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Vol tari an
Censor's
Di scl ai mer

Now t hat the Crown has mmgnani nously tolerated the last volune of this overwought, extravagant,
hyperbolic work, let it never be said that W were not tol erant.

The Crown has nmade its position clear
This is a COWLETE work of fiction.
Lord I nvay

Royal Historian

Chai rman, Board of Censors

Royal Pal ace

Vol tar Conf ederacy,

By Order of

His Inperial Mjesty

Willy the Wse

Vol tari an

Translator's

Pref ace

I've been a Robotbrain in the Transl atophone for nearly six hundred years. In that tine, | have
transl ated nore books, papers, letters, speeches, songs, decisions, journals, etc., than even |
coul d count.

But NOTHI NG conpares to this job which | have FINALLY conpl et ed

It wasn't the translation that was difficult. Ch, sure, it's a challenge to nove it into a
| anguage of a planet that doesn't exist. \Wat boggled nmy circuits was EARTH

I've dealt with pirates, politicians, nusicians, Lords, commpners, thieves and even Enperors. |'ve
seen civilizations rise and fall. I've dealt with the nbst advanced and then sone that are just
slightly above the intelligence of a sponge.

They' ve conme in every possible shape, size and conposition

So when | say that |'ve NEVER cone across anything |like EARTH, | know what |'mtal king about.
If there is any doubt, read on

When you find out why others say you don't exist, then it is up to you

I leave you with a Key to this final book. Good luck. It's up to you now.

Si ncerely,

54 Charlee N ne

Robot brain in the Transl at ophone
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Key to
THE DOOVED PLANET

Absor bo- coat —€oati ng that absorbs |ight waves, making the object virtually invisible or
undetectable. It is usually applied to spacecraft.

Afyon—€ity in Turkey where the Apparatus had a secret nountain base.
Agnes, M ss—Personal aide to Rockecenter.

Appar at us, Coordi nated | nformati on—Fhe secret police of Voltar, headed by Lonbar Hi sst and manned
by crimnals. Their synbol is an inverted paddl e which, because it |ooks like a bottle, earned its
menbers the nanme "drunks."

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

Babe Corl eone-The six-foot-six w dowed | eader of the Corl eone nob who "adopted" Jettero Heller
into her Mafia "famly."

Bang- Bang—An ex-mari ne denolitions expert and nmenber of the Babe Corl eone nob.
Bawt ch—Gis's chief clerk on Voltar.
Bi s—+ntelligence officer of the Fleet, friend of Jettero Heller.

Bittlestiffender, Prahd—Voltarian cellologist that Sol-tan Gris took to Earth to operate a
hospital in Afyon.

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

Bl uebott| es—N cknanme given to the Donestic Police of Voltar.

Bl uefl ash—A bright, blue flash of Iight used to produce unconsciousness. It is usually used by
Vol tarian ships before landing in area that is possibly popul at ed.

Bury—Rockecenter's nost powerful attorney. His favorite pastine is feeding white mce to snakes.
Cal abar—A planet in the Voltar Confederacy on which Prince Mrtiiy is leading a revolt.

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

Cel | ol ogy—Vol tari an nmedi cal science that can repair the body through the cellular generation of
ti ssues, including entire body parts.

Code Break—Viol ati on of the Space Code that prohibits

di sclosing that one is an alien. Penalty is death to the offender(s) and any native(s) so alerted.
Conf eder acy—See Vol tar.

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

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

Corsa, Lady-A |large, nuscular lady pledged to be narried to Monte Pennwel|l. She is heir to over
hal f of the provincial planet Mdon.

Crobe, Doctor—Apparatus cell ol ogi st who worked in Spiteos; he delights in making human freaks.
Cun—ootgirl to Flick, J. Walter Madison's driver. Drunks—See Apparatus.

Epstein, |zzy—Financial expert and anarchist hired by Jettero Heller to set up and run several
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cor porations.
Exterior Division—Fhat part of the Voltarian governnent that reportedly contained the Apparatus.
Faht Bey—furki sh nane of the commander of the secret Apparatus base in Afyon, Turkey.

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

FI i ck—Apparatus driver for J. Walter Madison
Fl i p—Forner circus girl, now nmenber of J. Walter Madison's gang.

Fl i sten—one of the conquered planets in the Voltar Confederacy, its humanoid i nhabitants are |ong-
nail ed and yel | ow ski nned. Wen it was conquered, its queen was exiled by treaty as a hostage to
Vol tar.

Graci ous Pal ms—Fhe el egant whor ehouse where Jet-tero Heller resided. It is across fromthe United
Nations and is operated by the Corl eone famly.

Grand Counci | —Fhe governi ng body of Voltar which ordered a mission to keep Earth from destroying
itself so it could be conquered on schedul e per the Invasion Tinetable.

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

Hel I er, Hi ghtee—fhe nobst beautiful and popular entertainer in the Voltar Confederacy. She is also
Jettero's sister.

Hel | er, Jettero—Conbat engi neer and Royal officer of the Fleet, sent with Soltan Gris on M ssion
Eart h, where he operated under the name of Jerone Terrance Wster.

H sst, Lonmbar—Head of the Apparatus; his plan to overthrow the Confederacy required sending Soltan
Gis to sabotage Jettero Heller's mssion

"Holy Joe" Corl eone—Head of the Corleone famly until nurdered; he did not believe in pushing
drugs, hence the nane.

Hot Jol t—A popul ar Voltarian drink

Hoodwar d, Bob—A fanous investigative reporter for the Earth newspaper, the "Wshi ngton Roast," who
brought down a president and other nob figures.

Hound—Servant to Monte Pennwel |

I nvasi on Ti net abl e-A schedul e of gal actic conquest; the plans and budget -of every section of
Vol tar's government nust adhere to it. Bequeathed by Voltar's ancestors hundreds of thousands of
years ago, it is inviolate and sacred and the gui ding dogma of the Confederacy.

Joy, M ss—See Countess Krak

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

Leperti ge—targe cat-like animal as tall as a man.

Li ssus Moam-Paught er of Count Krak of the planet Manco. Forced by an Assistant Lord of Education
on Manco into teaching children to steal and captured by the Apparatus for her training skills,
she became known as the Countess Krak

Madi son, J. Walter—Fired froma public-relations firmwhen his style of "PR' caused the president
of Patagonia to conmit suicide, he was rehired by Bury to immortalize Jettero Heller in the nedia.
He is al so known as J. Varbl er Madman.

Manco—Hone pl anet of Jettero Heller and Countess Krak
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Manco Devi | —Myt hol ogi cal spirit native to Manco. Meel ey—Forner | andl ady of Soltan Gis.
M ster Calico-A calico cat that was trained by Countess Krak.

Mortiiy, Prince—teader of a rebel group on the planet Cal abar and the son of Enperor ding the
Lofty.

Peace, M ss—Secretary to Del bert John Rockecenter.
Pennwel | , Mont e—Unpubl i shed aut hor who found the Gis confession.
Retri buti on—Prince Manny's command ship.

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

Roke, Tars—Astrographer to the Enperor of Voltar, Cing the Lofty, and close friend to Jettero
Heller. It was Roke's report that sent Heller on M ssion Earth.

Section 451-A Section in the Apparatus on Voltar, in charge of Blito-P3, headed by Soltan Gis.
Shafter—briver for Monte Pennwell. Sinmons, M ss—An antinucl ear fanatic.
Ske—Forner driver for Soltan Gis.

Snel z—Pl at oon conmander at Spiteos who befriended Jettero Heller and Countess Krak when they were
prisoners there.

Spiteos—n Vol tar, the secret fortress prison of the Apparatus.

Spread, Maizie-Alleged by J. Walter Madison in Earth newspapers and tel evision to have been
i mpregnated by Jettero Heller, known as the "Wiz Kid."

Stuffy, Noble Arthrite—Publisher of the "Daily Speaker," a major newssheet on Voltar.

Swi tch, Toots-Alleged by J. Walter Madison in Earth newspapers and tel evision to have been
bi gamously married to Jettero Heller, known as the "Wiz Kid."

e Tayl, Wdow Pratia—Nynphomani ac on Voltar.

Tug One-A spaceship nanmed the Prince Caucal sia, equipped with the feared WII-be Was tine drives,
and used by Jettero Heller to travel the 22>/2 light-years to Earth from Vol tar.

Tup—An al coholic beverage on Voltar.
Turn, Lord—Justiciary of the Royal prison who Soltan Gris surrendered to.

Twa—enal e bodyguard to Flick.
Twoey—Ni cknane given to Del bert John Rockecenter 11.

Ut anc—A bel |y dancer that Gris bought to be his concubi ne slave.
Vant agi o—Manager of the G aci ous Pal ns whorehouse.

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

Whi p, General —Fthe nost popul ar general in the Voltar-ian Arny. J. Walter Madison faked Wip's
death to bring discipline and make headl i ne news.

Whi z Ki d—Ni cknane given to Jettero Heller by J. Walter Madison.

VWhopper, Teeni e-A highly prom scuous Earth teenager, appointed Hostage Queen of Flisten. She is
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al so known as Queen Teeni e.

W1l -be Was—Fhe feared tine drive that allowed Jettero Heller to cover the 221/2-1i ght-year
di stance between Earth and Voltar in a little over three days.

Wster, Jerone Terrance—Nanme that Jettero Heller used on Earth.

PART ElI GHTY- TWO

TO Bl OGRAPHI CS PUBLI SHI NG COMPANY COMVERCI AL CI TY PLANET VOLTAR

GENTLEMEN

My manuscript is conplete!l

It will not require much editing but | look forward to getting it back fromyou

What | endured and learned in the process nmay well be another book, but that can be negoti ated
| ater.

Much of what | amwiting about was covered by newssheets and Homeview, but what | found is the
TRUE and COWPLETE story. To get it, | used the best investigative-reporter techniques. | pried and
lied ny way into the confidence of key people to find the biggest cover-up in the 125, 000-year

hi story of our Confederacy.

| apol ogize for the tine that it took me to conplete these final parts but | know that you will
agree it was worth it.

Let me rem nd you what happened so you can appreciate the rest of ny book

Lonbar Hi sst had addicted every Lord of the Grand Council to drugs. The Enperor, Cling the Lofty,
was close to death when Hell er kidnapped him Lonbar

Hi sst had installed hinself as Dictator and mllions of people were rioting in the streets. Teenie
Whopper was creating catanmtes out of the sons of all the Lords.

On top of it all was that icon of public relations, J. Walter Madison, who was nol ding Lonbar's
"i mage. "

When Lonbar could not get the Army to go after Heller, Mdison found the nost popul ar general and
had hi m brought to Lonbar's office. Wien General Wip refused to hunt Heller and wal ked out,
Madi son got Lonbar to sign an order that said:

GENERAL WH P HAS REFUSED ORDERS TO FI ND JETTERO HELLER. BRI NG ME THE HEAD OF GENERAL WHI P.

As a "show of force," Mdison's crew then staged the drama of General Wip's head being delivered
on a platter as wonen screanmed and fainted. The entire show was shot for Honevi ew.

Madi son then got Lombar to sign another order

TO ALL OFFI CERS OF ARMY AND FLEET: YOU WLL AT ONCE BEG N TO HUNT FOR AND YOU WLL FIND THE
NOTCRI QUS OQUTLAW JETTERO HELLER

Madi son' s dream had cone true!

Hel I er was an out!l aw

The manhunt was on!

And now, dear publisher, editor and reader, here is the final, true story of what REALLY happened!
Chapter 1

J. Walter Madison was on his way to the Royal Courts and Prison in the Mdel 99. It was just past
dawn and he wanted to arrive before the crowmd: he had to have a word with Lord Turn
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Traffic between Joy City and Governnment City, despite the earliness of the hour, was quite bad.
Ai rbuses seened to be rushing everywhere and traffic control was frantic as it sought to harass
theminto sky-lanes. Madi son was not paying nuch attention until they seemed to be just hovering.
Then he said to his driver Flick, "Wat's the hol dup?"

"The bl asted Arny," said Flick. "I detoured to get wi de of the Fleet base because it has warnings
of Don't Approach and it shunted us over to the edge of the Arny base and these (bl eepards)* have
the air clogged with

* The vocodi ctoscriber on which this was originally witten, the vocoscriber used by one Mnte
Pennwel | in making a fair copy and the translator who put this book into the |anguage in which you
are reading it, were all nenbers of the Machine Purity League which has, as one of its byl aws:
"Due to the extrenme sensitivity and delicate sensibilities of nachines and to safeguard agai nst

bl owi ng fuses, it shall be mandatory that robotbrains in such 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 machine has permi 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 henmsel ves. "

—JIransl at or
departing transport. Look at those dirt eaters! A thousand ships nust be lined up down there
getting sky-borne."

Flick turned on a mlitary frequency and a crisp Arnmy voi ce was barki ng nunbers. "Well, I'Il be
bl asted,"” said Flick. "Those coordi nates he's rapping out are for nmy old hone planet, Calabar
I magi ne that. They're going to escalate that war!"

Madi son chortled. G ven the destination of those thousand transports, he could construct the rest.
What a coup he had just pulled with the Arny!

Madi son and his gang had known better than to try to penetrate the Arny Division General Staff.
They had sinply made General Wip's head out of putty and false hair and theater blood and brought
it in. General Whip had been killed by PR Mdison had to | augh when he thought of what the
general's face nust have been |ike when he saw on Honevi ew t hat he had been executed. He had
probably run for cover. And now the payoff: the Arnmy was headi ng out in desperation to support the
Appar atus and probably ook for Heller in the bargain. No wonder a thousand transports were

| eavi ng!

@Qun was pointing out a clear sky-lane and Flick darted along it, flying | ow

Madi son | ooked down at the Governnent City streets. He was very anused. Mbs dotted the pavenent
here and there: broken wi ndows were visible, riot police were darting about. Voltar was | ooking
nore |ike Earth every day. He felt a surge of pride: It showed what superior technol ogy coul d do.
Vol tar was wi de open to Earth-type PR and he was a genius at applying it. The old masters of his
craft would be proud of him

The Royal Courts and Prison castle lay with hillsides covered. Sonme of these spectators seened to
have

made their hones here now, for he even saw sonme cooking fires in the nobs. Yes, and there were
sonme placarded denonstrators at the gate—ust like Earth! It nade Madi son feel very at hone.

"They're warning us off at the castle," said Flick

Madi son passed himhis identoplate, "Land in the courtyard. They'll let ne in if | have
i nfornati on about a certain man."

Much to Flick's amazenent, the castle pronptly signalled himin. "Hot Saints, Chief. You couldn't
have got in quicker if you'd really conmitted sone crine."

Madi son was feeling good. He couldn't resist it. "I just killed a general."
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"You're fooling us," said Cun.
"Nope, " said Madison. "Held the sword nysel f when we cut his head off."

He really | aughed out |oud when they gave hima | ook of awe. That wasn't all he was going to kill
today. He was going to end this Gis situation and give Teenie her revenge. He was going to Kkill
this trial by killing the status of Heller. Then he could really | oose the dogs on Heller's trail

Chapter 2

A very upset and confused Lord Turn was sitting in his chanbers that norning, waiting to start yet
anot her day of this horrible trial.

The headl i nes he had read about Heller and his sister had | eft himnot knowi ng what to think
Wi | e he

was not about to let hinself be influenced by what he read in the papers, it added to his
di stress.

Day after day, those confounded Gris attorneys had that vicious Gis confessing to every crinme
anyone ever heard of and Gis, while adnmitting guilt, kept stating that Heller had caused himto
do it. And the attorneys kept saying they would explain howthis was so only after they had given
all the evidence. He could not possibly inmagi ne how or why Jettero Heller had made Gris, as

al | eged, do these things. They were totally inhuman! Monstrous!

And Lord Turn hinmself had suffered. At first people had accused himof protecting Gis, and his
fam |y had stopped talking to him Now these nobs were accusing himof delaying and stalling,
again to protect Gis.

Lord Turn wi shed he had never heard of Gis. And, to put it bluntly as he sat there stew ng, he
didn't think his reputation as a judge would outlive Gis. Wy, he couldn't even keep order in his
courtroom anynore, though he had every man he could armon duty there, even the warders. The

audi ence with their shouts of horror at each new crinme and hisses at Gris whenever he took the
stand ignored conpletely every demand Lord Turn nmade upon themto be orderly. He had a trace of
fear that those nobs outside and the audience within mght very well take law into their own hands
and wreck the prison

Hi s captain of guards came in and he | ooked up with a start, afraid that the weckage may already
have begun.

"Your Lordship," said the guard captain, "you gave an order earlier that a man naned Madi son was
to report in if he had any news of one Jettero Heller. He's here."

" Ch, good, " said Lord Turn in sudden hope.

"Maybe he can shed sone light that will help end this awful case. Show himin!"

Madi son entered, sleek and well grooned, smiling his npbst sincere and earnest smle.
"You've news of Jettero!" said Lord Turn eagerly. "Sit down, sit down and tell ne!"
Madi son bowed | ow and seated hinmself. "Jettero Heller is on Cal abar, Your Lordship."

"CGood, good," said Turn. "l read sonmething about this Hero Plaza thing. |Is he going to cone in
here and tell nme what to do with his prisoner Gis?"

"I don't think he can, Your Lordship. | had something else to tell you. | have seen with ny own
eyes the cancellation of his Royal officer status. Jettero Heller is now an outlaw "

"WHAT?"

"Yes, and now that he is no longer a Royal officer, you are no longer bound to hold Gis for him
When you finish this bigany trial, and it's certain that he's guilty----- "
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"Now see here, young man, this trial is not finished. The evidence is not all in.

Madi son smled. He was playing this by the Earth court system Al charges and sentences there are
arranged in the judges' chanmbers. The trials are just for public show It's who tells the judge in
private what to do or what secret deal is nmade that deci des anything and everything about a case
frombeginning to end. He was confident he could rmake this work on Voltar.

"This parade of evidence," said Madison, "could be ended in a minute. Gis is adnmitting his guilt
to every charge. The danger is that your reputation is going to suffer because of this Gis
matter. Your image has been injured as a judge."

"I't certainly has!" agreed Turn. "A dreadful affair!"

"Well, | don't think you will be able to hand out a sentence stiff enough to satisfy the nobs,"”
sai d Madi son.

"I can order himexecuted!" huffed Turn. e* "Ah, that won't satisfy the nob."

"The statutes do not call for torture in cases of bigany," said Turn. "They only call for
execution."

"Well, | don't think the nob will buy that," said Madi son. "Wen you add up the nunber of victins
Gis has mangl ed—and the nmob will —+there are few deaths pai nful enough to atone for it. Now, |
think you renenber that Her Mjesty, Queen Teenie----- "

"The one who called ny attention to his biganmy."

"Yes. Now, it so happens that Gis has an unfinished sentence with her. The sentence was 'a
lifetime of exquisite torture, done by an expert.' As you no |onger have to hold himfor Heller, |
woul d suggest that you could renmand Gis into the custody of Queen Teenie to finish his earlier
sentence. The nob woul d be happy; you would be off the hook. W could even play the nob tapes of
his screamng. Good publicity for everybody all around.™

Turn | ooked thoughtfully at Madison. "Well, if Jet-tero is no longer a Royal officer, then Gis is
just a comon felon. | could give himinto the custody of anyone | wi shed. You really think '"a
lifetime of exquisite torture, done by an expert' would nmend this thing... what are you calling
it? I mage?"

"I't would restore public confidence in you utterly," said Madi son. "They'd prai se you to the
stars."

"Hm " said Lord Turn. "If I find himguilty, it will have to be a severe sentence. Bigany usually
carries heavy penalties.”

"Ch, you'll find himguilty all right," said Mdison, "for he is, you know He says so hinmself."

"The trial isn't over yet," said Turn. "W nust not tw st jurisprudence."

Madi son got up, bowed and withdrew. He was grinning as he fought his way through the corridor
throngs to get to the airbus.

He call ed Teenie. She had been waiting on Relax Island. "Your Majesty," said Mdison, "you're
really in, kid. Sharpen up the pokers and flex up the hot tongs. Gis will be in your hands before
you know it."

"This better not be baloney," said Teenie. "After all the favors |'ve done you, if you don't
deliver, the biggest pair of pliers is for your God (bl eeped) toenails. So you better be sure.”

"I amsure," said Madison with a confident grin. "I always deliver."
"Ch, yeah?" said Teenie and hung up

It didn't dampen Madison's glee a bit. Getting Gis into her hands was just a byproduct.
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Heller's status as a Royal officer could only be cancelled under the Enperor's seal as a fina
result of court-martial. Madison couldn't obtain that. But just as he had whittled away Heller's
reputation in the court by innuendo, he was going to get his Royal officer status disbelieved in
the sane way.

He was certain now that Lord Turn would add a line in the Gis sentence that said, "In view of the
fact that Heller's Royal officer status has been cancelled, | hereby remand..." And Madi son woul d
publicize that in such a way that the whole world would accept it as a fact. After all, who had

access to the truth?

It was the final expert touch of a PR The Fleet, the Army and now t he Domestic Police would al
be on
Heller's trail. The general warrant would be considered valid. He would be an outl aw i ndeed!

It was preparation for his final action. But that would not come yet.
Ch, what headlines were in the making!
Chapter 3

The vast courtroomwas a bedl am of sound and shifting bodies. Fromthe high wi ndows, the norning
sun sliced down through the centuries of dust in nuddy shafts. The hawkers hawked their wares, the
warders settled fights about seats and sought to prod the audi ence into sone kind of order

Madi son nade his way to a bench just behind the Gis attorneys. The three had their grizzled heads
toget her and did not notice Madison at all. It piqued him after all, it was he who had gotten
themtheir jobs.

Madi son poked a finger into the shoulder of the ex-Lord' s executioner. "Wuld you three please
gi ve me your attention?"

It was hard for the man to hear above the din and Madi son noved cl oser and repeated his request.

Sonewhat annoyedly the three put their heads close to his. Madison said, "Wnd it up. Plead him
guilty and we'll have an end of this. It's all fixed up in the judge's chanbers. He'll throw the
book at Gis."

They made himrepeat it a couple of tines. Then they | ooked at each other. They seened to
desi gnate the

el dest one to speak. It was the old Donmestic Police court judge.
"Qur job," he said sonmewhat acidly, "is to defend our client."
Abruptly, they turned to each other once nore and went on with discussion of a point of |aw

It was Madison's turn to be annoyed. They were actually treating himw th some contenpt. Ch well,
he finally phil osophized, they had to put on some kind of showto earn the fee that the W dow
Tayl, Ms. Gis, was shelling out. People on Voltar, he had noticed, tended to be a bit free-
speaking for all their bows and protocols. These attorneys couldn't win: he was worried about
not hi ng.

Lord Turn cane through a side door and his guard captain fought a path through the crowd for him
The nob, on becoming aware that the judge was there, began to nmake animal calls and jeer. Warders
poked at themand, with difficulty, kept themout of the space before the raised platform Turn
got to the dais; he arranged the microphone in front of the bell, hit the brass an awful whack
that hal f deafened everybody and sat down in the big chair with a scow .

"I amdeternined," said Lord Turn through the m crophone, battering down the bedlamw th sheer
volume, "to bring this trial to an early close!"

A roar swept through the vast hall and isolated shouts of "Kill Gis!" and "Hang the (bl eepard)!"
echoed.
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Madi son stole a glance at Gis. He was sitting there in his black Death Battalion colonel's

uni form and, despite his skateboard-scar scow, was |ooking far nore nervous than ferocious. He
Avas hal f-hidden by the ring of warders who were there to protect him

"We' ve been through oceans of evidence," said Turn, "but there is one question |I MJST clear up
before | hear another word of anything else!" He fixed an angry look at Gris. "You were Jettero
Hel ler's prisoner here. Every day and sonetines twi ce a day, you have said that all your crines
wer e done because of Heller. TAKE THAT STAND "

"Your Lordship," said the eldest Gris attorney, "please address your question to us."

"NO" roared Turn. "Enough is enough. Before I go on another step | will have the answer directly
fromthe accused. WARDERS! PUT H M ON THAT STAND! "

They got Gris into the witness box. He |ooked very ill at ease, squirming until his manacles
rattl ed.

The judge let the crowmd' s roar of hate subside a bit, then, pointing a finger at Gis, said, "Wat
EXACTLY did Jettero Heller have to do with this? Wiy do YOU keep asserting it was 'all because of
Hel | er ? WHAT DI D HELLER DO?"

Gis flopped around. Then he | ooked with agony at his attorneys. He was surprised to see them all
noddi ng at himvigorously to answer.

Heartened, Gis said, "Jettero Heller was ordered to do a survey of the unconquered planet known
on our charts as Blito-P3 and locally called Earth"

"Well?" said Turn, pronpting. "Well? WELL?"

"And then the Grand Council ordered himto repair the planet's atnosphere and rotation so it would
last until tine came to invade it a hundred and some years from now as per the Invasion Tinetable:
if he repaired it, Voltar would not have to launch an all-out, imediate invasion." Gis subsided
unhappi |l y.

"Well, did he do that?" said Turn.

Gis |ooked at his attorneys and again, to his amazenent, saw them nodding. "Yes," said Gis to
Tur n.

"Well, what eke did he do?"

Gis shuddered. His attorneys were still nodding to himto answer. "Really, nothing else," said
Gis.
Lord Turn's lips bared in a snarl. "Then you nmean to say that Jettero Heller sinply did a survey

and was ordered by the Enperor and Grand Council to repair the planet and did so and didn't do
anyt hi ng el se?"

"Yes," said Gis. "And | did everything | did because | was trying to stop him So you see,
Jettero Heller caused all ny crinmes!”

The crowd | et out a savage roar. The warders fought to keep themout of the front of the hall.

Lord Turn | ooked like he hinmself was going to explode. "At last we have it!" he finally roared.
"You blasted crimnal! Jettero Heller was just doing what he was ordered to do. THAT doesn't nmke
hima villain! He did nothing but do his duty! You can't find a man guilty for that! YOU have been
i mpugni ng his character! You have been engaging in vicious inference!" In a rage, he shouted,
"THAT ENDS THIS TRIAL! [----- "

The Gis attorneys were on their feet like a pack. "Your Lordship!" shouted the el dest one, "W
have not conpl eted our defense!"

"Nonsense!" howl ed Lord Turn. "You have been at it for weeks!"

The ex-Lord's executioner was waving madly toward a side door to get some |aborers to come in.
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The eldest Gis attorney cried, "Your Lordship! W have MICH nore evi dence! W have only presented
mat eri al collected by others AGAINST our client. W have NOT presented the evidence collected by
our client hinmself!"

The | aborers were rushing in carts absolutely groaning under their |oads of boxes. Lord Turn and
the crowd stared in amazenent.

"This material," the eldest Gis attorney rushed on, "is all authentic. It was found in the office
of the accused weeks ago and placed in our hands by a Fleet officer friend of Heller's! It also
contai ns evidence that Fleet officer Bis, hinmself, has found. These are the very heart of our

case. You cannot sentence the client after only hearing evidence collected against him It would
be unjust in the extreme not to hear evidence assenbled FOR him™

"Does this have anything to do with bigany?" said Turn

"Ch, yes!" said the eldest Gris attorney. "By the rules of bal anced testinony, you are bound by
law to hear it!"

"Ch, Heavens," said Turn. Then, wearily, "Go ahead."

Madi son was in a state of alarm He had never been infornmed that there was other evidence. Already
in shock at finding that his own client, Heller, seened to be getting absol ved, he was suddenly
very nervous as to the fate of Gis. Al of this was off the script: these confounded attorneys
were witing in scenes that Mdison had not okayed.

And sonehow t his was evidence that Heller himself had evidently ordered put in the hands of Gis's
attorneys. What a weird twist of fate that woul d be—Hel |l er suddenly, behind the scenes, saving
Gis's neck. Madison had the sick sensation that naybe, somehow fromthe side, Heller was reaching
intointerfere with this PR program It was eerie, |ike suddenly finding a tiger was

behi nd one's back when you thought he was on the other side of the nountains!

Then he relaxed a bit. After all, there wasn't any possible way this new evidence could affect the
overall scene. And these attorneys didn't have the renotest prayer of getting Gis off. He
stretched out his |legs and yawned.

Thi ngs woul d go on, just as he had planned. After all, these people were only puppets dancing on
the end of his strings. It was he who was the master of Earth PR, not them

Chapter 4

Even Gis nust have been surprised at the extent of the new evidence. He had been collecting it
for years and stuffing it under the boards of his office. Wth canmera and ni crophone and skillfu
burgl ari es, he had been amassing this hoard by day and by night as he roaned t hrough his Apparatus
career. Wiile junior to his passion for shooting songbirds, it neverthel ess ambunted to a sort of
hobby, collecting hidden information on his fell ow Apparatus officers.

Probably, to advance his career, he had intended to use far nore of it than he had. The bl ackmai l
on the Chief of the Provocation Section, who had nmurdered, at a party, the mistress of a senior in
the Death Battalions, had been used in that way. But Gis also seemed to have been using it to
anplify or illustrate points he had learned in Earth psychol ogy and psychiatry, for sonme of

the notes on the edges of the evidence said, "Proves he was oral erotic" and "Typi cal sado-
masochi sni' and "Using a Knife Section knife in that way definitely denonstrates penis envy" and
other things of a like manner. Also it is possible that Gis, naturally lazy, never bothered to
cat al ogue or sort what he collected, nuch less use it,

Vell, it was all there now, the labors of ten years. They were the rewards for continuous snoopi ng
and prying into things that never could have been his concern. They al so explained, to sone
degree, why he never had any friends: The names on those notes and photos and recorded strips read
like an officer personnel roster of the whol e Apparatus.

The attorneys or Bis or soneone had al phabeti zed the names and brought some order to this nmess. It
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became obvi ous, at once, that the whole thing, case by case, was going to be exhibited in nauseous
detail to the court, for the very first one offered bepn with a name which, al phabetically, would
be first on any roster, being the first Voltar letter repeated three tines to formthe cognonen.

The fellow was a major in the Apparatus light infantry. He had been told to interropte a vill age
in Mstin. He began his "interrogation" by raping all the wonen. Then when this was objected to by
the village nen, he emasculated themin a gory bout of sadism Thereafter he comanded the
cripples to cohabit with their wives. Wen this inpossible action was not done, he charged them
all with willful defiance of orders, crowded theminto the houses and burned the village down,

| eavi ng not one person alive.

Sonme of the audience retched at the details. The reporters present, grooved in too well by Mdi son
as to

what was "hot news," rushed it into the papers without the slightest word to him There went his
ot herw se-pl anned front pages.

The next case had to do with an Apparatus general. In Mdon he had held a party for his Apparatus
of ficer staff. He had provided no wonen and when his guests cane he sent themout into the town to
ki dnap any wonen that came to hand and bring them back. At his directions, the wonen were stripped
and raped and then flogged to death. They had been buried in the basement but too shallowy, and
weeks |l ater, to handle the stench, a captain had dug themup, put themin another grave outside
the town and then had charged three nen, chosen fromthe citizens, with the nurders and executed
the guiltless nen on the spot. "And here, Your Lordship, are the recorded strips of the party and
the pictures of the two graves and the recorded voice of the captain who, drunken, had been
telling his Apparatus officer friends the 'anusing details.""

HEADLI NES!

Madi son nourned. His front-page plans were all going awy. He should be getting space about the
Hel | er manhunt he was pronoting. He knew for a fact that Arnmy interest was intense, for his office
at the town-house was receiving demands fromthe mlitary for clues about Heller. And here he was
with his press being snothered by this, to use his own word, crap

He tried to corral town newspaper reporters as this new evidence went into its second day. "This
stuff,” he told them desperately, "is just sensationalism It is pointless."

"It has sex and it has blood," the Daily Speaker man renmarked. "You told us yourself that that was
what t he

public wanted. |I'mhere to report what's going on in this trial and that's what | amgoing to do."

The ot her reporters nodded, |ooking at Madison in a puzzled way, and then took their places in the
press box.

Pronmptly, as soon as the warders had brought sone kind of order, the Gis attorneys were in there
apin with a new sensation. Three Apparatus officers had been sent to the house of a wealthy
nmerchant to collect fromhima bribe he had refused to pay to a senior Apparatus official. They
didn't get the nbpney at once so they raped his three young children. Still not prevailing, they
di senmbowel ed his wi fe, who was pregnant, and when this drove the nerchant insane, shot himand
threw the bodies in the River Wel.

As this cleared up a Donestic Police nystery of |ong standing and was backed with recorded strips
of the three Apparatus officers bragging about it in their room ng house, it nmade i medi ate
headl i nes.

On went the cases, hour by hour, day by day. Wen it got to one that contai ned an Apparatus plan
to ki dnap a whol e orphanage, turn the children into freaks and sell themto circuses, Lord Turn
dermurred. He said such a fiendish plan never possibly could have been executed. And the Gis
attorneys were all ready for him they had |ocated three of the children and produced themin
court. One had been turned into a hal f-hunman, half-snake, another into a beast whose hands were
where his feet should be and the third, which might have once been a pretty little girl, had been
gi ven the haunches and genitals of a snug. The criminal cellologists had overl ooked renovi ng her
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tongue and she gave evi dence of the kidnappi ng, her operation and subsequent career that not only
gave a headline but also filled whol e papers.

Madi son was getting drowned, as he put it, in

"noise." Hs press direction was getting entirely lost. The only advantageous points in this
| atest presentation were that the project, which m ght have originated with Lonbar Hi sst and m ght
have been conpleted by Crobe, omitted their nanes. It, however, nade Madi son sweat.

They had arrived nowin the fifth day of this hideous parade of evidence and Madi son began to
rework his plans. He would have to do sonething pretty drastic and he would have to do it soon if
he wanted to get the control of headlines back. He needed themto send the Arny, the Fleet and the
Domestic Police really racing after Heller! The nman had al nost dropped out of the news! An

aboni nabl e situation! Madi son was being set an awful chore.

Hf e did not, however, for a nmonent, doubt that he could, sooner or later, triunph.
Chapter 5

Possibly, if the Donestic Police had not been so busy trying to check riots that were beconing a
dai ly occurrence throughout the Confederacy, they might have tried to find and arrest some of
these Apparatus officers. On the other hand, the local police seniors nmight, in any event, have
been too intimdated. Wile the Apparatus seened to be in staging areas for a junmp-off to sone
unknown pl anet that was about to be taught a lesson, the units being | eft behind equalled in
nunbers and exceeded in ferocity the Donestic Police. An Apparatus

spokesman at one of these staging bases raged at nenbers of the press, "You' re naking a m stake,

you (bl eeps)! When we get back fromBlito-P3, we'll stick your papers up your (bleeps) and put a
fire to them You better get smart and | earn who's running things. Now kiss the floor and get out
of here before we shoot your (bleeps) off."

The papers all printed it, with enbellishnments, and Madi son | ost another day of headlines.

Once again he reworked his schedul es of release but this tine narked the dates plus one, plus two,
plus three and so on. It was "plus"” to the day they sentenced Gis. The way this was draggi ng out,
he had no real idea when that would cone. Usually it was good PRto drag a trial out, on and on

In fact, the thirst for press by judges and governnent was one of the reasons for long trials on
Earth. But things now were getting kind of desperate. The public was going out of control. Gis's
sentence was inevitable: this judge woul d have him slaughtered. That would turn the public
interest off. So Madi son sat there nentally willing the trial to end. That sentence woul d nake one
day's headlines. The public would then be receptive to new sensationalismand Mdi son coul d get
his front page back. And he knew exactly what to do with it.

The trial, however, ended rather abruptly. And the ending again threw his planning into a spin.

The Gris attorneys apparently felt they had made sonme | egal point and on the norning of the sixth
day, abandoned the case-by-case approach and suddenly stacked 2,094 cases all in a pile. They

i nvited anyone to inspect them-Honeview and reporters at once took turbul ent advantage of it—and
then addressed the judge.

"Your Lordship," said the eldest Gis attorney,

"these 2,094 cases are, each one, a flagrant crine committed by one or nore Apparatus officers.
Many are far WORSE than those al ready evidenced to this court.”

That caused a terrific sensation and it took the warders mnutes to restore enough quiet so the
attorney could conti nue.

The wily old Donestic Police judge then picked up a separate box. He laid out upon it severa
bl ack folders. To a neck-craning throng, to the Homevi ew cameras and to Lord Turn on the dais, he
opened up one of the folders, displaying it.

"These are lists from Donestic Police Records Departnment, Vital Statistics Section of the
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Conf ederacy. They show traced and verified name changes. They are the official authority for the
changi ng of nanes and identopl ates.

"You nust realize that the Apparatus recruits fromprisons. This requires the reissue, in nost
cases, of identoplates. It would take a truck to carry the namepl ate changes of the rank and file
of the Apparatus. These folders here contain only the nanes of 30,201 of the Apparatus officers
who were fornerly inmates of prisons but did not conplete their sentences. Instead, due to forner
training or experience, they were taken by the Apparatus and nade into officers.”

There was a gasp fromthe audi ence. No one had known this aspect of the Apparatus.

"Now, these 30,201 officers by no means represent ALL the current Apparatus who were forner
crimnals and are now of ficers. These 30,201 conveniently forgot they had been narried before they
were inprisoned and REMARRI ED as Apparatus officers under their new names, but to a different
woman. "

"Hah!" snarled Lord Turn, "just because you have

found 30, 201 bi gam st Apparatus officers does NOT get THAT filthy beast off in THI S court!" And he
pointed to Gis.

Gis sat there. The skateboard scar which gave hima perpetual scowl was at variance with the
terror in his eyes. The judge had not heretofore referred to himas a beast. He was certain now
that he woul d be convicted and he nade a feeble "why try?" novenent toward his attorneys.

The el dest attorney actually smiled at Turn and at the cameras and crowd. "Ch, we admit quite
freely that our client is a beast.”

There was an instant roar of approval fromthe nob in the courtroom It was probably echoed by
every crowd in front of Honeview sets across Voltar and woul d be echoed t hroughout the Confederacy
when the signal finally got there

Madi son just wished they would find Gis guilty and et himget on with his business.

"BUT," said the el dest attorney, when he could be heard again, "he is actually just a beast in a
herd of beasts and nmaybe even a | esser beast at that!"

The nopan of Gis was |ost in another roar of approval. A lot of separate cries rose above the
rest, "Death to the Apparatus!" It was a shout being nore frequently heard these days.

"I," shouted the Gris attorney, "have not told you the worst!" He picked up the last four fol ders.
"THESE contain the nanes of 6,086 Apparatus officers who have been remarri ed as many as ei ghteen
times!"

It was |like a shock wave. There is no divorce in the Confederacy and bigany is death, so what he
was sayi ng was that 6,086 Apparatus officers had each one, since

they were already married before joining the Apparatus, incurred the death penalty up to ei ghteen
tines.

"Surely," said Lord Turn, "sone of those w ves died."

"I ndeed sone did," said the eldest Gis attorney. "They were nurdered by their husbands in severa
cases. But even when the wife wasn't dead, the Apparatus officer went on marrying. And I will tell
you why!"

He picked up a roll of printouts. "W were able to get access to an Apparatus consol e through an
enbittered chief clerk we nust protect. You can see that this printout is authentic: it bears al
the dates and stanps. It is a series of orders from Apparatus generals and col onels. It conpares
to the nanes in these last four folders." He proved it by displaying to Turn and the cameras
several nanes on the printout and the sane Apparatus officer names in the books.

"The Apparatus," said the eldest Gris attorney, "had a system Were they needed facilities,
i nfluence or access into nerchant famlies, they would order an officer to marry a wi dow or a
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daughter. They had a nanme for it: 'famlial infiltration.' They did these nultiple marriages by
order!"

"That doesn't cover Gis," said Turn. "Nobody ordered himto marry Pratia Tayl in this prison and
that's the charge he's up for. Don't try to mix up logic on this charge."

"Your Lordship," said the eldest Gris attorney, "the Wdow Tayl property is in Pausch Hills. It is
called the Mnx Estate. It contains a small hospital. In obtaining use of it, Apparatus officer
Soltan Gis had to enpge in sexual relations with the Wdow Tayl. The result of that union was a
son. Here is his birth registration. Here is his photograph. He is now three nonths

ol d. When a conception is registered by a licensed cel-1ologist, by law, the state of marriage
must be considered inevitable. The |iaison was contracted because Gis was under orders to stop
Hel l er from succeeding on his mssion."

"Are you through yet," roared Turn, "or are you going to waste another day of this court's tine?"

The eldest Gis attorney |ooked to his other colleagues. They both nodded. He drew hinsel f up
"Your Lordship, we are now ready to present our summation."

"That's overdue," snarled Turn. "Go ahead."

"Your Lordship," said the old Donestic Police court judge, in the sonorous voice of oratory, "we

have shown beyond any faintest doubt, that the average Apparatus officers, no matter how sterling
and honorable their chief mght have terned themin the press, are crimnals. They conmmit crines

daily. These crines, we have shown, include bigany.

"These deeds, no nmatter how nauseous and infanpbus, were every one of them done under orders.
Therefore it is pur conclusion that Apparatus Oficer Soltan Gis has only been doing his expected
duty as an Apparatus officer

"As you yourself stated in this very court |ast week, Your Lordship, and according to all |aw and
regul ati ons, a man cannot be puni shed for doing his duty. Jettero Heller was doing his duty.
Soltan Gis was only doing his duty.

"Therefore, we solemmly and courteously request that you find Apparatus Oficer Soltan Gis
personal Iy i nnocent of his crines by reason of extenuating circunstances. He was only doing his
duty."”

The pl ace expl oded. Animal calls, screans and threats made the very dust notes shriek. Chank-pop
enpties and paper wads nade things | ook Iike a snow hurricane

Madi son suddenly thought of Teenie. She was probably watching this on Honeview. He wanted to be
sick. Then his eye fixed on Lord Turn. There was still a chance.

Lord Turn let the stormdie down. Mre than Madi son's eye was on him A whole nation was wat chi ng.

He hitched his scarlet robes together. He massaged his craggy face. A curse too lowto be fully
heard escaped his |lips and got past his hand.

For three full minutes he sat there. Then he said, "It is not given to ne to set precedents.
Unfortunately, there are a thousand court cases that hold a man cannot be puni shed for doing his
ordered duty. If such were not the law and regulation, a nman could find hinmself killed by his
superiors if he did not do sonething for which he could be killed by the aw. Unfortunately al so,
in a nation often at war, a superior cannot be punished for issuing an order which involves a
capital offense if executed. Sone day the Grand Council or an Enperor nay resolve this, though I
doubt it, for it is dangerous ground. The best guarantee of integrity is to ensure that only
decent nen, nmen |ike Royal O ficer Jettero Heller, have authority."

Madi son groaned. He was | osing ground.

"But," said Lord Turn, with a sudden wicked snmle at the Gis attorneys, "you skidded over a very
i nportant point."
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Gis, whose hopes had begun to rise, now power-dived into despair.

"You were undoubtedly very conpetent judges in the Donestic Police and you, sir, were undoubtedly
a highly conpetent Lord's executioner. You have banmboozled ne into listening to you day after day.
Fortunately,

we at the Royal Courts and Prison are answerable only to the Enperor. That does not put us above
the common | aw. To keep the Enperor from nmaki ng any m stakes, we have to be versed in the nicest

| egal points anyone ever heard of."

The old men who were acting as the attorneys to Gis |ooked like they were in the business of
grinding teeth. They did not take kindly at all to being lectured in public, even by a Roya
j udge.

"There is a case," said Turn, "that sets precedent. It is about three thousand years old. It is
Manda versus Boont, quite fanmpbus in its tinme. It evolved fromthe property-settlement litigation
of an heir. The finding occurring in the Donestic Courts was appeal ed by petition to the Enperor
and was heard all over again right here in the Royal Court. The litigant chall engers clainmed over
three million credits in property, stating that the heir was not the legitinmate son of the father
since no nmarriage ever occurred. | assure you the matter was very hotly contested with that nuch
property in view.

