in the 'whoa-boy' position that prevents a 'too-soon.' Ch, | feel I'mgetting
somewhere, now. Even ny parents will be proud of ne."

"Hey, | thought your parents were dead."

"Ch, no. They are doing life in a maxi num security Federal pen. They engineered a presidential -
assassi nation attenpt that failed and when they went to prison |
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was made a ward of the court. But the judge wouldn't appoint a guardian: he kept me in his
chambers so | could handle himwith oral testinony and relax himin the mddle of difficult
cases."

| stared at her. This was an entirely different story of her life than she had told me yesterday.
What was | dealing with in this femal e nonster?

"You get out of here," | said, "you broke your bargain!"

"No. You broke it. You're the one who took the cover off your eyes. Don't blane others for your
own m sdeeds. "

"Teenie," | said, "you get off of ne, put your clothes back on and get the Hells out of here. And
take your (bl eeped) Chinese positions and nuscles with you!"

"This one, too?" she said.

My hand clutched the side of the bed. Then it began to relax. My fingers straightened out stiffly,
qui veri ng.

An errant bee wandered in fromthe garden, buzzed in circles round and round at the w ndow.

A potted plant began to spin.

The buzz of the bee went up and down in vol ure.

"This is 'rickshaw boy, chop, chop,'" said Teenie in a strained voi ce.

The potted plant swng faster. "Now I'Il let you!" Teenie cried.

The potted plant expl oded.

The bee soared off into the sky but it wasn't its buzz | was hearing. It was the expiring croon of
Teeni e. She raised her eyes to ne triunphantly. "Ch, boy," she said, "now | think even you wll
agree that | will amunt to sonething when I"'mfully educated."

I didn't push her off. | felt too weak.

After alittle, she said, "Now kiss ne." As her nouth
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was on mne, | couldn't avoid it. She raised her head a bit. "No, not like that! Here's a proper

ki ss. Qpen your nouth slightly, put it in the Q position. Now take your tongue..."

| groaned as a second potted plant began to spin. Then a third one started to turn. Then a fourth
one began to rotate.

The second expl oded. The third expl oded. The fourth expl oded.

| conked out, unconsci ous.

Along time later, a voice said, "For God's sake! It's five o' clock! And you're still in bed!" It
was Ador a.
| 1 ooked around wildly. The effort made ny head feel like it was being hit with an axe. No Teenie.

I was -all alone in bed.

"Where is she?" | babbl ed.

"She's in the other room" said Adora. "Both of themare. One is a blonde, the other a brunette,
and they're hot as a forest fire to find out what real sex is. This is no tine for you to be
havi ng wet dreanms when the quarry is in the front room So tallyho. Let's get after the tail!"

"I can't," | said. "I'"'mtotally exhausted and ny head is killing ne."

"Ch, that again!" said Adora. She went to a table, stuffed and lit the bhong. | searched in vain
within me to find energy to object. She cane back and put the stemin ny nmouth. "You want to foo
with a bhong, then stop fooling with it. By the nunbers, six big inhales. One ... hold it, hold
it, hold it. Exhale. Two ..."

We got through the six. Everything had gone gray and soft. | was floating. Menory was starting to
fade. So was the instinct to survive.

"You seemto have devel oped a taste for nusic," said
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Adora. "Good sign. I'Il go out and play the record you |left on the stereo.”

Presently here it came, boom ng through the roomDo it, do it, do it!
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Adora was there again. She had a pill and a glass. She put the pill in ny nouth. | could not

obj ect, given the deadly and determ ned | ook on her face. "That's Benzedrine," she said. "An
ordinary upper. Well, don't just lie there holding it in your nouth, you idiot. The capsule wll
melt and the stuff is bitter. Chase it down with this."

The pill was bitter. | gulped the liquid convul sively.

G N

A tunmbler full of raw gin! And | had it down before | found out!

I was gasping painfully fromthe assault on ny throat. Then flane exploded in my stomach

Adora's eyes held that deadly gleam She said, "Now get out of that bed and go into the front
room And do it, doit, doit!"

I have no nenory at all of that evening. She had said they were a bl onde and brunette but they

nm ght as well have been horses for all | knew of it.