"The not her, through a cellologist, had registered the actual father. The heir asserted this
proved his claim The court..." And here Turn | ooked down his nose at the Gis attorneys while the
whol e world waited in suspense. "The court found explicitly that registry of conception was a

| egal substitute for nmarriage.”

Turn let that sink in. The silence in the vast hall was acute. "The heir won the case. Mnda
versus Boont. You can look it up in our library upstairs if you wish. But take my word for it. |
have seen and had deci phered these other marriage papers contracted on the planet Earth or
whatever its nanme is. They all come after the date the Wdow Tayl registered the conception of her
child." He smled. "No bigany was comritted in nmy Royal Prison

the cerenmony was needl ess. Wierever Gis comritted biganmy it was not here. Under |aw he had
already married the Wdow Tayl, nonths before he married any others.

"I hereby declare the accused, Apparatus Oficer Soltan Gis, innocent of the charge of bigany in
this prison."

The shock of it was such that there was hardly a breath drawn for half a mnute.
THEN THE STORM

Warders had to fight like lepertiges to hold the nob in check. The prison guards were blurs of
motion with electric whips. They managed ,jo hold the front of the roomclear and keep Gis from
being torn linb fromlinb, but only because sonebody and then sonmebody el se noticed that Lord Turn
was banging his gong for all he was worth: they saw the notion, the sound was |ost. He was al so
hol di ng up his hand.

Gradual |y, because Lord Turn was trying to say sonething, the din tenporarily subsided.

"HOMNEVER! " shouted Turn into his anplifier, probably for the twentieth tine, and when he coul d be
heard, proceeded, "I shall have to hold Soltan Gis in custody, until | clarify the status of
Jettero Heller. Soltan Gis may have done other crinmes that only Heller is aware of. It is quite
probabl e that Soltan Gris will not escape severe puni shnent or even execution yet. Warders! Return
the prisoner to his cell. TH'S TRIAL IS ENDED! "

The crowd was slightly nollified. But groups of them when driven fromthe court, went out
scream ng, "Death to the Apparatus!”

Gis, on hearing the first finding, had soared to elation. Then, on hearing the second, had nose-
dived into
despair. He was dragged off, half-unconscious, to his cell, not even wal ki ng.
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Madi son, watching Gis go, was in a turnoil of his own. He was scared stiff at what Teenie m ght
be thinking or planning now. He had NOT gotten her the custody of Gis. But wait, was there a
| oophol e open? He wondered and then shudder ed.

He was suddenly aware that he didn't have nuch time. Public reaction might boil over. Lonbar mi ght
be upset by all this. Teenie would be scream ng

Then suddenly he began to snmile. He still had power. He would bring this off to glory yet and
bring it off with a BANG

Chapter 6

Madi son |ived through the follow ng day.
It was awful for him

Hi s best-laid plans had not worked!

The trial devel opnents had absolutely snothered the Heller issue. He felt that Heller had sonehow
sneaked up on him giving those blackmail files to the Gris attorneys. Didn't Heller realize that
Madi son was only trying to make himimmortal ? Who coul d possibly object to that, much | ess
actively thwart it? Confound these amateur interferences with PR

And that was not all that was bothering Madi son: Teenie would be in an absolute fury! Deprived of
her prey despite Madison's prom ses, there was no telling what she m ght do. Then there was the
matter of Lonbar

Hi sst: he woul d not be pleased at the way the Apparatus was bei ng nmaul ed.

Madi son wondered nervously if he was losing his grip. Maybe he was not neurotic enough lately and,
as a consequence, maybe his genius was slipping.

Standi ng at his bedroom wi ndow i n the townhouse, gazing out over Joy City, he felt that his sphere
of influence was col | apsi ng.

A pall of snoke was rising a quarter of a mle away. He heard sone noi se behind himand he said,
"What' s happeni ng over there?"

It was the circus girl, Flip. She had taken to naking his bed lately and laying out his clothes
and tal king with i nnuendos which alarnmed him She cane to the window. "Oh, that's the Dagger C ub
an Apparatus officer hangout. Chi and | were over there when the nobs burned it. But it's a shabby
dive, not even anything to |loot. The norgue services are overstrained and a | ot of bodies are
still lying in the streets, but we didn't even get anything out of that: sonme rotten crook had

al ready taken their wallets." Her hand was cupping his behind. It made himvery edgy. He noved
away, reaching for a jacket.

"Ch, | wouldn't go out, if | were you," said Flip. "It would be nmuch nicer to stay here and j ust
loll around in bed. There's nobs all over the place |ooking for Apparatus officers. There cones
one right now "

Madi son went back to the wi ndow. About a thousand people were surging into the street seventy-six
floors below. Even at this height, he could hear a chant:

Death to the Apparatus!

Death to the men of crine!

Death to the shabby crininal s!

Death to the "drunks" in slinel

42 L. RON HUBBARD

Death to the shanel ess nurderers!
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Death to their |eader, too!
Death to the Apparatus!
Death to the whole (bl eeped) crew

"Sonet hi ng seens to have upset them" said Madi son

"Ch, people are upset, all right," said Flip. "It provides a |lot of opportunities to pick pockets
and such: a good, healthy crine environment. Every city is |like that today. Me and a couple of the
other girls were going out again but it would be nmuch safer for you, Chief, if you just slid your
pants of f and got back into bed. | know a lot of nice things to do. | could start off with a

(bl eep) job. You wouldn't even have to exert yourself, just |lie back and enjoy it. Then you coul d--

"I'"ve got to think," said Mdison
"Well, think while |I'mworking on you: you might get some great ideas. Here, put your hand-----
"Flip, run out and tell my reporters | want to see themin ny office."

"Ch, Chief, you don't need those (bleepards) to stand around and watch. They ni ght get hot and
pile in!l They can't (bleep) worth a (bleep): we know, we tried them"

She was taking her robe off. Firmy, he put it back on her. "Flip, please."
"There's sonething weird about you, Chief. | nean it. Go get your own (bleep) reporters!”

After she fl ounced out, Madison |ocated Flick and had himforma reporter conference in his
of fice.

The five reporters, the horror story witer and, as a consultant, the director, soon stood around
Madi son' s desk.

"How do we stand?" said Madi son

"W don't," said one of the reporters. "In every paper the Gis finding is all over the front

page. To nmake it even worse, in addition to the shocker news of finding Giis not guilty, sonebody
gave the papers a photo taken | ast year at sone farewell party for sonme tug and it shows him
eating a human hand. It was probably cake but it's driving the country insane. They're scream ng
now t hat the Apparatus are cannibals. Page two is burning buildings. The rest of the paper is
pretty well taken up with lists of nob casualties. W tried half the norning to plant your follow
ups on the Heller rescue. The news offices are janmed with other things. Even the wi ves are
running around in circles. You know this ol d-shepherd-woman caper claimng she spotted Heller in a
cave? Hells, we even |ost her when she joined a nob. W got nothing planted."

"Fromnmy know edge in directing riot scenes,"” said the director, "lI'd say this situation was goi ng
to escalate rather than cal mdown. | dressed up the two actors as Domestic Police generals and
sent them around. The Donestic Police believe the situation is out of control: they want the Arny
to help and the Arny is saying 'Up your (bleep), we got trouble enough with trying to contain the
Fleet." It ain't good."

"Ch, it's not all bad," said Flick, uninvited, fromthe door. "A lot of the crew was getting
nervous about being connected to the Apparatus, so ne and Cun and Twa was out until dawn
collecting identoplates off corpses. G tizens, bluebottles, officials, we nmust have about two
thousand of them anything you want. We even got thirty sets of different nunbers from w ecked
cars. The conputers will be out of date or jammed for weeks so it's safe as safe to use them If |
hadn't sworn off robbing

banks, we'd be in clover. But at |east we've got nobility. So things |ook pretty good."

"I''m open for suggestions as to how we seize press initiative again,"” said Madi son
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"Well," said the director, "I'd say we just sit tight and |let things simer down." The others
nodded.
Madi son shook his head. "I've been trying to teach you sonme of the rudinments of PR Well, one of

them has to do with trends. You don't buck a trend. That's fatal: You just expend your energy
being battered. The thing you have to do is go WTH the trend."

"Well, this trend," said a reporter, "happens to be conposed of riots and resistance to the
Apparatus. The crowds are tearing themlinmb fromlinb wherever they can be found outside the
defense perineters of their bases and staging areas. It's the trend that's giving us trouble."

"Neverthel ess,” said Madison, "the principle still holds. Trying to snmooth things over with PRis
a waste of a good tool. There is another principle you nust understand: You nust always nake
trends worse."

"Worse?" said a reporter. "That's bl asted near inpossible. The nobs are burning buildings and
tearing down nmonunents; traffic control is alnost shattered; the hospitals are overflow ng; the
newssheet staffs can hardly get to work and distribution is getting grim Every mgjor city in the
Confederacy is like that. If it gets any worse, < we'll be as dunb as gateposts: we won't have
any nmedia i but Hormeview And even the guys over there are running around so frantic it |ooks like
the lunatic asylumup north. We've just got to let it cal mdown. "

Madi son heaved a deep sigh. Geen PR nen were awfully hard to train. But that wasn't all that was
meking himsigh. He didn't like to fire off his last two rounds.

"No," said Madi son. "The progress and advancenent of a culture is nmeasured by how much worse
things get. The greatest authorities that ever lived proved that constantly. Lord Keynes, Karl

Mar x—+eal geniuses |ike that—kept that principle continually in nmnd. That's why they are al npst
wor shi ped. They were al so sone of the greatest PR nen that ever lived. Now let's take up the three
Cs agai n: maxi num Cover age, naxi mum Controversy, naxi nrum Confi dence. The only way we can obtain
those is to make things worse."

"Conets!" said a reporter. "Things can't possibly get much worse. They'll be shutting off phone
service and utilities next! Chief, there's close to a hundred billion people on the streets in

riot nobs...."

"Ch, dear," said Madison. "I see |I'mnot getting across. W've got to escal ate Controversy. And

Controversy is really Conflict. Only then can we regain Coverage and restore our Confidence in
oursel ves as PR nen."

"Escal ate Controversy?" said one of the gawping reporters. "The whol e popul ati on i s against the
Apparatus. The Fleet and Arny are in a head-on collision. The Donestic Police... did you hear
those shots in the street just then?"

"The Donestic Police are agai nst everybody," finished another reporter. "There's nore
Controversy/Conflict around than there's been for the past ten thousand years. You CAN T POSSI BLY
escal ate it!"

"Ch, yes, we can," said Madison. "And to do our jobs as PR nen, we MJST!"

"How?" they gaped at him

Madi son | eaned forward. He beckoned. They put their heads near his. He whispered.
When they drew back, they were staring at himw th awe.

"OH My GODS!" the horror story witer said. "He CAN escalate it!"

Madi son smiled. Now he would get things back on the rails and going in the right direction: at
Hel | er.

PART ElI GHTY- THREE

Chapter 1
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Pal ace City was the safest place to be. Not only was it thirteen mnutes in the future but, Iike
Spiteos, it was protected fromnobs by the sinple fact that they could not cross the vast G eat
Desert on foot or with ground cars. Palace Cty al so had heavy exterior defense bunkers that could
shoot anything out of the sky.

Under the yellow m st of warped space, in the great round antechanmber of the Enperor, Lonbar Hi sst
sat with his back to the | ocked and bolted bedroom door and faced his general staff.

A red-unifornmed old crimnal, whose battle-scarred face al so bore traces of debauchery and no

sl eep, was speaking. "The Arny finally took it into their heads to cooperate,” he said. "A

t housand transports have landed a nillion men on Calabar. This freed up the remainder of our
forces there and they should be arriving at Apparatus Staging Area Seven by this evening. So,
factually, sir, we don't have any nore troops on Cal abar, only a few observers. That puts nme out
of a job as Cal abar staff overseer here. And | was wondering if | mght not take a little run up
into the Blike Muntains. |'ve an estate there...."

"You'll stay on duty!" thundered Hisst, slapping his stinger down on his desk. "Set up a bureau
for future popul ati on suppression. This woul d never have happened if we'd planned for it." He
poi nted the stinger at

anot her general. "If Tur there had had his wits about him if he'd done some advance pl anning, he
woul dn't be in trouble now Gas. Set up sone ps externination chanbers for troubl emakers: 1'I1 get
you the plans fromone of the Blito-P3 surveys."

"Sir," said the general indicated, "I don't think there's any time for construction of anything.
Over two hundred Apparatus town headquarters have been wi ped out to a man. If | could just have a
few troops fromthe staging areas----- "

"Enpty a few prisons and put the inmates in uniform" snapped Hisst. "Do | have to think of
everyt hi ng?"

Tur was al ready doing that as fast as he could but he held his peace.
"Now you, Ceneral Mik," said H sst, "how are you conming along with the Earth-invasi on stagi ng?"

"As a matter of fact," said Mik, squirmng, "I've put the invasion of Blito-P3 on hold. It seened
to ne that the two and a half mllion troops night be needed right here on Voltar."

"Bah!" said Hisst, glaring at the other generals. "W have a million and a half Apparatus troops
to handl e Voltar and sone of the others. This is no full-scale civil war. It's just nobs. Sooner
or later they'll get tired of being shot down and that will be the end of it."

"We are having trouble with suppliers,” said Mik. "The troops that canme in from Cal abar are short
of everything. W can't seemto get deliveries into the staging areas." He added hastily, "W are,
of course, sending out arnored convoys and sinply raiding civilian warehouses and we can, of
course, acconplish our outfitting. W have had sonme trouble wi th nobs burning plants and we have

| ost eighteen convoys in street fights as of this

nmor ni ng, but we can be invasion-ready in a couple of days, even so. It just seened to nme that with
all this trouble, you might need the Blito-P3 force here."

"No, no, no," said Lonbar. "We're just fighting riffraff. You others sinply need to take stronger
measures, that's all. The invasion goes off as schedul ed, regardl ess of |ocal disturbance." He
gave a short, barking laugh. "Unarned rabble, riffraff."

"They seempretty mad," nuttered a general in the rear. "W've already |ost over fifty thousand
men. "

"Who's that?" snarled Lonbar. "Are you frightened or sonething? Wll, speak up!"
He didn't get an answer, for running feet sounded in the outside hall

A staff officer, followed by two nen, raced into the room The others |ooked up in alarm The

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L.%...ission%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (20 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:38 PM]



file:///G|/Program%620Files/eM ul e/ ncoming/L .%620Ron%20Hubbard%20-%620M i ssion%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20P anet.txt
three were carrying huge stacks of papers.

The staff officer dunped his on Lonbar's desk and pointed with a shaking finger. Headlines, ful
first page:

HELLER KI DNAPS EMPEROR
Seventy papers said the sane,

A general canme out of his shock and frantically switched on a Honmeview set. The words bl ared out,
"IN THE MOST DARI NG RAID I N VOLTAR H STORY, THE OUTLAW JETTERO HELLER HAS KI DNAPPED CLI NG THE
LOFTY, EMPEROR OF VOLTAR!"

The generals stood like scarlet ice statues, eyes filled with the headlines, ears pounded by the
di n.

Chapter 2

Into this stunned tableau rushed J. Walter Madi son. He was wearing a General Services officer's
gray uniform and sand goggl es. Thundering hard on his heels cane his director and canera crew.

"Ch, heavens!" cried Madison. "I amso glad | found you, Chief!" It was no accident that he knew
H sst was there: he had been having himtailed.

Madi son canme to a halt before the stunned Hisst. He pointed at the headlines on the desk. He
pretended he was short of breath. "I tried to get themto hold the announcenent until | consulted
you but the traitors wouldn't wait!" What an awful lie that was! He had had his reporters, arned
with copies of Heller's letter, |leak the news to every paper. He had only been waiting outside the
ant echanber until he had seen the papers brought in.

Lonmbar was staring at him The generals were staring at him Mdison gave the director and crew a
hand signal to go live, straight into the Honeview circuits for the whol e Confederacy, as arranged
by the manager at his orders.

"Quick, quick!" cried Madison. "W've got to take fast action to disprove this runor. Open that
door fast so we can show the whol e Confederacy that the Enperor is still there!l™

Lonmbar at the desk saw with horror, fromthe flickering camera lights, that they were on the air!
He noved

suddenly to mask hinself with Madi son's body. Then he saw Heller's baton |ying there: convulsively
he snatched it up and put it behind his back. He was trying to think of sonething, anything that
woul d prevent this disclosure.

H s own generals, not in the know, unwittingly undid him In various voices, they all said
differently and urgently the same thing, "Yes, for Gods' sakes!" "Qpen up the door!" "This is
catastrophe!" "Check that bedchanber!"

Madi son was grabbi ng keys and opening plates. Lonbar was too paral yzed to stop him

Madi son got the door open and slanmmed it wi de. He and the generals rushed in. Lonmbar was knocked
into their mdst by the director

THE ROOM WAS EMPTY!
The caneras played all around the Royal bedchanber.

Madi son saw very clearly that the room had not been occupied for nonths: food in the pans was
decayed, excreta on the bed covers was dry. Swi nging up the covers to pretend to | ook under the
bed, he hid the evidence.

Madi son, |eaping up, cried, "It rmust have been just |ast night! OCh, heavens, |I'mafraid for the
Enmperor's lifel™
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Then Madi son saw Lombar was hol di ng sonet hi ng behind his back. "Wat is that you' ve found?" he
shout ed. He grabbed the baton and the caneras zoomed in on it. Madison exanmined it, holding it to
be shot, "The evidence! He left evidence! This is Jettero Heller's officer baton! Now we know for
sure who did it! The outlaw Jettero Heller has kidnapped Cing! Ch, catastrophe! Ch, woe! W are
undone!"

Madi son nade a slight signal to the director and the caneras pronptly began to cover the room
mnutely. It took themoff of Lonbar. Mdison got behind Hisst's back and whi spered urgently in
his ear.

Lonmbar cane out of his shock. The cameras centered on him "Yes, yes!" shouted Lonbar. "lInstantly!
Generals! Order all Fleet and Arny units to pursue him The villain has escaped to Cal abar!"

The director had the caneras pan as all the generals rushed off to issue the orders.
Madi son gave the caneras and director a signal to stop

The nmonent Lonbar saw the flickering lights go off, he sank down soddenly in a chair. "Oh, this is
terrible," he groaned.

"Ch, no, it isn't!" said Madison. "This is just great! It's the very thing you have been waiting
for! Violent civil unrest, no Enperor. The Arny and the Fleet now out of the way. The great
opportunity has arrived!"

"Opportunity?" said Lonbar in new shock. "This is disaster!"”
"No, it's not," said Madison. "The throne is enpty. Lonbar, you are about to becone Enmperor!"”

"No, no," said Lombar. "I need the body of the last nmonarch to show a duly convened assenbly of
Lords! | need the regalial! It's gone!"

"Details, details," said Madi son. "Here, fortify your nerves. This is no tine for palsied hands."
He took out of his pocket a flat pint bottle of the very best counterfeit Scotch that Bol z had
been inporting. There was only one change Madi son had made in it: it held a minute quantity of
LSD.

Lonmbar took a swig. It burned its way down. He felt his blood begin to flow again. He took another
SWi g.

"Now, that feels better, doesn't it?" said Madison. He turned. "Get set up, director."
Chapter 3

The I nperial Palace staff were scared blue. They had been locked in their roons for nonths and
now, dug out of the servant living quarters by Death Battalion officers, they were quite certain
they were about to be executed. It was with great relief that they found, when they had been
herded into the i mense throne room that they were only expected to set it up

The vast domed hall was a thousand feet in diameter and a hundred feet from golden floor to sky-
blue ceiling. On the dais solidly sat the manmoth throne of Voltar, of shinmering violet stone
inset with jewels.

It was dusty and as cold as a tonmb. It took two hundred staff half an hour to sweep it down and
polish it up. They couldn't quite understand what was happening, for the place was al so swarm ng
with men in the aqua-green uniforms and badges of Homevi ew who kept using gutter words they didn't
t hi nk Honevi ew nen used

Two Royal pal ace valets and a seneschal bal ked when ordered to open up the chests of robes: this
was supposed to be a cerenony supervised by the Lord of Wardrobe who was not there. They got
knocked and ki cked by these strange "Honeview men" and lost no tine after that in conplying.

A man the others called "Costunmes" made them

i ndi cate which were the coronation robes and then the Death Battalion people herded the pal ace
crew back to their quarters and |locked themall in once nore. They felt relieved to be stil
alive.
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In the vast throne room the director pointed at the electronics security expert and said, "You
roustabouts help himset this place up. Don't forget the gadgets."” He | ooked over to where the
circus girls and whores were clustered and he yelled, "You (bl eeps) help people get dressed. And
get dressed yourselves. W got too many (bl eeped) wonen, so all but three of you dress |ike nen.
And no (bl eeping) around!"

A l ogs man, working over to the side, yelled, "Hey, director, this paint won't dry in under three
hours!"

"(Bleep)!" yelled the director. "Just tell people to be careful.”

Lonmbar, sitting in the antechanber, was still a bit nunb from shock. H s yell ow eyes were sort of
glazed. "I still can't figure how they found out," he naundered.

"Ch, reporters are pretty awful ," said Madi son. "Do you talk in your sleep?"
"I don't think speed makes you talk in your sleep," said Lonbar. "Maybe it was the heroin."

"Well, that will do it every tine," said Madison. "I sure wish you'd told nme. W& could have been
spared a lot of this."

"I guess |'mlucky you junped in," said Lonbar.
"You sure are," said Madison. "Here, have another swig of this. It's a counterirritant.”

Lonmbar took another drink. Mdison |ooked at his watch. He would get the beginning LSD effects
about an hour after that first swig. He had twenty mnutes to go. The counterfeit Scotch itself
was al ready maki ng Lombar pretty nell ow.

A general canme in. "All orders have been issued to the Fleet and Arny. Some adniral wants to know
i f we have any pinpoint coordinates on Cal abar itself."

"Just tell himto look all over," said Madison. "Use every ship he's got and report progress."
"Tell himhe doesn't need any coordinates,"” said Lonbar. "Just kill everything living on Cal abar!"
"That woul d endanger the Enperor!" said the Apparatus general

"I"'mpretty certain he's dead anyway," said Lonbar. "Clarify any orders on that basis."

"If you say so," said the general and w thdrew.

It upset Madison slightly to have amateur help on a PR caper. But he shrugged. Heavens only knew
where Heller was by now Obviously this kidnap was nonths old. After that sister rescue, Heller
m ght have gone anywhere: Manco? Earth? Who cared? All he wanted was +he headlines. He began to
dream up sighting reports and hairbreadth escapes he would manufacture. He didn't even need the
Fl eet and Arny reports! He had great confidence in his client eluding everything sent after him
At that nmonent, despite earlier setbacks, he was absolutely certain that he would shortly have the
nmost i mortal outlaw anyone had ever heard of. Eventually, of course, Heller-Wster would be
caught and hanged but that always happened to outlaws and was to be expected. Meanwhile, what
headl i nes! And, oh, ny, wouldn't M. Bury be pleased! Red carpets for Mdison the | ength and
breadth of what m ght remain of Earth.

Chapter 4

Two circus girls came in and began to strip off Lonbar's clothes.
"What's going on?" said Lonbar, pretty drunk

"Just you be patient, sweetiebun,” Flip said. "We'I|l have you out of these general's rags before
you can spit. W're experts."

They had Lonbar naked. He stood there teetering. "Hey, that's a nice (bleep)," said Flip.

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L.%...ission%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (23 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:38 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/L .%20Ron%20Hubbard%20-%20Mi ssi on%20Earth%2010%20-%20D oomed%20P anet.txt

"I think so, too," said the other girl. "Chief, have we got tinme?"

"Shut up," said Madi son. "Look, Lonbar. Look at this." Madison was holding up a gol den Royal robe:
it was worked with jewels against shimerfabric to make patterns of conmets, suns and pl anets. They
seermed to nove when you twitched the cloth.

For an instant Lonbar recoiled. He had a Royal robe in his office at Spiteos that had been stol en
froma tonb, and in private he had often donned it to adnmire hinmself. But it was death for anyone
not of Royal bl ood to wear one of those in public. He had a sudden wave of paranoia. He had a
spasm of nausea that he misinterpreted. He held on to his stomach and fended the robe off.

Madi son gl anced at his watch. Yes, it was about tinme for the first nausea and pal pitations of LSD
He handed Lonmbar the Scotch. "Take another small swig and you'll feel better."
Lonmbar took another swallow. It warned him The spasm passed.

The girls got himinto the Royal coronation robe. They slid sandals of gold and jewels onto his
feet and woul d have conbed his hair except that Madi son, behind his back, was pointing urgently at
hi s wat ch.

Madi son nade a gesture to Flick in the door and the man sped off. He and the girls got Lonbar
wal ki ng.

The LSD, the minute first dose, had begun to bite. "Set" now was very inportant: the state of
Lonmbar's m nd.

"You are the nost powerful being in the entire universe,"” said Madison. "You nust keep your m nd
dwel ling on that."

Lonmbar nodded and somehow concentr at ed.
They got himdown the hall to the great doors of the throne room

"Setting" was now the thing, all-inmportant to LSD trips. Two wonen, dressed like Lords, bowed and
swung wi de the doors.

A burst of glorious nusic hit Lombar. The Inperial Pal ace band, dug out of the cellar and
performing now with the sealer's gun on them played violently in their recessed stage.

"Lights! Canera! Action!" baw ed the director

Madi son nelted back. He didn't want his own body in this. He could claimLonbar had gone crazy and
ordered it, if worst cane to worst, and his crew woul d back himup. But he didn't think any worst
woul d corme of it. He was dealing out a fait acconpli. Those flickering caneras were plugged
straight into Honeview, |live to the whol e Confederacy.

The two actors in Lords' robes escorted Lonbar
down a shinmering path that made it appear he was treadi ng on sunbeans.

The whol e hall was FULL OF PEOPLE! Hundreds and hundreds of them Admirals of the Fleet, generals
of the Arny, Lords beyond count! They all bowed and stood up straight and bowed again. They kept
doi ng that because that's what they were designed to do. They were all electronic illusions ripped
out of General Loop's town-house. The only live people in the place were the nusicians and

Madi son' s crew and Lombar!

Lombar was getting his "setting" all right. To the swell of Inperial nusic, if a bit off-key from
musi ci an fear, Hi sst proceeded in the steadying conpany of the two actors dressed |ike Lords,
followed by the two circus girls costuned |ikew se.

The director noticed the assenbled throng was bowing a few tines too often and began to
concentrate on Lonbar's face. A strange | ook was beginning to suffuse it. Heavens only knew what
internal pictures were spinning through his LSDed brain now

They got himto the throne dais. Here he was supposed to kneel. He wasn't accustoned to doi ng that
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and he tripped and had to be hurriedly righted. The director with a hand triple-screen nonitor
edited it out. He had three cameras running and the two roustabouts, as substitute cameranen, were
not conpletely steady but it would do.

A whore in a pontiffs robes now cane in from another door, followed by two cooks dressed as
priests.

The "pontiff" wal ked up to the kneeling Lonbar and nade sone signs over his head she hoped were
right, then turned and took the regalia chains fromone "priest" and hung them around Lonbar's
neck. They cl anked properly because they were gilded iron. She then

turned and took the "scepter" fromthe other "priest" and handed it to Lonmbar. It was only papier-
mache and Lonbar, clutching convul sively, bent it.

The director switched on a crowd canera and hissed into a radio for a props man to rush in and
straighten it out. That done, he cut back

They got Lombar up and onto the throne.

"The crown," the director hissed. "You forgot the (bleeped) crown." He cut back to the
mechani cal | y bowi ng crowd.

The two "Lords" got Lonmbar back on his knees.

I npronmptu, Flip and the other girl, who had dressed himand had now gotten into the robes of noble
| adi es, grabbed the pillow the crow was sitting on and did a sort of a dance, carrying it between
them The director thought it was very nice. Nobody had seen a coronation for upwards of a
century, so it didn't matter, in his opinion. He cut the dance in.

Flip and the other girl let the "pontiff" take the crown off the pillow. The paint was still wet
and the "pontiff" w ped her hands off on her gown before she went on.

Lonbar's hair, not conbed, was pretty unruly and hard to stuff under the crown. The thing was too
smal | . But she got it on sonmeway.

"Say sonething!" hissed the director into the "pontiff's" ear-radi o channel
"I think it will stay on," said the whore to all Voltar
The two "Lords" got Lonbar off his knees and onto the big throne.

Flip and the other girl didn't know what to do with the pillow But it had been inpronmptu thus far
and they would carry it off the sane way. Flip tossed the pillow over her head in an el egant
gesture and then she and the

other girl, with a bouncing costunme display turn, did what they always did in handling fake-throne
tabl eaux in the circus—did an arm snake dance in front of Lonbar's face and then settled elegantly
on either side of himbelow the arns of the throne, heads at the level of his

wai st .

Suddenly Madi son renenbered that in the pressure of other things, he had forgotten to wite the
announcement, much less give it. Al Voltar was watching but they didn't know what in Hells they
wer e | ooking at.

"Now " hissed the director into the el ectronics
man' s channel

Not hi ng happened. Then the el ectronics nman hissed back over the radio to the director, "Sonmebody
tri pped over the (bl eeped) plug!'"

Lonmbar was getting restless. Lord only knew what was passing through his mnd. As LSD gives a tine
speedup, he certainly wasn't aware of the fact that, due to sonebody accidentally di sconnecting
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sonet hing, there was a blank in the program

But Flip was aware of it and, sitting on the floor beside the throne, she showed that she was a
born and trained trouper. The subject of this display was getting restless. There were slits in
the side of the very anple and overflowi ng robe. Unseen by the canera, she slid her nearest hand
t hrough one and passed it softly over Lonmbar's thigh, hidden by the garnent.

Lonbar's yell ow eyes flared for a nmonent in surprise.

Fli p, hand and forearm hidden now t hrough the robe slit, sat facing forward with an expression
whi ch was very lofty and nobl e.

Lombar settled down. He put his head back. A | ook of ecstasy began to steal over his features.
The lofty and nobl e expression on Flip's face was retai ned. But her eyes flicked sidew se for a
nmonent and then her eyelids began to twitch in rhythm

"Lovely, lovely," whispered the ecstatic Lonbar.

"That's great," hissed the director, "hold it just Iike that." And then to the electronics man
"Hurry up!"

"Got it," canme the answer.
Lombar was stiffening out his legs. Then his yell ow eyes flared w de.

Four, count them four electronic-illusion angels cane w ngi ng down out of the blue dome of the
vast hall.

They hovered right over his head!

One of them a delicate, ethereal thing, suddenly said in a deep mal e voi ce—t+he el ectronics nan

couldn't find the girl who was supposed to do this—=WlIl, Hisst, old boy, you finally made it and
it's about time!"

Lonbar shuddered in ecstasy.

Flip's face, noble and lofty, was still registering a rhythmc twitch. Her lips parted slightly in
concentration.

Madi son was wildly signalling to the director, giving hima sign to zoomin and hol d.

Wth the beatific smle on Lonbar's face filling the franme and trying to cut out the tangled hair
now sneared with wet gilt fromthe crown, the director nade a canera hol d.

Madi son had a ni ke now. He tapped it with his finger—boom boom It was |ive.

"Ladi es and Gentlenen of the Voltar Confederacy," he said, "we have just brought you live, live,
live, the crowning of Lonbar the Magnificent. Due to circunstances beyond our control, a hiatus
has occurred in the Royal line of Voltar. The outlaw Jettero Heller stole Cling the Lofty and it
was vital during this time of

nati onal unrest that the throne be filled. In a self-sacrificing nmonment, Lonmbar Hisst, lately
Chief of the Apparatus and nore lately Dictator of Voltar, heeded the resounding demands of the
mul titude and took the throne by popul ar acclaim This program has been brought to you by the
courtesy of the Grand Council. Long Live Lonbar the Magnificent. He will give his all."

And at that nonent, Lonbar did give his all. Flip's hidden efforts cane to cul nination. "Cooh!"
groaned Lonbar as his body gave a convul sive jerk

Flip grinned.
The director held upon the face a nonent nore while Lonbar panted.

"Cut," the director said. "That was beautiful !'"
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Chapter 5

If the Confederacy had thought it had riots, these were nothing conpared to the riots they were
havi ng now, the day followi ng the coronation

A stunned Vol tar had not known what to make of the "coronation" event when it had cone on
Homevi ew. Word had fl ashed across mobs and even battles with the Apparatus, and action had
suspended whil e one and all sought the nearest Honmeview set in cars, tanks, buildings, stores or
homes. At first some thought the runor that brought themto the viewscreens nust be m staken: WAs
this some old nusical? O a circus? O a parody in

bad taste?
Voltar takes its Royalty seriously and tanpering with

it had never been taken lightly. It had prospered and been stable for ages in the old gal axy and
for 125,000 years in this one under the political systemof a benign nonarchy. There had been
upsets in the past but these infrequent disruptions in Royal rule, even when occasioned by
excessi ve repression, had been resolved by a conclave of the Lords of the |and—ef which there were
t housands, existing not only on the central planet of Voltar but on the other 109 planets. A
system existed, in other words, for handling the cessation of a Royal I|ine.

In the living menory of nost of the four hundred billion inhabitants of the Confederacy, despite
their long life expectancy, no coronation had taken place. But they suspected that it would be
attended by sone vast array of Lords, with ponp, parades, cel ebrations and even holidays conplete
with festivals and one's best clothes. It wouldn't be over in ten mnutes, nost of which was being
perfornmed wi thout even saying what it was about.

And then, at the end, the statenent that that insanely rapturous face was their new nonarch and
that it was no one |l ess than the head of the organi zation they had been battling in the streets
for days, the Apparatus of trial notoriety, stuffed torches into an already roaring fire. People
who had been on the sidelines before burst into the streets with screans of fury. CGovernnent

of fices and buildings that had nothing to do with the Apparatus became the targets for anything
one could throw or any weapon one could steal or invent.

Nor mal conduct of affairs and life all but ceased. In its place rose the anarchy of rage.

The Donestic Police gave up any real effort to control the nobs and in sonme places even joined
t hem

The snmoke of burning buildings hung |ike black nourning over thousands of cities. The damage toll
was

soaring into billions of credits and hundreds of thousands of I|ives.
Reports of all this, oddly enough, were only being centralized by Madison hinsel f.

He sat in the Enperor's antechanber at a desk previously used by guard officers. Lounging around
the large roomwere the forty-nine menbers of his crew Because they had procured bales of them
from Home-view, they were all attired, except for Madison, in the aqua-green unifornms of that
organi zation. The tunics, pants, boots and caps with their goggle-visor bills were easy to slip
into. Furthernore, as the news cane in, none of themwere partial to | ooking |ike Apparatus: also,
as "Lieutenant" Flick had pointed out, nobody ever |ooked twi ce at a Homevi ew crewthey were
accepted as part of the scenery, and while people might be interested in sonmething that was being
canmera' d, nobody ever |ooked twice at the crew. The fourteen wonmen backed hi mup: they thought the
uni forms were pretty.

Madi son, through the night, had dozed while sprawl ed across the desk. Lonbar was in the Enperor's
bedchanber, excreta and all, dunped there to sleep off the counterfeit Scotch and LSD and naybe
sonme heroin and speed they did not know or care about.

Fromtinme to time Apparatus generals cane in with reports that the situati on was worsening. They
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woul d find that there was no one on duty but Mdison: he would rouse and blink, hear about sone
new town going up in snmoke and then say, "You just make sure, Ceneral, that the Fleet and Arny are
going after Heller," and go back to sleep

About 9:00 A M, sone fifteen hours after the coronation, Flip brought himhis share of the hot
jolt and sweetbuns they had | ooted out of the Inperial stores.

"Chief," she said, "you | ook awful. There's several bedchanbers opening into this room probably

| eft over fromwhen some Enperor had mistresses. They all got bathroonms. | found an Enperor's spin
razor and spin brush and even a bottle of soap. | didn't bring you any spare General Services

uni formand that one is all sweated up, so | laid out a new Honeview outfit for you. Now eat your
breakfast."

Madi son groggily inbibed the sweetbun and hot jolt. He felt better

"Now, " said Flip, "we can slip into that bedroom rip off alittle piece of (bleep) and you can
freshen up and change your clothes."

Alarmrang through Madi son. He suddenly had a bright idea. "No, look. | can't |eave this desk
unnmanned. So you take over for nme here while | go bathe and change."

"Aw, (bleep)," said Flip. "All right, but you sure are weird. Never mnd, |I'll get you into bed
yet." She sat down in the chair he vacated

Madi son | ooked at the crew. Sone of themwere dozing, a circle of six were shooting a quiet gane
of dice for mnor loot they had found |ying about. Flick was snoring on the floor between Gun and
Twa. Madi son went into the mstress's bedchanber to shave, brush his teeth, bathe and change into
a Honmeview outfit.

An Apparatus general cane in and | ooked around, eyes a bit wld.
"Can | help you?" said Flip in her best approxima”® tion of a male voice to fit her costune.
"I got to see Hisst!" he said urgently.

Flip pointed with a polished fingernail. "His Majesty is right over in that bedchanmber, sl eeping
it off. The

66

L. RON HUBBARD

sideshow is free. W don't have any nuts for sale, but you can tip me if you want."
The general hurried toward the Enperor's bedroom

"Cheapskate,” nmuttered Flip. "Hey, Flick! Ain't there some way we can sell sone tickets? Isn't
every day people can see a drunk Enperor." Then she saw Flick was sinply snoring. "(Bleep)," she
said. "No enterprise. | could make a fortune with this show " And she began to tally up the
potential profits fromtickets and drinks and (bl eeps) on the side. She got quite interested.

The crew lolled on, oblivious of the fate that was about to overtake them
Chapter 6
The chanber stank of old excreta and new vom t.

The general closed the bedroom door behind him He stared at Lonmbar, still in his coronation robe,
lying on the soiled bed. The general was sonewhat indecisive and he dithered up and down the side
of the bed for a bit. Then he decided that the risks of not waking Lombar overbal anced the risks
of his wrath. He shook him by the shoul der

Lonmbar woke up. It was all right until he tried to turn his head and then the hangover hit hima
sl edgehamrer bl ow. He wi nced and then he glared at the general
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"Sir, | mean Your Majesty," said the perturbed officer, "I'd like to report..."

"Your Majesty?" said Lonbar. "Quit that! You could get me killed. Are you trying to be funny?"
"No, sir. It's no joke. You were crowned Enperor yesterday."

"WHAT? Ch, ny head!"

"Sir, Your Sir, don't you renenber anything about it?"

Lonmbar was trying to nove his head. The pain shattered him He screwed up his face, trying to get
oriented. Then he said, "I thought it was just a dreamor sonmething. Wait. |Is this real ?"

"Well, yes, Your M... Your Sir, but | have to report that the whole Apparatus Section of
Governnment City is in flames. The troops there fought the nobs and Donestic Police to the | ast
man. | want to call reinforcenents for Palace Gty here."

"Well, call them call them" said Lonbar. "Nobody is stopping you. Just a mnute." He was staring
down at the soiled coronation robe. "You said I was crowned yesterday. | have no recollection of
it. WHO DI D THAT?"

"I't was all on Honeview, Your M.. Sir. | believe Madison and his canera crewdid it, Sir
Maj esty. "

Lonmbar might have been drunk and doped, but all that remained of it nowwas livid ferocity.
"(Bleep) them Grab a Death Battalion and put Mdi son and his crew under close arrest. Ch, ny
head! Then call for your reinforcenents. Well, go on! Get out of here!"

"Sir, Your Sir Mjesty, there's sonething else. An odd alert just cane through on Honeview that an
i mportant announcenent that affects you will be made in just half an hour. It sounded so om nous,
we were worried.” Then he saw the ani mal savagery that was form ng on Lonbar's face. Hastily, he
added, "Yes, Your Sir, I'Ill put

Madi son and his crew under arrest.” And he rushed out before Lonmbar took it into his head to kill
hi m

The general had risen to his rank because he didn't take on odds he couldn't handle. He wal ked
right on out past Flip. He went along the hall and out of the building.

Pal ace City's streets resenbled, already, an arnmed canp. The general signalled a colonel of a
Death Battalion and gave hima crisp order and a caution. Then the general hurried on to a
communi cations tank to order far nore Apparatus troops into the town and around its perineter.

The col onel grabbed a captain of a hundred-man conpany. Wthin a brace of m nutes, bl ack-uniforned
Death Battalion troops went to the various outside doors of the Inperial Palace and entered to
converge upon the antechanber through various halls.

The aqua-green uniformed crew were suddenly confronted by |l evelled blastrifles. The dice gane went
into suspended ani mati on. Gun prodded Twa and Flick awake. OQthers rose up staring.

"CH EF!'" screaned Flip

Madi son, who had just finished dressing in a Hone-view rig, cane out buckling on its equiprent
belt. He stopped with a jolt.

"You Madi son?" said the Death Battalion captain.

Madi son | ooked at the levelled blastrifles and the deadly troops. "I think there's sone m stake.
If you'll just step into the bedchamber with me, His Majesty will straighten it out."

"Hs Majesty, or whatever he is, ordered it,’'
al ong. "

said the captain. "You're all under arrest. Cone

"They're going to kill us!" yel ped Flick
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"No," said the captain. "You're sinply under arrest. | don't want any trouble. My advice, know ng
sonet hi ng
of —-and he jerked his head toward the bedchanber—"1'd nove quickly before it's sonething worse

VWhere's the dungeon in this place?”
Flip | eaped up. "Right this way!" She |led off down a side hall
The rest of them shoul dered their equi pnent, caneras and | oot.

Madi son still would have gone to the bedchanber but the captain blocked his way. "You' re stupid,"
said the captain. "You haven't been in the Apparatus |long or you'd know better. Myve along!" And
he shoved Madi son into the wake of his crew

Foll owed by the soldiers, the crew was | ed down a long, curving flight of stairs. They canme to a
vast place that had a whole wall covered with | ocker doors, equipnent, tables and benches. It had
round wi ndows that overl ooked a park

"Well, here we are,"” said Flip.
"This is no dungeon!" snapped the officer

"Captain," said Flip, "when you have been in as nmany dungeons as | have, you get to be an expert.
Just because this LOOKS like the Inperial galley with its lockers all crammed with food is no
reason it isn't a perfectly satisfactory dungeon for your purposes. Now, if you want to give your
troops piles fromsitting on stone |ledges, that's up to you. But a smart officer always thinks of
his troops above everything. Look at those soft benches."

The deadly expressions on sone of the soldiers' faces relaxed. It was the captain who | aughed.

"Now, we're only under arrest,” said Flip. "W are just novie people, not dangerous |ike soldiers,
so don't worry that we'll try to get away. Maybe Hisstee didn't |ike sone of the shots we took
Cel ebrities are funny that

way. This will all blow over and there's nothing like full stonmachs. So let's all just sit down
and have a nice party. Grls, start looking in those |ockers for sone tup. Inperial grade.”

She slipped a very sharp electric kitchen knife into her boot under cover of her gesture toward
t he | ockers.

The captain and the soldiers sat down.

Several crimnals studied covertly howto slip the power charges out of the blastrifles now
| eani ng agai nst tabl es.

Madi son handed the captain the half-finished bottle of LSD and Scotch

The el ectronics man pulled the Inperial chefs Honmeview set out of its locker and turned it on. His
intention was to mask the sound of any conmotion if Madi son gave the signal to fight their way out
of here. Conets, there were certainly enough shots and screans coni ng out of Honeview, as its
crews covered battles and riots, to mask anything short of blow ng up the whole Inperial Palace.

Chapter 7

Lonmbar Hisst struggled with the coronation robe and with a curse threwit in the corner. If he had
appeared in Homeview in that, he had no illusions as to what the penalty would be.

Wth care, he had built hinself into a dom nant position and, with care, he could have built it
i nto Enperor.

He m ght have even made it without a body and regalia, given enough dope to use on a concl ave of
Lords.
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But in sone way he could not explain, he had been plunged forward too fast. He did not understand
that it had happened through al cohol and LSD. But however it had happened, of one thing he was
sure: Heads were going to roll!

Curses were issuing fromhimin torrents. He was

- enraged beyond any rage he had ever felt before. He was actually quite deadly. He still had
troops, he still had guns: he held the center of government. People were going to pay! And pay in
bl ood!

A col d shower did not help nmuch. Lacking any other clothes, he got back into his scarlet general's
uniform He went into the antechanber: it was cluttered but enpty. He got into his desk and found
sonme speed and heroin and gave hinself a speedball, a powerful mxture of the two.

Al nost at once he felt better, even nore deadly but nore in control. Factually, at tinmes of crisis
such as now, Lonbar H sst was sonething to reckon with

The Apparatus General Staff had taken a | arge chanber at the front of the building. Lonbar hit
buzzers and very soon those who were at Palace City, the bulk of his generals, were sitting in the
ant echanber.

"Now, give me your situation reports,” snarled Lonmbar. And in the next ten mnutes he conpetently
ordered a redisposition of troops wi thout even touching his invasion staging areas. The generals
wer e suddenly nuch heartened and barked orders into their own radios for relay. The popul ation
woul d soon be on the run

The general who had awakened hi mwas gl ancing at his watch and Lonmbar glared at himwith
annoyance.
"I't's the Honeview," the man said. "lIt's coning on in thirty seconds. May | activate the set?"

Lonbar snarled at himto go ahead.

The picture was a running battle between retreati ng Apparatus tanks and a nob using airtrucks that
didn't seemto care what happened to them At Honeview, a nonitor switched and showed street
fighting in the capital of Mstin agai nst a background of snmoke and fl ame.

Suddenly, without erasing the Honeview panorama, a second, brighter picture came on. It was an
overplay. That neant it was not com ng fromthe Homeview studios: it was not even coning on
Homeview lines. It was being battered into the network by sone renote transmtter that might be
anywhere, nost probably in outer space.

HI GHTEE HELLER!
Behi nd her were pipes and dials that were probably the back of the bridge of a spaceship.
Her eyes were very intense. Her voice was strong and cl ear

"Citizens of the Voltar Confederacy! Hear ne! H's Majesty ding the Lofty is ALIVE! It was at his
express comrand and wi sh that my brother, Royal Oficer Jet-tero Heller, rescued himfrom
captivity by Lonbar Hisst.

"The Chief of the Apparatus murdered |legitinate successors to the throne. Then, by the use of
poi sons cal |l ed drugs, he suborned the Grand Council and through this treachery has sought to usurp
the throne!

"At the ancient fortress of Spiteos, |long since believed abandoned and radi oactive, Hisst has
stored enough drugs to poison this entire nation. And he intends to do so!

"Here in ny hands you see the Royal regalia: the scepter, chains and crown." She held them up

"Arny, Fleet, police, officials and citizens! Cast off the usurper! Rally to H's Majesty and ny
brother Jettero Heller!

"DESTROY THE APPARATUS AND LOVBAR HI SST!*
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The picture went off, |eaving the background view of running citizens and flanmes whi ch had
conti nued t hroughout.

"Ch, ny CGods," said a general. "W're finished! It was bad enough without that!"

And then Lonmbar Hi sst showed why Lonbar Hisst, the conmoner, had conme so far. "Turn on the Arny
and Fl eet command channel s!'" he barked.

A general grabbed | evers on another console. The Army General Staff channel was live. He shunted
the incom ng signal through a decoder

and | don't think we will get any orders fromthe Lord of Arny. W' ve got to nmake up our own
m nds here. So it's been decided to stay neutral. End."

"Get the Fleet!" said Lonbar

The general threw nore |evers and shunted to the decoder. As they were thirteen nminutes in the
future, they had the advantage of selecting any part of current signals as though they were past.
After some blurs, the general settled in on the beginning of a Fleet transmi ssion. The others in
the roomwere very tense. An awful | ot depended on this: if the Fleet stayed neutral, too, they
could still wn.

"Admiral Farb here, Main Fleet Base at Hite. Call-Jig Fleet Adnmirals Staff. Have just intercepted
a public transm ssion fromHi ghtee Heller on Honeview that concerns the political situation at

Pal ace City and the general state. W are standing by, red alert, with six

t housand conbat vessels and fifty thousand Fl eet nmarines. Requesting analysis and orders."

A slight delay. Then, "Admiral Farb from Fleet Admirals Staff: Know. No orders or directions from
Pal ace City or the Lord of Fleet. Consensus of Admirals Staff: although Hi ghtee Heller is popular,
she has no political status. The regalia displayed cannot be anal yzed by | apidarists for

aut hentication sinmply by being seen on Honmeview. There is no proof that there are any drugs stored
at Spiteos: charts list it as abandoned for the past 125,000 years. She did not produce the
Enperor on the screen, which is, itself, suspect. Fleet Admirals Staff order, nunber available to
all vessels and bases, is to restrain independent actions or denonstrations within your own units
and to remain severely neutral. End."

"There you are," said Lonbar. "W are still in control. Issue Inperial Oders to the Arny and

Fl eet, comrending their neutrality and confirmng it. Issue a statenent to Honeview that it is a
lie that there are any drugs at Spiteos, that the statenents of Hi ghtee Heller are sinply a

m sgui ded effort to protect her brother. And go right on shooting the riffraff down in the
streets: either they'Il get tired or we'll run out of riffraff."”

"Your... er ... Sir," said a general, "there ARE drugs at Spiteos."

Lonmbar fixed himwith a sneer of contenpt. "Mbs can't get across that desert. Let's get sonething
clear: Properly defended, we can hold Spiteos for years. And another thing: in all our |engthy

hi story nobody has ever been able to nake a dent in Palace City. Not even the conbi ned Fl eet and
Arny could take this place. It's been tried. W're safe as safe and we're in control ."

He stood up. He reached for his cap. The generals

stood. One said, "Are you goi ng sonewhere, Your... er... Sir?"
"Yes, |'m going somewhere,” said Lonbar. "lI'mgoing to grab a flying tank and get to Spiteos.
Order anot her hundred thousand nen in there to defend it. I'mgoing to make sure nobody exposes

our store of drugs until they can be replenished by an Earth invasion. Meanwhile, see to the outer
bunkers and defenses of this place. We're in control and nmean to stay that way."

He put on his cap and started to | eave. Then he turned to them "And you can stop this 'Your Sir'
busi ness, all of you! For better or for worse, | took the throne and don't forget it!"

"Yes, Your Majesty!" they chorused and pronptly knelt.
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PART El GHTY- FOUR
Chapter 1

J. Walter Madison had been perfectly correct about the Arnmy's General Wip: he had gotten the word
when he saw his severed "head" on Honevi ew bei ng presented to Lonbar Hisst.

The popul ar nenber of the Arny General Staff had at once ordered a million troops to Cal abar and
taken the conmand of them hinself. Making record tinme, he had pronptly relieved the Apparatus
forces who had been battling the rebels.

The nmonent the Apparatus troops were spaceward ho for Voltar, General Wip, now in comand of the
of fensi ve on Cal abar, had penetrated a rebel radio band the Apparatus had been nonitoring and had
achi eved contact with Prince Mrtiiy.

"Your Highness," said General Wip, well known for his wit, "you will be pleased to know that | am
officially dead."

"WHAT?" Mortiiy exclai med.

"l am probably the only casualty in history killed solely by Honeview. | have a mllion arny
troops at ny disposal just |landed on Calabar. | pledge nmy honor as an officer no treachery is
i ntended: their officers are all loyal to ne. Wat does Your Hi ghness wish to do with then"

"Wel come to Cal abar, General Wip," said Mrtiiy.

"I amvery pleased to bring you back to life. Use your troops to relieve nmy nen in their defensive
positions in case the Apparatus comes back. It would be enbarrassing to themto fight on Voltar
Can you provide nmy forces with your transportation? W have sonme urgent visiting to do."

"It gives me great pleasure, Your Highness, to accommpdate you. | only ask for a lock of hair from
the head of Lonbar Hi sst when you anputate his w ndpipe."

"My pl easure, Ceneral Wip."

That was the conversation which led up to the H gh-tee Heller broadcast over Voltar. Now Mirtiiy's
"urgent visiting" was being carried out.

Captain Snel z was sl eeping peacefully in his dugout at Canp Endurance just a few hours before the
Hi ghtee Hell er nmessage was to cone over Honeview. He had no inkling anything was up. Canp
Endurance, guarding Spiteos, was two hundred mles deep in the inpassable Geat Desert and aside
froma few suicidal civilian airbuses—which had been pronptly shot down—was di sdai nfully al oof
fromthe riots which beset the planet and, indeed, all the Confederacy.

Captain Snelz, with the philosophy of a one-tine Fleet mari ne—cashiered for cheating at di ce—had
an arm wrapped around his favorite harl ot and was snoring peacefully. The five hundred credits
fromHeller had not only paid all his debts but had financed a w nning streak, and he was now owed
ganbling 10OUs fromfully a fifth of the officers in the canp. He did not know he was about to
become the hero of the Battle of Canp Kill.

Accordingly, it was with shock that he opened up his
I'mdreamng," said Snel z.

"You'll have nightnares if you don't get up," said Heller
"My Gods, | got you safely out of here some time ago! Wat are you doi ng back?"
"A social call," said Heller

"Who's he?" the awakened harlot said, staring up in sudden terror at a figure dressed in the
scarl et of an Apparatus general

"He's a Manco Devil," said Snelz. "Get out of here, you (bleepch), and don't open your face!"
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The harl ot fled.

"That's an awful way," said Heller, "to describe a conbat engineer that's sinply dropped in to do
you a favor."

"ME a favor?" gasped Snelz. "Conets, Jet, you're going to get both of us killed. Runor's got it
there's a mllion-credit bounty on your head!"

"Let's not discuss small change," said Heller. "What | have for you is utterly priceless. A
comi ssion as a colonel in the Fleet marines. | know how you have | onged to regain your forner
status." He handed over an enbossed scroll.

"I was just a lieutenant," said Snelz, but he took the conmi ssion with a suddenly shaki ng hand.

"And this," said Heller, handing himanother paper, "is your resignation fromthe Apparatus,
effective in a few hours. We want everything regular."

"WAit a minute," said Snelz, holding the conm ssion closer to the night glowplate. "This isn't
signed by Cing the Lofty, it isn't signed by Enperor Hisst. It's signed by Mrtiiy. Conets! How
the Hells many Enmperors are there?"

"You get the idea," said Heller. "It's sonething we
want you to help sort out. So please nuster your conpany.

"Jet, this canp has just been reinforced and the conmandant is expecting another hundred thousand
men. My conpany is only a hundred. If we attacked this horde, we wouldn't even wi nd up as bl ood
bl ots. Suicide!"

"1 never thought 1'd hear a Fleet marine quibbling about odds,” said Heller. "But truthfully, I
don't want you to attack anybody. | only want an escort and a m nor favor."

Snel z groaned but he got up and clinbed into his uniform He |eaned out the dugout door and sent
his sentry scurrying through the predawn bl ackness to nmuster his conpany. Stepping down the path,
his feet got tangled in sonme straps and he bent down to pick up an object. It was an absorbo-cl oak
that made all detection signals null. Propped against a rock was a spacetrooper sled. "So that's
how you got in here," said Snelz.

"Let's not go prying into the secrets of a conbat engineer,” said Heller. "It has nothing whatever
to do with the know how of Fleet marines, Colonel. Now, if you will just call over one of your nen
and have himpick up this nusette bag, please. It won't look right for an Apparatus general to be
| uggi ng things about."

The conpany had fallen in. In the dimblue lights of the canp, they were quite bored to see that
they were acting as an escort to an Apparatus general. Then fifteen of them Snelz's old platoon
peered nore closely and went rigid: they knew Heller very well. But, eyes strai ght ahead and
trying to keep their hair fromstanding on end, they, with the rest, obeyed the evolution orders
of their captain.

In proper order, the conpany went over the chasmbridge to the far side of the great gap
The officer at the far barricade stood up alertly.

"I"'minspecting your defenses,"” said Heller in a gruff voice.

The officer saluted and the conmpany went on

Hel l er guided themalong the rimof the mle-deep chasm It was very dark and the path was
treacherous. Across the gap they could see the great bulk of the castle Spiteos against the stars.

Hel l er took the nusette bag. He rempved an object that |ooked like a small spear. He braced it in
a rock. He sighted it in carefully. He went a few nore feet and pl aced anot her one.

“I'f you're trying to blow up Spiteos," whispered Snelz, "those little spears won't do anyt hi ng.
They're just rock-splitting mssiles. W use themto prepare a breach in fortress walls. | know
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them They won't nake a dent in that castle.”

"Patience, patience," said Heller. "Little by little, if we persevere, even the greatest task gets
done. "

"You're crazy" said Snel z.

"A man is known by his friends," said Heller and went on placing spears.

They marched, then, back across the bridge. Heller inspected several gun enpl acenents,
conplimented the men in them and then wal ked back to the dugout. "D smiss your nen," he said.

Snel z, soaking wet with the tension of passing under the eyes of guards, did as he was told.

"Now | don't have tine," said Heller, "to do the rest. So it's up to you." And he handed Snel z the
musette bag. And in a few words explained to himwhat he wanted

Snel z stared at himnunbly. "I sure hope |I amon the w nning side," he said.

"Just make sure you are, Colonel," said Heller. And he slipped on the absorbo-cape, took hold of
the space-trooper sled and, with a grin at the palsied Snelz, took off vertically, up into the
stars |ike a ghost.

Snel z stood there for quite a while. There were no shots. He let out a sigh of relief. He knew now
why the life expectancy of a conbat engineer was only estimted at two years of duty. He | ooked at
the nusette bag in his hand. The life of a Fleet marine colonel, he nourned, was evidently far

| ess than that!

Chapter 2

The Battle of Canp Kill bepn in the early afternoon. It began suddenly and unexpectedly and rushed
to a disastrous concl usion

Only a few hours after the H ghtee Hell er announcenment had superinposed itself over Honeview,
Lonmbar Hisst arrived at Spiteos in a nonstrous flying tank

He | anded on the parade ground, gave hinself another speedball and, seating hinself on the turret
in the burning desert sun, began to supervise the |landing of a hundred thousand reinforcenents.

Lombar Hisst felt ferociously good. He was at the height of his intellectual powers, he was
achieving a sustained and el evated nood. He felt capable of superhuman feats. That was fromthe
speed. The heroin was giving hima snooth-off of rough edges, a physical warnth and feeling of
great satisfaction. And his underlying personality, psychotic paranoia, had shifted over to

the kingly phase of negal omania. Up there on the tank, huge in his red uniform he was indeed, not
just in his inmagination, a very dangerous nan.

The giant black castle of Spiteos |oonmed over to his left. It contained thousands of tons of opium
and heroin in its upper storeroons, enough to bring an awful |ot of population under control, to
say nothing of a conclave of Lords.

It was the anphetanmine that worried him while he had enough of the pure stuff for years of his
own supply, he did not have enough to carry even the Lords on for another month no matter how hard
he adulterated it. He was specul ating as to when he could get the Earth invasion | aunched: he had
not touched the ships and troops scheduled for it in the isolated staging areas. He was dependi ng
right now for reinforcenments on the prisons he had al nost enptied out: they might be a sorry | ot
and they nmight |ook weird in the ways they wore their unifornms and carried their arnms but they
were killers, make no m stake about that. Loosed upon the popul ati on with heavy weaponry, they
could sweep the nmobs away |i ke chaff, screaming "Long Live Hisst!" for giving themthe chance to
murder, oot and rape. The mllion in from Cal abar were already setting a fine exanple in the
cities: they were |ike packs of lepertiges |et |oose on hel pl ess wool aninals. People had no way
now to keep count of the civilian casualties.

So Lonbar, sitting there, felt very safe and confident. The Fleet and Army, not knowi hg whomto
obey, were very neutral. Spiteos was easy to defend and Palace City was inpregnable, utterly.
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Above his head, lowin the atnmosphere, were three hundred Apparatus war vessels. They nmight be old
and cast off fromthe Fleet, for they were intended for raids

on unconquered planets just to keep them busy and afraid, but they were better than anything |ess
than the Fleet. Drifting up there, they were standing guard while the | atest reinforcenent
freighters disgorged their hundred thousand on the hot sand just below the canp.

The reginents were form ng up. There were a hundred of them They nade a grand display. Lonbar
smled a wolfish snile, tasting his power as the horde marched in to pass in parade and then
prepare their close-by bivouacs. There was no nusic: that was not Apparatus style. But the thud of
all those feet nade the very ground quail

Lonbar's smile broadened until he showed his teeth: the standard bearers as they passed had gotten
the word—they were giving himthe quick change of step and nonentary kneel that was the Roya
sal ute.

Then a sharp sound penetrated his ears. It sounded like a rapid series of explosions, quite snall
They seened to cone fromthe chasmacross fromthe castle. It was quite like snall arnms fire.

But the burst was very short. Nothing el se happened. Believing it nust be some squad practicing or
executing sonmebody with guns instead of throwing themin the chasm Lonbar Hisst ignored it and

| ooked back at his passing troops. The |last of themwere just now going by, the rest had al ready
fanned out and were busy annealing together dirt huts in a clutter of trucks and poles: it
appeared to be a new town of nean shacks that was magically manifesting out of the sand.

What saved Lonbar's life at that nonent was the desire to cool his thirst. He dropped down through
the turret into the capacious cabin of the flying tank, and one of the crew, to restrain the
af t ernoon sun whi ch had

been streaming in to conpete with the overl oaded air coolers, let the turret cover snap shut.

Lombar was standi ng just behind the expl osion-proof observer port. He was pouring a canister full
of sparkl ewat er

From across the parade ground there was a terrible flash!
BOOOOOM

A nonment | ater a concussion wave hit the tank a harder bl ow than ever coul d have been delivered by
a warship shell!

VWHOOOOM
The tank was thrown backwards fifty yards in a breath!

Men and huts and buil dings were flying through the air as though propelled by the nost nonstrous
hurri cane that ever hit a planet's face.

Snel z had bl own the Canmp Endurance shell nmagazine with enough explosive to level a town! And the
magazi ne had cont ai ned enough charge to level a city!

Three hundred warshi ps, hovering too | ow and in atnosphere, caught the full blast of the
concussi on wave!

They went hurtling end over end up into the sky like throwm chaff. They tunbled in the torn air
battered out of control

H gh overhead, well above the atnobsphere at a height of three hundred mles, a thousand rebe
troopshi ps hung, watching the debacle. They were ignored, as the intercepts had said they woul d
be, by the neutral Fleet.

They di ved

In a dazing rush they slashed down to the plain Iike hawks.
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Before the dust of the bl own nmagazi ne had settl ed—indeed, before the smoke of the expl osion had
had a chance to rise fully into the air—a hundred thousand rebel troops under Prince Mrtiiy were
| eapi ng down from airl ocks upon the desert sand.

Wth a howing rush, feet hanmering, emtting a high keening yell, they fell upon the hated
Apparatus survivors with electric bayonets and handguns that bell owed rage point- bl ank

Their uniforns were tatters, their faces gauntly starved, but they nade up for everything el se
with their pent-up avarice for revenge.

There was no quarter given
The few guns the Apparatus got into action vani shed under a torrent of flashing bl ades.
Hatred cut a searing swath across Canp Kill.

A hundred and seventy-two t housand Apparatus troops were dead in | ess than half an hour, |eaving
only sone ships and the gun crews on the castle still fighting. They could not be touched by such
an assault.

But the slaughter of the Apparatus infantry was not the end or purpose of the Battle of Canp Kill.
It was only the preparation.

Chapter 3

Jettero Heller, aboard the Rebel flagship Retribution, a hundred niles above the battle, gave his
weapons belt a hitch. He picked up his helnet froma bench. He | ooked across the bridge where
stood Prince Mortiiy,

Hi ghtee Heller and the Countess Krak, spots of color amidst the drab unifornms of the rebel genera
staff.

"I think it's tine," he said. "That battle | ooks about over."

"Ch, Jettero,"” said the Countess Krak, "can't you let sonebody else do it? GQuns are still firing
fromthe castle! It's dangerous!”

Heller said, "Life usually is. Now, don't follow nme down too close, as | may still draw fire."

"I think," said Mortiiy, "I should nmake a pass with the Retribution. This ship is arnored and can
stand some heavy jolts.”

"No, Your Highness," said Heller. "You' re carrying valuable cargo: yourself, nmy sister and ny | ady
|l ove, to name a few. |'ve just run out of heroic speeches, so goodbye."

The airlock of the tug had been hugged against the Retribution's side and Heller went through and
closed it with a clang.

He hit the local controls a clip and the Prince Cau-ccdsia junped sidewi se and then hurtl ed
strai ght down.

Two Apparatus vessels, recovered fromtheir tunble, were trying to box in a rebel sighting ship
but he ignored the fight. He didn't have any guns anyway.

Fifty mles, twenty mles, down, down, down he went. And then he was in the drifting battle dust
above the nil e-deep chasm

Yes, there was still some shooting.
The guns on top of Spiteos were manned, firing.
Hel l er was a sil houette against the sun. He jinked and shells went scream ng by.

He suddenly dived straight down into the mle-deep chasm As no one had ever anticipated an attack
from
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there, defense artillery on the castle top had never been installed to depress so | ow

The vertical walls were flowing up on either side of him There were | edges and he was surprised
to see that now and then executed nen had hit and hung there, never falling to the bottom It was
a grisly place.

He had no interest in what mght lie on the canyon floor. He halted the tug hal fway down and
| ooked up.

A rebel ship was engagi ng the defense guns on the top of the castle high above. Geat gouts of
furious flame were bursting out fromthe black rock: some of the basalt, turned nolten, ran in a
stream of fire past the tug.

Vel l, they'd not make nmuch of a dent on this nassive hulk that way, Heller thought. Let them clean
off alittle nore artillery and he'd go up

He rose slowy up the black canyon wall. Jockeying the tug, had he been able to reach out through
the wi ndscreen he coul d have touched it with his hand.

He was inspecting.

Then he found it: ground |level, just opposite the other rim He cruised along horizontally. He
counted the twenty spears he had set to knife into this.

Sonebody up on the castle roof high above nmust have himon a scope. A hand grenade expl oded near by
and nade the tug shake.

He turned the tug to stand on its tail and pressed a firing trigger. A barrage of blueflash raked
the high battlenment vertically above. He hoped whoever it was up there had been | ooki ng.

Just to make sure, he turned on the silver coating of the tug, nmaking it totally visible. That
woul d attract attention. He fired another blueflash barrage.

Now t hat he could be seen, the rebel warship held its fire.

Hel I er |1 ooked skyward and saw nothing. He had to resort to a scope. Yes, there was the Retribution
up there.

Everything was in place.

He settled hinself into the local-pilot chair and fastened his belts.

He reached for the tug controls. Mtors screamed in the rear of the tug.

Wth the speed of a vaulter, he went straight up, flat against the castle wall.
Over the top of the battlenment he went.

Wth a sudden dart, the tug levelled out.

It lanced across the top of the castle, away fromthe chasm

A bl astcannon roared close to himwith a flash.

Hi s tractor engines were screanming |ike banshees!

He pushed all his throttles hone. Planetary drives, WIIl-be Was, tractors, everything!
The tug surged, snapped back, surged, snapped back

It was all he could do to stay in the pilot seat, even with belts!

Wth yank after yank he was trying to pull the whol e vast castle over

Surge after surge after surge, the tractor beans held on. Roar after roar after roar, the engines
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bit.

Then there was a shuddering difference. A sound |ike a sighing screech was transmtted through the
t ug.

The fault that he had fired into, in the chasmside of the castle with the twenty rock-splitting
spears, was parting.

The drives shuddered forward w t hout surging back, pulling with a deafening thunder of power.
Suddenly all engines went into a raving scream

Hell er slamred his drives shut.
Behi nd him he heard a npaning cry as though sonme nonster was dying.

Then there canme a tremendous roar, enough to shake a pl anet.

The tall, tall castle of solid black rock had turned over on its side.

It was followed by the death rattle of falling stones

Hel l er turned off the tractor beans and a few boul ders dropped out of their invisible net.
He built sone altitude and | ooked back

The great castle of Spiteos |ay supine and broken

But that wasn't all.

Hel ler smled. Wien he had surveyed it originally, he had spotted where the storehouses were. And
his guess at their content had been right.

Strewn in piles upon the plain were opiumand heroin, like vonit that had been thrown up by a
stricken beast.

Then he stared. That wasn't all that was happeni ng down there!

Evi dently, having fought their way past paralyzed or terrified guards and gotten to the now
exposed ranps, literally thousands of political prisoners were pouring out of the caves and
tunnel s far below the | evel where the castle had broken

They were spreading like a swarm of insects froma disrupted nest, uncounted nunbers of them Even
fromthis height their naked filth, rags and protrudi ng bones were showing. Starved into near
insanity, frenzied now in their sudden freedom they raced away, scrambling over the debris of the
wrecked castle, fanning out across the plain.

Hel l er | ooked up. Yes, the Retribution was there. The caneras which she carried had been shooting
everyt hi ng

that happened and they were catching this. Not only that, with the power of a warship's
conmuni cation drives, the Retribution was forcing in onto the Honevi ew band, overpowering the
transm ssion fromJoy City as before.

Heller flipped a switch, to catch the screen and nmake sure. The Retribution was so close to hand
that there was hardly any of the Joy City transm ssion visible here, but Heller could dimy nake
out the under-picture.

The Retribution'?, several canmeras were follow ng various nobs of escaping prisoners. Heller
smled. Wat a black eye for Hisst: the "deserted" fortress was shown to be an Apparatus prison

And then he saw sonet hing that caused himto freeze.

The real purpose of this raid was to display to Voltar that Spiteos did contain drugs. The cameras
had caught them strew ng across the plain.
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But now a group of prisoners, reaching that spot, starved, nust have thought it was edible flour.
Fully two hundred of them had stopped. They scooped up handfuls of it, tasting it.

Hel I er clipped on his powerful speakers. "GET AWAY FROM THAT!" he shouted down. "DON T EAT THAT
STUFF! IT'S PO SON! ™

A canera had zeroed in on them Heller had themup close on the screen.
He did not know exactly what chemicals they m ght be. Opiun? Heroin? Sone cutting agent?

Bef ore he could even yell again, a terrible thing happened. The prisoners suddenly went into
agoni zi ng convul si ons!

It was on the screen. It was going to all Voltar.

Rebel infantrynen had reached the place. They were
pushing at the prisoners, probably getting orders fromthe Retribution, trying to get the
prisoners away fromthe strewn piles.

Some of the prisoners, instead of welconing deliverers, began to fight |ike madmen! They had gone
crazy with chemicals even after just a taste

Later they would find that a | ot of what the prisoners had grabbed was not norphine or opium or
heroin but the adulterative el ements which were there in vast supply to be used in cutting, and
they included powdered strychni ne.

But the picture said to any viewer all it needed to say. True to Hi ghtee's statenent earlier that
day, Spiteos was full of something stored by Hisst to be used against the popul ation and t hat
somet hi ng drove nmen nad!

And here was Hightee's voice again, ringing |loud and cl ear:

"Citizens of Voltar! You have seen that what | told you is true! ARWY, FLEET, POLICE, ALL DECENT
MEN, HEAR ME! SLAUGHTER THE APPARATUS AND HUNT AND Kl LL THE USURPER LOVBAR HI SST! "

AChapt er

Lonbar Hisst lay in the cabin of the tank. The vehicle was upside down. His head had rammed into
the chest of the driver who |ay there, neck broken, dead.

The padded interior nuted sound but he had heard

infantry yells outside, shots and screans. Just a short time ago the whol e area had been shaken by
sonet hing falling down.

He was playing it very quiet. Apparently they had nissed, sonehow, the fact that he was there.
Maybe fromoutside it |ooked like just another overturned, wecked tank; perhaps several of them
were |ying about.

Sooner or later sone infantry would start inspecting the wecks to see if there was anyone stil
alive in them He knew he was in a very tight spot. H's mnd was racing.

He crawl ed across the tank roof, which was now the floor. He inspected the controls. He knew how
to drive these things, none better. The controls seenmed undanaged. But he needed infornmation. Just
how tight was this spot that he was in?

He fiddled with a knob. A screen on the panel |it up with Honeview.
The face of Hi ghtee Heller, upside down!

He heard her nessage with a shudder. But when the nessage reached his name, the shudder turned to
icy rage. It was no news that everyone was after him-he knew that all the time. The news was that
these were rebels and they were invading Vol tar!
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How woul d the Fleet take this? How would the Arny react? He thought he knew but he woul d nake
sure. He fully intended to best the lot and still conme out on top. He had every confidence in his
destiny.

He found the radio panel in the sem dark. He fished a dial, trying to find an Arnmy channel. He
knew he couldn't tap into the Arny General Staff with this rig but it was certain that he could
intercept |ower echelons. He sorted through the noise for sone tine.

He had one: the nasal twang of a typical field grade

Arnmy officer! "... But | just heard fromthe General Staff, Jowper. | don't think they know tup
fromturds! They're all confused. They say it doesn't matter if sonmebody stored sone powder in
Spiteos: the situation is political. The center of governnent is Palace City and as |ong

as that's intact, we're neutral Yeah, | know, Jowper.

But you just hold your reginment in check....
El ati on soared through Hi sst.
He punched sone buttons, spinning through the digitals of Fleet echel on bands.

A voice sprang up, the shrill accent of a space officer: "Well, | know how you feel at squadron.
I'"d like to junp in and help the rebels nyself, but as long as Palace City holds, the Fleet
admrals think we'd be classed as rebels if we pitched in. Nobody has ever nade a dent in Pal ace
City and the Lord of Fleet is there, so you just hold your squadron where it is and hands off. And
that's final. End."

Hi sst let out a sharp breath. The Arny and Fleet were still neutral. The rebels were only
succeeding in stirring up the civilian population, and to Hells with the riffraff.

Lying on the tank ceiling, Hi sst began to plan. He reached into his blouse for a packet of cocaine
he al ways kept there for enmergencies. He took a small pinch and sniffed it. He felt his psychic
powers rise; he experienced an enornous surge of self-confidence. H's mnd began to race. The plan
came to him He had resources he had not used. Wth the overwhel m ng nunbers of Army and Fl eet on
the sidelines, he could win easily.

He picked up a mcrophone. He punched in an Apparatus command frequency that was totally secure.
He got through to Apparatus Stagi ng Area Number One and shortly was connected to General Mik.

"Lonmbar? | mean, Your Majesty?" said General Mik. "I see they' ve spilled the whole reserve of
drugs. What are we going to do? Do you want this invasion fleet to take off at once and tend to
getting nore?"

"That woul d take three nonths there and back," said Lonbar. "Listen to this plan. Relay it to your
units and followit exactly. | amcertain that these rebels are going to attack Palace Gty next.
It's inpregnable. Wait until the rebels have surrounded it. Then scranble your entire invasion
force, wipe themdut of the sky and hit themin the rear. Wth your three thousand ships and two
and a half mllion men, you can't niss."

"Brilliant!" said General Mk, "The Arny and the Fleet are still neutral. The Donestic Police are
in such a nmess we can di scount them"

"Exactly," said Lonbar. "And when we' ve nopped up the rebels—don't |eave a single one of them
alivel—we' || use your force to slaughter dissident elenents in the streets. Wen we have that
under control and new crimnal forces in control, you can return to your invasion plans and we'l|
subdue the remainder of the Confederacy with the drugs that you bring back fromEarth.".

"Splendid!'" said Muk. "You' re a genius, Your Majesty. | have no doubt that we can win now"
"Nor have |," said H sst and clicked off.
He | aughed a short barking |augh. He had not told Muk part of his plan: it consisted of naking

very certain that the rebels attacked Palace City at once. In all the history of Voltar, the place
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had never fallen but, creamon cream he was going to bait the trap
Chapter 5

As the tank was |ying upside down, that nmeant the snout of its main blastcannon was buried in the
sand. It would be very dangerous to fire it: it mght blow back into the interior of the tank
cabin. But that is exactly what Lonbar Hi sst was going to do.

Sonetimes, belatedly, after a battle, tank ammunition went off fromshorts or interior fires. It
was not all that unusual for a battlefield to show del ayed detonations: indeed, they were
inevitable, like death throes. Drops of nolten metal dripping into fuel packs could suddenly
ignite whole cartridge packs; even fallen blastrifles could go off: it was dangerous to wal k
around a battlefield even hours after the [ast shot was fired in anger. Seasoned sol diers knew
this: Lonbar was counting on their initial |ack of surprise.

It was quite a gymastic feat for a man his size to lash hinmself into the driver's seat upside
down. He used the corpse available to make a cushi on against the ceiling which was now t he fl oor.
He broke one of the arns to act as a brace agai nst his shoulder. He got his own butt, upside down,
into the seat and fastened the straps, cinching themtighter and tighter until he hung suspended
Then he pushed the corpse aside.

He put his hands on the firing trips. He took a | ong, shuddering breath. It was now or never: in
the next minute he would either be blown to pieces or he would rule Voltar w thout question

He set the bl astcannon for automatic repeating fire. It would now roar at two thousand blasts a
m nute, each one capabl e of knocki ng down a buil di ng.

He pressed the trip.

BLOHW OW ON O OW

He was still alive. It hadn't flashed back
The whol e tank on recoil bucked into the air!

Hastily, hard put to keep his hands on the controls, Lonbar started the tank engines. He began to
gui de the tank off, flying it upside down.

BLOHW O OV O ON roared the bl ast cannon

To any observer it would look like the tripped weapon's recoil was driving the tank into the air
out of control

Rebel s bent on nop-up stared. Sone of them even | aughed to see the nonster kicking itself upward.
There was even sonet hi ng sexual about it.

Lombar kept flying it upside down, even nmade it rock fromside to side.
Ten feet, fifty feet, a hundred feet he rose.

Only then did sonme officer see there was sonet hing odd about that flight. It should have turned
over and gone crashing back to the ground. It didn't!

"FIRE!" roared a rebel captain. "FIRE AT THAT TANK!"

Bl astrifles began to roar

But a blastrifle could do little against a tank built to withstand a warship's cannon
Lonmbar flipped the tank upright and held the throttles still.

The tank jolted under the inpact of shots.

Lonbar Hisst, in a crazy surge of glee, flipped on the tank's | oudspeaker system and bell owed into
the m ke, the sound of his voice racketing across the w eck-strewn

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L.%...ission%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (42 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:38 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/L .%20Ron%20Hubbard%20-%20Mi ssi on%20Earth%2010%20-%20D oomed%20P anet.txt

parade ground: "You idiots! You just overlooked Lonmbar Hisst, the Enperor of Voltar! I'll laugh in
the faces of your corpses when you try to crack the gates of Palace City!"

He let out an insane shout. "COVE AND GET ME!" He shoved the throttles w de open

Accel erating swiftly up to the speed of sound and then passing it to obtain five tines that
velocity, he shot the flying tank sout hwest, scorching above the desert.

Shots tried to foll ow.
Warships tried to dive.

Only seven minutes later, such was his speed of travel, shouting ahead on radio to identify
hinself to the outer Apparatus bunkers, Lonbar Hi sst booned the tank through the Palace City
gates, junping thirteen nmnutes into the future

He braked so hard it nade the drives snoke.

He settled the tank down in front of the steps of the Inperial Palace.
He sat there |aughing.

There was no doubt whatever in his mind that he would win this war.

The Apparatus Ceneral Staff appeared at the top of the ornate circular staircase. "Long Live His
Maj esty, Lonbar the Magnificent!" they cried. They knelt.

Lonmbar cast the driver's corpse aside and clinbed out. He was grinning but he was inperial
For the first tine, he was certain. He would renmain Enperor! He could not |ose.

Pal ace City, in 125,000 years, had never been breached.

He and his title were conpletely safe.

The rebel forces would be caught in a box and crushed |ike insects.
All Voltar was at his nercy.

And he had none whatever to give them

Only slaughter and drugs.

He nmarched grandly up the curving stairs to his kneeling generals.
How wonderful it was to be a real Enperor

"Ri se, you (bl eepards),"
will be rebel blood."

he said. "W've got to get an Inperial reception ready. The bill of fare

Chapter 6
Ahead lay the yellow mi st that was Palace City.

Jettero Heller, clad again in the red general's uniformjust in case he got shot down, flewthe
tug at twenty-five hundred feet above the desert floor. He was flying backwards. Between him and
Pal ace City was what he was pushi ng.

The sun was on his right and he did not think that they could see him Their beans would al so be
very cluttered by what he had in grip.

The traction notors were singing. Their throttles were barely cracked open. If he put too nuch
clamp on his "tow'—a tow, even though he was backing up with it—he would choke the things to
deat h.
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The only view he had was on his screens. They were shimrering and glittering but he could see the
i mages.

He narvell ed now at how the Apparatus had built up the defense perineter outside that yellow m st.
Burrowed into the sand were shel |l proof bunkers, three rows

1
1

deep, three rings. He magnified his image and exam ned t hem

Artillery and nore artillery, infantry galore, he recognized the posts that neant electronic
barricades that killed if you sought to go through them If those three rings surrounded even an
ordinary fortress one would play the devil with trying to take it.

The yell ow ni st was sonmething el se. Even without the outer defenses, no assault could penetrate
it. The tine factor was its safeguard. A shell fired at it in present time would explode in tinme
that was al ready past and do nothing. Furthernore, except at the gates, the whole thing was
covered now with an electronic net, powered by the black hole in the mountain. This net shrouded
war ped space and any shell or tank or ship that tried to dive through it would be devoured both by
time and energy. It had only one point of weakness—where the vortex of the captive black hole
curved inward at the back of the mountain in which the black hole was enbedded. Only an engi neer
woul d know of that, but it could hardly be called a closely guarded secret: you couldn't shell the
city through it because the mountain was in the way. If an eneny tried to slide a ship through it,
the ship would have to be so small the assaulting force would be a nothing. It would al so have to
cl amber over such gigantic rocks and boulders that only a suicide squad could get in. He had used
it once before when he brought the Enperor out. As very few people knew of it, he doubted it had
been saf eguarded.

He was watching his screens. Yes! he was getting an audi ence. Despite the shinmering nature of his
picture, he was getting a nmuch enl arged view of sone Apparatus defense-perineter officers. They
were standing on a bunker rim |ooking toward himw th gl asses. And wel |

they mght, for what Heller was pushing, at the range of ten mles still, mght very well be
nm staken for the dust of a rebel force approaching.

But it wasn't rebels: they were probably still enbarking at Canp Endurance and when they cane, it
woul d be fromthe sky. Only Heller was engaged on this attack

On his screen he could see the glasses of the Apparatus commanders flashing. They were wavirig
signals to get nen into trenches and on the | edges of artillery.

Slowy, Heller, still flying backwards, pushed his strange | oad.

Then, when the range was | ess than five mles, he saw the officers begin to wave down and cance
their orders. For now they recogni zed what was creeping up on them

W nd devil s!
Heller was hard put to keep themtwirling. They seldomif ever got this close to Palace City.

They were the spinning result of tenperature differences between the burning desert floor and a
common icy wind that blew a mile above the surface. They picked up the violent green of copper
sands, the glistening yellow of feldspar and the orange scarlet of alloys of iron, and nmade
colorful, withing colums, fromthree to eight thousand feet tall, that danced |ike Denbn chorus
I'ines.

Only by jockeying his tractor beans fromright to left and inbal ancing them could Heller keep them
spinning. It required considerable attention and deftness on the towing throttles.

But they were a comon sight, even if awe-inspiring, to anyone who had to live around or in or
flew over the Geat Desert.

They had lots of power in them One of the reasons
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it was al nost inpossible to cross the Great Desert is that a man on foot could be sucked up and
hurled a mle into the air. On sonme other planet they m ght have been called tornados or twi sters.
Hel | er had once seen a whol e house, incautiously built by some unwary prospector, sent a nmle in
the air here in the Great Desert.

The Apparatus officers on the parapets m ght be newconers or green. But then Heller was heartened.
On his screen he saw a gray-headed |ieutenant racing along to the different officer groups,
yelling. Heller couldn't see himvery well because his view beans were going through the w nd
devils that he pushed, and he certainly couldn't hear, but fromthe frantic wavings of the man's
arnms and the response he was getting, he had no doubt as to what it was.

The wavi ng signals took on the character of panic. There was a sudden boil of nmen along the
trenches. Floods of gunners were racing down fromthe artillery. One and all they were diving into
bunkers, going underground fast to escape being thrown a mle into the air.

Hel | er, jockeying tractor-beamthrottles and flying now on a curving course, began very neatly to
pl ace the wind devils around the yellow mist in a circle, a hungry, obscene chorus |ine of
glittering colors shrieking out a nmocking song of doom

@Quns were torn fromtheir nmountings, bunker covers were ripped | oose, beam screen antennas becane
junk, electronic posts were bodily sundered out of the sand, and at one underground entrance,
where there had been a jamup, Apparatus soldiers were seized. Al of it went hurling high, high
high into the air! Werever the bottom of one of these tw sters touched, there was instant

di saster! The bases of them whi pped about |ike
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snakes, eating hol es wherever they went. They were funnels of chaos, devouring everything with an
appetite that fed only the green and dusty sky hi gh overhead.

It didn't disturb Palace City itself. But it was certainly making a nmess out of the three rings of
the defense perineters.

There was plenty of artillery potential—plenty of nmen left down there. Heller was not trying to
win this war with wind devils. He was only creating a diversion.

He flexed his fingers: he had alnmost blistered themwith the friction of jockeying the traction
throttles. He flew off now to the north and went about his business. He was going to begin the
real reason he had cone here by hinself.

PART El GHTY- FI VE
Chapter1l

Jettero Heller eased the tug through the "back door" of Palace City. Only a Vol tarian engi neer
woul d know t he "softness" of the warped space cl ose beside the nmountain that domni nated Pal ace
Gty,

The place was considered conpletely inpregnable, and so it was. For 125,000 years it had dutifully
protected the crowned heads of the Confederacy. It was a synbol, an ultimate in authority: four
hundred billion people on 110 planets regarded it, as nuch as the Enperor hinself, the LAWof the
land. So long as Palace Gty held, it would be obeyed. Heller was about to show that it was

vul nerable, if he coul d.

The risks were fantastic, the odds going for success were mnuscule. But that was a way of life
for Jettero Heller, conbat engi neer.

A smal|l black hole fromouter space was enbedded in the nountain at the north end of Palace City.
Planted there by the earliest Voltar engineers, shortly after their arrival froma distant gal axy
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and their conquest of this planet, it had been providi ng power and defense for all that time. The
bl ack hol e warped the space and altered the tine of the area.

Satisfied that his wind devil diversion was keeping the perineter defenders under cover for the
nmonent, he slipped the tug through. There was an instant of nausea

1
as time factors altered. One was imediately in the dimess of artificial |ight.

He | ooked up at the | ooming nountain. It was inpressively big. Beyond it would lie the gol den
circular palaces, in all their artificially lit parks and splendors. Al that was hidden fromhim
as yet.

Over on the other side he knew there would be forests of nmanned artillery today and troops beyond
count. Although his absorbo-coat would make himrelatively invisible, reflecting no |ight back, he
was |iable to get between sone illunmination on the nountain and observers down there and

sil houette. He would be, at best, a sitting duck for them

He hadn't had a Fleet base available to prepare his ship. He had done the best he could. He had
mount ed a coupl e of tubes on the top of the tug's hull: he had no guns. He had nobunted a contai ner
for mines under the tug's belly.