About 3:00 AM, it must have been, | heard a deadly voice. "For Christ's sake, stop scream ng!"
It was Adora. She was standi ng beside the couch where | now slept in the back room She was a bit
tousl ed from havi ng been asl eep

"They're after ne," | told her
"Who's after you now?"
"The Fates," | babbled. "They're standing all around the corners of the roomwth pills and bhongs

in their hands."
"Ch, you're just seeing nmultiple. It's me, standing
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here, trying to give you a sleeping pill. Quit spouting nonsense and take it."

| took it but Adora Bey nee Pinch was wong. The Fates were after ne, as | shortly was going to
find out! Wth shock!

That very afternoon, | had missed ny second opportunity to kill Teenie. And the horror of it is, |
didn't even realize it until nuch |ater—fatally MJCH | ater

And right then, had I had ny wits about ne, I m ght have seen another Fate face grinning at ne
ghoul i shly.

I didn't even think of Freud and his unerring analysis of dreans. Frankly, | will be candid, that
om ssion was the only mistake | ever nade in ny entire professional career. Ch, | could weep tears
of blood as | recall it now One should never desert his Gods as | deserted Freud that night. Even

two m nutes spent on dream anal ysis would have told me of horrors to conme that even now | have
difficulty facing.

Chapter 4

Adora awakened nme by the sinple expedient of kicking ne in the stomach. It was norning. |
evidently had fallen out of bed. She was standing there, dressed for work.

"Listen, you (bleep)," she said, "you' re sleeping too much. Get up and around and stir yourself.
Go for a wal k. Get sone air. A hell of a l|ooking husband you are. You're devel oping prison pallor.
Are you |istening?”

"Yes," | said apprehensively, watching her feet at the
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I evel of nmy face. My head felt like a balloon and | was afraid she'd kick it and burst it.

"I woke you up to give you sone good news," she said. "A conpul sory attendance staff meeting has
been called at Cctopus. It's a lecture on abortion with a live denonstration by some new star of
the psychiatric world, Dr. Crobe. He's just another (bleeping) quack like they all are, but | know
it wll go on half the night with Rocke-center drooling. Did you know the (bl eepard) fired poor
Teeni e?"

I was watching her feet carefully.

"The rotten ape was giving a personal staff inspection the way he does every nonth and he spotted
she was full of senen. He had her kicked clear down the stairs."”

Sonet hing was awy. "That isn't what she said."

"Has Teeni e been here?"

"She was on the phone," | lied quickly. There m ght be sonmething wong with telling the truth and
it's always safer to prevaricate in such nmonents.

"Well, the Chief of Security was nmy source and he was right there. He may be a (bl eep) but he
doesn't lie. The poor kid is so uneducated she didn't even know enough to take a douche after she
was here. So there went ny plans. But never mind, I'll find other uses for her. Anyway, that's
besi de the point. One of the girls last night said you | ooked |ike a warned-over corpse. So get
out and around and get sone air. Then maybe tonorrow night you can put on a better show "
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She left and | was very glad to no | onger have feet with a kick inpulse in them near ny head.

Bel atedly, the corpse remark struck ne. WAs sonebody intending to nake ne into a corpse?

I was sort of confused. Maybe | had better | ook at the viewers.
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Crobe was busy preparing |l ecture notes and knives. Heller was just then taking a | ook all around
the horizon from sone high place. Nothing in sight—ot even a ship. Lords, he nust be a | ong way
away.

Krak's was bl ank.

| felt sort of fixated on the viewers. There was sonething wong here. It eluded ne. |
concentrated very hard. If Heller was far away and still on the viewer and Krak wasn't on the
viewer, then Krak had to be further away.... | sort of gave it up. Sonething was odd.

A bright voice alnpst made nme junp out of ny wits. "Those norning prograns don't have any good
rock groups on them And you have to get the soap operas in the afternoon to get good sex. So why
are you watching TV at this time of day? God, do YOU need education!"”

Teeni e.

"How the Hells did you get in here?"

"I took your key yesterday. | had it copied. Here's yours back. I'"mon ny way to school. | can't
stay long."

"Good! You wore the hell out of ne yesterday."

"Real |y trained, hey?" she said, grinning like a ghoul. "Shows you what education can do. |I'mso
glad you liked it. But the reason | stopped by was to tell you |I can't be here this afternoon.”
"Wonderful. | hope you're leaving for China for a ten-year postgraduate course!”

"No, no. The crash course is not that long. It's only a couple weeks. That's why | have to put in
extra time this afternoon. | have an appointnment for a special rundown on hygi ene and di sease
control . Special denonstrations."