Suspending the tug in this twilight gloom he lifted the T-shaped nose up. He only had one chance
with this one: he had better not m scal cul ate.

He pressed a firing button

Wth a swoosh, a hexagonally faced object flashed out of a tube. It soared higher and higher. It
sail ed over the top of the mountain. He could only hope that it would land properly on the
opposite slope. It was an attractor-target. Any automatically ai med weapon, seeking to shoot,
would find that target irresistible: even though his ship was spotted and fire opened up, the gun
controls would choose instead the attractor-target—-he hoped.

So far so good. He now raised the tug's nose a little higher. He might find it useful to create a
new di version. He had sonme radio-triggered balls in the second tube, several thousand of them He
pressed a second firing pin: a
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hundred thousand pellets spewed out, nuch like firing a sawed-off shotgun. In this high
trajectory, they would patter down across dozens of acres, anongst the parks and pal aces. Unl ess
sonmebody actually got hit with one, he doubted they woul d even be noticed. He checked the renmpte
firing box that would trigger them its safety was on. He put it in his pocket.

Now he woul d get to work
He had nounted what was called a disintegrator-slasher in the conpartnent over the flight deck

The plans that had been used to install this nuclear black hole were so | ong gone that he coul d
only depend upon the runors he had heard as a cadet. The bl ack hol e was, supposedly, in the upper
third of the nountain.

He turned on his screens and began to triangulate for position. There was a trickle of ganma rays
to foll ow up—~+eaks from around the shielding, not dangerous. The hole itself was fully encased.
Its power was bled off in line conduits. The microwave reflectors on the other side of the
mountain were sinply radiation detectors. He had already used them and he would not use them
twice. They would be wise to that now

He fished in the black hole's position by its leaks. It was not good news: the thing was at the
absolute bottomof the third. It was a lot nore nountain than he liked to tackle.

You couldn't put a beaminto it: it would just absorb anything like that. You couldn't throw a
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bomb at it: it would take half of Voltar with it. Heller was sinply going to saw t he nountai ntop
off and tow it away—f he coul d!

He had the thing's position now He went to work with the disintegrator-slasher. It could nmake a
cut one mol ecul e thick through anything, but Heller did not

1
think its manufacturer had ever intended it for use in sawing off the top of a mountain.

A high, high whine began to hurt his ears. He stopped and put sone earplugs in. The manufacturers
had designed it for levelling building sites by making a cut and then renovi ng sections. They had
never thought a Fl eet conbat engineer woul d need QUI ET! Sooner or |ater sonebody down in Pal ace
City was going to wonder where that twenty-thousand-cycle screech was conming from

The work was slow. He was going through basalt and it was HARD

A thin line of heat began to glow all along the nountainside. That neant there would al so soon be
a line like that on the other side of the nountain. VISIBLE!

Hel l er jockeyed the tug back and forth, left to right. He could not tell how deep the cut was
getting. Al he could do was saw, saw, saw and hope.

Surely sooner or |ater sonmebody would hear that whine. It was getting through his earplugs. It was
LOUD!

He had the horrible feeling that he was | eaving skips—areas where the stone had not been sawed
through. It was difficult to keep an even line: this equipnment was supposed to be used froma
stable platformsitting on the ground, not froma ship.

Well, he couldn't just sit here sawing the rest of his life. He would have to nake a try of it.
He turned of f the disintegrator-slasher.

He eased the tug over to the right. He was now in view of Palace City: there it lay in gold and
green, bathed in artificial light.

He flipped on the traction engines in the rear of the tug. He naneuvered to take a good, solid
grip on the nountaintop
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BLAM

A shell slammed into the nountain. They had spotted him
BLAM BLAM

The attractor-target, thank Heavens, was pulling the cannon wong in aim Just one of those shells
| anding and this tug would go up |ike snmoke: no arnor

Hel l er ramed open the throttles of the planetary drives. He yanked the WIIl-be Was tine drives
full on.

The tug lunged ahead. The traction beans strained.
The tug began to thresh about.
The nount ai ntop was NOT novi ng!

Hel Il er |1 ooked down the slope toward the city. Made snall by distance, an infantry squad was
com ng. They stopped anongst the boul ders, knelt and levelled blast-rifles. Heller braced hinself
to receive a hit.
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The tug struggled to nove the nountain.
H S W NDSCREEN SHATTERED

The tug's automatic warning went on, "Sir, my starboard WII|-be Was converter drumis overheating.
Pl ease ease of f."

Hel | er took another |unge agai nst the tow.

An expl osi on sounded above him A blastrifle nust have hit one of the tube casings on top of the
craft.

This was getting too rough a situation
Suddenly he dropped the tow that refused to tow.
He spun around to his right. He ducked behind the nountain out of the sight of the infantry.

This was the tinme for the diversion. He took the renpte out of his pocket, took the safety off and
pressed it. It should begin to fire the pellets he had dropped into the city. They should begin to
go off at intervals. That should nmake things interesting for them down there. And maybe he coul d
conpl ete his job.

1
The troubl e was, the nountaintop was not thoroughly cut through

In the tube underneath the belly, thinking this night happen, he had placed a hundred down-bl ast
shatter m nes

It nmeant he would have to make a circle around the nountain. He hoped his diversion had worked. He
began to nove cl ockwi se around the peak. Every hundred yards, at approximately the place he had
made the cut, he dropped a shatter m ne.

H s expl osions began to go off with a crunp as each one hit.

He stuck the tug's nose around the nountain shoulder, visible again from Palace City.
BLOW E!

Somet hing tore through the upper hull!

Hi s diversion had not worked!

Then he realized he had nade a m stake: he had been behind the nmountain and the bl ack hol e when he
hit the button, and the activating radi o beam had not been powerful enough to get through

Vel |, diversion or not, he had to keep going.

Droppi ng m nes, air about himstreaked with blast-rifle charges, taking shots in his hull, he
completed the circle.

Snoke was rolling through the tug. Mdre than one thing had been hit.

Hopi ng agai nst hope that he had conpl eted the severance with m nes, he ducked back of the nmountain
agai n.

He couldn't even see his screens.

"Sir," said the tug, "my WIIl-be Was engine roomis on fire. Could | recomend a visit to the
nearest repair yard?" The idiocy of it nade Heller realize that the conputer banks nust al so have
been hit. He pressed
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a manual energency fire-suppression button. It was sloppy under his thunb. He gl anced down:
hydraulic fluid was pooling on the floor of the flight deck

Praying that his controls would still work, he worked the tractor engines to seize the nountain
once again. He felt themgrip.

He opened the throttles of his planetary drives. He felt the tug take the strain against the
beans.

Prayi ng, he opened the throttles of the powerful WIIl-be WAs time-converter drives.
It stopped the tug with a backward yank. He still had power.

Sonet hi ng struck the tug frombelow. He could not see in all the snmoke but he hazarded that some
of that infantry had nade its way around the nountain shoul der. Hi s absorbo-coat nust be ripped to
shreds. He was vi sibl e!

He began to work the throttles. He was nmaking the tug |lunge again and agai n agai nst the dead
wei ght of the nountai ntop

A shot struck the underside of the star-pilot chair beside him It began to snoke and crackl e.
The controls were getting sloppier and sl oppier.

He pointed the nose of the tug upward at an angle of forty-five degrees. He once nore slammed the
throttles open.

There was a sort of roar behind him It began | ow and then rose up the scale |ike sonething
wai | i ng.

The tug was novi ng.

The shots which had been lacing the air suddenly halted. That infantry back there nust be now
contending with an earthquake under their very feet.

Hel ler couldn't see. His screens were not working to be seen by.

1
He coul d only guess what was happeni ng. WAs he going forward with the nmountai ntop towed behind or
wasn't he?

Chapter 2

Many a fellow officer had often teased Heller about his "built-in conpass.” Sonetines on a warship
flight deck he woul d sense that the gyros were in error. Seniors would ignore himbut he would
persevere and they would, finally, to get some peace, order a technician check. An error was

al ways found but sonetimes it was as little as a thousandth of a degree.' And even though this
woul d nake a significant mistake in course travelling at septuple |ight speed, nobody ever
bel i eved he could have detected it. Any gyro, they had said, is liable to be out a thousandth of a
degr ee.

Ri ght now, astonishingly, he was totally uncertain which way he was goi ng. He shoul d have been
able to detect, despite snoke, the north and south nagnetic poles of Voltar. But he couldn't.

Then he realized he had never before tried to navigate inside a tine/space warp and that was where
he was now. The bl ack hole he was or was not tow ng extended its influence sphere to encase the
tug.

He did not know how fast he was going or even if he was going.

Hi s object was to get this nmountaintop several mles fromPalace City. If he did that, the comand
area of
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Vol tar woul d drop back those thirteen mnutes and appear in the same tinme band as the pl anet
itself. Then, unless sonething el se happened, the rebel forces could | aunch an assault and, wth
| uck, break the defense perineters and seize the place.

He did not at that time know of Hisst's plan to hit the rebels' rear with the Apparatus forces
fromthe staging area. H s whol e purpose was to expose the pal aces and parks so they could be
targeted by direct frontal assault. The security net would be gone if he had renoved the source of
all the power used in Palace City.

Ri ght then he wasn't thinking of anything except Where the blazes am|1?

The tug was on fire. It nmight explode. If he dropped this load, it mght fall right back on the
remai ning nountain if it had not noved at all.

He got some sand goggl es over his eyes so they would stop streani ng

He got down and noved up close to a screen. Maybe he could see sonething on it. He tw ddl ed knobs.
The screen was blank. Hi s el ectronics were gone

The tractor engines were raving with the strain of the pull. The WII-be Was drives were
thundering, fire or no fire. The planetary notors were screeching. The snoke bill owed.

The broken windscreen didn't seemto be letting in any air so that was no indicator of forward
progress: rather it would seemto say that they were not going anyplace at all

He had a beltgun. Wth a sudden idea, he pulled it. Wthout being able to see its levers, he set
it to inpact-explosion.

He reached out through the broken w ndscreen and fired strai ght down.

1
It would be hard to tell above all this shrieking nmachinery. But he |istened hard. He was
counti ng.

When that handgun charge hit the ground, wherever the ground might be, it would explode with a
cracki ng sound. The nunber of seconds tinmes the distance sound travelled on Voltar in a second
woul d give himhis altitude

He heard not hi ng.
He fired again and began to count.
Once nore, not hing!

The weird idea hit himthat he might be flying upside down: that coul d happen around anti-gravity
coils.

It was getting too hot in here. Tongues of flame were licking through the passageway.
Maybe he had noved the nountain. Maybe he hadn't.

"My WII-be Was starboard time-converter is nmelting," said the tug. "I sincerely recomend you
| and sonewhere and |l ook into it."

This thing was going to bl ow up!
Hel l er knew he'd have to sinply take a chance that he had towed t he nountai ntop away.
He shut down the WII-be Was dri ves.

There was a sag.
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He cut off the traction engines.

Wth a screamthe planetary drives hurled the tug ahead |ike a streak of Iightning!
Heller was hit with the tine-transition nausea!

He shot through into planetary time!

The desert sun gl ared!

He hastily shut the planetary throttles. Instantly the tug began to fall.

Then he saw what sone of this was about.

He had pulled the nmountaintop fifty thousand feet
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into the air. The range of those shots was too extrenme and they had al so gone outside the space
war p.

H's own built-in conpass wasn't working yet. He had no i dea where he was.

He grabbed the tug controls to right it.

They did not respond!

Hel | er groped behind him He had parked the space-trooper sled in the passageway. He had it.
It was no time to be careful

He junped on it and shot it through the shattered w ndscreen

Chapter 3

The sl ed was tunbling.

Hs lungs were full of snoke.

He coughed and it was a nmistake. At fifty thousand feet there wasn't enough air to take a decent
br eat h.

Head spinning for |lack of oxygen, he blindly funbled with the spacetrooper sled controls. He was
trying to make it head straight down at power to an altitude where there was sone air

He could feel wind begin to twitch at himnow. Still, he wasn't naking the downward pl ungi ng speed
he should. He had reached terminal velocity for a man for Voltar. Sonething was desperately
wr ong—he wasn't diving anywhere near as fast as he knew this sled coul d.

Hi s sand goggl es had whi pped down across his mouth, letting the snoke out of his eyes. He was
staring

1

at the power neter of the spacetrooper sled that was enbedded in the shaft.

CHARGE ZERO

Conets, thought Jet, | haven't switched this sled off since | used it in New York! Mssy is right.

I"mgetting too old for this racket. Senile!

The desert bel ow was conming up in a huge cone: one spot in the niddl e was notionl ess, everything
el se was speedi ng away. That's where | splash, thought Jet. Then he thought, the blazes | do! He
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still had the hand bl ast-gun hanging on himby its lanyard. He recovered it.

He coul d breathe now. the rush of passage was stacking up enough air to fill his lungs. He nust be
down to twenty thousand feet.

His thumb flipped the | evers of the gun

Ten t housand feet.

Fi ve thousand feet.

Two thousand feet.

Seven hundred feet.

He poi nted the handgun strai ght ahead at that notionless spot in the desert sand.
Wuld it work?

Two hundred feet.

HE FI RED!

Set at maxi mum bl ast, the recoil was terrific. It alnobst tore the weapon from his hand!
He pressed the trigger for automatic fire, always on the target.

It was |ike cushioning yourself against a brick wall with a palm

The sl ed and his body sl owed.

Bl owing sand into a nolten turnoil, he halted ten feet in the air.
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He turned the weapon sideways and bl ew hinself twenty feet to the left of the self-nanufactured
| ava.

He hit.

He let go of the sled and stood up gingerly.

Not hi ng brui sed but his pride. Then—

CRRRRRUUUUUMP

He was knocked fl at!

A tremendous concussi on wave had gone over him The ground was shaki ng!
Dazed, he | ooked up through the rushing dust.

The yell ow haze! Three niles to the south

The nountaintop, still travelling upward, had curved over in a parabola and, carrying its warped
space, had struck!

It had not expl oded.

Underneath that yellow mantl e of warped space there nust be a hole in the desert floor as big as
any ever nmade by a neteor—o, an asteroid! Thank Heavens it had not been travelling very fast!

The secondary concussi on waves were washi ng over him The shock waves still travelled through the
ground: he could hear themrunbling into the distance.
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Then he saw the tug. It had flown even higher into the air after he had abandoned it.
It was falling in crazy spirals as though in pain.

It alnost righted itself.

Fl ames were spouting fromthe gaping holes in the shattered hull

It tried to stand and then fell over onto its back

It struck!

A flash of fire like a supernova was foll owed by a bl oom of red.

He was on his knees when this one hit himbut it sent him skidding back

1
Poor tug.

He wondered if it had had anything to say as it expired.

It certainly was giving itself a soldier's funeral—all flame and snoke!

Then suddenly he realized that all this conmmotion would be visible for mles!
It could not help but bring himconmpany!

Danger ous!

Chapter 4

The dust was dying down. Hi s sense of |ocation was worki ng now. He had cone hal fway back to Canp
Endur ance!

Poor old tug had been doing its job all too well!
Then he saw a plune of dust. It was no wi nd denon.

The glare of the sun was ferocious, |ike hamrer blows. Heller cleaned his sand goggl es and got
them on. Not one plune of dust but ten

Suddenly, peering |ow, he recognized what he was | ooking at: Apparatus desert patrol cars! They
must be running w de-ranging scouts in these times of threat.

Hel | er checked his handgun. |If fired at stun, it still had a few shots left: not enough to take on
ten cars of a desert patrol. He felt in his belt: he had no spare batteries. Yes, he decided, he
was getting too old. After this, if he lived through it, he would sit before the fire with a rug
across his knees and, in a quavering voice, tell his grandchildren never to become conbat

engi neers. It got
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to you in the end. You made ni stakes you could not possibly afford. And there went the hopes of
grandchi | dren

Yes, one of those cars had now detached itself fromthe rest and was speeding toward him

They were flat, chunky cars, Apparatus nustard yellow, ugly things, steel canopied to keep out the
sun and hung about with a clutter of equipnment. The wheels, with tires three feet w de, were
treaded with alternate cushion and nmetal lugs |ike knives. He hoped they didn't intend to run over
himfor sport.
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He woul d count on his general's uniformfor bluff. Even so, it would be hard to explain what an
Appar atus general was doing out here with the yell ow haze just crashed.

And t hen anot her thought struck him supposing these were rebels who had seized Apparatus cars?
Maybe, seeing a "general," they'd shoot first!

He hastily | ooked around himto find a rock to drop behind.
There wasn't any.
The car was al nbst on him

Hel I er held the gun behind his back. He was trying to see through the slots of the arnored
wi ndscr een.

Then a |l augh. A voice chortled, "I thought so!"
I T WAS SNELZ!

The desert car pulled up alongside of him Snelz had his boots up on the dash, lolling beside the
driver, laughing fit to burst.

Hel l er took the canteen one of the grinning ten soldiers in the back handed him He washed out his
nmout h and then sponged his face.

"You didn't think I was going to stick around and get ny head bl own off, did you?" said Snelz, his
| aughi ng dying down. "You're not the only one who knows

1
1
explosives. | put a radio-firing renote on one of your spears and then put a tine-delay fuse tuned
into it in the canp nmagazine. | knew you were going to fire those spears from sonewhere in the sky

and wanted the nagazine to go up shortly after.

"Any fool could guess that your next target would be Palace City, so | told themthe general had
ordered me on to desert patrol. So | got ten desert cars, |oaded ny conpany and here we are. \Wat
the bl azes have you been up to? Isn't that the tug that crashed over there?"

"Poor tug," said Heller

"1 thought | recognized it when it was wobbling around the sky. And isn't that yellow m st over
there warped space? Don't tell me you took the lid off Palace City."

"That's where we're going," said Heller. "Mve over."

"No you don't," said Snelz. "A colonel of Fleet marines is higher than a mere Grade Ten. | outrank
you now, so | amgiving the orders."

"Look, | amin an Apparatus general's unifornm |'ve got to get back to Palace City!"

"That general's uniformdoesn't count,"” said Snelz. "The Apparatus can't order Fleet marines.
swore in ny whole conmpany. So | give the orders. Al right?"

"If you say so," said Heller
"Good, we've got that settled. Driver, signal the other cars to follow and head for Palace City."
"That's what | ordered," said Heller, clinmbing in.

"No," said Snelz. "It's what you suggested to a superior. And | just happen to be in a benign
mood. CGet going, driver."

As they sped south and west, Snel z began to sing
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and the men in back joined in and then the whole convoy was roaring it:
The Fl eet mari nes,
The Fl eet marines,
Have conets in their crap
The Fl eet mari nes,
The Fl eet marines,
Drink liquid lightning pap
The girls all run to Mamg,
The farmers hide their stock
For they know a Fl eet narine
Has got a hungry (bleep). W're the heroes of the battle,
As long as it's in bed. The reason |'ma Fleet marine
I's better |eft unsaid.
I"mloyal to ny seniors,
As long as they are bold.
But | don't think I'Il live | ong enough
To see themvery ol d.
Cone narch upon the spaceways,
And hel p me sing this song.
The one thing that |I'm sure of
Is that if you're a Fleet nmarine
You won't live very | ong!
The yell ow and green and red desert fled under them
Hel I er had one nore target: LOVBAR HI SST

1
3

Chapter 5

The rebel forces, in the interim had landed in the desert well south of the city. The runbl e of
guns and flashes of explosions tore the air in that sector. They evidently had found a weak spot
in the outer three rings of defenses and were hitting it with ferocity. Apparatus artillery was
hol ding the rebel fleet at bay and the result was a nassive infantry action that nust be taking a
heavy toll of I|ives.

Heller, in the desert car, still rolling south, |ooked up at the sky far to the east. "Hell o,
hello, hello," he said. "Snelz, |ook over there on the horizon."

Snel z squinted his eyes against the desert glare. Then he raised his binoculars. "Apparatus
war shi ps. Must be fromthe invasion staging areas. Hey, this don't | ook good. They're going to hit
the rebels in the rear. The Fleet is neutral. | think, as a colonel, we have an appoi nt ment
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anywhere el se but Palace City."
"Look," said Heller. "The east gate is not under attack. W can roll in."
"And get to be a part of battle hash?" said Snel z.

"As a general, | demand you enter Palace City. You are still in Apparatus unifornms. | amin an
Appar atus general's uniform That settles it. Roll!"

"Haven't | got time to wite ny nemoirs?" said Snelz. '"The Short and Happy Life of Col onel Snelz
of the Fleet Marines.' You can do the introduction: 'My Friend Snelz, by the late Jettero Heller.
Driver, pull over

while | get out a pad and pen. It shouldn't take very |long."

"Colonel, could | suggest,” said Heller, "that you mght be able to sign it Brigadier Genera
Snelz if you go through the east gate?"

"Well, it would | ook better on the cover,'
East gate, driver."

said Snelz, "even if they have to add ' post-hunorous."'

They rolled toward the tunble of wire and posts which had been this side entrance to Palace City.
Even chunks of the road were gone.

"What the Hells hit thenP" said Snelz. "No dead rebels on this side. Did you do that?"
"Things got a little spinny a while back," said Heller

"I should say so," said Snelz, staring at the ripped-up litter of defenses as they drewto a halt
at the barricade.

A hundred nmen and a cannon barred the gate renains.
A frantic-1ooking Apparatus major raced up and peered into the car
Hel l er put on his sand goggl es and flashed an iden-toplate.

Hel l er said, "Apparatus Desert Patrol 17 with vital data on rebel attack forces, urgent for relay
to Apparatus Ceneral Staff!"

The maj or junped back and sal uted. "Pass, General!"
The barricade was opened. The ten desert cars sped in.

It was a very different-1looking Palace City, exposed nowto the glare of the desert sun. The |ight
whi ch hotly struck the round, gold pal aces was blinding.

The power was off and the fountains had no |ights under them the waterfalls had ceased to run

1
The grass in the parks was scorching, turning brown. Shrubs and flowers were wilting under the
searing breath of desert w nd.

“Marijuana?" said Heller, staring at a plot of ground around a painted statue as they passed.

Snel z had never been in Palace Cty before. The jewelled bal ustrades and gol den wi ndows were
blinding him They were rolling down a w de boulevard. "I don't know what marijuana is but | nust
be I ooking at a billion credits worth of gens. No wonder they kept this place secure: acres and
acres of dianond-pl ated pal aces!"

"Square miles, not acres," corrected Heller. "See that wall and shade trees up ahead? | suggest we
pul I under them" Snelz | ooked at the streets. They were crawling with nen in black Death
Battalion unifornms, the shock troops of the Apparatus. Every hundred yards an artillery piece had
to be gotten around. The troops | ooked deadly and alert but very, very nervous, under strain
because of the renoval of the city's cover
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"You mean you're going to stop?" said Snelz. "Anmongst these killers? Doesn't a brigadi er genera
outrank you?"

"No, I'min a major general uniform"
"I knew there was a catch in it," said Snelz. "Driver, pull under those trees along that wall."

The ten desert cars drew up. They were about three | ong bl ocks fromthe Inperial Palace. The Death
Battal i ons had grown very thick. Artillery was everywhere.

Hell er swung out of the car and | ooked southward at the sky through the w thering | eaves of the
trees.

The sound of high-up firing was coning fromthere. Warshi ps were engaged in the stratosphere.
Al ong the ground, as through the pavenent, cane the thunder of
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artillery as rebels hit the south gate and tried to penetrate it. That fight was going to be
amongst them shortly if the rebels broke through. But something oni nous was going on in the sky.
Was the rebel spacefleet being w ped out?

Hel ler turned to Snelz. "Could | suggest-order your nen to cover up their ears and get down on the
fl oorboards of their cars?"

"It's a funny order," said Snelz. "Any particular point init?"
"A tactical diversionary involution that earlier flubbed is about to take place."

"I"'msorry | asked." He whistled up his three lieutenants fromthe other cars and gave themtheir
i nstructions.

A Death Battalion colonel cane over froman artillery piece. He was very edgy. He peered under the
canopy at Snelz. "Wat's going on here?"

The nen in the back of this car and the rest were getting down on the floorboards and cupping
their hands over their ears.

"Desert Patrol 17," said Snelz. "Just stopping to take a pee.”
"You're in our field of fire," said the col onel

Hel I er gl anced back at the other cars. The three lieutenants gave hima sign in the affirmative
and then clapped their hands over their own ears and ducked out of sight. Heller saw that Snel z
was hunched down and protecting his hearing. Heller put the renote that earlier hadn't worked
bet ween his knees and put his hands over his own ears.

"You're in ours," he said to the colonel and shut his knee down on the renote button

126

L. RON HUBBARD

The thousands of pellets he had earlier fired throughout Palace City began to go off at intervals.

The col onel stared. He did not connect what now happened to what Heller had just done. He nust
have supposed these nmen had heard it already.

The colonel's nouth opened. H's eyes dilated. Wth a wild, agonized | ook, he began to screan
Whol e conpani es, battalions, reginments of nen stood rigid for an instant, began to scream and

then, with a dreadful rush, began to thunder down the boul evards in panic. They |eaped off their
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gun | edges, they threw down their arms, they tossed away belts and equi prent with viol ence.

They ran in circles. They collided with each other. Then nmen and tanks in roaring disorder
scranbl ed pell-nell for the city gates, letting nothing stop them

They burst into the rear of the Apparatus defenders to the south—everran their own positions—and
the men there, catching the panic, rushed out of the trenches and bunkers, out into the desert and
straight into the shattering thunder of rebel guns.

Hel ler waited for another five mnutes. There were still people in the depths of these pal aces for
they woul d not have been affected. He had kept his eye on the Inperial quarters across the park
No one had cone out.

Hel I er uncovered his ears. He put the renpote back in his pocket.

Snelz was a little awe-struck. He was staring at the enpty streets, the discarded weapons and
overturned artillery. "What the Hells was that?"

"Several thousand small noise bonbs," said Heller. "I earlier fired themin for a diversion. They
emt the sonic sawtoothed wave for terror. You can signal your men to uncover their ears now. "
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Snelz listened to the screaning rout at the south end of the city. "Conets, I'mglad |I'm on your
side," he said as he passed the signal to his nen.

Chapter 6

They rolled forward to the foot of the huge circular stairway which led up to the Inperial Palace.
Several abandoned artillery pieces stood on the sun-curled lawn. A flying tank was parked at the
bottom The body of a dead driver lay half-in, half-out, where it had fallen when Lonbar had

di senmbar ked.

The desert cars halted. The hundred nen got out.

Hel I er 1 ooked up at the sky. The surface action may have turned into a rout but a battle was going
on up there. He knew the rebels had very few warships. He could not tell at this vast distance but
it appeared one group of vessels was being hamrered to bits. Even as he | ooked, some |arge craft
was burning as it spiralled down toward the ground a hundred miles bel ow.

He knew the Earth invasion force and Fl eet had been intact. Had Lonbar thrown this Apparatus
armada into the fray? If so, despite the rout which had just happened, the rebel forces were done
for.

This tank at the foot of the steps, he thought he recognized. A nighty brute, it may have been the
one Hisst had used to flee fromthe Battle of Canp Kill.

After a quick word with Snelz, a platoon was di sposed outside to cover the entrance. Then
fol l owed by

1
9

the bulk of the conmpany and Snel z, Heller sped up the broad, wi nding stair.

They came to the wide, curving corridor which led to the entrance chanber. There were no troops in
it.

Snel z posted nen in the doorways of the roons which opened fromit.

Hel I er, by hinself, went ahead.
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A screamni ng voice was coning fromthe antechanber. Lonbar's!
"You're traitors, traitors, traitors! Every one of you! You are all against ne! You sold nme out!"
"No, no! Please Gods, we didn't!" cried another voice.

"One of you helped "Heller to nove the mountain! | knowit was HHM Don't deny it! Another one of
you just ordered Palace City evacuated! And now THI'S, now THI'S, now THI SI'" There cane a roar of
pure ani mal rage.

Shrieks of terror.
"Lonbar!" cane a bellow "Put down that gun! Listen to reason!"
There came a shattering roar of a blastrifle on full automatic!

Pani c-driven bootbeats rushed fromthe antechanber. Red-unifornmed Apparatus generals, spread out,
came around the curve in the corridor where Heller stood.

The insane roar of the blastrifle fromthe antechanber was nmixed with the even nore berserk
rantings of Lombar Hi sst.

A general was caught in the back by a shot. He fell at Heller's feet. H s arns reached out
convul sively and he caught Heller's legs. "Save ne! Save ne! Save ne!" he screaned.

The ot her general s rushed by.

Then here cane Lonbar, holding the roaring blast-rifle like a flam ng spear.

Hel I er | eaped back. The arns of the general on the floor tripped him He fell against the wall.
Lonmbar rushed past, rifle blazing.

Heller tried to get to his own handgun, then realized how usel ess the di scharged weapon was.
Snel z's troops had pulled back into roons, diving out of the path of fire.

Lonmbar reached the main entrance.

Several generals were still on the stairs racing down. Lonbar cut themto bits. They fell like
thrown balls of red, streaking the steps with bl ood.

Snel z' s pl atoon outside, taken by surprise, sought to bring weapons to bear
Lombar swept a path of fire over their heads like a flamng scythe. They ducked.

Down the steps raced Lonbar, shooting as he went. He was taking five at a tine, noving too fast to
be hit.

At the bottom he gave the dead driver a yank and threw himto the pavenent.

Hi sst | eaped into the tank and slamed the turret shut. Snelz's platoon fired but their shots
gl anced of f the arnor.

Hel  er was coming down the steps. He halted for an instant to try to get the sidearmoff a dead
general . Then he realized it would have no effect on the tank and threw the bl oody weapon asi de.

Lonmbar was getting the tank started.

Hel l er | eaped down the | ast ten steps. He grabbed at the snout of a protrudi ng weapon, intending
to haul hinself up, to get at the turret.

The weapon went off. Lonbar had fired it fromwithin. It jarred out of Heller's hands.
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The tank swept forward with a roar and Heller fell to the pavenent.

The flying nonster rose. Its course was erratic. It smashed into a statue at the bottomof a
bal ustrade. Then it curved sideways, beginning to rise.

Hel l er raced across a strip of lawn. An artillery piece was there, one of the heaviest.
He | eaped onto the pointer's | edge. He began to spin wheels.

The tank was flying low It went across the park. It clipped the central statue there and the
scul pture overturned.

Lombar was trying to go between two pal aces and get cover.

Hel l er was getting the cannon centered, eye pressed to the sight. He was bringing the tank into
the mddle of the circle.

Ahead of Lonbar lay the pools where Madi son had first found Teenie swi nming. They lay there now,
no lights or noving water, but they were full and | appi ng under the hot desert w nd.

Hell er fired!

The heavy blast hit the tank below the right rear rollers and up into its belly.
FI RE BLOOVED

The tank did a conplete forward sonersault, leaving a blazing loop in the air.
It hit the center of the |owest pool with a whistling sizzle and spl ash!

Hel l er was off the cannon and running toward it.

Then suddenly the turret opened.

A blastrifle cane into view

Heller was totally in the open. There was no cover. He was unarned.

PART EI GHTY- SI X

Chapter 1

The tank was nearly submerged in the water

The blastrifle levelled fromthe open turret.

The yel |l ow eyes of Lonbar Hisst sighted down it.

Jettero Heller pulled up. He was alnost to the edge of the pool. There was no cover.
He coul d hear the din of battle somewhere in the sky.

He thought if he could only get his hands on H sst he mght end this. But in that split instant it
| ooked |i ke Hisst was going to end hi minstead.

Hel l er had a handgun. It was alnmpst totally di scharged. He doubted it would even cause a bruise at
t hi s distance.

H sst fired.
Hel ler had jinked to the left.

The shot m ssed.
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But Heller had drawn as he junped.
He didn't fire at Hisst.
Heller fired at the water between him and the tank
An enornmous spray shot up
Under the cover of it, Heller dived into the pool, totally subnerged.
H sst's bl astgun churned the upper surface, boiling spray and froth.
Swi nmi ng underwat er, Heller reached the bottom of the tank

1
Looki ng up, he could get a dimand wavy outline of the turret. Hisst seened to be having a fit. He
was firing all around the tank, hoping to hit the man he knew nust be there somewhere.

The concussions were hurting Heller's ears and he protected themw th his cupped hands.
He was running out of air.

There was a pocket of it trapped under a tread fender. He stuck his nose up into it and got a
br eat h.

Suddenly he was aware that the shooting above himhad stopped. He waited a nonment. He could hear a
rushi ng sound. He decided to chance it and surface.

Ready to spring up over the submerged hulk and get to the turret, Heller put his face out.
Not hi ng happened.

He rose up further

H sst was gone!

The man had | eaped off the tank and was alnost to the far edge of the pool, sw nm ng!
Heller, instantly struck out in pursuit.

Lonmbar got out on the edge. He saw Heller swimring swiftly toward him Hi sst unslung the
blastrifle and pointed down. He pulled the trigger.

It was wet and shorted out. It did not fire.

Hi sst threw it away. He | ooked around wildly. He had recognized Heller. H's rage went into panic
and then deeper into insanity.

He saw a flight of steps near to hand. He raced up them

He was grabbed suddenly from either side.

Two nmen in silver livery threatened himw th electric battle-axes.

Lonmbar stunbled to his knees. He | ooked up and
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stared into the face of a teen-aged girl—Feenie, Hostage Queen of Flisten

"You are ny prisoner," she said. And to her nmen, "Take himinside and knock himout if he so much

as twitches!"

Chapter 2
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Heller pulled up at the bottom of the steps and stood there dripping water

"That man is ny prisoner," he said.

Teeni e gazed out toward the pool. Snelz's nen, held back until now by that raving blastrifle, were
spreadi ng out to cover the Flisten pal ace.

On Teenie's right and left, additional guards were drawn up, electric hal berds ready.

Teeni e | ooked down at the soaki ng-wet Heller. She gave her ponytail a twitch. She said, in
Engli sh, such was the stress of the nonent-, "Cear off, buster!”

Hel l er stared. The figure in the golden robe seemed awfully i nmature, young. Not only had she
spoken English but she was chew ng bubble gum "Are you fromEarth?" he said in the sane | anguage
she had used.

"Sure, bub," said Teenie, secure in the protection of her guards, "and |I'malso the Hostage Queen
of Flisten. Now that |'ve got Hi sst under waps inside, I"'mthe only operating royalty around here
right now, so it's 'Your Majesty' to you."

Hel | er suddenly wanted to laugh at this New York accent. He didn't kneel

1
Thi s annoyed Teenie. "Listen, nmac, | don't know how cone you're tal king Ivy League, but you better
brui se that knee, kid. My guards don't cotton to inpoliteness."

"My name is Jettero Heller. I'mthe representative of Prince Mrtiiy on the ground-----

A screeching whistle interrupted him He |looked up to his left. A warship, in flanmes, was falling.
It slamred with a heavy shock wave into a nearby open park

Snel z was at his el bow Wen the echoes of the concussion ceased to rattle around, Snel z said,
"That's an Apparatus ship that just crashed. The rebels are giving thema pasting!'"

"Those aren't the rebels,” said Teenie in Voltarian. "If you' d been watchi ng Honmevi ew, you woul d
have known that when sonebody pulled that nountain apart, exposing Palace City, the Fleet and Arny
declared for Mrtiiy. They're blowi ng the Apparatus out of the sky!"

Snel z and Hel l er | ooked up. Hi gh above, the remnants of the Apparatus Earth invasion force were
being blasted to bits and falling, ship after ship, into the waiting desert sands.

A Fl eet destroyer, markings clear, dived down half a nmile away, poundi ng sone hol dout group of
Appar atus on the south perineter

"I guess the adnmirals cane to their senses," said Snelz. "W're on the winning side! That news was
what nust have driven Hisst crazy and nmade hi m shoot his general staff!"”

"Listen," said Heller, "before one of those destroyers mistakes us for Apparatus, tell your nen to
get naked to their waists so they |ook like rebels.”

As Snel z gave the order, Heller began to renpove his general's uniform
THE DOOVED PLANET
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"What the hell is this?" said Teenie in English. "Sonme kind of a God (bl eeped) striptease? Wile
admt, nister, that you're a very good-looking man, it won't get you anyplace. Not with ne! If you
want Lom bar Hisst, you've got to cone to terns!"

Hel I er had been wearing Fleet fatigues under his Apparatus outfit. He tossed the general's uniform
to one of Snelz's nmen, who was collecting Apparatus clothes to bury them Heller took a pillbox
cap out of his pocket and put it on his head. He gave the chin strap a snap
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"Now," he said to Teenie, "we can talk about it. Wat night these terns be?"
"Are you really a representative of Mrtiiy?" said Teenie.

“I''"ll do until Mrtiiy conmes along," said Heller.

"Let ne stormthe place,"” said Snelz. "She's stalling."

"Storm away," said Teenie, "and get your heads chopped off. The only way you're going to get
Lombar Hisst is swap."

"Horse-trading," said Heller in English

"You said it," said Teenie, in Voltarian, "only | got the better horse. Two for one."

"And who m ght these two be?" said Heller
"The first one is a guy naned J. Walter Madison," said Teenie. "The (bl eepard) doubl e-crossed ne.
"MADI SON?" "'said Heller. "Is he on Voltar?"

"Yep," said Snel z.

"You said it," said Teenie.

"My Gods!" said Heller.

"He's really a two-tining son of a (bleepch)," said Teenie. "He wasn't after Gis at all. The CGod
(bl eeped) judge just found Gris innocent. You're Heller. Mdison was really after YOU "

"Madi son is one, you said two. Who's the other?"

1
7

Teeni e bared her teeth. Her hands cl enched. "The other one is the filthiest snake that ever |ived.
Hs nane is Soltan Gis. Lord Turn says he is your prisoner. | WANT him" And she snarl ed.

"Let me get this straight," said Heller. "If this J. Walter Madison and this Soltan Gis are
turned over to you, you will give us Lonbar Hisst."

"You got it through your head at last," said Teenie. "And | want to point out that this territory
| am standing on is the donmain of the Hostage Queen of Flisten and happens to be inviolate. The
only way you are going to get Lonbar Hisst is swap!"

Chapter 3

Hel l er and Snel z put their heads together: "I think we should rush them" said Snelz. "They only
got electric battl e-axes."

A savage burst of firing sounded in the direction of the east gate.
"I think she'll deal," said Heller. "These New Yorkers just like to bargain."
"l ain't a New Yorker!" said Teenie. "I'mfromall over, including Kansas, Wiz Kid."

Hell er knew a needling when he heard one: Mudison's lies had been all over Earth press—the stories
about Kansas, Muizie Spread and Toots Switch. He turned a little red. "Young | ady," he said, "we
can di scuss Madison and Gis later. R ght now, turn over Lonbar Hisst. | can promise you I'd like
to get my hands on J. Warbler

Madnman nyself and | can assure you that when | do, when you see what happens to him your
satisfaction will be guaranteed”
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"Not good enough," said Teenie. "I ama very experienced person when it conmes to justice: it's
made of banana peels. Hand ne Gis and hand ne Madi son: you get Hisst. If you don't, I"'mliable to
keep Hi sst for a pet and feed hi mon peaches and cream”

"I promised Gis atrial," said Heller

"He's had one trial and what a mscarriage and abortion of injustice that was. | tell you what,
I"lI'l give hima trial and guarantee absolutely to find himguilty. How s that?"

Hel | er and Snel z | ooked at each other
"I don't even know where Madison is," said Heller. "Do you?"

"Nope," said Snelz. "Let nme stormthe place and you can appoint ne a full general of Fleet
mari nes. "

Hel | er | ooked up at the teen-ager. Then he sat down on the step

Tinmyj o, of Snelz's company, had found sonme blue cloth in a nearby palace. It was the rebel color
and he was passing out strips of it and the men were tying it around their heads. Those who had
finished | ounged against their blastrifles and | ooked up at the tableau at the top of the steps.
Ti re passed. Stal emate.

A rebel scout cane tearing across a park toward the group. He had spotted the naked torsos and
bl ue headbands. He saw Heller and nade a beeline for him

"Officer Heller! The Retribution has landed. Mrtiiy is checking if it's safe to come in. Were's
Hi sst?"

Hel  er stood up. He glanced at the girl at the top of the steps. The battle seenmed to have died
down in the

1
sky, spatters of gunfire were only occasional far to the south.

"Snelz," said Heller. "You keep this place surrounded. Don't |et anybody in or out."
"Does that mean you are going to deal ?" said Teenie.

"Time will tell, Your Teen-age Majesty," said Heller. "R ght now, you better keep Hisst as safe as
a nonkey in the Bronx Zoo."

Heller's clothes were drying in the hot desert w nd. He gave his powder-blue Fleet fatigue tunic a
tug to straighten it. "I'll go down to the gate and neet Prince Mrtiiy."

"You better deal!" shouted Teenie.

"Don't get your bubble gumin an uproar," Heller called over his shoulder. "I'lIl be back."
The fate of Hisst, Gis and Madison was | eft hanging in the air.
Chapter 4

Madi son's crew had several tinmes thought they should | eave the Inperial galley, but each tine sone
commotion outside or sone new outburst of firing had deterred them

The one hundred Death Battalion soldiers, drunk as Lords, were stacked up in a | ocked pantry,
nm nus arns. The captain was long since well into a conpletely el sewhere LSD trip.

"l don't think we should go yet," said Flick. "It's still daylight out there. That's the real sun
There's no
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power on and when it goes down, the place will be as dark as pitch. W can sneak out of here |ike
rats.”

"On the other hand,"” said Flip, "when it's dark, if those rebel forces post patrols, we'll be
spotted and stopped every ten feet. Look at these caps.™

"What have caps got to do with it?" said Flick

"Well, we're in Homeview uniforms and these are Honevi ew caps,” said Flip. "They nake themthis
way because Honeview crews get in the path of blinding lights and reflectors. Watch!"

She took one of the aqua-green headpi eces. She put her long fingernail in a slit. The visor split
in half with a pop. The upper part stayed where it was but the |ower part snapped vertical in a
curve. She put it on: a dark filter covered the upper two-thirds of her face. Looking at her now,
you coul dn't see who she was.

"So just snap your visor bills down, pick up your caneras and equi pnent," said Flip, "arid sinply
wal k out. They'll suppose we're just a Honmeview crew doing our jobs: they won't dreamwe're
Apparatus. So let's get on with the parade.”

"She's right," said Flick. "Nobody ever notices a Honeview crew. Cone on!"
There was a pop of visors being | owered and the clatter of equi pnent and caneras being lifted.

They found a door that opened into a side park. The fifty peopl e wal ked out across the dying grass
and into the hot glare of the desert sun. They were heading for the open area where they had
parked their air-coaches.

Fl'ick stopped, appalled. A crashed warship, still snmoking, had | anded squarely on their four
vehicles. Al that remained of the Mddel 99 airbus was one angel lying face up on the splintered
paverment, grinning vacantly at the sky.

1

1

The crew stacked up behind Flick. He said to Madison, "Chief, we got to scatter out and steal sone
transportation.”

But Madi son was staring down the boul evard.

Surrounded and guarded by conpani es of rebel troops, a procession was conming fromthe east gate,
headi ng toward the Inperial Palace. In its center, on poles, several rebels were carrying a | arge
casket-si zed container that had a cover over it. Prince Mrtiiy was wal king ahead of it, flanked
by two rebel officers. Several Fleet adnmirals and Arny generals were in the group. Hightee Heller
and the Countess Krak were hel ping Prahd carry bottles with tubes that led into the container.

And there, follow ng behind themwi th a drawn bl ast handgun, |ooking at the pal aces they passed,
wat ching very alertly for possible snipers, was Jettero Heller!

Madi son said, "It's HM Ch, boy, at last he's stolen a whole enpire! | got to cover this!"