I flinched. "Disease?" | had specters of suddenly com ng dowmn with all kinds of oriental gernmns.
"Look," | said anxiously, "yesterday, before you were here, you
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hadn't just done it with a bunch of Chinese nmen, had you?"

She gave her ponytail a sad tug. "That is what is so frustrating. It's not the old Chinese nethod.
It's the new, scientific Chinese system They use probes and neters. They set a probe to register
just one nuscle and put it in you. It's hooked up to a big scope and you watch the scope. Then you
have to learn to |l ocate that nuscle yourself and when you do, it shows up on the scope. It's like
| earning to wiggle your ears. Once you find the nuscle yourself, you can nove it. You get so you
can |l ocate and independently nove each nmuscle at will." She sighed. "But there are absolutely
dozens of different nuscles. It's pretty tedious, sorting themall out with nothing in you but a
probe. But I|ook."

Before | could stop her, she opened her coat and pulled her skirt up above her flat, thin belly.
She had a single nuscle in her stomach noving. "I had a (bleep) of a tine finding that one." She
sat down and fanned her | egs apart and pointed to the inside of her thigh. "But the nerve-impul se
exerci ses are the worst. See the tape mark? They put an el ectrode on you, one place at a tine.
It's joined up to a big scope, too. And you learn to send an energy inpulse at that exact point
and if you master it, it shows up on the scope. You have to get so you can send energy surges
through about fifty different places and THEN | earn how to block them After that, it gets a bit
nore interesting. You have to be able to do it yourself on another body."

"Cover yourself up," | said. "I feel terrible."”

"What interests nme, though," she said as though | had not spoken, "is the daily hour of sexua
chor eography. Watch!" She | eaped up, pulled her coat and skirt up under her arnpits and her hips
went into a very fast

T
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rotating grind. "That's the siva-siva. The Chinese say they taught it to the Tahitians | ong ago.
Isn't it wild? | can just stand here relaxed and rotate like this for hours. It sort of feels
good, too. And there's dozens of these." She pve a | eap and cane down grindi ng against a chair in

a new way.
The bounce and sudden novenents to which she was prone made ny eyes and head hurt, just watching
"Pl ease leave," | pleaded. "I feel utterly awful!"

She stopped. "Jesus Christ, Inky. Haven't you got any appreciation for art either?" She cane over
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and | ooked at me, her big eyes a lot too close. She put her hand on ny forehead. "Hey, |nky. Have
you got a headache?"

"You got the idea," | said.

"And after all that good therapy | gave you, too,
dri nki ng sonet hi ng?"

"Gn," | said with a shudder

"AN? Wth pot? Onh, Jesus Christ, Inky, you need sone tinme on the streets. You NEVER ni x al coho
with drugs, you dumb (bleep)! You could kill yourself. And yesterday. Maybe the night before. D d
you drink anythi ng?"

"Vodka. "

"Wel |, Jesus Christ, Inky. No wonder the good old grass didn't work yesterday. Honest to Pete,

I nky, you need a nursenaid."

she said. "Have you been eating sonething or

"Not you," | flinched.

"And | thought all the time something nmust be wong with the Acapul co Gold. Jesus, |Inky. You
listen to me. You lay off that alcohol. It's the killer. Stick with pot every tine."

She ran off and rummaged around in the bat hroom
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and came back with two bottles and a glass of liquid. "Vitamin Bi. And aspirin." | was trying to
push the glass away. "It's just water," she said. "Now be a good boy and open your mouth." She

literally poured the bottle of Bi into my mouth and nade ne wash it down. Then she gave ne two
aspirin and made ne wash them down. She | ooked at her watch: it was a new one, M ckey Muse's
hands pointing the tine. "Jesus Christ, I'"'mgoing to be late for school if | don't run the whole
way. When |'m gone, fix yourself sonme strong coffee. And next tine, don't go running down pot!

Al cohol! You're too stupid to live!"

| gave her as hard a scow as | could nmanage. "(Bleep)!" | said.

She picked up her purse and went to the door. She stopped. She said, "lIt's too bad you're such a
no- good, unappreciative jerk, Inky. You need your diapers changed constantly but who'd bother."
"Get the Hells out of here!" | screaned. | had mssed ny third opportunity to kill her! And that
woul d be the last one. | would | ook back on it with longing fromthat day on

Chapter 5

I awoke in the late afternoon

Amazi ng! Unless | shook it violently, ny head didn't ache. Incredible as it mght seem that

(bl eeped) kid had been right about sonething: it nust have been the al cohol
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I got nyself some strong coffee and, wonder of wonders, | could think. And thinking brought ny
attention to the viewers. | uncovered them and turned them on

Captain Bitts was teaching Heller some card gane. They seenmed to be in the main salon of the
yacht, a room decorated in anber and bei ge carpets and brass. Poker. Bitts was expl ai ni ng what
hand beat what and Hell er was being very attentive. | thought, you better watch it, Captain Bitts,
that sneaky Heller will probably take you for a year's pay if nmy experience with himheld true.
But who cared what happened to Captain Bitts?

Crobe was en route to his lecture.

The Countess Krak's was bl ank

I | ooked back at Heller's. Through an open door, he could see an enpty expanse of sea. | thought
to nyself, you know, that Raht nust really have reforned: there that yacht was, clear down in the
Cari bbean, and yet Heller was still on the screen. So Raht nmust be down in the Caribbean, too. And

he could tell me exactly where that yacht was in case | wanted to do anything to it.

| got the two-way response radio and buzzed it.

"Yes?" Raht's voi ce.

"Where are you?"

"New York office," he said

Ah, he had planted the activator-receiver soneplace. "Wen did you get back?"

"I haven't been gone," said Raht.

"Wait a minute," | said. "Didn't you follow that Royal officer (bleepard) down to Atlantic Cty?"
"Ch, did he go there?" said Raht.

| began to get confused. "He's out on a yacht. Didn't you even follow himto Atlantic City? You

must be tagging himaround. H's screen is still live."
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"The 831 Relayer is still off," said Raht. "Actually, it's still on the TV antenna of the Enpire
State Building."
Unease began to run through ne with icy feet. "Look, | had himon the screen clear to Atlantic

City so you MJUST have been following him | think you' ve gotten tangled up sone way. Maybe a nore-
t han-unusual attack of term nal inefficiency."

"Well," said Raht, "I'mnot tangled up but | won't say nobody else is. According to you, the
gadget is good for two-hundred-mile range. Atlantic Cty, straight line, is only about a hundred
mles. So he still must be within two hundred niles of you."

"He is further than that. He's in the Gulf Streamand that's clear down in the Caribbean."

"I beg your pardon, Oficer Gis. The Gulf Streamruns between Cuba and Florida, cones all the way
up the U S. coast, runs quite near New Jersey, goes past New York and then crosses the Atlantic to
Engl and and goes on back to the Caribbean. So he's within two hundred niles of New York or he

woul dn't be on your screen.”

"WAit a minute," | said. "There's something wong. Your figures nmust be all out. The wonman got on
the yacht and went to Atlantic City and went off my screen.”

"Well, you've got her electronic box, Oficer Gis. | haven't. Did you drop it or sonething?"
"Are you inferring | mshandl e equi pnent ?"

"Well, if the Royal officer was still on the screen in Atlantic City, then wouldn't you say the

worman shoul d have been? You better check her boxes, Oficer Gis. They weren't mi shandl ed by me
when | had charge of them™

| had had quite enough of his inpertinence. | clicked off.
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| sat back, rather incensed at his accusations. Then it occurred to nme that nmaybe the activator-
receiver of the Countess Krak might have becone inoperative. Spurk was not infallible. Maybe if |
shook it or kicked it, it would turn on again.

| tried to remenber where | had put it. | went around searching. Dimy | recalled lifting a pillow
and putting the box under it. But it wasn't on the sofa and hadn't fallen behind it. Then, with a
surge of nmenory | recalled putting it on the top shelf of the closet.

There was a pillow up there. | gave a junp and grabbed its corner. The unit flew off the shelf and
hit the floor with a crash

| picked it up and, by plan, shook it. Nothing rattled. | turned it over.

It had a pressure switch on the back. It was off. Idly, | punched at it. Maybe putting the pillow
on it or the gathering weight of the pillow had pushed it.

Movenent caught ny eye. The viewer was sitting over there. It lit up.

The full inport of this took several seconds to sink in. And then a freezing horror began to chil
my bones.

THE COUNTESS KRAK WAS W THI N RANGE OF ME!

For days she had not been observed!