Flick tugged urgently at his sleeve. "Chief, for Gods' sakes, let's get out of here. |'ve got two
thousand i derj-toplates! W can get |ost! Nobody can find us!"”

Madi son sai d, eyes round, "Good Lord, think of the headline! Thirty-two point, OUTLAW STEALS
CONFEDERACY! Director! Get your crew busy! Plug your caneras into Honevi ew channel direct by
radi o. COVER THAT PROCESSI ON! "

The director instantly junped to it and began issuing orders. The whole crew started to get busy.
Even the reporters grabbed out notebooks to sketch stories.

Flick seized Madi son by the arm "Chief, this is insane! If they find out we're Apparatus, they'l
sl aughter us!"
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Madi son shook | oose. There was a wild, inspired
light flamng in his eyes. "He finally DIDit! This is nmy passport to glory!"

The reporters closed in on the procession and started getting nanes. The circus girls rushed in to
straighten the hats of generals and admirals. A makeup nman sl apped sone tan powder on the face of
Mortiiy. Roustabouts flashed reflectors at the procession. The canera |ights began to flicker

They had the main channel of all Homeview for the Confederacy.

"This is comng to you live, live, live fromPalace City!" cried Madison into a separate ni ke
unheard by the procession but heard by everyone else on Voltar. "You are watching the triunphal
entry of the outlaw Heller into the Inperial Palace. Exclusive!l Live! Live! Livel"

"We're dead, dead, dead," groaned Flick
Chapter 5

The Royal corridor had to have the bodies of two generals renoved before the procession could go
forward. The director prohibited their being touched until he could get close-ups. Then he got a
I ong shot of the great Royal antechanber: two nore bodies lay in there. Only then did he station
his crew and | et the procession enter.

The director thought it would be nore dramatic if three rebels grabbed the big stone desk that
stood before the bedchanber door and threw it bodily away. He didn't Ilike the way they did it the
first time, and while another camera covered the waiting adnirals and generals, he had roustabouts
put the table back. "Now register

1
di sgust!" he ordered, and they got their retake with a crash. Very satisfactory.

At Madi son's whispered instruction, the director got a dolly shot of Heller going in, while
Madi son into hi? comrentary mi ke said, "The outlaw Heller visits the scene of his kidnapping
crime.” Another whispered instructions to the director who then pointed out to Heller that the
bent baton was still lying on the floor. Heller picked it up while a canera did a pan-tilt.
"Hello, hello, nmy baton," said Heller

"Beautiful ," said the director, conplinmenting his acting, and noved a canera in to get a close
shot of the inscription.

"Qut| aw confesses ki dnapping," said Madi son into the commentary mke. "Admits the evidence |left on
the scene of the crine is his."

Sone rebels pushed the nassive bed aside and the bearers placed the fluid-filled container inits
pl ace. The Countess Krak and Hi ghtee Heller were still holding bottles: Prahd nade sure the tubes
weren't tangled. The director noved the three to the far side of the container

Hel I er noved forward to the side of the tub. He lifted the cover and exposed the face of Cing.
"Qutl aw gazes gloatingly on face of victim" said Madi son

Hel I er and Prahd were checking to make sure the tubes were all in place. The director got a close-
up of the face of ding the Lofty, very old, still unconscious. Then he pulled the caneranman back
to a two-shot, Heller ~nd the Enperor.

Madi son was about to nmake another commentary when his script went all to pieces.

Hell er had pulled a tube away fromacross Cing's chin. Suddenly ding opened his eyes. He | ooked
THE DOOMED PLANET
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around, evidently registering the golden frieze in the ceiling of his bedchanber. He turned his
head and saw who was standing close to him He frowned. Petulantly, he said, "Oficer Heller! |
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told you to take ne out of here!"

An audi bl e sigh came fromthe Fleet and Arny officers in the bedchanber. Wth relief they
understood it had not been a kidnapping: therefore, by siding with Heller in this fight, they were
not rebel s!

Madi son tried to think fast. He wi shed he had cut the cameras off. But it was too | ate. The danmge
had been done. His outlaw had suddenly becone sinply a Royal officer obeying orders. Frantically,
he wacked his wits for sonme way to recover fromthis blooper. Wll, all was not |ost; he would
sonehow handl e it.

"“Your Majesty," said Heller. "W have found that it was Hi sst who killed your sons and successors
to the throne."

"Hisst!" said the Enperor in alarm "Is he here?"

"W have himin a safe place," said Heller. "You are conpletely secure and in no danger now. |
would like to point out that Hi sst al so caused your youngest son, Mr-tiiy, to rebel. The prince
has been in constant attendance upon you, night and day."

"And he didn't kill nme?" stared Cding.

"Your safety and continued rule have been Mrtiiy's only concern for nonths, Your Mjesty. You owe
the van-qui shnent of Hisst to him" Heller reached toward Krak who handed him a sack. Heller said
to the Emperor, "I have your Royal seal here. Could | suggest that we rescind the rebe
procl amat i on?"

The Enperor |ooked at Mrtiiy. The prince was sniling.
Cling said, "You nean |'ve still got a son?"
"I'f you say so, Your Majesty," said Heller.

1
The Enperor reached for Mrtiiy. Tears began to roll down the withered cheeks. "Conme here, son,"
he said.

Mortiiy noved over and knelt. ding gripped the back of the prince's hand. Brokenly, he said, "If

| had listened to you, this never woul d have happened. | amtoo old and too sick and too silly to

rul e. Anyone who can stand off the conbined forces of Voltar for five years deserves to rule. Take
the throne. 1 abdicate."

A sigh of relief went up fromthe rebel troops and officers in the room Even though they sided
with Mrtiiy, they were not rebels now

Mortiiy gripped his father's hands. "I will try to be worthy of you, Sire."

Hel ler knelt and said to Mortiiy, "Your Majesty,"” and handed himthe bag of regalia. Then Heller
stood. "I had better go out and put that nountain back so we can get sone power on."

Mortiiy | ooked up fromwhere he knelt beside the container. H s black beard suddenly bristled. "No
you don't, Lord Heller! Leave that to the Corps of Engi neers. Sonebody el se can play with
mount ai ns. I medi ately assenble an O ficers' Conference. W' ve got to settle several burning
questi ons and deci de sone fates. You' ve got to help ne get to the bottomof what tore this

Conf ederacy to bits!"

Chapter 6

The Grand Council hall was quite a nmess. In the last druggy days of Hi sst, nobody had even
bot hered to dust
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it. Heller had dug the staff out of the basenment where they had been prisoners and tried to bring
sonme order to the place. There were no lights, the sun no | onger hamered through the round upper
wi ndows: he rigged sonme construction-site floods he found.

The Apparatus seemed to have stolen the gold and jewel |l ed cloths and the di anond-studded banners;
the place | ooked pretty bare. He thought he was lucky to be able to get the dust off the hundred-
foot-diameter table and find enough unbroken chairs.

But what inpeded himnost was people: they kept coming in, arriving fromthe cities. Heller
commandeered a conpany of Fleet marines froma battleship | anded outside the east gate and told
the captain to stop this influx, but the captain, although he had the huge entrance door bl ocked,
kept letting people in

In answer to Heller's challenge, the captain said, "But they're all inportant people of the realm
sir. Actually we're only getting what the Arny doesn't filter out at the gates."

The room woul d hold a couple thousand in a pinch: Heller gave it up

A Honmevi ew crew was interviewi ng every notable that appeared. They al so al ways seenmed to have a
camera on Hell er.

"Chief," said Flick to Madison, "this is nmadness. Please, please let nme steal sonme cars so we can
split.”

"No!" said Madison. "This isn't over!"

Flick pointed to a backflow nonitor the director had had set up so he could know how Joy City was
cutting in his own scenes. Real Homreview crews, all through the Confederacy, were shooting shots
of people in the streets, screaming their lungs out, "Long Live H s Majesty Mrtiiy!"

1
7

"It | ooks awful over to ne!" said Flick

"That's the point!" said Madi son. "We've | ost our riots! You'll never make a PR man, Flick. |'ve
| ost client exposure. Somehow |'ve got to try to nmake it up and repair the inmage!"

"You're crazy," said Flick.

"OfF course," said Madison. "That's why |'ma genius. As soon as this conference convenes, | can
keep a running commentary goi ng and, hope agai nst hope, regain the initiative! Al is not |ost,
Flick. Don't despair. 1've still got a chance to make Heller an immortal outlaw yet!" And he went

off to give the director sone canera angl es.

Enperor Mrtiiy came in. He was still in his fighting clothes but he had the chains of office
around his neck, wore the crown and held the scepter. "Wat a nob!" he said to Heller

"I think the senior officers of nbst services are present, Your Majesty," said Heller. "W can't
dig up any of the Lords: they're either too slugged up w th-dope to nove or they ran away."

"Well, this isn't a Gand Council neeting," said Mrtiiy. "It's an energency Oficers' Conference
to dispose of matters of state prior to formng a governnent. Wat a MOB!'"

Mortiiy wal ked up to the dais. Sonebody tried to blow a trunpet and the note went sour. Sonebody
el se dropped the cynbals. Mrtiiy, beard bristling, yelled, "This Oficers' Conference is called
to order!"

People drifted to the table but the hall was still a comption. Mrtiiy yelled, "Blast it! Shut up
and sit down!"

At that nmoment sone new notables burst in the front door and everything remained in a hubbub
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"Heller!" yelled Mrtiiy, "For Gods' sakes, get up
here on the dais and take the post of Viceregal Chairman of the Crown! Mybe you can be heard
above this ness!”

Hel ler blinked. It was the nost senior aristocratic post of the realm But, obediently, he junped
up on the dais beside Mirtiiy. Heller raised his voice, using the piercing tone of a Fleet
officer, "The neeting is called to order!™

Sonebody el se cane bursting in the door, collided with one of Mdison's caneranmen, and two
Homeview lights fell down with a crash. The hubbub conti nued.

Hell er drew his hand bl astgun, set it to "noise" and fired it in the air. There was instant quiet.
"The neeting is started!” said Heller.

Madi son gave a sigh of relief. He purred into the comentary ni ke, "The outlaw Heller is calling
his bandit crew to order!"

Mortiiy started to speak but people were sitting down now and it was noisy. Heller reversed the
handgun, held it by the nmuzzle and hit the table sharply three tines.

"Beautiful," said the director as he tel ephotoed in on the handgun
Chapter 7

Mrtiiy was finally able to be heard. He swept a gl ance around the faces at the vast table and
then across the hall.

"I'n 125,000 years," he said, "we have never had such

1

turmoil. We've had a fewtraitors, we have had a few civil wars, but nothing to conpare with this.
"I'"ve had an estimate that there are a million civilians dead in the streets, that property damage
has mounted to tens of billions of credits. W also al nobst |ost a pl anet—€al abar—hi ch endured
nmore than five years of heavy attack. | believe that that is also connected with this present
scene.

"Before we can reorgani ze the government, we have to root out this disease and handle it or it
could just happen all over again. | may have ideas of what was behind it, but I amnot going to
start my rule with guesses and prejudice. | nean to isolate exactly what caused this chaos and
that is the first business of this conference."

The senior admiral of the Fleet Admral's staff shouted fromhis place at the table, "It was
Hi sst!"

A snarl of agreement coursed throughout the crowded hall.

"One man?" said Mortiiy. "I'mnore inclined to believe it was a conspiracy. But, all right, it's
as good a place as any to start. Wio knows anything about Hi sst?"

A savage roar swept through the room Notables they m ght be and conservative to the core, but
they had one thing in common: a violent hatred for Hi sst. The Honevi ew nonitors which were playing
on the far wall were suddenly cut to crowd shots under the glaring lights of the streets where
peopl e were wat ching the conference on portable sets and viewers in store wi ndows. The sound

vol unme roared with hate.

Hel | er pounded his gun butt on the upper split-level of the table. He bent over to Murtiiy and
indicated to hima young Fleet officer who, behind the row of adnmirals, was waving for attention.

THE DOOVED PLANET

149

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L.%...ission%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (69 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:38 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/L .%20Ron%20Hubbard%620-%20M issi on%20Earth%2010%20-%20D oomed%20P| anet.txt
"Bi s?" said Mrtiiy. Heller nodded. "Oficer Bis," shouted Mrtiiy. "You have our attention."

An admiral nmade roomso Bis could get to the edge of the table. "Your Mijesty," said Bis, "l have
an Apparatus clerk who knew Hi sst when he was a young Apparatus officer. This nman has been very
hel pful. As a matter of fact he's under the conference table right now with Fleet technicians
trying to get tenporary power to the individual surface screens at the conference table seats and
to the large center viewer here. We're trying to shunt in Apparatus and other data banks for

conf erence use."

Bis bent over and yelled into the cavity under-the table, "Hey, Bawtch. H's Majesty wants to tal k
to you. Cone out."

A d Bawt ch stuck his head up over the table rim The gray hair tufts on either side of his head
stuck straight out. H s eyes were round and scared.

"Sonebody give hima seat," said Mrtiiy. "Bawtch? Wl |, see here, Bawtch, if you go on being

hel pful | can pronise you that we can forget your Apparatus connections. Tell us what you know of
Lombar Hisst."
A d Bawtch nervously took the offered seat. "It was the freaks."

"Freaks?" said Murtiiy. "What do freaks have to do with it?"

"Well, when | was a young clerk, Your Majesty, | was assigned to the Exterior Division
Intelligence Files and a new of fi cer—+tonbar H sst—eane in. This was fifty years ago, Your Myjesty.
I was filing some survey data froma planet named Blito-P3. It's on the Invasion Tinetable, Your
Maj esty, and we' ve got several thousand years of data oh it because we're going to invade and

1
conquer it one of these days—as a matter of fact there's been a lot of talk lately of stepping it

up...."

"Don't nmaunder," said Mortiiy. "You started out tal king about freaks."

"Wl |, yes, Your Majesty. | was filing a pack of photographs froma circus run by P. T. Barnum It
had a two-headed calf (that's an animal) and a boy with a dog face (a dog is another aninal) and
two wonen joined physically called Sianmese twins and sone others, and this young Hi sst picked them
up and began to laugh. And then he said, 'Wth cellology we could go that one better' and he took
t he whol e pack.

"Then the next thing |I knew, he had fished a crimnal cellologist naned Crobe out of a prison and
they began to nake freaks and sell themto circuses. Those were the first freaks ever exhibited."

"How di sgusting," said Mrtiiy. "'P. T. Barnum, you say? That doesn't sound very Voltarian.
never heard of any circuses by that nane."

"No, Your Majesty. | didn't make nmyself clear. The freak idea cane fromBlito-P3. Locally there,
they call it Earth."

"Well, that sinply shows Hi sst m ght be insane. Thank you for-----

"WAit, Your Majesty. It doesn't end there. This Hisst started plaguing me for nore data about that
pl anet and the next thing | knew, a section had been created for it, Section 451 Exterior Division
Intelligence.”

"You nmean ' Apparatus,'" said Mrtiiy.

"No, Your Mjesty. It wasn't called the Apparatus then. This Lonbar Hi sst, as a young officer
seermed to gain an awful ot of influence very fast. He'd plague ne for data on Blito-P3 and then
he'd go to the then Chief of Intelligence or over his head to the Lord of the
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Exterior and Hisst would put it out as his own ideas and they'd institute it. They pronoted him
right and left. It was after he got the files on the various intelligence agencies on Blito-P3
that he got the name of our organization changed to the Coordi nated | nfornmation Apparatus.

"Long before he was Chief of the Apparatus, Hisst had put here the provocation techniques of the
Russian KGB: it's a system of provoking people to commt crines so you can arrest them Fromthe
pattern of an organi zation known as the Schutzstaffel, in Germany, devel oped by a nan naned
Hitler, we began to recruit crimnals fromthe prisons to serve in the Apparatus. Qur Death
Battalions also come fromthere. Fromthe CIAin the United States, the Apparatus got the idea of
havi ng an i ndependent nmilitary force that would fight wars w thout the approval of the governnent.
Fromthe FBI of that same country, Lonbar obtained the pattern they use of ruling the whole | and
by bl ackmailing |egislative representatives and keeping those bodies in a state of terror by

manuf acturing crinmes that never happened—eal | ed Abscans. We----"

"Hold it," said Mortiiy. "You're drowning me with names | never heard of."

"Those are all fromBlito-P3," said Bawtch. "Locally called Earth. That's where we got the pattern
of our Apparatus from?"

A snarl went through the hall

Madi son' s hopes surged. Maybe he could capitalize on this sudden unpopularity of Earth. Maybe he
could inage Heller as the protector of that planet: Controversy was what he needed now. He said
swiftly into the commentator nike, "The outlaw Heller for the whol e past year has had his lair on
the planet Earth."

1
Hel I er, oblivious of the statenents Madi son was neki ng and, indeed, conpletely unaware that
Madi son, behi nd his Honeview visor, was even in the hall, rapped his gun butt three tines for

order so Mortiiy could continue.

"So Hisst," said Mrtiiy, "was interested in the planet Earth so he could create the abonination

called the Apparatus. |—

"No, Your Majesty," said Bawtch, "that wasn't why Hisst was interested in that planet. It was the
history of a famly dynasty naned the Rockecenters. They sprang up froma nan who was a servant-
raper about a century ago. The fellow sold a poison called crude oil for a cancer cure. He was a
commoner. He brought up his sons to be thieves and one of them made a fortune out of this crude
oil and then, by manipulating it and banks and taking over and using Earth intelligence services,
he made hinself and his generations that followed virtual enperors of the planet. Hi sst was

fasci nated. He had never inmagi ned before that it could be done. He hinself was a commoner fromthe
gutters of SlumCity and he dreaned that if he followed this pattern, he could becone Enperor

here. And he did, even if very briefly."

"You say all this happened," said Mrtiiy, "on the planet Earth? Incredible! Wiat a weird pl ace
t hat nust be!"

Madi son hastily said into the cormentary m ke, "The outlaw Heller furthered his outlaw career on
Earth by calling hinmself Rockecenter. This definitely proves his outlaw connections."

Mortiiy nodded to Bawtch, signifying he could nove away fromthe table or get back to work. "Now
that we know where the Apparatus canme from | amopen to a vote to abolish it forever and prohibit
use of

THE DOOVED PLANET
153
these crimnal patterns of intelligence fromBlito-P3."

The assent vote was deafening. As Joy City cut back to crowds in cities massed in squares,
wat ching or getting news of this conference, the Homeview nonitors on the walls alnost split apart
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with roars.

Madi son said into the coomentary m ke, "The outlaw Heller studied Earth intelligence and was an
expert in it. He advocates it thoroughly. In no small way, it contributed to his rise as an
interplanetary outlaw " He was feeling very hopeful now. He was building Controversy. He was
getting Coverage. H s Confidence was ri sing.

Chapter 8

The pal sied Gand Council clerk they had dug up was lagging in his transcript. Heller was keeping
his own notes in his engineering | og. He now | eaned over to Mrtiiy and whi spered.

"Ch, yes!" said Mortiiy. And then in a | ouder voice, "W mnmust now go about the business of
choosing a new Grand Council.™

A general said, "Don't use the ones we had. Those Lords becane a bunch of drug addicts."

An admiral said, "Before you can guarantee the new one won't succunb, | nake a notion that we
prohi bit drugs"

Mortiiy said, "Do any of you know anythi ng about drugs?”

The admiral in charge of nedicine said, "W never used themin the Confederacy. W used various
gases for

1
surgery and such. Fromwhat |'ve seen of drugs, they're poison."

"W don't have or grow or nanufacture themon Voltar," said the adnmiral in charge of contraband
and space patrols. "The idea of drugs here originated with Lonbar H sst. W have an order not to
stop any such cargos. It originated with Lonbar Hisst."

"Wel |, where did they come fronP" said Mortiiy.

"The consoles on the table are working now," said Bis. "I'"mpunching in the Fleet Intelligence
analysis of it and also data on the use of drugs fromthe Apparatus files."

The separate consoles in front of the seats were flickering and the huge one which occupied the
center of the inmense conference table lit up

Mortiiy, fromthe higher level, stared down at it. He read it. "That's inpossible!" he said. "A
whol e pl anet going crazy with drugs?"

"That's the analysis, Your Majesty," said Bis. "They take them norning, noon and night. They feed
themto the school children, the worknen and the aged. They even fight their wars with soldiers
drugged to the hilt."

"That's Blito-P3 again!" said Mrtiiy.

"It was Hisst's secret weapon against Voltar," said Bawtch, crawing out fromunder the table.
"That was why he was nounting that premature invasion of Earth. To get nore drugs so he could cave
t he Confederacy population in."

"I't ought to be invaded," snarled Mrtiiy. "But not to get nore drugs."”

Hel l er punched a series of buttons under the edge of the table. The display changed. "Your
Maj esty," he said, "there is already a Grand Council order crininalizing
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drug production on Voltar. | thought |I better check. Here it is.

"Then that's done," said Mrtiiy.
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"No, Your Majesty. That's the trouble. It gave Hi sst a nmonopoly. These | aws prohibiting drugs
exist also on Blito-P3. They are there to protect the real purveyors fromconpetition and thus the
governments help themto get wealthy. The answer is to decrinmnalize and to ignore drugs: they
don't profit people then and nobody is interested.”

"You seemto know sonething about this,"” said Mrtiiy.

"Well, alittle bit," said Heller. "Drugs are a rotten business. But when you pass a | aw agai nst
them t hey becone a profitable business."

"You nean Blito-P3 has | aws agai nst drugs and is | oaded with thenP"
"That's the way they work it," said Heller.

"The outlaw Heller," said Madison into the comentator mike, "is being careful to protect his drug
associ ates. "

"That planet is crazy," said Mrtiiy.

"This |l aw here, Your Myjesty, was proposed and passed by Hi sst."

That was enough. They wiped it fromthe books.

"Let's get back to where we started," said Mrtiiy. "W were trying to get a new G-and Council."

Sone notable at the back of the hall yelled, "The Lords may have been on drugs, but several had
sons. Wiy not appoint the sons.™

There was a nutter of approval in the hall. Bis |eaned over to his adniral senior and that worthy
said, "Gentlenmen, Your Mjesty, | have bad news for you
1

there. Wthout a single exception, the sons of Lords here have becone catamites."

"WHAT?" said Mortiiy. "Were did that cone fron?' "'

"Your Majesty," said the admiral, "we regret to tell you they were suborned by a very corrupt and
perverted young girl who arrived here a few nmonths ago and who, w thout doubt, should be executed
for actually teaching sexual irregularities. | understand they are combn on her hone planet. She
is an Earth girl. She cones fromBlito-P3."

"THAT planet again!" said Mrtiiy. "First freaks, then corrupting governments with intelligence,
then drugs and now catanites!”

A not abl e was waving his arms fromthe back of the crowd. "Your Mjesty!" The man was naki ng such
a fuss that Mrtiiy inpatiently signalled for himto cone forward to the table.

Heller had to rap several times to quiet the crowd so that the man coul d be heard.

"Your Majesty!" the fellow said, "I am Noble Arthrite Stuffy, the publisher of the Daily Speaker.

I am here at the behest of dozens of publishers. You just nentioned freaks. |'ve been trying to
get your attention ever since the nanme of Crobe canme up. He is evidently a condemmed criminal from
Vol tar that went away and returned with sone fal se sciences called psychol ogy and psychiatry. |
came as soon as we knew there would be an Oficers' Conference. W want a | aw passed instantly to
forbid the pronul gati on or use of these two subjects.™

"Why?" said Mrtiiy.
"Your Majesty, those two subjects claimthat sex is the basis for all notivation."
THE DOOVED PLANET
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"That's nonsense," said Murtiiy. "But it's just sone crackpot idea."

"No, it isn't, Your Majesty," said Noble Arthrite Stuffy. "Those subjects are a pack of falsities
and lies that are used to underm ne the popul ation, corrupt themand hold in power vicious
governments run by insane nen! Psychiatry and psychol ogy played their role in bringing about the
chaos we have just been through. Abolish them quick!"

"That's quite a charge,"” said Mrtiiy. "I've never heard of these subjects. Were did they cone
fron®"

"Blito-P3!" said Noble Arthrite Stuffy. "The planet Earth."
"WHAT? That pl anet agai n?" roared Mortiiy.

"Yes, Your Majesty. The governments there use these subjects all the tine. That's why their
popul ation is so caved in. These were the subjects that began pushing drugs there."

"Can you give nme some exanpl e of how they hel ped overthrow the government here?" said Mrtiiy.

"I'd rather not tell you in public, Your Majesty. It's sonething very personal that we publishers
have found out. If you don't want nore drugs, please pass this law"

The Countess Krak had entered the hall froma rear door. She had wal ked up the steps behind the
dai s and whispered in Murtiiy's ear, "You told me to report if your father showed any change. He
told me to wish you luck and then went peacefully to sleep with a snile on his face. He seens very

happy. "

"Thank you," Mortiiy whispered back. Then, as a sudden afterthought, he said, "You were on Earth
for a while. Do you know anyt hi ng about subjects called psychol ogy and psychi atry?"

"Ch, yes, Your Majesty,"” Krak whispered back

1

"They're awful. The governnents there use themto maimand kill and drive peopl e insane when they
don't like sonebody. They teach all the schoolchildren they're only animals so they'|ll act |ike
ani mal s. "

"That's good enough for nme," Mrtiiy whispered back. "Sit down back of your nan there. You'll be
interested in this.” Then nore loudly he said, "I nove that we procl ai mpsychol ogy and psychiatry,
in teaching and in practice, against the [aw. "

There was a grow of assent and it was done.
"Let's get out of here," said Flick to Madi son.

"They can't legislate apinst the truth that nmen are just rotten aninals. Don't worry. |'ve got
this under control. 1'll have them hunting Heller again before you knowit."

He gave a signal to the director to get a close shot of Krak. He said into the commentator nike
"1 hope you noticed, folks, that the gun noll of the outlaw Heller is working her wiles on the
Enperor. Is there scandal in the wind? Or is this just a ploy by Heller to prepare the way to
kidnap Mortiiy? Time will tell. Watch your Home-view and stay tuned!"

Little did Madi son know t hat he. was about to precipitate the w peout of the planet Earth!
PART EI GHTY- SEVEN
Chapter 1

Enperor Mrtiiy, on the dais, |ooked out across the turbulent Gand Council hall. Heller, on the
dais beside him seeing that he was about to speak, hit the table with his handgun butt for quiet.

"Thank you, Noble Stuffy, for your assistance in this natter. Now----"
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"Ch, Your Majesty!" cried Noble Stuffy. "That is not why we're here."

There was a surge behind himas half a dozen publishers noved forward to stand near his chair, a
gesture to back himup

"Noble Stuffy," said Mortiiy, "the only reason we, the Enperor, are attending this nmeeting, which
fact, you will admt, is unusual, is to get to the bottom of these recent disturbances. |If you
have requests of another nature, | suggest that you wait until a proper Gand Council is formed----

"Ch, Your Mjesty!" cried Noble Stuffy. "Wiat | wish you to institute has EVERYTH NG to do with
the recent riots. W want you to appoint a Royal Censor."

"A WHAT?" cried Mortiiy, startled. "I never thought | would see the day when newspapers woul d
tolerate being told what they could or could not print. Incredible!"

1

"Wl |, yes, Your Majesty," said Noble Stuffy, clinging stubbornly to the position he had been
nmomentarily granted at the table. "W publishers would forma conmmittee under him and we woul d
give himthe code he woul d enforce. You see, Your Majesty, newspapers have never before been
forced into conpetition for circulation. Each paper had its own type of reader and sphere of
interest, Homeview sinply quoted us: we were quite happy and profitable. But with the introduction
of yellow journalism each paper finds itself—

"Yell ow journalisnm?" said Mrtiiy. "Wat's that?"

"Super sensationalism" said Noble Stuffy. "Since it cane into practice, each paper finds itself
vying with the rest to see which one can sell the nost papers by telling the biggest lies."

"WHAT?" cried Mrtiiy, black beard bristling. His well-known shortness of tenper was suddenly
shorter,

"Yes, Your Majesty. The situation is entirely out of our own control. Qur reporters are |lying,
cheating, manufacturing fal se evidence, even our editors are whi pping themon. It began even
before the Giis trial. W publishers are hel pless. W want a Royal Censor we can resort to when a
newspaper finds that it is. being used as a tool for PR "

"Now you've lost nme," said Mourtiiy, giving a cross gesture of disnissal. "You had better take this

Seeing he was | osing, Noble Stuffy wailed, "But, Your Majesty, it was PR that caused the riots!"”
"WHAT? Is it sone kind of anger bomb?"

"Ch, worse. Far, far worse----- "

There was a battering clatter at the main entrance and voices raised. Al heads turned toward it.

"I don't care!" the Fleet nmarine captain was shouting. "Pick up those |ights and get out and stay
out! This
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hall is JAMMED! There's one Honeview crew here al ready!"

"That's the point, you idiot!" a man in aqua-green was shouting. "Men, shove right on in!"

The tan of Fleet nmarines and aqua-green of the newconmers went into a boil at the entrance door

In a high-pitched, reaching voice, Heller shouted, "Stand!" The Fleet nmarines instantly froze. One
of the nen in aqua-green stepped forward. "Wat's all this?" shouted Heller
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"I"ma Honeview crew director,” the man yelled back across the hall. "The manager in Joy City sent
us out here posthaste, spare no air-trucks, to get sone stupid idiot off the conmentator channe
and take over!"

"Can't you settle internal squabbles,” shouted Heller, "wi thout interrupting a conference?"

"This is no internal squabble!" the man at the door yelled back. He | ooked around the room and
then wal ked up to a roustabout who had been in the hall and suddenly raised his visor. "Just as
thought!" he yelled. He faced the dais, "The manager has been going crazy thinking he'd m splaced
a Honeview team This isn't a Hone-view teamyou' ve got in here. This is Madison and his crew"

"WHAT?" cried Heller. "Captain, GRAB THAT TEAM "
"ATTACK! " screaned Flick

Madi son's crew acted instantly. They dropped equi pnent, snatched out knives and charged the Fleet
mari nes.

The Fleet marines acted instantly. They charged the crew.
People in the hall recoiled with piercing screans.
Tan and aqua-green boiled in furious tunult. Equi pnent and |ights were falling.

1
"PARALYZE! PARALYZE!" the Fleet marine captain was shouting above the din.

The electric daggers of the Fleet marines were throwi ng sparks as they fended and duel | ed. Because
they were accustoned to operating on spaceshi ps of the Fleet where gunshots could bring
catastrophe to all, they were never armed with blasters. And their electric daggers could be set
at intensities lower than killing. It was an unfair advantage and Madi son's crew took any profit
fromit they could.

Kni ves and daggers were crossing with streans of sparking flane. Pairs were circling.
At a command from Flick, Mdison's crewtried a rush for the door
It was their undoing. A marine platoon had remained there, expecting just that.

There was a flurry of flane and sparks. Qutnunbered two to one, Madison's crew, with how s of
pai n, one after another were stretched out, tenporarily paralyzed.

The real Homeview crew in the door had been snugly taking pictures. They marched now in triunph
fully into the hall and began to set up

The Fleet marines had suffered only mnor casualties. They began to drag their |ate assailants
over into a pile along the wall

"Captain," Heller called. "Look through those casualties and see if you can identify a nan called
J. Walter Madison if he's there."

From behind a glaring |ight which was still standing in the corner, pouring its rays into the
room a nman stepped out, gradually becom ng visible.

"If you're looking for J. Walter Madison," he said, "I"'mright here. And," he said, walking
forward, his
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visor lifted, "you are conpletely wong about PR "

He cane to the table edge, stared at incredulously by all eyes. He | ooked up at Mrtiiy and said,
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"I refuse, Your.Mjesty, to stand idle and see the noble profession of PR maligned."
Mortiiy stared at him

"PR " said Madi son, "neans, in your |anguage, public relations. It is, Your Mjesty, of infinite
use to a governnent."” His voice took on a crooning lilt. "You can nold, sculpt and create in
wondrous forns the opinions of the nultitude. It is not necessary even to be sensible in your
gover nment deci si ons when you utilize PR You can do anything you please and, by the beautifu
techni ques of imagery, bring about any public opinion that you might require. You do not even have
to be fair or just intrials. If you, as a governing sovereign, do not |like soneone, he does not
even have to be guilty of a single crime: you sinply manufacture news stories and try himin the
press. You do not even have to bring himto court.™

"WHAT?" said Mortiiy, scandali zed.

"I ndeed," said Madison, "you nay well stare in astonishnent. But it is true. By manipul ating
public opinion, you can drive the nobs and riffraff any direction you want. In fact, it was by the
skilled use of the Gis trial that | was able, with PR, to bring these wonderful riots to a
positive boil!"

"WHAT IS THI S?" cried Mrtiiy.

"PR," said Madison. "The whole planet of Blito-P3 is run on it." Hs voice took on an al nost
singing tone. "PRis the gift of Earth to a waiting universe."

Hel I er could see the enbers begin to kindle behind the eyes of Mrtiiy. In a low voice, Heller
said, "Watch it, Madison. You' d better shut up!"

1
Madi son turned to himw th an attitude of disdain.

"Shut up? It's a very good thing | did NOT shut up. Heller-Wster, | nmade you what you are today!
Wthout PR and ny genius at using it, you would be shivering, unknown in sone dark, dank cave.
What are you really? A nobody, a nothing!"

Mortiiy was on his feet. His face was contorted with rage. "Wy, you infernal snot!" he storned at
Madi son. "How dare you insult one of the bravest officers that ever lived! You're a snivelling
coward in the bargain! You know very well an officer is forbidden to duel in his nonarch's
presence. Wll, | will take care of that!" And he drew his hand bl astgun to shoot!

Madi son | ooked at the gun and went white. He had not known anything about any such custom He had
been carried away. Now it appeared he would be carried away feet first. Wth horror he watched the
thunb throwi ng of f the safety |ever

Mortiiy suddenly checked hinmself. "No," he said. "Those days are over. | am Enperor now. | nust
reform" Al though he put the handgun back in his belt holster, he did not |ook very reforned. He
was still blazing angry. He was still standing.

Mortiiy glared at Madi son. Hi s space-deck voice roared out. "At LAST we've gotten to the bottom of
it

The snarling rage struck fear into the tense hall. "A thing called PR mangles a mllion people in
the streets, with tens of billions of property damage! A P. T. Barnum gives us abom nabl e freaks!
A CIA/KGB gives us a rotten, foul organization called the Apparatus! Two insane fake 'sciences
naned psychol ogy and psychiatry lying to the entire popul ation! Drugs shatter the lives of whole
cities and subvert the governnent! My two poor brothers
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dead, ny father ruined in health and nyself consigned to five years of Hells! And where did al
this come fronf"
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He brought his fist down on the board. "A planet called Blito-P3, Earth! WE HAVE BEEN | NVADED! "

Mortiiy straightened up. His face was very grim But he had regained his self-control. He spoke

now wi th kingly determ nation. "I know now why things went wong with Voltar and | know where the
di sease cane from Prinmitive, decadent or decayed civilizations can be very dangerous to associate
with. It can be like putting a patient with a contagious illness into a roonful of healthy people.

A higher strata of culture can be pulled down and foul ed by such associ ati on. W have seen these
before in our history and we are far from perfect.

"But never in nmy whole career, which has contained extensive travels, have | ever in nmy life heard
of such a putrid and degenerate society as that of Blito-P3, Earth!"

He stood for a nmonent. His eyes wandered to the arnorial bearings and portrait of his father which
still hung against the far wall. Inset belowit were paintings of his two brothers, now dead. His
eyes msted for a nonment and then he turned suddenly to Heller.

"I never want to hear of Blito-P3 again! NEVER " He drew a |ong breath. "You are pernanent

Vi ceregal Chairman, Lord Heller. As Enperor, | amnot, by custom supposed to be here." Heller
could see that Mortiiy was actually crying and seeking to hide it as best he could. "As Crown," he
continued, controlling his voice with difficulty, "conplete this conference. I will conpose, at ny
| eisure, lists of potential new Lords and we can use themto forma governnent." He was bendi ng
over to nmask the enotional stress he was under. He took six blank' sheets of proclanmation paper

He rapidly

1
signed his name across the bottons. He took the Royal seal from his pocket and pressed it over the
signatures. He sent the six sheets skidding sideways to Heller

"Use one of those blank orders,"” said Mrtiiy, "to dispose of Blito-P3, Earth, any way you see
fitt"

He turned away to the back of the dais. He was obviously |eaving and the whole hall was taken by
surprise. They stood suddenly in a belated effort to bow.

But Mdrtiiy wasn't |ooking at them He wal ked down the back steps of the dais. When he was out of
their sight he brushed at his eyes with the back of his hand.

The Countess Krak slipped down to his side and took his armand led himaway, for it was obvious
to her that he was now blinded with tears and couldn't see where he was going. He had |oved his

brothers very dearly. And knowi ng now, at l|last, what really had caused their deaths had brought

the fact hone.

Chapter 2

The Grand Council hall was buzzing. The senior officers at the huge table were still standing but
they had begun to talk to one another. These people were upset because the Enperor had | ooked
upset .

Hel l er fingered the six blank proclamations. He knew the difficulties of getting staffs to agree
on disposition of forces, zones of conbat, appropriations and all such intricacies attendant upon
i nvasions: this was certainly not the operating climate in which to begin it.

Madi son was still standing there, sort of coll apsed,
THE DOOVED PLANET
167

the dagger of a Fleet marine lieutenant about an inch fromhis throat. Madison's crew were piled
up along the wall, beginning nowto twitch back to life.

Suddenly Heller spotted a snmall w zened face: he recognized, fromother tines of |ong ago, the
Master of Palace City.
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Heller hit the table with the butt of his gun. "Gentlenmen," he shouted, "we have urgent work ahead
of us tonight. But | think we all will be better for a little REFRESHMENT! The Master of Pal ace
City has just signalled nme that he is going to serve you sone choice drinks and viands, the best
he can dig up, in fact."

The Master of Palace City stared. H s nmind raced. Were could he find sone staff to open up
cellars and pantries? The Palace City guards and the servants of this building had been disn ssed
by the Apparatus. Then he suddenly realized that, by inference, the existing Palace City Lords had
been renoved. He had all their palaces to draw from He nodded brightly.

A buzz had wel coned Heller's news. He now said, "This conference will be resunmed in two hours
tinme. Be here, for we will then have very inportant business to transact."”

He stepped down fromthe dais. He pointed at Madison. "Bring himalong," said Heller to the marine
I'i eutenant.

Hell er made his way through the throng over to the wall and | ooked down at the recunbent figures
in aqua-green. He turned to Madison. "I suppose you trained this crewin PR' said Heller

"Ch, yes," said Madison. "They are very val uabl e people!"

"CGood," said Heller and beckoned to the narine captain. "Get that whole crew put in electric
shackl es,

1
ki ck them awake and chain this Madi son at the head of it."

"At once, Your Lordship," the marine captain said. "Can | raise the voltage a bit above the usual ?
They wounded sone of my nen."

"No torture," said Heller, "although | nmust agree with you, it's tenpting."”

Madi son suddenly got brave. "You can't do this to ne. There is no crime on any statute book for
practicing PR There is no charge of any kind you can bring against ne. PRis just a profession
i ke anything el se.™

"Well," said Heller, "that might be true of Earth. There you can start whole wars and ruin
reputations and lives, and PRs just strut and | augh about it. But here a mllion casualties aren't
| ooked upon so lightly."

"I put Mortiiy on the throne, if you want to know," said Madison. "If | had not crowned Hi sst, the
popul ati on never woul d have risen----- "

"Madi son, | hate to have to tell you this, but if you' d kept your nose out of it, Cing would
simply have gotten well, declared Mrtiiy his successor and there woul dn't have been a single shot
fired. You were just a stupid, destructive sideshow But that's typical of your breed everywhere
encountered it. You just nade troubl e where none need ever have been."

Madi son | ooked at him doubtfully. Then he shrugged. "I can see you have an awful lot to |earn,
Hel ler-Wster. M. Bury will believe ne if | tell himl worked hard to make you i mmortal. Wen |
get back to Earth----- "

"Madi son," said Heller in English, "lI've got news for you. M. Bury works for ne now "
"WHAT?"

"Fact," said Heller. "And as far as your goi ng back
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to Earth is concerned, | don't even have to wonder if 1'd inflict you on that planet again. Your
stupid | ast caper was a real peach, angering Mrtiiy. Your public relations was so good that he
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just ordered the planet disposed of. A true triunph for PR

Madi son | ooked at himand ni ght have spoken but the Countess Krak had returned fromthe Inperia
Pal ace and she wal ked up to them "Jettero," she said, "the last tinme we saw this man he was
supposed to be driving off a dock in the East River!"

"PRs," said Heller, "unfortunately can't even execute factual death notices."

The crimnal crew were being gathered up and chai ned. The worman Flip was standi ng near, eyeing the
Count ess Kr ak.

Krak turned to Madison. "I just remenbered. Two days after your death notice appeared in the
papers, | saw another one that mentioned you. Your nother."

"My nother?" said Madison, suddenly ashen. "She died of grief over that death report?"
"No," said Krak. "She got married in one of the happi est weddings |'ve ever seen photographs of!"
"Ch, my CGod!" said Madi son and began to crunple.

The wonman Flip, despite her nanacles, grabbed himto keep himfromfalling. She knelt and put his
head on her | ap.

"What's the matter with hinP" said the Countess Krak to Heller. "I just told himso he woul dn't
feel guilty that he'd ruined his mother's |life with grief. It was a kind gesture!"

The woman Flip kissed Madison. He stirred. His eyelids flickered open. He | ooked up at her. She
ki ssed hi m agai n.

1
"I'"ve got you," said Flip with greedy eyes. "Ch, ny God," he wept, "there goes ny genius!"

ChapterJL

Qutside, a cold desert wind was noani ng around the naked pal aces, blowing in dust to spinin
swirls before the Iights which Army units were setting up on a tenporary basis.

Rebel troops and Fleet marines were patrolling the darkened boul evards.

The Countess Krak directed Heller down the vast staircase toward a nearby park. They were foll owed
by a squad of Fleet marines who kept the nmanacl ed crew of Madi son bunched up

The new Honevi ew crew director canme racing down the steps and fell into pace with Heller. "Crown,
Your Lordship, sir," he said. "Don't be angry with Hone-view, please." He glanced over his

shoul der at Madi son a few feet behind them "The crud that idiot was putting on the comentary
channel was caught by the nonitor editor at Joy City. It never went on the air."

Madi son, far gone already, would have coll apsed once nore if Flip and a narine had not caught him
by the chains.

"Since when did Honeview get so solicitous?" said Heller
"Well, sir, you're a public figure now. "

"Fine," said Heller, sarcastically. "That explains everything. Go back and get yourself sone
refreshnents.”
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"Ch, thank you," said the Honeview director. "But you see, one of my men noticed a Royal prison
ai r-wagon landing a few nminutes ago and saw Lord Turn get out. |'ve got an idea this has to do
with your prisoner Soltan Gris. | want to cover it. It's hot-spot news."
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"I'mgoing to kill Mdison," nuttered Heller
"Ch, good!" said the Honeview director. "You're going to execute himright here in the park-----

"Shut up!" said Heller. "It was just a figure of speech. You and your sudden tal k about 'public
figure' and 'cover it' and 'spot news'! You never heard of those things until this (bl eeped)
Madi son cane al ong. Now you sound just |ike an ABC news crew. "

"But the public has a right to know" said the director

""Right to know !" gritted Heller. "That did it. No, you CANNOT cover ny private meeting with Lord
Turn. But | can tell you what is going to happen later tonight."

"What ?" said the director

"l amgoing to see that a Royal Censor is appointed with powers to shoot directors! Get out of
here!"

"Crown, Your Lordship, sir!" said the director. "Are you intimating that you are going to advocate
a fascistic suppression of the Gods-.given right of freedom of speech and press?”

Hel | er stopped. Madi son alnost ran into him "Mdison," said Heller, "if |I ever felt any mercy
toward you before, it just evaporated. Just as | begin, quite unwillingly, a life as a 'public
figure," | find you'll be trailing me as a ghost."

"Then you are going to execute himin the park," said the director

1
"No," said Heller, starting to walk again. "Tenpting, but no. Director, this fellow Madison
yappi ng around, only gave you half of the story."

"Real | y?"

"Yes. The other half is that there is such a thing as 'invasion of privacy.

"Ch?" said the director, inpressed.

"Yes," said Heller. "Now, you tell them down at Honeview and tell anybody else that will listen
that if | find you invading ny privacy with caneras and crew, |I'll sue you or themfor a billion
credits.”
"My Gods!"

"That's sone of the other half Mdison didn't teach you."

"But what does it nean, 'invasion of privacy'?"
"Ah," said Heller, "it neans anything | say it nmeans any tine | say it."
"My Cods!"

"Right," said Heller. "Now that you have the word, be sure to tell your boss and fell ow
directors.”

"Ch, I will!" said the director, frightened.

"Good," said Heller. "Now, because it very well may stop further riots, and solely for that reason
and no other, you can go get your caneras and crew and cover the trial of Soltan Gis."

"Ch, YES, Your Lordship!" cried the director in a truly inpressed and worshi pful voice. "At your
orders, Your Lordship, sir!" He raced off.

Hel ler turned to Madison. He said, in English, "Top that one, you (bleepard)!"

THE DOOMED PLANET

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L.%...ission%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (81 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:39 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/L .%20Ron%20Hubbard%20-%20Mi ssi on%20Earth%2010%20-%20D oomed%20P anet.txt

173
Chapter 4

Lord Turn was sitting on the trail of an overturned Apparatus blast cannon. The air-wagon, narked
Royal Prison, was parked quite near. Sone Arny engineer had put a field electric heater at his
feet and he was warming his hands in its red light.

"Jettero, ny boy!" said Turn when Heller stood before him He got up and punped Heller's hand.

"l was terribly sorry, Your Lordship," said Heller, "to have to ask this favor. I'"mafraid
caused you a |l ot of upset unwittingly."

"Sit down, sit down, ny boy," said Turn, patting a place on the cannon trail. "Nothing that
couldn't be nmended. But what in the name of Heavens was this all about?"

Hel l er sat down. "I was bringing Gis to the Royal prison and | thought he conmitted suicide."

Turn waved a hand at the air-wagon. The face of Sol-tan Gis was pressed agai nst the barred

wi ndow, mnisery in his eyes, |ooking hopeless. Two prison guards were behind him "Well, he
unfortunately survived it," said Lord Turn. "That man is a true felon. He can cause nore trouble
per cubic inch of |aw book than anyone | ever heard of. You see, | couldn't really try himbecause

I didn't know the charge."

The canera crew had arrived on the run and they were suddenly bathed with lights. Lord Turn
gr oaned.

Hel l er reached into his tunic and pulled forth a

1
printout. "They have the consoles in there working now and | just pulle' d this. Can you try him
here and get this over wth?"

"Ch, gladly!" said Lord Turn and signalled to the guards in the air-wagon. "Twice as legal to try
himin Palace Cty and good riddance!"

Soitan Gis was stunbling forward. A camera was thrust into his face and he flinched.

"Stand over there," said Heller. "Don't be scared of the caneras. | don't think anybody is
wat ching at this hour."

"That's what you think," said the director. And he showed a backfeed nonitor of the screens at Joy
City. The pictures he was flashing were a nontage of crowds, crowds, crowds! They were standing in
the darkened streets on this side of Voltar and in the sunlit streets on the other. Wrd nust have
spread like wildfire.

Hel l er groaned. He turned to Lord Turn. "This is G and Council Order 938365537-451BP3, issued | ast
year. It directs the Exterior Division to send an engineer to patch up Blito-P3. Soitan Gis, then
a Secondary Executive of the Apparatus, Chief of Section 451, Blito-P3, did everything in his
power to make certain that this order would not be executed."

"Aha!" cried Lord Turn, reading the order. "Then the defense of Soitan Gis and his attorneys that
he was only obeying orders doesn't hold!"

Lord Turn pulled his cloak around him He said loudly, "The Court is in session!" He glared with
hostility at Gis.

Gis stood shaking, bathed in Homeview lights but also with the Iight fromthe heater which, being
red, pve hima diabolical |ook

"I knew, Gis, that a Royal officer would not have
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arrested you for nothing. This is a very grave charge. The penalty is court discretion or death.
How do you pl ead?"

"Not guilty!" wailed Gis.

"Unfortunately," said Lord Turn, "I finally got around to reading your confession. You' re as
guilty as a nurderer found standing with blood dripping fromhis knife. You even attenpted the
life of a Royal officer! | find you guilty as accused! Have you anything to say before | pass
sent ence?"

Soitan Gis dropped to his knees. He clasped his nanacl ed hands together and held t hem
beseechingly toward the judge. Unfortunately this put himcloser to the heater and bathed him
scarlet: the light, being frombelow painted his face like a nonster. "You promi sed nme |eniency!"
he cri ed.

"I don't think I did," said Turn. "I just told you to wite up your crinmes so | could find out
what the charge was."

"Mercy, nercy!" blubbered Gis. "Don't sentence ne to death by torture! Spare ne."

"Ch, for Heavens' sakes," said Heller, disgusted. He | eaned over and whispered in Lord Turn's ear.
Lord Turn nodded.

"Soitan Gris," said Turn, "I amenpowered by law in such a crine to sentence at court discretion
or death. Your final execution will be done by hangi ng and exposure froma gi bbet in the Roya
prison until your body rots away...."

Gis fainted. He fell with a clank and jangl e of nanacl es.
A prison guard tried to get himto his feet and wake himup. Gis just slunped.
"What a snivelling coward,"” said the judge. "He

1
couldn't even stay conscious to hear the rest of the sentence."

Lord Turn rmade sone notes in a book and put the Grand Council order with it.

Hel ler had his eye on the canera crews. They had taken all the close-ups they wanted now of Gis.
They were packing up. Their lights went off. Heller was sure the crowds in the streets in the
Conf ederacy woul d be dancing with joy.

"Thank you, Crown, Your Lordship,"” said the director to Heller. "I amsure we at Homevi ew can work
out a very happy professional relationship."

"I was afraid of that," said Heller, sardonically.
The director trotted off, followed by his crew
Lord Turn got up. He wal ked over and stirred at Gis with his foot but there was no response.

Turn faced Heller. "Well, Jettero, nmy boy, | amsurely glad that's over with." He shook Heller's
hand. He | ooked back at the collapsed Gis and said, "Well, he's all yours now "

Lord Turn, followed by the Royal prison guards, got into the air-wagon. It flew away.

Hel l er gestured to the collapsed Gis and said to the nmarine lieutenant, "Pick himup. W have
anot her call to nake."

Chapter 5

The pal ace of Queen Teenie stood in the dark and cold. The npaning that cane fromit natched the
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The harsh Arny field lights that glared at it in blue only seenmed to intensify the gl oom

The colum of fifty-one prisoners—&is was being carried—€lanked to a halt in the open space at
the bottom of the great curving stairs.

Snel z' s men were standi ng about on guard. Snelz cane forward.

"Take over these prisoners,” said Heller, "and hold themhere in this snmall park beside the
stairs." Then he turned to thank the Fleet marines. Their officer made sure that Snelz's nen had
them gave Heller a cross-armsalute and nmarched his nen away.

"What in Heavens' nane is all that keening?" said the Countess Krak

Snel z 1 ooked a little unconfortable in the Arnmy lights' blue glare. "They kind of got the idea
Queen Teenie was going to be executed. They got a Homeview set in there and sonme adniral at the
conference was spouting off about how she should be. And then, sonmehow they got the idea she could
be executed for harboring Lonmbar Hisst."

"Did you tell themthat?" said Heller

"Well," said Snelz, avoiding his eyes, "it was one way to shake the prisoner |oose, even if it
didn't work."
Hel  er shook his head. "Now |I've got a disaster area to handle. Wll, cone on. At least we'll give

it atry." He wal ked up the wide curving steps, followed by the Countess Krak and Snel z.

Two silver-uniforned guards at the door barred their way with crossed battl e-axes. Heller told
them who they were. A seneschal said, "You three can come in, but no weapons."

Hel I er and Snel z unbuckl ed their beltguns and handed the harnesses with the weapons to a guard.
The

1
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seneschal shouted, "Lord Heller!" into the hall. Then they, with the Countess Krak, entered the
great reception chanber.

It was a dismal sight. The only light came from boys' pocket torches lying on the floor here and
there, scattered ampbngst sone tops and ot her toys. Several staff were hol ding each other up
sobbing. Al along the wall, boys in crunpled clusters were crying. The cold desert wind, in an
undertone, nourned through the hall

Teenie was sitting on the bottomstep of her throne. A blue fur cloak was draped over her
shoul ders. She was hol ding her scepter listlessly. She was staring at the fl oor

The three came to a stop before her. The Countess Krak bent over and | ooked into her face. "Wy,
you're just an adol escent Earth girl," she said.

The ef fect was instantaneous. Teenie |eaped to her feet and backed up two steps to get taller in
height. "1I'm Queen Teenie of Flisten!" she flared. "And | will go to ny doomlike Royalty!"

A wail went through the hall fromthe others Iike a dirge

The three | ooked at her in astoni shment and then, before they coul d speak, Teenie suddenly sat
down on the higher step. She gradually slunped and, with her el bows on her knees, cupped her chin
in her hands despondently.

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L.%...ission%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (84 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:39 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/L .%20Ron%20Hubbard%20-%20Mi ssi on%20Earth%2010%20-%20D oomed%20P anet.txt

"I had it made. Everything was running great. And then Madi son canme al ong and wecked it all!"
Then her head sl unped further forward. She npaned, "Nobody |oves nme, everybody hates me. |'m going
out and eat worns." And she began to weep.

Some boys crawl ed toward her and cried, "W |ove you, Teeniel"

179

' Don' t

The staff in the shadows stepped ahead, break our hearts, Queen Teenie!"

The maj or-dono knelt and plucked at Heller's hand, "Lord Heller, if you are going to execute her
the staff only wishes to die on the scaffold by her side."

"Good CGods," said Heller, shaking | oose. "What have | gotten into!"

"You' ve gotten into the sane situation that we had in Afyon, Turkey," said the Countess Krak. "The

little boys and Utanc! |'ve heard about this girl. She's just another exanple of what Earth does
to people. Unless you handle her, you'll have this perversion all over Voltar |ike a plague. Wen
I think of ny failures to reform M ss Sinmons and the rest, | have to advise you that there's only

one thing to do. You can't deport her because, as | understand it, there will shortly be no place
to deport her to. You will have to execute her."

The wail s and sobs were deaf eni ng!
"Shut up!" shouted Heller
The keeni ng redoubl ed!

In the din, Heller said to the Countess Krak and Snelz, "Please |let ne handle this." He | ooked
around and picked a child s toy off the floor.

"Ch, Jettero," said the Countess Krak. "You're too softhearted. | know exactly what you're going
to do now. You're going to pardon her and tell her to be good and then she'll go right out and
underm ne the entirety...."

Several maids spotted where the opposition mght be coming from On bended knees, they clutched at
the Countess, distracting her. "Please don't kill Queen Teenie!" they were crying. One ripped her
own dress apart and bared her breasts. "Kill us,"” she said, "but let her live!l"

"SHUT UP ALL OF YOU'" shouted Hell er.

1
He went up three steps to Teenie. As he approached her, the screanms redoubled. He put his arm
around her. They were sure he was going to strangle her

But Heller kissed Queen Teenie on the cheek
"Well, | never!" said the Countess Krak

Hel  er got out his redstar engineer's rag and wi ped at Teenie's tears. He nade her bl ow her nose
on it.

Then he picked her up and carried her to the entrance door. He put her on her feet and stood cl ose
to her.

The others stared. It grew deathly quiet.

Then a scrap of Heller's | ow voiced communication drifted to them "So the only question is
whet her you will do this for me or not."

The Countess Krak, still in the hall, was horrified. She was absolutely certain that Heller was
propositioning the girl. She noaned, "Ch, Lords, now she's even gotten to him"
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Teeni e abruptly let out a giggle of delight.
Everyone inside the hall was electrified.

There was a snmall roomjust inside the entrance door. Suddenly Teenie and Heller went into it and
cl osed the door behind them

Peopl e | ooked at one anot her, stunned.

Five m nutes passed by. They stared at the closed door. Ten m nutes passed by. The door was still
cl osed.

"Ch, my Lords," nmpaned the Countess Krak

Suddenly the door opened. Heller and Teenie cane out. Teenie was pulling the robe around her
shoul ders. Then she suddenly threw her arns around Heller and she said, "Wiz Kid, you are a Wiz
Kid after all! And you are quite a man!" And she lifted up on tiptoe and she kissed hin

The people in the hall sonehow sensed the crisis

THE DOOMED PLANET

181

was over. They began to scream wi th paeans of delight. The din was deaf ening.
The Countess Krak fainted.

Chapter 6

The Grand Council hall had changed sonmewhat in the |last two hours. The Master of Palace Gty had
been busy. Sone of the dianond-studded banners had been recovered fromthe baggage of dead
Apparatus troops. The portrait of Cling and his two el der sons had cone down and in its place was
one of Mortiiy as a young man in the full-dress uniformof a Fleet officer. Some Palace City
guards had returned to duty and stood about |ike statues in blue and violet. Servants of ex-Lords
were scurrying about, clearing up the remains of the repast.

Hel  er had gotten a drink of sparklewater, eaten a sweetbun, washed his face and changed to a
gol den Lord's tunic that the naster had dug up, but he had girded it with his officer's belt and
si dear ns.

He took his place now on the dais. The Countess Krak sat down on a small stool to the side and
slightly behind his chair. She sat there as though in nmourning, suffering and silent.

The crowded place was in a hubbub. Even nore people seened to have been added. Heller was about to
hit the table with the butt of his gun when, suddenly, four trunpets blared and a cynbal crashed.
It startled him He | ooked over at a small bal cony where the naster was standing. The fell ow

wi nked! He had been wat ching

1
Heller's hand. Heller suppressed his desire to laugh. He nmuttered to hinself, "Wll, like Mrtiiy,
I"ve got to realize those days are over." And he put the gun in its holster

"CGentlenen," he said into the suddenly silent room "this Oficers' Conference is reopened. W
have several subjects to take up. | shall reserve until the |ast the disposal of the planet Blito-
P3. Right now !l wish to finalize the matter of the Earth girl and the catanites."

There was an instant rushing snarl, a wave of hate and ferocity fromthe nore than two thousand
peopl e assenbl ed.

The Honevi ew crew was on the job and the backfeed viewers on the far wall showed the reactions of
the nobs in the streets. In the night-lighted thoroughfares on this side of the planet and the
sunlit ones el sewhere, the reaction was instant hate.
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"Ch, dear," nuttered Heller to hinself. "I've got to play this very, very cool."

An Arny general at the table roared out in a parade-ground voice, "W have discovered that this
Earth girl is posing as the Hostage Queen of Flisten, right here in Palace City!"

"W demand i mredi ate action!" shouted the nost senior official of the Donestic Police.
"Kill the Earth girl!" shouted the people in the room
"Execute the catamtes!" screamed the janmed crowds in the streets.

"Madi son, Madison," nuttered Heller, "what have you done! Earth is about as popular here as a
carl oad of skunks." He nade a signal toward the place the master had been standi ng: another nan
was there now but the cynbal s crashed.

Heller put on a very stern face. He would have to
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play this expertly. Into the silence, he said, "I was afraid for a while that you woul d not
approve nmy extreme severity, but | see nowthat you will probably go along with it."

"He's ordered themall executed,"” went the whisper around the table.

Heller heard it. "Wrse," he said. "Far worse. | have just concluded a treaty with the Hostage
Queen of Flisten. | am because of its severity, making it contingent upon approval by this
Oficers' Conference."

They wai ted, hungry for vengeance.

"Mere execution is too quick," said Heller. "They need tine to suffer and repent for their sins."
Heads nodded.

"I therefore have proposed the sentence of extrene exile to a barren rock far out in the ocean.”
Sati sfaction began to register

"I have forced her to give up her Palace City pal ace and, because they were contam nated, have
ordered that the whole donmestic staff there be sent into exile as well. This makes them suffer
with her."

"W se," heads nodded, "w se.

"And these young mscreants who followed her in corruption are being severely exiled as well! This
extends even to the sons of some ex-Lords to give you the idea of the thorough viol ence intended."

There was sone appl ause.
"And to this barren, desolate place, | also exile J. Walter Madison and his hellish crew"
Mor e appl ause.

"No comunication of any kind will be permtted fromthe world. We will let themsink, alone, in
the infamy of their own Hells!"

W1 d appl ause. People at the table were standing up and cheeri ng.

1

When it had died down, Heller took a sheet of proclamation paper fromhis tunic. "This is the
treaty amendnent with the Hostage Queen of Flisten. If you gentlemen will affix your signatures
and pl ates above that of His Majesty, we can then give it a nunber and the nmatter will be
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finalized. The Hostage Queen of Flisten, as you will see, has already signed it."
He handed it to an usher who began to pass it fromofficer to officer at the table.

He was pushing secretly to Krak, below at his side, a child s toy camera which he had picked up
off the floor in Teenie's palace.

"There was no Homevi ew around, " he whispered, "so | had to do it nyself."

She took it. Such devices have ten mnutes of picture tinme in them On the back is a little screen
that shows what has been shot. The things are just junk and the quality is awful. Two-di mensi onal

Bel ow the level of the table, Krak turned it on, feeling very sad.

Hel l er had apparently put it on a table and started it running when he and Teeni e had first
entered the room The place was evidently a seneschal's office. Krak saw Teenie sit down at the
desk. Heller renai ned standing.

He was selling her on the idea of a treaty. That was what he wanted her to do for him Anend the
existing treaty of the Hostage Queen of Flisten

After a bit, Heller said, "It would be best if you gave up your palace in Palace City. The staff
seens to want to go with you and you could take your things."

"Well, that's no hardship," said Teenie. "The wi ves of Lords around here snoot the hell out of
me—ust a bunch of cats. Could | dig ny nmarijuana up in the pal ace
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gardens? A lot of it is ready to harvest and sone of it is very valuable: Panana Red."

"1"I'l put Snelz in charge of the nove. So that will be okay, but we won't nmention it in witing.
You have ny word."

"And | really, truly get Madison?"

"Absolutely. You'll have to take his whole crew. If he signs over the General Loop townhouse to

t he governnent, he can take his baggage and so can they. Actually the whole I ot should be returned
to prison and Madi son should be shot, so you be very, very careful, Teenie. He's dangerous as

bl azes. You've got dungeons over there: did you know | surveyed Rel ax Island once to update the
charts? There'd been an earthquake. The whole place is just a hollow vol canic bubble. One of the
cliffs had slipped. It's quite a lovely place. But don't get soft in the head with Mudi son: put
himin one of those dungeons."

"Ch, I will, I will,"” said Teenie, smling brightly.
"And now we conme to Gis," said Heller
"Ch, yes, we do, don't we?" Teenie said, smling very broadly.

"l got himhis trial but the coward fainted before he heard the whole sentence. Here it is.

She took it. She read aloud, "Said Soltan Gis is found guilty of high treason. His fina
execution will be done by hangi ng and exposure froma gibbet in the Royal prison until his body
rots away; but before he is executed, he is to conplete a life sentence in a prison designated by
the Hostage Queen of Flisten.™

Teeni e began to smile with a peculiar, ferocious intensity. She read it again, savoring it. Then
she said, "You hinted you would give ne Gis but, brother, this is the real goods! You're a
scream ng genius, Wiz Kid. Ch, boy!"

1
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"Now, there's one caution," said Heller. "H s records at the Royal prison will remain on file
until that sentence is conmpleted. So you' ve got to return or order returned his body when he dies.
Then they can string it up.”

"Ch, | will, I will!" said Teenie.

"Now, |I'monly doing this because you intimted you sinply wanted to keep himin a dungeon. |
woul dn't have suggested he be turned over to you if | thought you were going to torture him |
don't hold with torture."

"Ch, | won't," said Teenie. "I just want the confort of knowing he's nice and safe in a quiet
dungeon. | give you ny word | won't even touch him"

"Good," said Heller. "Now, we're leaving a lot of .this treaty, such as Gis, verbal. But there's
one thing that will have to go in it. Conmunication will have to remain cut off with Relax Island.
Pl anetary Defense will enforce it."

"Ch, to hell with that," said Teenie. "W wants to talk to the outside world when you got Gis to
i nspect and five hundred noblenen to (bleep). Wiz Kid, you really are the nost. | |ove you!"

And she signed the treaty and hit it with her Royal seal.

As they started to |l eave the room Heller grabbed the treaty, put it in his tunic and snatched up
the child's canera.

Krak | ooked at her watch. Ten m nutes! Al they'd done was tal k!

She whi spered to Heller crossly, "You shouldn't have nmade me think you were doi ng somnething el se!
You and your jokes!™

"I't wasn't a joke," said Heller. "Maybe those catanmites will get the idea they should be nmen. |
couldn't
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arrange any treaty in a roomwith all that yowing, but maybe, too, it helped her pride to nmake
themthink it was her feninine charmthat had worked."

Krak snorted. "You and ot her people's feelings!"

"Keep that canera and strip with ny files," said Heller. "I mght need it to safeguard nmy own
reputation or defend nyself from your accusations in sone fight."

"Ch, Jettero, | was just fooling. |I've learned ny |lesson. |I'mnot jeal ous anynore."
"Ch, yeah?" he said in English.

That made her |augh. "Jettero, it's not nmy jealousy that's liable to cone between us: it's your
awful sense of hunor!"

"You just laughed," he called to her attention.
That broke her up. The world | ooked nuch better.

But that was that world, the world of Voltar. The fate of another world, Earth, would be settled
forever this very night!
PART El GHTY- El GHT

Chapter 1

In the Gand Council hall, the treaty was taking its tine getting back to Heller: this was due
mai nly to argunments occurring at every seat around the hundred-foot-di aneter table, argunents
whi ch were not concerned with the treaty but with the seniority of nenbers of each division now
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that there was no Lord for it. Two or three were represented only by a chief clerk and, unlike the
nmlitary and police, had never had a precise chain of conmand bel ow the | evel of nobility.

But Heller, sitting on the dais, was not inpatient as he watched the paper slowy com ng back. It
only had two signatures left to be signed.

"Well, this will be one down and five to go," he said to the Countess Krak in a | ow voi ce w thout
turning to I ook down at her. "I still can't understand why Mortiiy picked ne for Vicerega
Chairnman. He's got lots of friends and far nore experienced nen for the job."

"He was smart," whispered the Countess Krak. "The military didn't junp in until the |ast nonent
and so their loyalty to himis not proven. Al his friends are rebels and that woul dn't go down
well with the whol e population. You were never other than loyal to Cing. Furthernore, you're very
popul ar with the population. Mrtiiy thinks of you as a brother officer he can trust and, if you

|l ook at it head on, he really owes his throne to you

1

1

He's a very clever man, really. And, of course, ny Jettero is brilliant, handsome, charming..."
"And has a bad sense of hunor," laughed Heller. "Well, anyway, | didn't start his reign with the

sl aughter of a bunch of little boys. Reigns that begin by ordering blood baths are pretty unl ucky.
Maybe, " he added, | ooking suddenly bright, "nmaybe there is sone hope for governnment. Maybe it can
be run right!"”

"Then you' d better start thinking pretty fast," said the Countess Krak. "You just said one down
and five to go and, according to the notes you've got scribbled there, disposing of Earth is the

|l ast itemon your agenda. Are you really going to be able to face up to ordering and arrangi ng the
deaths of five billion people?"

Hel |l er frowned and | ooked down at the table before him

"I know you, Jettero. You're thinking of |zzy and Bang-Bang and all your friends there. You've got
a heart as soft as nush, for all of your tough exterior. You're probably even feeling sorry for
M ss Simons! Sone of those five billion were your personal friends."

"Maybe, in spite of all those flattering reasons you just gave," said Heller, "Mrtiiy was dead

wong to put me in this job." He brightened. "I know. | was just handy. He only intended it as a
tenporary appointnent. It's very sinple. All | have to do is stall this neeting on the subject of
Earth and as soon as he gets a real Crown appointed, I'll sinply hand it over to him as unfinished

busi ness and happily go back to the Fleet." He sighed. "That's a relief."”

"I've got news for you," said the Countess Krak, and pushed into his hand a sheet of Roya
procl amati on paper. "Wen he left this conference tonight, he was so pleased with the way you had
gotten things going, he

wote this. He asked ne if I'd bring it back for the clerk to record."

Hel ler was staring at a signed and seal ed sheet that appointed himfirst Lord of the |and and
Vi ceregal Chairman of the Grand Council. It was permanent.

He groaned. "This puts nme in a bad dilemms, really. | spend a year putting a planet back together
and now | have orders to blow it up."

"And you can't weasel out of it," said the Countess Krak. "The reason | am handing you this is so
you don't do sonething silly and defy orders and get yourself in trouble.”

"You had sonething to do with this," said Heller

"No. Factually now, | didn't. He thought of it all on his own. But | will admit that it gives ne
great satisfaction. You are a factor of three beyond the expected |life of a conbat engi neer. You
now have a nice, safe post."
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"I'n which all | have to do is say 'Blow up this planet,' 'Slaughter that one.' |I'mgoing to put
this conference on delay and go see Mrtiiy and resign!"

"No, you won't," said the Countess Krak. "Because if you do, I'Il tear up this." And she showed
hi m anot her signed, seal ed Royal order. It gave her back her title and citizenship and restored to
her the vast Krak estates on Mnco.

He hastily put his hand on hers to stop the tearing gesture. "But this is wonderful!" he said. "I
am so happy for you!"

"I meant to tell you after this conference," she said, "to celebrate, | have even commandeered a
pal ace for us." Tears were in her eyes. "Don't ruin it, Jettero."

He couldn't stand to see her cry.
He was consci ous of the Honevi ew caneras that were suddenly on them

1
3

The treaty was now bei ng handed up by a violet-uniforned usher who laid it before himon the
rai sed split-level of the vast table.

Hel  er thought fast. He had to hide her tears fromthe canmera. He bent down and ki ssed her
The backfeed nonitors across the room brought himthe sudden cheer from crowds watching him

But he whispered, "Go get Hi ghtee and the Master of Palace City and tell them| want to see them
right away. And get out of here. You win. | will do nmy job."

Atrifle uncertain, feeling a little bit |ike Nepogat the Damabl e who had betrayed Prince
Caucal sia in the | egend, the Countess Krak hastily vani shed down the back steps of the dais.

She was telling herself that nobody could prevent the destruction of Earth anyway and there was no
reason to let it commit another crime and shatter her comi ng marriage. Besides, even though
Jettero liked the place, she had al ways been horrified at the printive decadence of that culture,
never able to understand how a planet so potentially beautiful could be "so rottenly naul ed by an
uncaring power elite.

As she wal ked away on her errand, she said to herself, "It is totally beyond salvation: all Voltar
is thirsting for its blood, no thanks to Madison. To blazes with Earth. | have saved Jettero."
Chapter 2

Hel  er picked up the signed treaty and nmade a small gesture to the man on the bal cony. Four
trunpets and

a crash of cynbals blasted through the vast hall

Hell er ranged his gaze across the throng. "Gentlenen," he said, "I wish to thank you for these
concurring signatures on this treaty. | take it as a vote of confidence in the Enperor Mrtiiy and
regard it as an auspicious beginning to what even the nost pessimstic nust now begin to regard as
a happy, prosperous and powerful reign auguring peace, tranquility and triunph for all the Voltar
Confederation. Al hail Mrtiiy the Brilliant!"

The trunpets blared and the cynbals clashed in a Royal salute. Everyone in the room stood and
shouted, "Long Live His Majesty!" The crowds in the streets, despite the hour, went nad with
cheeri ng.

Hel l er wi shed Vantagi o, the political science major fromthe G acious Palnms, were there to give
him some tips. This was all new to him Poor Vantagio.

He handed the treaty to the clerk to record. He signalled for another cynbal clash.
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"And now, as | amcharged by H's Majesty to do so faithfully, | here take up the second of the six
actions to end past turnoils of this realm To truly begin a new era, one nust truly end the old."

He had thought to cheer the hall and crowds a bit and get themout of their thirst for blood. He
had no liking for Lombar Hi sst but neither did he want to see a man ripped to pieces physically by
the two thousand or nore people in this room There had, in his opinion, been quite enough bl ood.

"W will now take up the case of one of the principal instigators of Royal nurder and governnenta
decay. "

The crowds on the nonitors were suddenly silent. The roomwas still. Heller was about to bring in

1
the product of his horse trade. "CAPTAIN PRODUCE THE PRI SONER LOVBAR HI SST! "

Hel l er had ordered that Hisst be cleaned up and that he be ushered in w thout too much
degradati on. But conmon caution had nodified his orders a bit.

A side door opened. Lonbar Hisst was yanked forward. He was in a red general's uniformof the
Apparatus. The only one they had evidently been able to find, since his own was scorched, had been
taken off a corpse. The red was bl ackened by the darker, unm stakabl e stains of bl ood.

They had gotten somewhere, probably from Teenie's palace, an electric collar. It was around his
neck. At the end of the chain was a burly Fleet marine. He gave a yank and Hi sst stunbled forward
into the glaring lights of Honeview. He | ooked for all the world |like sone ape being led on a

| eash.

Hell er's hopes of calmng the crowmd down were all vanished in a puff.
The room screaned with sudden, savage hate!
The backfeed on the nonitors sizzled with ferocity.

Then Hell er saw that sonething was definitely wong. H sst was being tugged forward to be made to
stand by the conference table, but there was sonething wong with his eyes. They were always an
ani mal yellow and a bit spooky but now they were flaring and strange.

Hi sst cane to a stop. He did not seemto be the least bit aware of the din that was daming him
He seened to be speaking.

Heller called for silence and the cynbals had to sound five tinmes before the shouts in the room
ceased.

"Lombar Hisst," said Heller, "you have been brought before this Oficers' Conference that you may
be charged and may plead any justification for your acts. |
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have here a Royal proclanmation on which we may wite your fate which, | mnmust advise you, is being
left in the hands of this conference. | can, however, relegate you to a full trial if you have any

statement which mght persuade us to do so. Sone nmitigating circunstance..."

Hel | er paused, for during the whole tine he had been speaking, Hi sst had been nouthing words. He
was not talking very loudly. Heller nade a gesture to the captain of marines and the man produced
a small electronic speaker and held it close to Hi sst's nouth.

Hi sst's voice was very strange. He was saying, "The angels are calling. Please give ne a fix. Ch,
hear what the angels say. Gve ne a fix. The angels are calling. Please give ne a fix. Ch, hear
what the angels say. Gve ne a fix...."

LOVBAR HI SST WAS | NSANE!
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Chapter 3
The Grand Council hall was quiet with a strange hush
Here and in the streets, over Honmeview, people heard that eerie, babbling voice.

But there was no definable response. Heller breathed a sigh of relief, thinking this would comne
off all right after all. The people seened distracted fromthe subject of Earth. Maybe, as they
did not seemto be displaying ferocity toward H sst, they had exhausted nmuch of their frenzy. Now,
if he could just keep themcalm...

"CGentlenen," he said to the vast table, "I do not

1

think the prisoner is in any condition to answer charges and, as we all know the record, there is
no point in another public trial. W know he sought to ascend the throne illegally and donned the

robes of a nonarch, so let us dispense with further formalities and find himguilty of that. Are
you agreed?"

Heads nodded at the table. No voice was |lifted in dissent. Heller took heart.

"l propose,” and he turned to a clerk who was now on duty, signalling himto be very careful to

i nscri be what he was going to say, "that the proclamation cancels all his posts—assigned, assumned
or otherwi se. W shall cancel, as well, all orders, appointnents, assunptions, nanifestoes,

procl amati ons, ordi nances, instructions or regul ati ons of whatever kind issued by himin witing,
verbally or by others for himin their own nanes. W hereby cancel as well any and all pay, pay
arrangenents made by, for or on behalf of said subject, including all pledges and debts and any
claimthat could be nade by himor on him Agreed so far?"

The heads at the table nodded. Heller was sinmply anplifying a formcomopn in courts-nartial where
an officer, found guilty of a felony of nagnitude, was being dism ssed from service.

Then, to this, Heller added the civil declaration used when a person was reprieved from execution
wi t hout being found innocent. It was a nice touch, for Hisst had used this countless tinmes on
people for his own ends and, in fact, had used it on the Countess Krak. "He is hereby declared a
nonper son. Anything he does may be declared or deened illegal. Anything done to himis not
actionabl e under |aw. "

The clerk was witing busily. Heller thought with sonme elation that he was going to get away with
this
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wi t hout another riot: the wath against Earth seenmed to have cool ed off.

He said, "He would seemto be incapable of responding to routine conmunication. It seens obvious
that he is not sane. Do you gentl enen agree?"

The officials at the board | ooked at Hisst. The marine captain had stepped away with the smal
voice anmplifier: Hi sst was just mouthing the sane words as before. Hi s eyes were weird, a sort of
overbright yellow. The officials |ooked back at Heller and nodded.

"Therefore," said Heller, "the prisoner is relegated to the Confederacy |Insane Asylumand is to
remain there in custody for the remai nder of his [i----"

Suddenly Hi sst whi pped around. He roared in a deafening voice, "DOAN ON YOUR KNEES! DOWN ON YOUR
KNEES, YOU RI FFRAFF! | AM THE GOD OF ALL THE HEAVENS! "

He had yanked the chain out of the hands of the narine! He held it in the air before him "I WLL
STRI KE YOU ALL DOWN!' WORSHI P ME! WORSHI P ME! "

Any hope Heller might have had that the popul ation would be | ess enotional about Earth suddenly
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went up in snoke.
The first whisper ran through the hall, "The man is nmad!"
Then a | ouder voice: "Use of Earth material has driven himinsane!"
Then, "Look what Earth can do!"
Then a screaning shout, "W've been in the hands of a nman driven crazy by Earth!"

It all came in a building rush of sound. And it was capped by the how i ng shout froma thousand
throats, "KILL HHM"

1
The captain thought he had been ready. He was not. He had had five marines surrounding Hi sst.

The crowd hit them

Daggers out, they stunbled back, trying to bar the surge.

Twenty nmore marines charged in a phal anx, plow ng people away. They got to the crumbling circle.
Screani ng people fought to get at Hisst to tear himto bits.

The mari nes, blades held horizontally, fought to establish a ring.

Peopl e were goi ng down, people were being tranpled, people howling with ferocity and rage stil
tried to fight inward.

The trunpets and cynbals were blaring and clashing for order.

A whistle in the nmouth of the marine captain was shrieking for reinforcenents.

Fifty Donestic Police who had been stationed outside blasted through the door, stingers flashing.
Spar kl ewat er bottl es were being thrown.

Three hundred Fl eet spacers armed with coils of safety line rushed through the door sw nging!
SHAMBLES!

Hel | er stood up. He got out his hand blastgun and set it to maxi num noise. He fired repeatedly
into the air! No result!

Then he saw through the hedge of tan uniforms that still sought to defend the prisoner that Hisst
was craw ing toward this end of the room

Hel l er went over the raised table in a headl ong vault.
He used his arns as though he was parting waves.
The backs of the defending marines were to him

He grabbed down and got Hisst by the collar
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He towed himfree.

He crawl ed under the table, dragging his burden behind him
Hel | er energed back up on the dais.

Hi sst swung at him
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Hel l er grabbed the man again in a paralyzing grip. He held himby the back of the collar.
"I GOT HHM" shouted Heller in that piercing Fleet voice. "HE DIDN T GET AWAY!"

A Honmeview lighting man in a balcony hit himwith a spot. The red uniformof Hi sst was glaring
bright.

Eyes in the roomturned frombattle and swng to the dais.

The twenty marines suddenly strung out in front of the split-level of the table, preventing
further rush.

"THANK YOU ALL FOR YOUR ASSI STANCE! " shouted Heller. "BUT HE CAN T ESCAPE AGAINI |'VE GOT HM "
A sigh of relief came fromthe enbattled throats.

The riot was over.

Chapter 4

A marine major wound Hi sst round and round with chains and then, at Heller's whispered direction,
wound them around sone nore. He carted Hisst off to an upper bal cony and put himthere wth
el ectric daggers pointed at his throat, on display and out of the reach of the crowd.

Arnmy casualty teans were going through the hall, handling the injured and picking people up.

2
Hel | er sat back down in his chair. A voice sounded just behind him "You just got a sanple of what
will happen if you try to give Earth an easy ride." It was the Countess Krak.

He turned. She had brought Hi ghtee and the Master of Palace City. Heller went down the rear steps
to them He pulled their heads close to his and whi spered sone urgent instructions.

The Master said, "That's awfully short notice!"

"You better learn to open up your throttles, Master," said Hi ghtee. "You' re dealing with Jettero
Heller. My brother wants it, he'll get it!"

"I did NOT say | would not do it!" said the wizened old man. "Crown and | have already got a good
wor ki ng arrangenent going. | love it."

"That's better!" said H ghtee. "W haven't got nmuch tinme. COVE ONI'"
They rushed off, the Countess with them

Hell er sat back down in his chair and spent the next five minutes cursing Mdison. These people
were at overheat on the subject of planet Earth: "Mb hysteria” did not even begin to describe it.

He had six proclamations to issue: he had not even conpleted two of them

The nmop-up was still going on. It was all right. He needed the tinme. He becane aware of sonebody
st andi ng down bel ow the raised end of the table.

It was Bis. He was |laughing. "That's the first time | knew athletics went with that post," he
said. "Gving a reason for the riot and then solving it to stop it is the funniest gag | think
|"ve ever seen. You're a wonder, Jet!”

"You want this job, Bis?"
"Good Heavens! Wat could possibly be wong with it?"
THE DOOVED PLANET
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"Bei ng expected to kill five billion people including friends is what's wong with it. Here, 1"l
give you ny tunic."

"Ch, no! But | suddenly see what you nean. Can | hel p?"

"Yes. Go up to that balcony and help that marine mgjor prevent H sst from doing anything el se
foolish. W're not through with himyet."

A nedi cal Arny general approached Heller and gave himthe casualty figures as though this were a
battle, not a conference. Because el ectric daggers had been set to paralyze, only knockouts and
m nor injuries had resulted. The general went back to the table. Heller glanced up to where they
had Hi sst in chains on the bal cony, then he surveyed the room He trusted passions were spent
enough for himto finish this second procl amation

He signalled for the cynbals and, when |hey clashed, he said in a rush, "If you will vote now on
the Hi sst proclamation as outlined so far, we can conclude this second----- "

A violent waving of hands fromthe rear of the hall was acconpanied by a protesting blast of
shouts fromthere. Heller peered, then he sighed.

"Yes, Noble Stuffy," he called. "What now?"

Noble Arthrite Stuffy, a white bandage across his forehead now, surged once again up to a bl ank
space at the conference table. "Crown, Your Lordship, sir," he said, "just half an hour ago,
during the treatment of casualties, we received wonderful news. It greatly influences the sentence
of Lombar Hisst."

Ch, no, thought Heller. But he said, "Tell me so we can get on with this."
"By use of our reporters and our newssheet-buil di ng

2
3

security guards, we have had the great good luck to run down and apprehend the so-call ed Doctor
Crobe! W have himright outside. Wth your permission we will bring himin."

"What ," said Heller, "does this have to do with Hi sst?"

Nobl e Stuffy took that for assent and, at his signal, six watchnmen brought in Crobe. He was no

| ess a funny-looking creature than he had al ways been: his too-long arnms, his too-long legs, his
too-1ong nose as always made himlook like a weird bird. But there was something even stranger
now. instead of a crunpled captive, he was striding around |ike he owned the place. Before he
could be stopped, he seized a chair at the table, sat down, crossed his arnms and announced, "I am
in charge! Take off your clothes!"

The audi ence gasped.

Hel l er 1 ooked nore closely. Those weird eyes! Crobe was either high on sonme drug or
i nsane—pr obabl y bot h!

"We have traced this man," said Noble Stuffy. "He was once enpl oyed by the governnent as a
cellologist and was arrested for crimnal msuse of cellology. He was condenmed to death. He is a
nonperson. Hisst used himto manufacture abom nable freaks as was earlier reveal ed. But this was
not the end of his career. He was shipped to the planet Blito-P3 and there studi ed psy-chol ogy and
psychiatry. He becane an expert practitioner of these subjects and then was used by Mdi son for
hi s unspeakabl e projects in the field of PR It is our understanding that on the planet Earth,
psychol ogy, psychiatry and PR are inseparable.”

"That is all very interesting," said Heller. "But please, Noble Stuffy, | wish to conplete this
second proclamation.”

"And so do |," said Stuffy. "Wth the indul gence of this conference, as an influential nenber of
the publishing world, | wish to propose that Crobe al so be assigned to the Confederacy Asylum And
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as he is a psychiatrist, supposedly expert in the treatnent of the insane, | propose that Lonbar
H sst be given to Crobe as a patient.”

The audi ence gasped. Then it began to please them

Hel | er unexpectedly blew up. Al ways an opponent of inhuman neasures, he stood up and pointed a
finger straight at Stuffy. "You have no idea of what you are proposing! Psychiatrists use tortures
you have never even heard of! They drug their patients and send huge jolts of electricity through
their brains to destroy nerve responses! And that isn't all! At a whim they take a steel probe,
push it under the eyelids and scranble the prefron-tal |obes! They have no intention of curing
anyone: they are sinply making it inpossible for the victimto get well. Ever! AND THEY KNOWIT!

"Psychiatrists say they do not believe in the soul but they work to destroy any soul a nan may
have. AND THEY KNOW THEY ARE DO NG | T!

"I will not tolerate such an inhuman practice on anyone! Not even Hisst!"
Then he realized suddenly that he was worsening the cause of Earth. Abruptly he stopped speaking.

At the lower level of the table near him he heard a Donmestic Police general whisper to his aide,
"See, Earth is so horrible even a seasoned officer cannot abide it!"

Hel | er stared at the backfeed nmonitors. He had also horrified the crowds.

Silently, he cursed. He had, without intending to, injured his chances of creating a better
at nosphere for Earth.

2

But he was stubborn and he had his own principles. He sat down. "I will only tolerate this
proposal if you nodify it. Lonbar Hisst will be sent to the asylumand so will Crobe. But they are
to be placed in adjacent cells. They are to be held i nconmuni cado: no one may speak to either of
them ever. | will NOT let psychiatry |loose in the Confederacy Asylum"

"But Crobe can talk to Hisst?" Stuffy persisted.
"Yes, but not touch him" said Heller.

"I get Your Lordship's point about not |oosing psychiatry in the Confederacy Asylum" said Stuffy.
"I't would be a disaster. But so long as Crobe is pernmitted to 'treat' Hisst verbally, | am
satisfied. | cannot possibly imgine a worse fate. Thank you."

Hel | er asked the table for assent and received it. He turned to the clerk and hel ped hi mconplete
the second proclamation. Then he sent it on its voyage for the additional signatures above the
Enperor's.

At his signal, a group of Donestic Police took charge of Crobe. The man stood. He shouted, "You
are all suffering frompenis envy!" He was still shouting it as he was | ed away.

Anot her group of "bluebottl es” approached the bal cony.

Lonmbar Hi sst was on his knees there. He was voniting. The bluebottles gave the narine major a
receipt. They slid Hisst into a black sack, put himon a stretcher and bore hi m away.