She might this very noment be picking the I ock of the front door to conme in and kill ne!
Sonet hi ng worse than terror gripped ny throat.

| raced to the front door and | ooked. No. She wasn't there.

| sped back to the garden and | ooked around.

No. She wasn't there.

I wung ny hands in extrene agitation

VWHERE WAS THE COUNTESS KRAK?
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Chapter 6

Shocks of that character are very hard on one. They shorten the life span. And in this case, |
felt with certainty | might only have seconds to live.

It was Teenie's fault for distracting ne. It was Adora's fault as well. Wre they in |eague with
the Countess Krak? Was the Countess Krak paying themto keep ny attention el sewhere while she
sneaked up to do nme in?

I made nyself stand very still in the middle of the floor. Aloud, | said, "Steady. Be calm Your
heart is still beating. There is hope yet. Steady. Be calm"”

THE VI EVEER!

If 1 looked at the viewer | could tell where she was.

Hal f expecting to see ny owmn face in it, | stared at the screen

A shabby building was on the viewer. Then she turned. She was | ooking at cars going by. She nust
be standing on a corner. Rush-hour traffic was heavy. People were goi ng hone.
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Anot her view of the shabby building. The ground floor had a porno store. The second floor had a
massage parlor. The third floor had the offices of the National Association of Mental Stealth. She
| ooked back at the traffic.

My wits began to work. Didn't | know that buil ding?

Krak turned and | ooked at it again. This time her eyes went to the fourth floor. Yes!
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THE LAW OFFI CES OF DI NGALI NG CHASE AND AMBO

The Countess had it under surveill ance!

There was a novenent at the door which led to the upper floors.

Three girls cane out. Did | know thenf? They | ooked fanmliar! One of them had an enornous belly.

Mai zi e Spread!

The other two were Toots Switch and Dol ores Pubi-ano de Copula, the alleged Ms. Wsters! Their

pi ctures had been in the papers often enough for ne to be absolutely positive. They were giggling
and tal ki ng anongst thensel ves. They wal ked al ong up the street.

The Countess Krak, obscured by the rush-hour traffic fromthese poor, unsuspecting, innocent young
| adi es, BEGAN TO FOLLOW THEM

I knew at once what was going to happen. The Countess Krak was going to rush up to them and stanp

theminto the pavenent. | was watching a nurder about to happen

Ch, thank Gods, | had been in tine after all. | grabbed the phone. | rang Dingaling, Chase and
Anbo.

"Did you get the injunction order and the commitnent papers on that fermale fiend?" | screanmed into
t he phone.

"Ch, yes, certainly. The process server is right here this mnute! This is Dingaling. Are you
Smi th? This sounds like hysterial”

"It is hysterial That denmon is follow ng your three clients! Get her served! Get her conmitted
fast! LOOK QUT YOUR W NDOW "

"Instantly!" said Dingaling.

I rang off.

| clutched the viewer with both hands.
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Ch, thank Gods, | had not been too late after all

The Countess was following the three girls. She was not twenty feet behind them You could even
hear their giggles and | aughter above the traffic roar

The dark Dol ores seened to be in particularly high spirits. She said sonething especially gay and
then gave Miizie Spread a hard punch in the swollen abdomen. Toots Sw tch | aughed uproariously,
like a train whistle.

Ch, the poor dears. Al too soon would their gay and i nnocent |aughter be stilled! Conme on
process server!

THERE HE WAS
The shabby man in the shabby coat, his shabby hat hiding his alert eyes. He knew t he Countess. He
had seen her personally in the condo. He was wal king right abreast of her. | expected himto whip

around and present his paper

He was | ooki ng back. Maybe he was waiting for the police to assist or the Bell evue wagon to
arrive.

He nust be very cunning. A process server would have to be. He was now a yard ahead of the
Count ess.

He turned!

He went racing back down the street, |ooking at everyone he passed.

The process server raced by the Countess Krak again. He raced by the girls.

He turned and cane speedi ng back. He passed the Countess.

Wth a shock, | realized that she seened to be invisible to him He hardly glanced at her. What
crazy magi ¢ was this?

The girls wal ked three bl ocks.

They turned to sonme steps and wal ked down into a restaurant and bar, still [aughing Ioudly.
The Countess Krak remained on the street. She
382

L. RON HUBBARD
wal ked over to the curb. She | ooked up and down.
Then she turned and wal ked into the restaurant.
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The three girls had taken a table over to the side. Toots Switch was calling out, "Were's the
(bl eepi ng) proprietor of this crummy joint?"