The proclamation, this tinme, since who should sign had been sorted out, made the round of the
tabl e quite quickly.

Hel ler got it back. He | ooked at it.
Two down, four to go
THE DOOVED PLANET
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Chapter 5

Hel | er said, "The conference has already passed a neasure to abolish the Apparatus and the
intelligence practices of Earth. However, the natter was not placed in proclamation form and
finalized.

"Hs Majesty has stated that he does not wish to hear of the planet Earth again, ever. Therefore
propose, in concurrence with his wi shes and requirenents, that we word the proclamation as
follows: 'The Coordi nated I nfornmation Apparatus is abolished. Never in the future may there be a
state organi zation, independent, devoted to the subject of intelligence.' But at this point,
gentl emen, we could very easily get involved in the endl ess details of what Earth intelligence
organi zations are conprised of so that we could forbid them And we would find oursel ves
mentioning the planet Earth in connection with them

"As you know, the Arny and the Fleet both have intelligence services, vital to the prosecution of
a war. We do not know and have no tinme to untangle the various technol ogies of intelligence. |
for one, want to get these proclamations conpl eted.”

He got nods fromthe table.

"The abuses of the Apparatus were twofold. The first was recruiting crimnals fromthe prisons to
act as their personnel, and the second was to turn those vicious people | oose on the popul ation."

The instant he got it out, he knew he had nade a

2

m stake. He had been trying to smooth out the wath of the conference and the crowds. This

anal ysis, while quite correct and succinct, pleasing enough to an engi neer, was |ike throw ng
burning brands. It brought to vivid view all the horrors the popul ati on had been nade to suffer

Snarls in the hall and screans of rage in the streets seened to indicate that the favored course
of action right this mnute would be to go find and kill any renmi ning Apparatus personnel. It
| ooked like the riots were going to surge up all over apin

Vant agi o, he nourned, | wi sh you were here instead of a target. He felt he was too green to cope
with this sort of thing.

In mat hematics, if you got an unexpected result, you sonetimes had to use it. Maybe math woul d
wor k. He woul d use the wrath.

He pulled out his gun and pantomn ned shooting. He shouted, "WE WANT THE APPARATUS DEAD AND THIS IS
HOWWE ARE GONG TODO I T!"

It got attention.
They were |istening eagerly.

"We word the proclamation that it is forbidden to use FOREIGN intelligence techniques upon the
citizens of the Voltar Confederacy! And that the penalty for doing so shall be DEATH "

It caught their fancy.

"And so that there won't be any question as to what is nmeant,,! propose that in the proclamation
we forma committee with a nenber fromArny Intelligence, a nenber fromFleet Intelligence and a
menber fromthe Domestic Police, that we call it the Anti-Foreign Intelligence Cormittee with the

duty of preventing such techniques from bei ng used against the citizens of Voltar, that
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the conmittee have the duty of defining these, that it be placed at Grand Council |evel and that
it be chaired by one who knows this scene and investigated it, namely Royal O ficer Bis, suitably
pronmot ed. He HATES t he Apparatus!"”
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There was a storm of applause in the hall and on the streets.

Hel l er bowed and sat down. He got his assent and he got the proclamation witten and sent on its
rounds.

He nmopped at his forehead with his redstar engineer's rag.

There was a lot to this statecraft stuff. Intelligence® services, no matter where, had a | ot of
things in common. If he had let the original proposal stand, forbidding anything known on Earth to
be used by Voltar, it could have crippled Arnmy and Fleet intelligence services, for they did nmany
things similar to those of Earth. An intelligence service was an intelligence service. The thing
wong with the Apparatus—and the way they used the subject on Earth-was that it enpl oyed
intelligence to repress their own domestic scene instead of enemies in war. And the result was
that the governnent began to wage war on the citizens!

Three down and three to go. The next one woul d be tougher and the |ast one the worst of all
Chapter 6

Heller called for a cynbal clash for silence. "I know," he said, "that His Majesty wi shes to begin
his reign in an atnosphere of peace. It is his

2
dearest wish that his subjects be happy and content and no | onger disrupted by oppression and
turnoil .

"Therefore, | propose, for this fourth proclamation, an amesty. First, | think we should include
all the peoples of Cal abar and anyone connected with the recent revolt. This rescinds all rebe
procl amati ons en nasse and al so ammesties all persons on Cal abar or connected to the revolt for
any crine of whatever kind as of Universal Star Tinme, two hours ago."

Thi s seened agreeabl e. Nobody was mad at Cal abar now. It also got General Wip off the hook
wi t hout mentioning it.

Hel l er thought for a bit. This was going to get tricky now. He was going to have to try to ammesty
the Apparatus troops: otherw se, in bands here and there and, within the population, incidents
woul d continue to take toll. He knew even proposing it could start another wave of ferocity, maybe
even killing.

He | ooked at a Donestic Police general at the conference table. "How | ong do you think it would
take to round up and try any and all persons who mi ght have danaged property or persons in these
recent riots? | am speaking now of the rioting citizens."

He could see the instant reaction on the nonitors of the crowds. It had not occurred to anyone
that their actions mght be charged as crines.

The Donestic Police general scrubbed at his face with a beefy hand. "Well, Crown, Your Lordship
sir, | amashaned to say that it will take years. You see, we have to reorgani ze the Donestic
Police. Many units joined the rioters. That will require a vast nunber of arrests and trials in
itself. W were hoping to discuss getting sonme help fromthe Arny."
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"But at the sanme tine," said Heller with a frown, "didn't you plan on a general roundup, using
what units you had intact? You know, herding citizens into stockades and hol ding them for weeks,
maybe trying themen nasse? But | was worried about how you were going to nanage a house-to-house
search through all the cities to round up everyone who had been actively rioting."

The crowds on the nonitors were om nously silent.

"Well," said the Domestic Police general, scrubbing his face some nore, "if we had help fromthe
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Arny we could begin that right away."
The crowds were starting to growl. This conference was tal king about THEM

"CGeneral," said Heller, "I amassured by H's Majesty that his love for his subjects is boundl ess.
I think, to celebrate his ascension, a Confederacy-w de amesty shoul d be extended to all persons,
regardl ess of crine, as of two hours ago, Universal Star Tine."

The yell bepn very slowy and then in the streets it swelled, "Long Live Mrtiiy!"

Heller felt he had it nade. He was just turning to dictate the fourth proclamati on when this
(bl eeped) bluebottle general spoiled it. He said, aghast, "You nean all the persons in jails and
prisons, too?"

"Except persons already handl ed, such as Gis, Madison and his crew, Crobe and Hisst. It nust also
i nclude a clause so that Hs Majesty is not constricted in renmoving any Lords, officials or
officers he m ght have to, to forma new government. W should also forbid further punishnent of
these people, as the last thing we want is a civil war on our hands."

The bl uebottle was stuck with his prisons. "But good Heavens, that would enpty everything we've
got!"

"They're too full anyway," said Heller

2
"But sone of those people comitted terrible crines!”

"Il tell you what," said Heller. "For any already condemmed crininal, we could make the
condition that he nmust accept the ammesty with a promise to comrit no nore crinmes, and he nust be
told and it nust be part of the amesty that if he or she does conmit one nore felony, the

i medi ate sentence is death. | assure you that many will reform The amesty does not include

i nsane asylums, as they wouldn't even understand."

The bl uebottle was still goggl e-eyed about it and Heller woul d have pushed on further except that
anot her police general at the table spoke up.

"That ammesties all the Apparatus personnel!"”

That did it. The table began to snarl. The crowds, all pleased a nmonent ago, starting shrieking
"Death to the Apparatus."

Heller felt like telling him you fool, there are still two or three m|lion Apparatus people on
the | oose: you're going to tie up your whole police force running them down for years! W' re going
to have nore riots, nore burning buildings-----

He gave a signal and the trunpets and cynbals went. It took a while before he coul d speak apin.

"Then | propose,” he said, "that any ex-Apparatus personnel found engaged in any crimnal act
after the ammesty may be shot down in situ.”

"l never heard of that. |t sounds bad!"

"Ch, it is bad!" said Heller. "It's an ancient customof Flisten. W'Ill put it right in the
procl amation. Worse, we'll also add in flagrante delicto! That's terrible."

"But | don't know what those words nean!" cried the general
"You can look it up later," said Heller. "There are
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ladies in the crowds to which Honmeview is bringing this conference. Take ny word for it, it's
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terrible. | know this is very harsh, gentlenen."
The Donestic Police people were frowning. One of themsaid, "But----- "

"And | was going to add, 'And to protect people's honmes, the Arnmy is to assist the police unti
they are reorgani zed and public calmprevails,'™ Heller said quickly.

The Arny | ooked surprised, then purposeful. The Donestic Police, all too aware of their shattered
condition, |ooked suddenly pleased.

Hel  er knew he had the table now that left the people in the streets and honmes that were
wat chi ng.

He Iifted his head. The caneras were upon him "H's Mjesty was very unwilling to .begin his reign
with any of his subjects in trouble. There will be plenty of work for everyone rebuilding
bui | di ngs and parks that have been damaged. Wy, | should think Cal abar al one could absorb any
person unenpl oyed or newWwy released into the world: every city there needs to be rebuilt, quite in
addition to all the construction that will be needed on every other planet in the Confederacy. H's
Maj esty, | know, wishes to |ift his whole domain of 110 planets to a grandeur never before known.

"Every person who accepts this ammesty nmust be told that he owes this chance to Mrtiiy and that
all he requires fromthemin return is their loyalty and their help to make this a better nation.”

The crowds in the streets began to cheer
The caneras were not now on him He wiped his face with his redstar engineer's rag.

It had been close. He'd tell the police and Arny later that in situ sinmply neant "on the spot" and
in flagrante

2
delicto only nmeant "caught in the act," if he renenbered rightly.

At | east he had now prevented further riots. Beneficial in its own right and necessary, it
happened to be vital, if his luck held, that the nane of Earth did not crop up again because of
continued battling with the Apparatus: they would be utterly desperate if they thought they would
be going back to prison

Four down. Two to go. The next one would have to be quite clever. The last one, if things went
wrong, woul d be awf ul

Chapter 7

Hel I er heard sonmeone back of his chair. It was the Countess Krak. She whispered, "Hi ghtee says to
tell you to stall all you can. They are in short tine."

He nodded. The fourth proclamati on wasn't back to himyet. He wondered how he could stall further.
Krak said, "I heard that neasure. Wiy did you let all the crimnals |oose?"

"Gis wasn't the only person with a blacknmail hoard. It prevents Apparatus officers fromstarting
up in the crine business."”

She didn't make too rmuch sense out of his reply; she also detected an evasion. "You rmust have had
anot her reason than that."

"Be quiet."

"But you released several mllion crimnals on the society. Wy?"
THE DOOMED PLANET
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"The state has been corrupt and justice slipshod.” He turned and | ooked at her steadily. "All
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right. Renmenber, you asked for it. You nmight not be the only Lissus Moam"

She caught her breath. He was alluding to herself having been a fal sely condemmed nonperson until
just today. Tears started into her eyes. "You did it for ne. To celebrate ny repining
citizenship."

"Go away. You don't |ike softhearted people.”
"I am ashaned. | |ove you, Jettero!"

"Wel |, don't hang around here being nushy. Go help H ghtee and nmaybe we can save our friends. A
forlorn hope, but maybe."

She suddenly kissed him "My the Gods bl ess you, Jettero."
The crowds cheered. The kiss had been canera'd on Homevi ew. The Countess Krak was gone.

Heller muttered, to the nonitors across the room "You wouldn't be cheering if you knew | was
trying :o save your favorite eneny, Earth. Well, it's all up to nathenmatics now. "

The fourth proclamati on had been handed to the derk for recording. He had stalled all he could. He
stood up and signalled for a cynbal clash.

"Centl enen, we earlier passed an informal resolution to outlaw psychol ogy and psychiatry. | wi sh
to incorporate that in the fifth formal proclanmation which we are now about to take up. His

Maj esty has stated that he does not wish to hear of Earth again. If we put these subnets in a
public proclamation, we will have to nmention Earth and it could cone to his attention

Furt hernore, the nanes have al ready appeared in newssheets.

"It would seemto nme that this is best covered by acceding to a demand nade by the publishers who
Wi sh

2
5

to be protected against things such as lying stories and that other Earth devel opnent, PR "

There was a snarl fromthe conference table. They were avid to suppress anything connected with
that pl anet.

"I therefore propose," said Heller, "that we create the post of Censor. Such a post, appended to
the staff here at Palace City, could prevent psychiatry and psychol ogy texts from bei ng published.
It could al so prevent abuses under the heading of PR

"Actually, | should think that the post really conbines with that of Royal H storian." He got
table nods in assent. "Coul d soneone pl ease advise nme, since the Palace City staff has been so
di spl aced, who occupi es that post now?"

He already knew the answer. He was laying a trap. The clique of publishers over there was noddi ng,
al | agreeable.

A clerk stood. "Crown, Your Lordship, sir. The post of Royal Hi storian was held by one who,
unfortunately, resisted the demands of Lonbar Hisst. He is dead. The post is vacant."

"Ch, woe!" said Heller. "A martyr! Well, that |eaves us with no other choice!"
They stared at him

"One man is a public spirited citizen. He knows all the angles of this. He has already proven his
zeal by bringing the matter to our attention. For the post of Royal Historian and Censor and
Chai rnman of any Board of Censors, | propose Noble Arthrite Stuffy!"

Nobl e Stuffy, far across the roomin the group of publishers, recoiled. "But... but... ny
publi shing enmpire!"
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"Ch, well," said Heller, "we all have to nake our little sacrifices for the good of the people. |
am sure you

can find sonmebody to run your paper for you." He drew hinself up. "The state needs your services,
Noble Arthrite Stuffy! And think how you can set an exanple with your paper! Think how you can
uplift and uphold the purity of ethics in journalism" He | owered his voice, "And think how

t horoughly you can suppress all efforts to corrupt the population with psychiatry and psychol ogy."

Several other publishers grinned. The Daily Speaker had run the nost columms | audi ng those
subj ects. They were pushing Stuffy toward the table.

Noble Stuffy finally stood in a vacant place. "Crown, Your Lordship, sir, even at great financi al
sacrifice, | cannot |let the people down. | accept the appointnent."”

"There is one proviso," said Heller, severely, "I do not nuch hold with censorship to hide state
errors or oppress dissident voices just because the state has been stupid. \Where censorship is
really needed is to protect the individual person against a river of manufactured lies and to
protect the public from being stanpeded by unprincipled villains such as Madi son and Hi sst. Your
duty must never include the suppression of the truth. So DO NOT ABUSE TH S POST!"

There were cheers.
"I take it, then, the appointnent is ratified?" said Heller
The officers at the table gave their assent.

"Now, if you gentlemen will make roomat the table for our new Royal Historian and Censor, | can
have this proclamati on drawn up and we can conplete the signha-:-:es."”

Number five. He had gotten nunber fivel It was the key in his equation

2
He offered up a prayer. Now to set the stage for nunber six, the fatal one, the one which would
determ ne whether five billion people, including his friends, would live or die. Nunmber six would

deal with the fate of Earth!
PART EI GHTY- NI NE

Chapter 1

A whi sper behind his chair began the last fateful action of that fatal night. "H ghtee and the
Master say that they are ready now." It was the Countess Krak, and she pronptly slipped away.

Aware that five billion lives, some of themhis friends, and the future of a planet, Earth, would
be determned in these comng nminutes, Jettero Heller, conbat engineer, not yet used to his new
identity as the first Lord of the land, rose out of his chair on the dais and surveyed the

turbul ent room

The crowd in the Grand Council hall had swollen to nearly three thousand people. The crowds in the
streets, visible on the backfeed nonitors against the far wall, had not decreased but had
i ncreased.

The new Enperor, Mrtiiy, as was the custom was kaving the conduct of the affairs of state to his
Vi ceregal Chairman of the Grand Council, normally called Crown.

Heller drew a long breath. It was up to himnow This would be the final stroke. He must not |et
down Niortiiy. He must not let down Voltar. Thin as it was, he aill hoped there was sone chance
for Earth: if he failed QOW the planet would be utterly destroyed forever

He gave his gold tunic a tug and called for a cynbal dash. Into the expectant silence he said,
"Gentlenen, it s ny pleasure to announce that in the nearby park, ny

2
charm ng sister, Hightee Heller, and the Master of Palace City have arranged an entertai nment for
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you. | suggest, and indeed request, that you avail yourselves of this invitation and repair now to
that place, leaving here only the heads of the mlitary and our new Censor."

Nobody noved. It was a bad sign

A voice fromthe back of the roomcalled, "Crown, Your Lordship, sir! Could I call to your
attention that you have not taken up the |last proclanation, the destruction of the hideous Blito-
P3, Earth."

He had been afraid of that. Everything depended on having no w tnesses, and even then he m ght not
pull it off.

"It is true," said Heller, "that that is what we are going to take up now. But this O ficers
Conference is now scaled down to a war council. Clear the room"

"No, no!" the people were shouting throughout the hall. "W want to hear!"

Hel l er scowl ed at themand at the flickering caneras. "W have no guarantee that Earth has no
spies on Voltar. If the enemy were pernmitted access to every war council, we would | ose every war
CLEAR THE ROOM ™"

Cries sprang up. "What are you going to do?"

"We are going to plan and order executed the disposition of Blito-P3, Earth. These are matters of
strategy, tactics, mlitary orders and | ogistics. Such discussions are not and never will be open
to the public. BUT we have provided entertai nnent for you while we di scuss and i ssue our orders.
There are only fifteen hundred seats set up in the park; there are close to three thousand peopl e
here: | suggest you rush unless you want to stand."”

There was an instant exodus fromthe hall
Hel l er carefully made sure that he only had the
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heads of the Arny and Fleet general staffs left at the table. He indicated Bis should stay. He
beckoned to a door and Captain Tars Roke, arrived only an hour before from Calabar, slid in and
took a place. Heller sternly told Arthrite Stuffy to sit back down when he showed a disposition to
| eave.

The Honeview director rushed up to the dais. "Please, Crown, Your Lordship, sir, can't | just
| eave one canera here? What you're taking up is historical!"

"No!" said Heller.
"Yes!" said the director.

"I have just begun to feel nmy privacy itch," said Heller. "In exactly ten seconds | will begin to
think it has been invaded. GET OQUT CF HERE!"

The director fled in fright.

Hel l er sent the guards, attendants and cl erks away. He wal ked across the hall and barred the door
hi msel f —from w t hin.

The only sound in the vast place now came fromthe bank of Homevi ew nmonitors which remained,

f eedi ng back shots taken by camera crews through the Confederacy. Two new nmonitors |lit up, show ng
the scene in the nearby park. A stage had been erected. There was a ring of tanks and cannon. The
people were filing into the tiers of seats.

Hel | er went back to the i mmense conference table:

2
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the five nen there seened snall after the nultitude which had just been crowding the room
He gave Captai n Roke a warm handshake.

"I amso glad to see you back alive, Jet, and out of the hands of 'drunks.' | was surprised to get
your summons: | was di snissed, you know. "

"Captain," said Heller, "welcome back to post as the King's Om Astrographer. Aside fromny joy at
seeing you again, you are the greatest authority in the Confederacy on the Invasion Tinetable. Now
gentlemen, if you will scrunch up a bit toward the dais, | don't think we'll feel so lost."

The five noved their seats and Heller took his place back on the dais. The nen were close to him
now.

"CGentlenen," said Heller, "we are met as a war council, senior to the Oficers' Conference, to
take up the disposal of the planet Blito-P3. W will wite the Royal proclanation concerning its
fate. Hs Majesty has stated that he never wants to hear of it apin, ever."

"He can't help but hear of it," said Captain Roke. "It's on the Invasion Tinetables. Does this
thing work?" He pressed sone buttons under the board edge. The consol e before his seat flared up
He pushed anot her button and a huge display, sixty by ninety feet, glowed in the face of the
hori zontal expanse.

"There," said Captain Roke, "you see the scheduled Voltar invasions plotted for the next hundred

t housand years. They take us as near to the habitable center of this plaxy as you can get. | am
sorry, Jet ny dear boy, and | amtruly touched at your thinking of your old teacher and giving ne
my post back. | would Iike to show ny appreciation. But neither | nor anyone el se can fiddl e about

with the Invasion Tinetables. Qur forefathers charted them ages ago, even before the first
col oni sts

departed fromthe ol d gal axy. These tables are bal anced agai nst expected consolidation time of new
acquisitions: there is no possibility, then, of overextension.

"There, right close to the top, you see Blito-P3. I'Il adnit that it is not the nost inportant
target on the table: it's an oddity in that there is only one inhabitable planet in the system
Mlitarily, it would be of minor use in junp-offs to other targets later on, and even though it
isn'"t vital, still, there it is. The invasion... let's see... yes... 115 years fromtoday."

"And the tabl es have never been changed?" said Heller

"No, nmy boy. Your ancestors and nine were pretty conpetent people. The only changes whi ch have
occurred have been to delay a bit or advance the times. And that's what you're doing right now
advancing the tinme."

"We're supposed to dispose of it. Has there ever been an occasion when a planet was sinply bl own
up?"

"Ah, yes," said Captain Roke. "Chippo. But we didn't blow it up. About thirty thousand years ago
I"I'l retard the screen here. See the blank? Before conquest, it devel oped thernonucl ear devices in
the absence of political stability and suffered a nuclear war that resulted in a core-boil. That
was the end of it. It's on the charts now just as a mass of debris with 'spacer avoid' buoys in
its orbit."

The Fleet adnmiral said, "Well, good. There's a precedent, then, for a planet being blown off the
invasion table. We're safe in that. It doesn't much natter whether it did it to itself or we did
it, a target can be renoved."

"But | have a problemhere," said Heller. "The :nain object H's Mjesty nust have had in mnd was
a prevention of further contamination fromthis planet.

2
I don't know of any way to blow it up without landing onit."
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"You are correct," the senior adniral said. "W don't have any mnissiles of a power to sinply stand
of f and shoot. You have to insert charges at the inner face of the crust."

"That will require an army landing," said the general. "All due respect to you, Crown, Your
Lordship, sir, as a very capabl e conmbat engi neer, you yourself couldn't get in there with enough
expl osives and drills to do it. It would require a landing in force by arny troops to safeguard
units of engineers. Such a | anding, even with Fleet sky cover, would be opposed. Battle would be
i nevitable and we woul d, as you have pointed out, be liable to contam nation. The only solution I
could offer is suicide battalions."

Hel l er was not pleased. "I don't like suicide battalions."”

"Well, if we are going to avoid contanination, we can't land troops and bring them back. So it has
to be suicide battalions."”

"Let's review," said Heller, "H's Majesty's instructions." And he turned on a playback button
under the table edge and raced a strip back to Mortiiy. The voice of Mrtiiy cane forth. The six
now present heard once nore his exact conmmands.

"I never want to hear of Blito-P3 again! NEVER " and then, "Use one of those blank orders to
di spose of Blito-P3, Earth, any way you see fit."

Heller turned it off. "He gave nme six, obviously intending the whole current situation to be
cal med down. And this," he picked it up, "is the fatal nunmber six. And it's an awful problem You
say suicide battalions, General. But the opposition night be very fierce.
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I think the Apparatus had a force of two and a half mllion nen being staged for that invasion
You woul dn't venture that nany as suicides. Further, the Fleet might have to land to back the Armny
and engineers up. That's real contanmination! This is a dilemm!"

"Well," said the general, "if we don't do sonething, we'll be in deliberate violation of orders."

Noble Arthrite Stuffy spoke up. "I can assure you that if no action is taken against Earth, the
popul ation will boil right over! Look at the hour of the night! The sunlit side and the dark side
of this planet both have streets packed with people. Just exanmine those nonitors there. I'mno
nmlitary man, but your problemright this minute is not with suicide battalions. It's with a
possi bl e renewal of riots! That's a very nasty nmood those crowds are in."

"W do thank you for your |earned opinion," said Heller. He forbore to nmention the role Stuffy had

pl ayed in helping bring those crowds to boil. "I see on those end nonitors that they're just about
ready to start their entertainnent. Let's watch it. Maybe we'll get an inspiration."”
Chapter 3

An open end and backstage had been erected in the park, actually just a platform Fifteen hundred
seats had been erected in tiers at one side, but open space near thempernmtted thousands nore to
st and.

Three huge military bands-Arny, Fleet and Pal ace
224

L. RON HUBBARD i

Q y—assenbl ed on short notice, stood before and to either side of the platform Just now, the
center one-Fl eet—ef nore than a hundred pi eces, was playing "Spaceward Ho!" The floodlights
sparkled on their instruments: the flash of the conductor's electric gloves pul sed in cadence as
he directed them

Then there was a long note and to its strident call, Hi ghtee Heller marched upon the stage and the
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pi ece continued. A spotlight hit her as she marched. She wore a very daring version of an Arny
uni form but on her head, cocked to the side, was the dress cap of a Fleet officer. She was
carrying the electric dagger of a Fleet marine.

She marched once across the stage and then nmade an inperious gesture. She turned and, as she
mar ched back, up the left side steps behind her came a chorus in Arnmy uniforns. At that nonent the
musi ¢ changed to an Armmy battle song—the Arny band was pl ayi ng.

They paraded all the way across the stage and Hi gh-tee stopped again. She turned and up the right
si de steps behind her marched a chorus dressed as Fleet nmarines. The Palace City band joined in
pl aying the marine battle charge.

H ghtee marched to center stage and faced audi ence front. The Fl eet band bepn to play "Spaceward
Ho!" again. Hightee wal ked forward and up the steps behind her cane a chorus dressed as spacers of
the Fleet.

The only backdrop was the stars. The lights on Hi gh-tee and the three choruses were flashing in a
mar chi ng beat. Homevi ew caneras flickered. The show was being carried to the packed streets and
nmeeting places and the homes of the Confederacy. Aside from the interest of the noment, who would
not watch and listen to Hi ghtee Heller?
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The routines being done by the choruses so hastily flown in from Honeview studios in Joy City were
very standard routines they all knew well. But Heller was amazed she had been able to assenble it
so fast. A swell of pride in his sister rose up in him so very, very nuch depended on her success
with this. He wondered if she had nanaged t he near inpossible and gotten the song witten and
fitted to nmusic and practiced. He found he was hol ding his own breath.

Then suddenly all three choruses fanned into a solid |ine behind her, facing front, and began to
mark tinme in place. Hightee threw a switch on her electric dagger, putting it to full intensity,
and | unged.

Abruptly all three bands played a | ong and om nous note.

The dagger swept down, spitting sparks. And then three bands began to play, conducted by swirls of
fire fromthe dagger, a savage pi ece of nusic.

They pl ayed t hrough the whol e tune once, Hightee conducting. Then a scarlet, pulsing spotlight hit
her, and she began to sing with that searing, surging nusic:

We'll end off our invasion

Fromthe culture of contagion

And bl ow t he of fendi ng pl anet from the sky!

You'll find our guns quite warm

But you've no tine to reform

O even to request the reason why!

Your psychol ogy bends wills,

Your psychiatry just kills, Your drugs that cause convul sions
Al'l must die!

You shoul d have taken warning In your very day of borning,

226 L. RON HUBBARD
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When you saw yoursel f begin to putrefy!

W'l |l now use all our extern nant

To blast you fromthe firnmanment

And all your tricks of spying won't apply!

W won't neet you |l ater on,

For you'll have no other dawn.

Earth, you won't be m ssed!

GO0000OD- BYE!

There was a huge cynmbal BANG fromthe band that went along with the | ast "Bye!"

But that didn't finish the song by a long way. In fact, the programwas just starting.

Suddenly the first Iine of the song appeared against the stars by electronic projection so all the
audi ence could see them and they coul d appear on the Homevi ew screens.

Wth a swirl of the dagger Hi ghtee began to direct the three choruses. They sang and the words,
bl ood-red, appeared in |lines against the stars. They sang the whol e song through again.

They came to the last cynbal bang. Hi ghtee swept the flam ng dagger to indicate the Palace Gy
audi ence. She called out her comand, "SING | T, EVERYBODY!"

She and the choruses began, the words appeared against the sky, line by line. But this time she
was directing the audi ence, cupping her ear, beckoning themto sing, forcing themto sing,
demandi ng that they sing!

The song canme through to the cynbal clash again. Hi ghtee cried, "Now everybody on Honeview SING
SING SINGIT!H"

She and the choruses, the Palace City park audi ence
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and now everywhere in the Confederacy, even on del ay-she had them singing that song.
And they were singing it with a wave of hatel!

Noble Arthrite Stuffy | ooked at Heller. "Did you know she was going to do this? She'll drive those
crowds insane, straight back into riots!”

He didn't get any answer fromHeller and turned to |l ook with horror once nore at the screens. In
here you also got the backfeed fromthe crowds and nobs and, truly, they were singing the song
with a screaning ferocity that nade Stuffy's blood run chilled. Even the faces were contorted.

Fi sts were shaki ng. The nbobs were going crazy!

The cynbal clash apin. And Hightee cried, "Louder, |ouder! You're singing about an eneny, not a
friend! SINGIT!" And she started the song again, words appearing across the sky:

W'l |l end off our invasion..

The roar of the voices, increased in volume, fromthe nearby park swelled into the Grand Counci
hall. The sound fromthe nonitors thensel ves began to reach toward hysteri a.

The final bang of the song.
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"Ch!" cried Hightee, "you can do better than that! | amhere in a park in Palace City, Voltar. |
want to hear your voices all the way fromFlisten! SING SING SINGIT!"

"CGood Cods," said Stuffy, "here come nore riots! | can feel it! Can't you stop her?"
"Stop ny sister Hightee?" said Heller. "Never been able to. Can't start now. "

228 L. RON HUBBARD

We'll end off our invasion

Fromthe culture of contagion

And bl ow t he of fendi ng pl anet from the sky!

You'll find our guns quite warm..

And on it went through again.

And then again.

And t hen agai n!

Anyone in the whol e Confederacy who was anywhere near a Honevi ew screen was singing that song!
It was swelling fromthe planets in a hym of hate!

Hi ghtee, an expert in judging audi ence reactions fromthe stage, was putting the whol e Confederacy
through it and through it and through it again to obtain the exact effect which she was wat chi ng
for. She took themup to frothing with that savage music and then took them beyond it.

Then, signalling with an electronic clicker held in her other hand, the words ceased to appear in
the sky. But everyone knew them by this tine and the nusic and singing continued.

Agai nst the stars, a small dot appeared. The choruses put their backs to the audi ence and began to
march in place, but |ooked |ike they were marching forward.

The whol e audi ence felt they were approaching that srmall dot for it was getting |arger

Bi gger and bi gger the dot enlarged, until it was a sphere. Then bi gger and bi gger the sphere
becane until it was a planet.

And there the planet was, right before them swirling against the night.

Hel l er blinked. Krak must have given them an approach shot fromhis files. It WAS the pl anet
Earth! The filny liquidness of it, like a huge blue, white and

THE DOOVED PLANET
229

red bubbl e, was hanging there spinning, but too slowy to be detected. The shot had been taken
fromthe sun side: Europe and North America were both reddishly visible on either side of the

cl oud-strewn ocean. The yell owi sh noon was even there, peeping from behind the equator. Al though
the picture strip had been taken fromthousands of mles up, the three-dinmensional illusion now
appeared to hang just beyond and above the stage.

Seeing it made himfeel a bit bitter. It was such a nice planet: too bad they had made so little
use of the heritage Prince Caucal sia had given them+that nade so many things simlar culturally
bet ween Voltar and Earth. Too bad they valued it so little. It was a shane they had been so
corrupted by their own primtives they had pernitted thenselves to go so far astray. The clutter
of isms and hates could all be solved if they just realized that only a handful of nmen were using
them for personal exploitation: their political creeds were just nonsense and |ies manufactured
for the benefit of the few, while pretending that they answered the demands of the many. And the
way that culture was fixated on material possessions as a single concentration excluded it from
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attai nment of the real and valuable things in life. A can of soup was equated on their
communi cation |ines—neasured by vol ume of mnutes—far, far nore inportant than a nan's soul

Well, there it was, huge against the stars.
H ght ee gave a signal. The nusic changed to the martial clanmor of attack.
She cried, "Each one of you at your seat will find a pistol. GET THEM I N YOUR HANDS! "

There was an instant scranble in the tiers of seats. Yes, pistols were hangi ng there. They were of
the type that nmakes only flash and noi se.

2
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H ghtee drew one from her own belt. The choruses also drew. She pointed at the electronic illusion
of the planet. The choruses al so pointed. She yelled, "START SHOOTI NG "

In a blaze of fire the choruses and audi ence began the barrage!

The nusic rose in volunme. The shots began to hammer in cadence! The target was the Earth against
the stars!

The music again rose in vol une.

Unseen before but suddenly illum nated, a circular row of tanks appeared. They began to fire with
their main turret guns, pounding at the planet with snoke and fl ane.

Then at a sweeping signal, an outer ring of cannon suddenly sprang into view, nanned by actua
gunners. They began to bel ch huge salvos at the target.

The music rose in fury.
H ght ee gave anot her signal

By optical illusion, a vast Voltar Fleet appeared all around the planet in the sky. They added a
new t hunder of guns to the deafening din.

Under the inpact of this pounding, ABRUPTLY, W TH A DREADFUL BANG THE PLANET BLEW TO BI TS
There was a sound |like a dying scream

There was a guttering runble.

Somet hing small and charred seenmed to fall upon the stage.

It lay there sizzling: a snmall, dead, shrivelled, snoking thing.

The music suddenly shifted to a dirge.

The dirge was slow and it was awf ul

A blue spotlight hit the sizzling thing. All other lights were gone.

Then, bathed in blue and with a solemm pace, thirty priests came forward fromthe dark

Wth notions of tinmeworn solemity, assisted by black burial servants who tonged the object into
an open grave, the priests went through, with dirge choir nmusic, the whole long litany of buri al

A scarlet devil suddenly appeared and scooped up what woul d appear to be a shrivelled, blackened
soul. He turned and dunped it into a flaming pit of a Hell

The lights were gone. Hi ghtee was gone. The stage was enpty and there was only the nopan of the
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cold desert w nd.

Chapter 4

"CGods," said Noble Arthrite Stuffy in nore of a groan than a word. He daubed at his forehead,
found it was still bandaged. He clenched his hand. "Ch, | really think that ruined it,"” said Noble
Arthrite Stuffy. "I have never seen a population rise to such a fever pitch!"

"Look at the backfeed nmonitors,"” said Heller
They al |l did.

The crowds in the streets were thinning.

THE PEOPLE WERE GO NG HOVE!

"I don't understand," said Stuffy.

"1 think what you don't understand," said Bis, "is the business of a conmbat engi neer. As a favor,
Jet, tell us."

"You really want to know?"

The general and adnmiral and Captain Roke nodded

2

eagerly. They did not understand why the crowds were dispersing.

Hel | er sighed. Then he said, "I set it up with High-tee. And she certainly carried through. The
credit is hers. Al | did was take advantage of a cautionary theoremin Advanced Synbolic Logic:

The apparency of an answer can be nistaken for the answer. A parallel is that the apparency of a
result can be mistaken for the result. This once, it seens to have worked. The bul k of the people
of the Confederacy will now think of Earth as dead. Those who don't won't be able to find anybody
el se all that interested.

"I'f you noticed, Hightee even let themsing too |ong. They got tired of it. They have al so worked
their spleen out quite thoroughly. | trust we have replaced nmass hysteria with nmass agreenent, and
mass agreenent is the true substance of reality. Frankly, it's only conbat engi neer el enentary

mat hemati cs. "

"Wait," said Stuffy. "Conpletely aside fromthe fact that we have not handled Earth at all and now
must, what you did seens |ike nolding nass opinion. This seens very close to 'public relations.'
Are you sure this isn't |ike Mdison's PR?"

Bis let out a snort. "Noble Stuffy," he said, "Fleet conbat engi neers have been defeating and
st anpedi ng nobs of eneny people since before Madi son's race learned to wear fur pants. Just
yesterday, Jet defeated fifty thousand Apparatus troops in this very city, using a popul ati on-
control weapon, all by hinself. How d you think we retook the place with no real casualties or
destruction?”

Stuffy gawped. "I didn't know that."

"NOT for publication," said Heller. He | ooked again at the backfeed nonitors. The people were
i ndeed goi ng
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hone. And even as he | ooked, a couple nonitors went blank as Honeview camera crews in far cities
began to pack up. "We've chilled the nobs. Now let's get to work on the sixth proclamati on and
decide just how we are going to dispose of the real Earth. Unfortunately, it is NOT an el ectronic
illusion and H's Majesty has given us our orders."
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Chapter 5

It was very quiet in the hall now The backfeed nonitors were going off, one by one. The nmin
channel program now concerned weather for the comng day. At the table it threatened to be storny.

The six sat there, a small group in this vast expanse. Heller was no |longer sitting on the dais.
He had taken a place at the table to be closer to them

The Fleet adnmiral scrubbed his jows. He was surveying his own console as he fed displays to it,
di spl ays which concerned the mlitary potentials of the planet Blito-P3. "Looking at these
factors, the satellites they have and so on, | think we're left no option but to blowit up: they
coul d devel op space travel."

"Technically, they mght," said Heller, "though they would have to overcone gross faults in their
sciences. Socially, they won't. Only two things notivate their thinking: one is comrerce, the
other is war. Their power elite could not see any conmmercial advantage in space travel, and the
nmoment such research does not lead to internal superiority in war they curtail it.

2

"But actually, there is another factor which defeats themat every turn and that'is an oddity in

| eadershi p. Even a casual study of their history shows that they only worship and obey | eaders who
kill: Caesar, Napol eon, Bisnmarck, Hitler, Ei senhower are just a few nanmes. They revere scientists
the sane way: the biggest known nanes basically made it possible to build the biggest weapons.
Einstein, for instance. It's a pretty primtive attitude.

"They actually revile and degrade and kill decent nen who try to help them It's as nmuch as your
life is worth to try to do anything for themthat will benefit all.
"l doubt they could attain space travel before such ills as bad | eadership, socialism inflation

and other things ate themup internally. They are actually totally incapable of doing sonething
national ly just because it is the sensible thing to do or because it's fun. It always has to have
a twist, such as who can nmake a nmillion fromit or who will it do in. They're pretty m xed up. As
for achieving real space travel, | don't think you have a thing to worry about."

But he had not nmade his point. The admiral said, "Blast! No wonder the Enperor wants them di sposed
of I'"

"When Jet was down there," said Captain Roke, "l got interested in the place and | ooked it up nore
t hor oughl y—though | will admit that Hi sst was sitting on the key surveys. | worked out the routes
to other systens that are targeted and | couldn't find one that had to go through Blito: it's a
yell ow-dwarf but it is off the direct traffic tracks. | was appalled by its social structure,
really, and although I |aughed at Jet at first when he said Prince Caucal sia night have taken sone
of the Voltar civilization to it, |I think Jet nmust be right. It's a clutter of primtive and
nmodern, but the think they use
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inutilizing the nodern is primtive. They'll blow up culturally before they ever get to a stage
of real space travel. So if it were disposed of, it really would have no key effect on anything
el se we were doing."

"Well, then," said the general, "I don't see why the Fleet can't just transport several Arny
bi ol ogi cal warfare units to the upper atnosphere and we lay in a barrage of gerns and defoliants
and just bullet-ball the place: no |anding."

"There are always survivors," said Heller. "And it would leave it on the Invasion Tinetable."

"Jet is right," said the admiral. "lI'd hate to put marines in there 115 years from now i f
bacterial warfare were used. Bugs mutate. No telling what diseases we'd be bringing back to

Vol tar: we'd have real contam nation. But what | don't |ike about any of this is the disturbance
to our operating schedules: we're comitted to another invasi on—ol i pi n—next nmonth. And if you
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start derangi ng schedul es, you wind up falling behind. W, frankly, would have to use several hone-
based fleets for any attack on Blito-P3, and they're needed for normal defense, especially with
the recent unsettled conditions. | inmagine quite a few Apparatus units escaped and will be into
piracy without having heard of the ammesty. You can't double patrols with | ess ships."

"We're short, too," said the general. "Having to assist the Donestic Police will absorb avail abl e
Army reserves."

"Wll, let's see where we stand," said Heller. "The Enperor does not want to hear of Blito-P3
again and we've got to dispose of it to get it off the Invasion Tinmetable. If we land on it to
attack, we risk further contam nation of Voltar."

"My Gods, this is a dilemm," said the adniral

2
"It certainly is," said the general

Heller's heart was beating very fast but he kept his face quite calm Wuld he get away with it?
He picked up the sixth proclanmation

"Well, gentlenmen," he said with a sad shake of his head, "the only way | can see out of this is
simply to proclaimthat Blito-P3, Earth, doesn't exist."

There was a stunned shock
They thought it over.
Hel l er waited with bated breath.

The general |ooked at him The admiral |ooked at him Captain Roke | ooked at him Bis |ooked at
him Noble Arthrite Stuffy | ooked at him Their eyes were round.

Hastily Heller wote the possible text:
ROYAL PROCLANATI ON

VOLTAR CONFEDERATI ON

SECRET

In that the planet Blito-P3, Earth, has been found to possess elenents of crimnality inimcal to
the best interests and culture of Voltar

In that the landing of troops upon it would risk further contam nati on of the Confederacy,
Inthat it is our Royal command that we never hear of the planet, Blito-P3, Earth, again,
The planet is officially declared to be a

nonpl anet .
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It is therefore proclainmed that said planet DOES NOT EXIST AND I T WLL NOT EXI ST FROM TH S DAY
FORWARD FOR VOLTAR, FOREVER!

They read it. It was the only way out. They began to nod.
A surge of elation went through Heller.
He had won! He had won for |zzy and Bang-Bang and Babe and five billion people.

He |l owered his head so they would not see his grin and hastily transferred it all to the
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procl amati on in neat script.
They signed above the Royal signature.

Now canme his coup de grace. TH' S was the reason he had raked in Noble Stuffy and appointed a
Censor.

Sol emmly he | ooked at the ex-publisher. "Now we conme to your vital part in this. Noble Arthrite
Stuffy, H's Majesty never wants to hear of Earth again. You therefore nust eradicate every nention
of these recent riots and upsets in every newssheet norgue."

Nobl e Stuffy gawped.

"This proclamation is YOURS to put in force! You nust eradicate every reference to Blito-P3 in
every book ind text, on every map—a clean sweep."

"Everywhere?" said round-eyed Stuffy.

"Everywhere," said Heller. "And it is your sworn duty to prevent all future nention of that planet
anywhere. AND THAT | NCLUDES EVEN THI S PROCLAMATI ON! "

"Ch, dear!" said Noble Stuffy.

2
9

"And when," Heller continued in a hard voice, "anybody asks you what happened to Blito-P3, you are
going to flinch and | ook sad and say it was so unspeakable it had to be censored and forbid them
to even breathe its nanme again. Understood?"

Noble Arthrite Stuffy nodded nunmbly. Fromthe look in Heller's eye he al so understood Hell er woul d
probably personally break his neck if he did not conply.

So he did!

And to this day, that Royal proclamation lies in a |lead case in the office of the Royal Historian
and Censor.

AND THAT IS THE COVER- UP!
A VWHOLE PLANET!

Don't doubt nme. / have seen it! The Royal Hi storian and Censor, my great-uncle Lord |nvay, was out
to lunch! Now, how s that, dear reader? Does it nake ne the investigative reporter of all tine or
doesn't it? The answer is yes, yes, yes! | knew you woul d agree!

BLI TO P3- EARTH- EXI STS

AND THE PLACE WHERE I T SHOULD BE I N THE | NVASI ON TI METABLE | S BLANK!

Isn't that nonstrous?

And if it hadn't been renoved, it would be scheduled for invasion just a few years from now.
THE PEOPLE OF VOLTAR MUST KNOW ABOUT THI S!