"Bartender!" yelled Mizie Spread. "Myve your (bleep) and bring three shots of rye over here!"
The Countess Krak wal ked strai ght over to them "Flowers? Flowers?" she was saying in a quavery
voice | did not recall ever having heard before

She reached down into a bucket she was carrying and picked up three corsages of violets. She

| eaned over the table and, one, two, three, pinned themon the coats of the girls.

The process server brushed the Countess aside and | eaned toward the three girls. "Have you seen a
huge wonman? A fiend?"

They | aughed at him the poor innocent dears. "You flipped your wi g, Shover?" said Dolores. Ch,
Gods, what courage in the face of death!

"You!" said the process server, whirling around to the Countess. "You see any foul fiend in here?"
The Countess put a red carnation in the buttonhole of his overcoat. "That will be one dollar

pl ease, " she said.

The poor man. He | ooked so frustrated. He ripped the flower out of his buttonhole. He threw it on
the floor. He stanped on it with violence. "I've nmissed!" he shrieked. He rushed away, | ooking
ever ywher e.

The Countess reached over and picked up the purse of Toots Switch. She had it open. "That's five
dol lars for your corsage," she said.

Toots let out a screech. She snatched the purse back. "Get away fromus, you old bag!" she yelled.
The Countess picked up Mizie's purse and opened
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it and fished inside. "That's five dollars for yours," she said.

"Well, (bleep) you!" how ed Maizie, and grabbed her purse back

Dol ores was nore alert. She had her purse up in the air, removing it fromreach. The Countess
reached right across. She grabbed it and opened it.

A gruff voice sounded. "What's this row?"

Krak turned. It was the proprietor. She said, "They won't pay ne for the flowers they bought."
The proprietor snarled, "Get out of here, you old (bleep)!" And he grabbed at the purse to recover
it.

The purse spun on its strap.

It collided with the top of the proprietor's head.

He went down like a building had fallen on him

The Countess Krak wal ked out.

A guy on the street stopped. He said, "I'Il take one of those, mother." And he bought a bunch of
carnations fromher for five bucks!
Wth a shock, | realized that the Countess, with all her stage experience, had disgui sed herself

as a flower seller! No wonder the process server couldn't recognize her! They were comon as soot
al ong that avenue! They stood along the street or on corners and sold themto drivers.

Ch, | could handl e that!

| reached for the phone to nake the call that would get her picked up and sent to Bell evue.

But wait. What was the Countess doi ng? She had stepped into an alley. There was a rear entrance
light dimy above her.

She was reading three cards! GCh, (bleep) her, she had taken sonething from each purse!

ADDRESSES!
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She had the addresses of those poor, defensel ess innocents.

Al three were the sane! The girls lived together!

It was an apartnment way up in the Bronx, mles and niles fromwhere | was.

Ch, Gods, this was HORRI BLE

| grabbed the phone.

"Chase here."

"The wonman you're trying to get served and commtted is disguised as a flower seller!" | screaned.
"She's plotting to slaughter your three clients with snashing brass heel s! ACT! ACT! ACT!"

"Do you know anything el se, Smith?"

"lIsn't that enough?" Why wouldn't they |isten?

"I mean," said Chase, "do you know where the nurders will be done?"

"YES! YES! YES! In their apartnent! She has the address!"”

"But that's inpossible. Not even the press knows about it. And that's pretty extrene security for
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us when we have been letting reporters sleep with themto get good stories. | think you nust
have..."

"My information is correct! | have undercover nmen on it. Informers! GET THE POLI CE!"

"No, no!" said Chase. "Business like ours is far too touchy to cut the police in on it. W don't
do it that way. W have a tough security conpany we use. Real nan-killers. W'IlI|l put them around
the apartment at once with orders to shoot on sight and at |ong-range. W'll also go through the

formality of serving the conmitnent paper if the person is only wounded. Have no fears, Smith. W
do these things well and legally, always. Anyone who tries to reach themwon't have a chance.
Thank you for your timely warning."
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I rang off. | was much relieved. Thank Gods, D ngaling, Chase and Anbo and | were on the job.

The trap was | aid.

The Countess Krak didn't stand a chance.
Is this the end of the Countess Krak?
Read M SSI ON EARTH

Vol unme 7

VOYAGE OF

VENGEANCE
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