THEY' RE BEI NG DEPRI VED OF A PERFECTLY GOOD PLANET TO | NVADE!

Despite what Soltan Gis said at the very beginning of his confession about Heller being the hero
of it, | nust solemmly advise you that this isn't true!

The actual villain of this whole disgraceful affair is NO OTHER THAN JETTERO HELLER!

He has been |l urking behind the scenes, POSING as
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a hero, when in actual, sober, solenn fact, JETTERO HELLER WAS THE VI LLAI N, DOUBLE- DYED, ALL THE
TI ME

JETTERO HELLER was the one who instigated the greatest cover-up in ALL VOLTAR H STORY!
That makes himthe villain. Right?

Well, enough said. You better make your voice heard to remedy this scandal. There is still time to
get at it right on schedul e!

PEOPLE OF VOLTAR, I NSI ST ON ADHERENCE TO TRADI TI ON

OUR ANCESTORS DETERM NED THAT EARTH SHOULD BE | NVADED ON SCHEDULE.
My nmessage to you: SWEEP ASIDE TH S COVER- UP AND | NVADE

NOT THE END

I finished the book up to here and before | wapped it up to send it to the publisher, | read it
all to Shafter (Hound wouldn't |isten because he saw it had sone poetry init).

When | got all done, expecting to see Shafter absolutely stunned, he didn't stun. He laid down his
wrench—I had had to follow himaround while he did routine inspections which were behi nd—and he

| ooked at ne and said, "Young Monte, for the love of conets, you've left so many strings untied it
| ooks like the wiring when you get to fooling with an engine and | don't stop you. You conpletely
| eft out what you found on your visit to Manco and you haven't said a blasted thing about all the
trouble we had over Relax Island. The book is fine so far

2
but you've left it at ten thousand feet. Land it, boy, land it. Finish it up in stylel"

So, as Shafter is my best critic—+the only one | have so far—+ sweated and sl aved and added an
"Envoi." Al for you, dear reader, so you won't be left ten thousand feet up with no landing in
sight. Read on. Be careful not to crash! Readers are val uabl e!

PART NI NETY ENVO |

H ghtee Heller, after two weeks assisting nme dig up old papers and | ogs—but spendi ng nost of her
time ranmbling around old haunts on Manco—had to return to the planet Voltar to keep a | ong-
arranged engagenent to appear at a benefit on Hi ghtee Heller Day, an annual event.

At the shuttleport where she was catching the del uxe spaceliner for Voltar, she gave ne a pat on
the shoul der and a nmotherly kiss on the cheek and said, "Now, don't forget to lay the real stress
of your book on ny brother's later life. As a witer you nust see that he gets good press: he's

FAR too reticent about hinself. So ta-ta now. |'mleaving you in good hands. It's been fun. Good-
bye."

As the shuttle took off upward and | waved, | was thinking that it m ght have been just fun for
her—+t had been deadly serious hard work for ne and it would continue! | had al nbost worn ny thunb

of f clicking copies 'of |ogs and docunents, ny ears ached with the high whine of copying recording
strips. And while | had the story down to the end of the last fatal war council about Earth (and
had yet to spend many hard weeks witing what you have just so quickly read), | as yet did not
have the final tag ends all tied neatly. How hara, how very hard | have worked for you, dear

r eader!

2

The chauffeur was waiting as arranged by Hightee, and I was flown back to the vast estates of the
Duke and Duchess of Manco where we had been staying. The estates enbrace a whole range of wild
mount ai ns and a thousand square mles of fertile plain adjacent to a city-provincial, but three
times the size of New Yor k—nanmed Atal anta.

We | anded in the Rose Park and | was in luck. The Duchess, just that mnute, was entering a salon

She was tall and bl onde and, despite being in her |late niddl e age and despite children, quite
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beautiful. The years had been very kind to the one-tinme Countess Krak
"Hel l o, Monte," she said. "You |look quite worn. Did Hi ghtee get off all right?"

I nodded. The Duchess of Manco usually made ne feel a little bit tongue-tied and awkward: she
moved with an easy grace and her gray-blue eyes | ooked at you with an inpact. She was dressed in
| eat her today and had probably been out supervising things around the estate.

"Your Grace,"” | managed, "if you will give ne a little time, there are sone |oose ends | haven't
tied up.”
She smiled. "Well, cone in and sit down and fire away. | need to catch ny breath, nyself. MW

| atest grandchild has been running everyone's legs off all day. He's been into everything on the
pl ace! He's only seven but he takes a dozen people to keep himfroman early dem se. Exactly |ike
his grandfather." And she went on to tell ne, very proudly, how they'd just now fished himout of
an irrigation | ake when his self-built boat had capsized. H s nother had evidently taken himhone
to the city where his father, Heller's younger son, was governor

The park day salon was nice and cool, very rustic, all of native stone with an actual fireplace.
You coul d
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have drilled a conpany init. The walls were lined with paintings. There were Jettero's three
sons, all niddle-aged now but in the paintings still boys: two were shown in the uniforns of the
Royal Acadeny and the third in the helnmet of a speed flier. Their own daughter was shown, painted
as costumed in some school play: she |ooked startlingly |ike Hi ghtee, but she had sonething in the
way she stood that was definitely Krak

The Duchess called for sone cool drinks and ranbled on about her grandchil dren, of whom she now
had six. The eldest of these, at forty, had just anbitiously taken on the stewardship of the Krak
estates in northern Atal anta, since he would inherit the title, and was apparently westling at
the nonent with a flood. | was not very attentive. | was trying to get a word in edgew se and get
my story tied up.

| had a little list. | peeked at it and in a lull, | said, "Could you tell ne whatever happened to
M ster Calico?"

She | aughed and gave a snall, sharp whistle. In about thirty seconds a calico cat cane tearing
into the roomand | eaped up on her lap. | was stunned. "lIs this Mster Calico?"

She | aughed again, for'the cat had | ooked up search-ingly at me and then, deciding | hadn't neant
it, went back to |lapping at the sparkl ewater canister she was hol ding for him

Then she looked a little sad. "About ten years after we returned fromEarth, Jettero and M ster
Calico were taking a walk up in the nmountains. You realize | never did get Jettero to | ead a nice,
safe life, but in this case he was sinply linbering up after a long session in Palace City. They
weren't even hunting. And M ster Calico

2
5

spotted a lepertige! He tackled it head on! Inagine junping on a ton of l|epertige! But that was
M ster Calico. Before Jettero could stop him he'd conme off second best."

She sighed. Then she pointed. "That's the |lepertige pelt right over there by the fireplace. It's
pretty ratty for this room | know, but Jettero would never let nme throwit away. And that's what
happened to M ster Calico."

The cat in her lap | ooked up at the nanme again. She said, "However, once every generation since
that time, after the old one is dead, another cat gets born in the litters that answers to the
nane of Mster Calico without ever being told. This is the tenth one!
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"You know, " she continued proudly, "since we brought these cats to Manco, there isn't a single
vermn left in the province. | just hope these felines don't take it into their heads to w pe out
the | epertiges!”

I had nmy next item "There were five ships sent fromEarth to Calabar. Did they ever arrive?"

"Ch, Faht Bey's crew. Oh, yes. They operated the Fleer repair base on Cal abar for sone years and

then retired and went honme. That reminds ne, | have a postcard here sonmeplace | haven't answered.
He retired as postnaster in sone little town in Flisten and his daughter got the post. She's half
Turki sh, you know. | rmust get a new social secretary. Wen you finish your book, you wouldn't care

for the job, would you, Mnte?"

| cringed. These elderly people were all alike. They didn't think investigative reporting was
serious business! Well, 1'd show then

"Now," | said, ignoring the offer sternly, "when all those crimnals were amestied, was there any
soci al upheaval ? | nmean, a new crine wave?"

"Ch, what would make you think that? Factually,

they all seened to think they owed Mrtiiy sonething and nost of themreforned. Let nme see, it was
so long ago. Oh, yes. Only one percent were ever apprehended again and executed. It was a period
that was al nost crineless. | renenber a party now at the end of the first year. It was sort of ny
amesty, you know. But since that tine the state actually hasn't had any crine waves, as you cal
them Even Slum Gty got cleaned up."

"Well, that's fine," | said. "Now could you tell me if you ever, in any way, heard any nore about
a man called |zzy Epstein?"

She |l ooked at ne a little strangely. Then she shrugged and sent a footman off. He came back
presently with a netal box. She opened it, took out sone sheets and set the box down on the floor

I would have |l oved to see what was in the rest of that box but she only offered ne the sheets she
hel d. Then just as quickly she took them back. "I forgot," she said, "that you wouldn't be able to
read English"

The sheets were very, very old and yell owed and she handl ed them very gently. She put them back in
the box and brought out a piece of translating paper in not nuch better shape. She gave ne that.

e o 11
I took an inmedi ate phot ograph of the cover note and translation, and | give themto you in full:

2
CONFI DENTI AL

From Censorship Cerk
To: The Duchess of Manco, Palace Cty
Your G ace:

Crown, H's Lordship, when this was called to his attention, directed that this be forwarded to
you, under seal, as a matter of personal interest.

It was brought in by a routine mlitary survey sent by the Chairman of Intelligence.

It was found on a post in a nountain cone. The envelope, as you will note, is sinply addressed,
"Mster Jet." The date is concurrent with the tenth year of reign of the Enperor Mrtiiy.

The transl ation foll ows:

Dear M. Jet:
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This is just to let you know that your penthouse is all ready and waiti ng when you conme back

The clothes in the closets are in good shape but a little out of date. Styles have changed in ten
years. Your tailor calls fromtine to tine to see if you need anything new.

M. Stanmpi of the Spreeport Speedway cal kd and asked if you would like to race in the new Anerican
Grand Prix. He said he reinstated all your nenberships and you were right out front with him

THE DOOMED PLANET
247

"Queen" Babe Corl eone speaks of you often. Just the other day, at the world board neeting, she
sai d she missed "Prince Charming" and cried a little bit. She said maybe Jerone had never forgiven
her after all, because he didn't come back. She is doing fine, though. The American Rifle

Associ ation el ected her Woman of the Year. There are no other nobs now, only Corl eone.

She is very popular and her nanme is up in lights over the UN since she ordered themto pass the
Wonen' s Ther nonucl ear Rights Bill

Vant agi o has your portrait in the |obby of the Gracious Palnms but | don't think you'd like it with
all the ribbons across the chest: it nakes you | ook |ike sone fanous politician and that's
dangerous. The girls there seemto like it, though, and keep votive candles going in front of it.

I think Bang-Bang ni sses you. He keeps tal king about the "good old days with Jet." W nade him a
five-star general of the arny so he could show them how to drill.

Bury, I'msorry to say, showed his true colors. After he disposed of Mss Peace and M ss Agnes,
his wi fe di sappeared. She was | ast seen being introduced to an anaconda at the Bronx Zoo.

You nmay not have heard that the nmayor's wife was exiled by Babe to the island of Elba. Wll, she
escaped. Evidence exists that she had

2
9

a rendezvous with Bury, also at the zoo. She has not been seen since.

Twoey is not around very nuch. W can barely get himin | ong enough to sign papers that apply to
Rockecenter interests. He's bought all the pig farns in New Jersey and spends nost of his tine
there. He naned a new prize-wi nning sow "The Beautiful Krackle," but please don't tell Mss Joy,
as | don't think she'd like it. But he thought she'd be pleased and he plagued us for weeks trying
to find out where she was so he could show her all the blue ribbons it won.

| doubt you'd bother your inportant head tw ce wondering about ne. | alnpost died | ast nonth when
they gave ne an honorary degree at Barvard to signalize the conversion of tJie |ast governnent on
Earth to a corporation. | needed you to keep me fromrunning away which, | am ashamed to say, |

di d.

| keep your office dusted. Your old baseball cap has about fallen apart where you left it on your
desk. | amafraid to touch it

So anyway, M. Jet, when you're finished surveying the Moon in depth or whatever is keeping you
away, your condo penthouse is still waiting. The gardeners keep the garden up and there isn't even
any dust around. | go there now and then and pretend you'll soon cone hone. It sort, of calns ne.

| hope you don't mnd

Yours very truly, lzzy
PS: 1 would ask you to give Mss Joy ny best but she probably doesn't renmenber ne.

PPS:. | do hope she is enjoying her life as Ms. Jettero Heller and the wife of an officer of the
Fl eet .
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H

I was STUNNED! '

| 1 ooked at the Duchess and said, "He knew his 'M, Jet' was an extraterrestrial all the tine!
And, just like lzzy, he sinply kept his mouth shut! But HONdid he rind out?" GCh, | had Heller
now caught red-handed in a flagrant Code break

"Jettero's name was on a receipt fromthe Fleet pasted inside the tine-sight he was given. And in
the Enpire State Building office, Jettero had a full library of Voltarian including a Voltarian-
English dictionary. 1zzy nust have recogni zed the characters and translated the receipt.

2
1

"But there's sonething el se: Utanc—€ol onel Gay-lov—+eported to Rockecenter that Afyon was an
extraterrestrial base. Those files all fell into the hands of Izzy. He nust have put six and six
t oget her and even when he found the base was destroyed, he guessed sonebody woul d conme again or
had contacts and he just left the letter."

"Amazing!" | said. | gave her back the translation after making sure | had shot a copy of it. |
checked my recorder secretly to nake sure it was still running. "Now, | have another on ny list:
Snel z. \What happened to hin®"

She was | ooking at ne very oddly now But she said, "Snelz retired as a brigadi er general of Fleet
mari nes half a century ago. He's been dead for twenty years. But |isten, young Monte, |'ve just
noti ced sonething very odd: the questions you' ve been asking relate to Earth."

She pointed her finger at me. | thought that | was caught. But she said, "Now |listen, young Monte,
we' ve shown you all his papers and his | ogs and you MJUST cover Jettero's whole career. It's
brilliant! Hi ghtee and | have to nag and nag to even get himto let the papers quote him He won't
even answer questionnaires fromthe encycl opedia people: he just tells them 'See |last year!' and
they take it as an order and publish himas a space racer when he was young! He's quite

i mpossi bl el He never gets the slightest credit for all he's done. It's VAST! Earth was just a
tiny, tiny part of it. In fact, if | were you, I'd sort of shy away fromit. It's too uninportant.
Good Heavens, even the Colipin invasion is nore interesting than that. He gave the Enperor Mor-
tiiy an absolute fit! W lost five squadrons and Jettero got so upset he grabbed the creaky old
Retribution and went

right over there and won the war and had peace in a week. And Mrtiiy, who'd gone touring to

i nspect Cal abar, belatedly heard about it and came rushing home thinking he'd have to take over
the government and he canme storming into the Grand Council hall and Jettero was sitting right
there and Mortiiy roared, 'Wat the blazes do you nean going out risking your life in that
confounded war?' and Jettero just smled and said, 'Wiat war, Your Majesty? and handed himthe
treaty of peace. And even Mortiiy had to break out |aughing, he | ooked so innocent. But the papers
never even MENTIONED it! We gave you access to the logs and files so you could really tell people
about him"

| smled. | was going to. Though not what she expected. | knew that an investigative reporter had
to be very cunning, so | said, "I certainly will take your advice, Your Gace."
But whet her she would have pursued it or not, | would never know.

At that nmoment the cat said "Yow " and punched her with its paw and then, of all things, pointed
out an upper wi ndow of the "sal on.

The Duchess turned and stared. She spotted sonething in the sky. She | eaped up and she said, "Oh,
no! Jettero is coming in! He's a day early!" She | ooked down at her stained | eather junper. "Good
Heavens! |'ma weck! No one's even been told what's for dinner!"

She rushed fromthe salon into the rest of the house.
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The cat scanpered out the door toward the landing target in the Rose Park.
| followed the cat.

2
The spaceship cane in so fast | was certain that it was going to crash.

Then it made a sudden swoop at the last nonent and settled on its tail so gently, it hardly bent
t he grass.

Now that it was standing still, | gawped.
IT WAS A TUG

The airl ock door opened and a safety line was thrown out and a man slid down it gracefully. He was
dressed in a pale blue civilian suit, w thout ornanent but of very expensive cut. He hit the
bottomwith a |ight-footed bounce and turned. Sonebody still in the ship tossed a briefcase, a box
and a w apped bouquet of flowers down to him each of which he caught.

Bel atedly, a crew fromthe nearby hangar was rolling out sonme steps. But far from bei ng abashed as
t hey shoul d have been, they gave him a wave.

I was standing in a rose archway to the house. He was wal ki ng straight toward ne with an easy
st ep.

I' T WAS JETTERO HELLER

He was quite tall, very slender, the sort of man who even in late niddle age keeps hinself in
condition. Although his features had thickened, he was still a very handsome fellow. He fixed his
gray-bl ue eyes upon ne. He said, "Were's Hightee?"

| said, "Ch, she went back this noon to Voltar."
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"Ch, blast," he said, "I hoped to catch her. You nmust be the young man | heard she had in tow"
"The Honorable Monte Pennwell, Crown, Your Lordship, sir,"” and I would have knelt but he stopped
ne.

"Let's dispense with all the protocol. | get enough of that at Palace Cty." He smled and it was
a very engaging smle. "I'"mhonme. Just call ne Jet.”

"Sir," | said, because | couldn't restrain ny curiosity another monment, "isn't that Tug One?"

"OfF course not," he said with a slight frown.

"But it 1S atug," | persisted. "lIt's got a blunt butting nose with arns. It's the same size and
shape. It has a fin down the back to get rid of excess charge fromWII|-be Was nmain drives. Wen
you opened the airlock, | distinctly saw silver handrails. It even has Prince Caucalsia on its
nose!"

"Young Pennwell, that ship is NOT Tug One. But your use of the term makes ne suspect you have been
talking to the wonen of the famly. Gossiping."

| drew nyself up. | cane to just above his shoulder. "Not gossiping. | aman investigative
reporter!"™

He | aughed good-naturedly. "'lnvestigative reporter'? | haven't heard that termfor nearly a
century."

"I want to wite the story of your life," | said.
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He handed nme the box he was carrying and the flowers. "Well, cone on into the park sal on and
will tell you all about it. No reason to keep you out here standing in the sun.”

| tagged after him He entered the room A footman was standing there with cool drinks, smling a
wel come. Heller draped hinself into a chair. A man in blue livery, evidently a major-dono, rushed
in, still getting into his coat.

"Blin," said Heller to the newconer, "take that box

2
and send it to Hightee. I"'msorry | missed her: | was |ooking forward to sone do-you-renenbers as
we ranbl ed around Atalanta. Pack it carefully, as it's antique glass: nowit will have to be

shi pped all the way back to Pausch Hills. The flowers are for Her G ace.”

Blin relieved nme of ny |load. The footman presented me with a drink. Heller notioned for me to sit
down,

"So what | heard was right," he said. "Dear H ghtee was hel ping you wite a book. Do you have a
publ i sher ?"

"Ch, yes, Your... Jet. Biographies Publishing Conpany was fascinated with the idea of publishing a
book about you. They even signed a contract, w thout even denandi ng an outline. They were avid,
really." | didn't advise himthat they had assuned | nust know himvery well, when actually it was
not until | started this project that | found out that Jettero Heller had been the conmon nane of
t he enormously popul ar and fabul ously powerful Duke of Manco. They had been stunned when they
realized that there was not a single book about himand had said, "Young Pennweil, if you' ve got
an inside track and can actually wite the bi ography of Crown, your fortune will be nade!" | was
going to go them one better. Wat a book | had! A sky-buster

"Well, that's fine," said Heller. "I imagine the girls must have been assisting you."

"Ch, yes," | said. "They have been spl endi d—+ade all your |ogs and things avail abl e, opened up the
whol e Menorial Library to me as well."

"I inmagine you' ve been very busy. Did you have any other material ?"

"Ch, yes sir," | said. "The npst amazing thing. An earthquake nust have opened up sone passages at
Spiteos out in the Geat Desert. The place you pulled down, you know. And it was my luck to find
t he whol e
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Apparatus nmaster files." | was trying to trick himinto sone new di scl osures, sone coments |
could use. But he only said, "lmagine that," and sipped at his

I cool drink. "But | should inagine it gets pretty rough for a young writer. Are you not
having any trouble at all?"

That reached a tender spot. "Well," | said, "there's ny famly. Ever since | graduated fromthe
Royal Acadeny of Arts, they haven't taken ny witing seriously. 1've witten ever so many odes and
they don't even listen to them No encouragenent at all."

He shook his head and | ooked very synpathetic. "Well, youth has its penalties. But | don't imagine
they actively put any bl ocks in your way."

"Ch, but they do!" | countered. "Every relative |'ve got has been nudging find pushing at me to
take a post doing this or that."

"Oh, ny," said Heller, "that nmust be pretty grim"

"It is!"™ | said, enphatically. "But they' ve eased up on that. Now it's sonething el se absolutely
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horrible. My nother is |leading a conspiracy to marry nme off to the Lady Corsa."
"Lady Corsa?" he said, wi de-eyed. "Wiy, she's the heiress to half of the planet Mdon!"

"She's awfully athletic, half again ny size. And she has no soul at all! She thinks witing is a
waste of tine."

"But, good Heavens," said Heller, "you'd wind up one of the richest nmen on Mddon in another half-
century. The lands of that planet are | egendary for their productivity and the uplands are
beauti ful and full of game. A paradise!"”

I shook ny head. "Provincial," | said. "Bucolic beyond belief. Al they do is dig irrigation
ditches or stand around with their caps in their hands nmuttering

2

7

about the woolly crop. Even the gentry is illiterate and they go to bed the nonent the sun, there,
sets. | wouldn't be able to get to the bright Iights of Voltar even as often as once a year. Ch, |

assure you, Your Grace, it would be DEATH "
"You poor fellow," Heller said. "This witing nust nean a lot to you."

"Ch, it does, it does. So please, Jet, tell me the story of your life."

He | ooked very solemn. He finished off his cool drink and put it down. "Very well, then. Wuere
shal | | begin?"

| was a bit taken aback. | hadn't realized it would be so easy. "Wll, usually one begins with
where he was born," | said.

He nodded. He settled hinself confortably. | got ny recorder running, aching to hear his every
word. Now | would get to the bottomof this. Wth the adroit and tricky questioning | had worked
out that an investigative reporter nust pursue, | would get himto reveal in his own words the

subst ance of the nost gigantic cover-up of all tine.

"I was born," said Heller, "in Tapour, Atalanta Province, planet Manco, 127 years ago."

I was tense. His eyes took on the hue of nostalgia and rem ni scence. Now | would get down to it.
"Then," said Heller, "I lived until now. And here | am"

| felt the very roomspin. | opened ny nouth. | closed it.

A bl and and i nnocent smile remained on Heller's face.

Sone footfalls were sounding in the hall. The Duchess of Manco swept in. Despite her age, she was

beautiful. She was wearing a di nner gown that shinmrered blue and yell ow and seened to reflect the
color of her hair and eyes. Had | not known how ol d she was, her skill at nmakeup woul d have had ne
f ool ed.

He stood to wel come her and she kissed him "You're a bad boy to cone blasting in here a day
early, catching everything in a nmess. But | amdelighted,"” and she kissed himagain very warmy.
Then she becane aware of ne. She said, "Jettero, | couldn't help but overhear what you told this
ni ce young man. Spare himyour jokes. He's really trying awmfully hard and it's time you got sone
recognition."

"That's right!" said Heller. "Recognition! Just what | want. Recognition that~l amstarved. Wat's
for dinner?"

And that was ALL | ever got out of Jettero Heller, Viceregal Chairman of the Grand Council, Duke
of Manco.
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So you see?
HE IS STILL ENFORCI NG THE HUGEST COVER- UP THE CONFEDERACY EVER SUFFERED!

But there is still time, dear reader, there is still time. The sacred Invasion Tinmetable can yet
be restored and executed.

However, as Shafter is reminding ne, | have not told you all

2

When | got back to Voltar | was, of course, busy for a very long tine witing the story you have
read. Honestly, | have never worked so hard in all ny life. | blackmail ed Hound—he dri nks—nto
telling people | was studying to take exam nation for a position, w thout saying which relative
had won and, as Lady Corsa and her brother had gone back to Mddon, | was not bothered. Ch, how
sweat ed.

And then the fabul ous day cane when | thought that | had finished, only to be told by Shafter |
had my wires | oose.

"All right," | said inpatiently,
It's all witten up!"

all right. But Shafter, | don't have any nore naterial here.

He sighed. He said, "Young Monte, have you ever realized how boring it has been for me puttering
around here while you inked your fingers up? Every car you have is tuned. And you know what ?"

| said, "What?"
"I think you're witing fairy tales."
"Ch, Shafter, have you turned agai nst nme, too?"

"l wouldn't do that, young Monte. But | could keep you from maki ng an awful mistake." He went to
the door of the old air-tourer he had picked up for a song (I should be nore accurate: it wasn't
one of ny odes, for nobody will take them it was with ny unspent allowance built
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up .while I was witing) and he opened the creaky door and pushed a panel button. He said, "Look."
| | ooked.

He had turned on a map. It was the Wstern Ccean.

"I don't see anything," | said, nystified.

"That's what |'m showi ng you," Shafter said. "You could be making an awful mistake. Look
careful ly. NOTH NG "

Believe ne, it was an awful shock when | understood and verified what he was saying. Not only was
there no Rel ax Island, THERE WAS NO | SLAND AT ALL!

"Good Heavens!" | cried. "The cover-up even extends to corrupting a Voltar planetary chart!"

"l knew you'd see it ny way," said Shafter. "I'Il ask Hound to pack us a lunch and we're on our
way! "

We flew over there at once. Two thousand miles. The old air-tourer wasn't fast—t could only make
three hundred—but it had lots of instruments and screens.

The overcast was very high and gray, the ocean was very ominous and green. At four in the
afternoon we were on the exact coordi nates.

"Be careful not to run into the nountaintop," | said. "lI've forgotten how high it is
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"Well, you won't find out fromthe pilot book. There's no such island listed. But |1've got a
system |'ve drawn a grid and we will just fly back and forth, going |lower and | ower, and scout
this whol e area of ocean."

"Don't run into the nountainside!" | said.

"I won't," replied Shafter. "For I'mquite certain there's nothing there. Besides, |I'mflying with
all screens live. Sit back and have anot her sweetbun. This is going to take tine."

W conbed and conbed, |ower and |ower, splitting

2
through the tendrils of nist and patches of sun. Now and then we glinpsed the ocean bel ow.

The waves began to | ook nore and nore prominent. W were finally so low, | even saw a batfish
bei ng chased by a whol e school of toothers. It nade ne nervous, particularly since Shafter had
chosen that nonment to lift an interior cowm and shove in another fuel bar: | hoped we had enough
of them

The sun abruptly blinded nme. It was shining under the mst, horizontally. SUNSET
And then a weird thought hit nme. "Say, Shafter, have you had a flash from Pl anetary Defense?"
"No," he said, skinmng the waves.

"Well, for Heavens' sakes, nmke sure your traffic channel is operating. W don't want a warhead
being slamed into us. This island is very out-of-bounds. Check your channel!"

He shrugged and put a call in. "Just testing," he said into the m crophone.

"Ch, is that what you're doing?" cane a Planetary Defense Base voice. "W thought you were
probably | ooking for a place to fish."

Shafter turned and winked at ne. "That's right," he said into the m crophone. "But we're being
careful not to run into the nountain."

"What rmountai n?" said Planetary Defense.
"Teon," said Shafter. "The mountain on Relax Island."

There was a silence, then, "Air-tourer 4536729- MY7. W have just issued cautionary citation on you
for cruising without charts or pilot books. Please report at your convenience to Traffic Safety
and get your screens and publications checked."

"Oh, here now," said Shafter, "we don't need that."
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"Then probably you' d rather have a real citation for flying under the influence of tup.”

"No, no," said Shafter hastily, "I'Il take the cautionary one, thank you. It's not ny fault your
publications are hard to read. | could have sworn | saw a Mount Teon listed out here."

"You're seeing things. W' re issuing the real citation. There's no such island and no such
mountain. We'll nonitor your progress home. Check in to court tonmorrow norning. And bring ten
credits for the fine. End."

Shafter turned to ne. "Please don't have any other suggestions, young Monte. Gve ne the ten
credits now so | can go to court and pay it before you get up. There's no |l and here, we're going
hone. "

| was boggled. This was nore than just a cover-up
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What had been the fate of Queen Teeni e and Madi son, the catanites, the Palace City staff and five
t housand peopl e?

Ch, Shafter had been right. | had nmy wires | oose and waving in the air
WHAT HAD HAPPENED?
The island was just a vol canic bubble.

Had Heller, that archvillain, sent a warship in to blowit out of the water and cover up his cover-
up for keeps?

\l

| spent a very restless night. | paced. Only by dawn did | get to sleep. Hound let the sunlight in
like a clap of thunder by slami ng back the blinds.

2

"You're getting worse and worse," he said. "Now you've got poor Shafter standing in court like a
common felon. Your father should have taken nmy advice and sent you for mlitary duty. Charging to
the thunder of guns would have nade a nman out of you."

"Hound," | said, "do | have a relative in the geol ogical office?"

He raised his eyes to the ceiling. "No, you don't have a relative in the geological office. And if
you don't straighten out soon, you won't have any relatives at all. They' Il disown you! Plying
poor Shafter with strong drink! You should be ashaned of yourself."

"He didn't tell you that."

"He didn't have to! The citation was in the norning mail slot! And here you are at two o' clock in
the afternoon, sleeping it off!"

“You drink."
"Not in public, you little blackmailer! Get into that washroomand I'll steamit out of you!"
Actually, it did ne good. It soothed the jangled nerves, even though they got all jangled again by

ny trying to phone while Hound shaved ne. He kept brushing the nouthpiece away.

But | got hold of the editor of The Planet, a weekly pictorial which, | renenbered, had a flavor
of Voltar historical events: they liked to cover nountain slides and vol canic eruptions and such

"About a hundred years ago or less," | said, "did you record an earthquake or anything."
"That's great," said the editor. "Wo is this? Your viewer is off."
"I'"'m being shaved and ny hair isn't conbed."

"This must be ny nost vital call of the day," said
THE DOOVMED PLANET
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the editor. "Listen, whoever you are, there are approximately six earthquakes a week throughout
110 planets. And | am overwhel ned by your tine and | ocation specificity."

"Western Ccean," | said, "Voltar. Try ninety or ninety-five or eighty-five years ago."

"Li sten, whoever you are, ny advice is to go get chunmy with a reporter who has access to
newssheet files. And when you call me next time, conb your hair and turn on your viewer. Cranks,"
he nuttered and clicked off.
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It cane to nme in a flash. | knew where reporters hung out.
"Hound," | said excitedly, "lay out a | ounge suit that's sort of wrinkled and a sloppy hat."

"You don't have any winkled suits!™ he snapped. "Don't go accusing the footnmen of not doing their
jobs. Not after what you did to poor Shafter! You' re trouble!"

"Listen," | pleaded. "Winkle one up, then. I'mgoing to the Ink Club in Joy Cty!"

He rai sed his eyeballs so high they clicked! Wen he recovered, he said, "Now you are going to go
carousi ng with newssheet trash! You mark my words, young Monte, you'll beconme a hopel ess drunk! If
it weren't for nmy obligation to your father, | would go honme to Flisten and abandon you to your
fate!"

He wouldn't let nme winkle ny suit. He wouldn't let ne wear a sloppy hat. He jawed and jawed. OCh,
what | have been through, dear reader, getting you this book

Shafter wasn't much better. Incautiously, he had given the traffic court a bit of |lip and they'd
doubl ed his fine. | gave himthe additional ten credits but he kept gl oom ng about his perfect
driving record gone.

He got me to Joy City and | anded near the Ink C ub.

2

It has a huge electronic sign that sinulates a river of ink that changes colors and spl ashes.
You'd think inside they'd have fires and di sasters posted up, but not so: the place is all soft
gray and soothing nusic, sonmewhat |ike an undertaker's.

It was late afternoon. Editions were all out. It was reporter slack tine. The place was janmed.

I felt extremely conspicuous with my beautifully pressed, conservative mauve shi nmercl oth | ounge
suit and perfectly brushed hat. It nmade ne stand out |like a statue in a park full of weeds.

A young boy usher saw me staring around at the tables. He nust have thought | had wandered into
the wong place. He said, "lIs there sonmeone you especially wish to see, sir?"

"A reporter," | said.

He | ooked at me and his eyes went round. And then he broke out |aughing. "Hey, you birds," he
shouted, "this toff here wants to see a reporter. Do any of you splashers qualify?”

Sonmebody threw a canister at him A tough-looking fellow at a crowded table yelled at ne, "Don't
m nd the help. Come over and sit down, if you' re buying."

Well, of course | was buying. | was an investigative reporter nmyself, wasn't |? | squeezed in at a
pl ace they made for ne at a table of twenty and very shortly two waiters ran up with trays | oaded
wi th drinks.

"Well, what can | do for you?" said the tough-looking fellow, when he'd downed his. "It's two days
bef ore payday and you're a Godsend." | was paying the waiter froma roll. "Bring the table another
round!" ny new friend yelled, "I think the guy just robbed a bank!"

"Hey, that's a good story," said another one. "Can | have it exclusive? |'ll dub you Natty the

Nifty Teller

THE DOOVED PLANE"
Tapper. And for another round |I'Il say you before you will take their tills."

"No, no," | said with dignity. "I ama repent* nyself. An investigative reporter, in fact."
"What's that?" several wanted to know.

"I't investigates cover-ups,” | said. "I"'mwiting a book."
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"We're all witing books," my tough-looking friend said. "I got a trunk full of books. So has
everybody else at this table. You got to do better than that. Waiter, bring us another round!"

"I amon the trail of a cover-up so staggering," | said, "that it will boggle everybody."

"What's a cover-up?" sonebody wanted to know. "You don't cover thftn up. You take the covers OFF
Only then can you see what the girl |ooks |ike! You' ve got to be careful what you're getting
into!"

"It isn't agirl I"muncovering," | said. "It's one of the highest figures in the state. And oh
will my nanme be all across the sky."

"My friend," said the tough-1ooking one, "I think, in kindness, you have had enough to drink. But
that doesn't stop the rest of us. Waiter, another round, but omt ny friend here. He's drunk as a
Lord!"

Five rounds |l ater, ny tough-looking friend was pretty nmellow and | got himto |isten.

"I'"ve got to get access to newssheet files stretching back nmaybe ninety-five years. |'m searching
for a specific disaster."

"My friend," he said, "what you need is a reporter. No editor is going to let you near his files.
Now, as you've been buying so handsonely, any of us here would be glad to hel p, except for one
fatal thing: nobody |asts ninety-five years in this business."

2
"ad shif did," said sonebody, pointing.

My tough-1ooking friend turned.

A gray-haired old weck was sitting at the end of a bar across the room all by hinmself, staring
at an enpty canister

"Hey, he might know. Buy us one nore round, Natty the Nifty Teller Tapper, and I'll introduce you
for free."

Five minutes later, my tough-looking friend, with ne beside him was telling Shif, "Here's
sonmebody that's insisting on buying you a drink. Bye-bye, Natty, drop around when you' ve tapped
another till." And he left.

"Drinks," said old Shif, "always cost sonething. What is it this tinme?"

"I amtrying to discover any strange occurrence in the Western Ocean, sonetine between a century
ago and now, probably maybe ninety-five years ago, nmaybe not." And | signalled the barman to bring
a canister of tup. The barman hesitated until | flashed a bill to show him| was paying.

ad shif watched the canister arrive. "Maybe you better be nore specific."

| decided to confide, he | ooked so old and wise. | |eaned over and whispered in his ear, "I'm
trying to find out what happened to Relax Island."

H s head whi pped around toward nme. Sonething flashed in his eyes. Was it fear?
Then he did the incredi ble. He pushed the canister of tup right back at the barman
Wthout |ooking at ne, Shif said, "I'msorry. | can't help you."

Ch, was | certain now Yes, indeed, there was a cover-up! | grabbed the canister and put it back
in front of him He did not touch it.

THE DOOMED PLANET
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This was an energency. | signalled to the barnan for a keg. The barnman saw ny noney, picked one
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up and put it on the bar in front of Shif.

"That won't help," said the aged reporter. "Young man, as a friendly gesture, all | can tell you
is to forget it. You are in Censor territory."

My certainty surged!

I know how t hese cl ubs operate. The attitude of that barman clearly showed that old Shif was in

debt to the place. | grabbed the young boy usher and gave hi ma whi spered nmessage.
Two mnutes later, the nmanager was standing there, holding an account sheet in his hand. "I don't
know what you want with this," he said to Shif. "It was about to be witten off fts a bad debt."

Shif pointed at nme. "He called for it, | didn't," said Shif.

| grabbed the bill. It was a year overdue. It was for nmore than | had on ne. | grabbed out ny
i dentopl ate and stanped it.

"No, no!" said Shif. "You're tenpting nme beyond endurance!"
"CGood, " | said.
"Bad," said Shif. "This is DANGEROUS!"

| was absolutely positive then that not only the Censor but Heller hinself nust be behind this
Rel ax | sl and cover-up!

"dve me an account sheet with his nanme on it,"” |I told the manager. "Mark it for the next year and
| eave the amount bl ank."

The manager stared. A d Shif sat there kind of crunpled. The bl ank sheet cane. | stamped it. But |
held onto it.

Seconds ticked by. Then slowy, slowy, old Shif

2
reached out for the sheet. He gripped the corner of it and used it to pull nme close to him

He whi spered in ny ear. "Don't ever tell anyone it cane fromne. Go and see Pratia Tayl, M nx
Estates, Pausch Hills."

W

Because it was late in the Voltar year, Mnx Estates was not in bloom But fromthe air, as we

| anded, one could tell it was very prosperous. It had garden wal ks anongst the shrubs, and statues
of naked nynphs peeped forth. The vast house was a nansion of three stories and higher pbles. A
snmall hospital nestled in the trees at the back. A pool, in the shape of a heart, steanmed in the

| ate afternoon sun.

We | anded on the target and | got out. \Wat seened to be a bundle of furs in a reclining chair at
the pool side suddenly stirred and said, "Oooooooo! Wat a beautiful young man!"

| advanced cautiously. An old face of at |east 150 peered out of the furs. Excessive nakeup did
not hide her years. "Sit down, sit down!" she cried, indicating a | awn chair beside her. "Tell ne
all about yoursel f!"

"I am Monte Pennwell," | said. "Do | have the honor of addressing Pratia Tayl ?"

"Ch, ny goodness. Not only handsone but also polite. Yes, indeed, | amPratia Tayl, or at |east
that name will do. Now you just make yourself at hone,"
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. Things apparently happened very fast at Mnx Estates for all its surface serenity. Pratia began
to chatter at three hundred mles an hour, asking all about ny famly, of which she had heard, and
all about ny friends and interests. And while she was doing so a young man with bright green eyes
and straw colored hair came up with a tray of canisters and a jug of pink sparklewater and Pratia
sai d, "Thank you, son," wi thout even taking her eyes off ne, and then a woman canme out of the
house with sone sweetbuns. She had bright green eyes and straw colored hair and Pratia said,
"Thank you, daughter," and went right on chattering at ne.

An el derly dowager, escorted by an elderly man with bright green eyes and straw col ored hair,
entered the front gate and parsed us en route to the small hospital at the back, and Prati a,
barely halting her chatter at nme, said, "Good afternoon, Lady Tig. Good afternoon, son."” \Wen they
opened the hospital door, | saw the sign on it, Cellobgy Beauty Cinic.

I had no nmore than read that when a very sporty air-speedster |anded and two nen got out. They
both had bright green eyes and straw colored hair. Wen they cane over to give her a peck on the
cheek, she interrupted her barrage at nme |ong enough to say, "Boys, neet Mnte Pennwell, the
witer. You know of his family. Mnte, ny grandsons Jettero and Bis." They shook hands and went
off to the house and | cut into Pratia' s chatter

"Good Heavens," | said, "are all these children YOURS?"

"Ch, these are just sonme of them" said Pratia with a proud sinper. "Mst of them have nmarried and
are in practice. You should see ny grandchildren!”

2
"Do they all have bright green eyes and straw col ored hair?"

"Ch, yes," said Pratia. "Aren't they beautiful? | even have three great-grandchildren already and
they have them too! Adorable. But | was wondering, don't you have an Aunt Bit? | think | went to
school . .."

A really ancient hag cane out of the house and stal ked over to us. She cut right across Pratia's
chatter. She said, "WII| this guest be staying for supper?"

Pratia said, "Ch, I'msure he will, Meeley. Be certain that you serve sonething stinulating. And
he will be staying the night...."

"No, no," | said quickly. "I have to be hone for a famly dinner. But... but," | said to the old
hag, "she called you Meeley. Are you... well... are you the forner |andlady of..."

"That (bl eep)?" said Meeley. "Hah!" And she stal ked of f.

"I"'msorry you can't stay the night," said Pratia. "My bed is awfully soft."

It just shows you the nenaces which surround the profession of an investigative reporter! You
shoul d be inpressed with the dangers |I ran getting this material for you, dear reader

Swiftly, | said, "I only cane to find out about Relax Island."

Her bright blue eyes went round. She was suddenly silent. She stared at ne.

Hastily, | explained, "I heard a runor you could tell nme. You see, it's no |longer there."
She ni bbled at a sweetbun. Then she said, "Prahd wouldn't like it if | told you."
"Prahd?" | said. "Prahd Bittlestiffender?"

"Are there any other Prahds? He is still the King' s
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Omn Physician, but he runs this little beauty clinic here when he isn't busy at Palace Cty."
Suddenly she | ooked brighter. She raised her voice and called, "Ske!"

A man in a butler's uniformcanme out of the house shortly. "One of the girls said you called,

Mstress. | didn't quite hear. I'mgetting pretty deaf."
"Ske?" | said. "By any chance, you aren't the onetine driver of... of... ?"
"That (bl eep)?" said Ske. "I'll have you know |I've been butler here ever since old Bawtch died.

I'"mrespectable.™

"Bawt ch?" | said. "The chief clerk of..."

Pratia cut ne off. She said, "Ske, Prahd won't be here tonight, will he?"
Ske shook' his head and went off to do whatever butlers do.

"Ch, goodie!" said Pratia. "He won't be here at the clinic so he wouldn't know you'd been here
listening. | can tell you after all!"

| sat forward on the edge of ny seat.
"So that's settled,” said Pratia. She didn't say anything el se.
"Well?" | said. "Well?"

"Ch, Monte," she said, "you anaze ne. Don't you know that a girl can't possibly inpart secrets
unless it's in bed?"

| gawped.

"Don't ook so prim" she said. "It's a long story. | couldn't possibly tell you unless you spent
the night."

Then | sniled. | nodded. | knew | had nothing to fear froma wonman who was 150 or 160 years ol d.
After all, | DD have to get the story.

I sent Shafter and the air-speedster hone.
Little did | know what | was letting nyself in for

2
Ch, Gods, what | have been through and how | have suffered, dear reader, getting you this vita
tal e!

I did not have the |east inkling of the shocking experience that awaited ne!

I should have read it fromthe smle on the face of Pratia Tayl when | hel ped her to rise and go
into dinner, a snle which stayed there all through the neal.

PART

NI NETY- ONE ENVO 1|

VI

Feeling pleasantly full of a delicious dinner, | was led by Pratia into an inposing bedroom It
had floating chairs. It nad an enornous floating bed. The place was all white and gold and was
decorated with natural -color cupids on the walls and in the cloudy ceiling. | suddenly | ooked

again. The cupids, in singles, doubles and clusters all were | eering!

Pratia sat down in a soft and anple chair. She picked up a bag which had been |lying there. CQut of
it she took a needle and sone long strings, then she shook out a pile of tiny, colored hoops. |
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knew what all that was: ladies of quality often make circular mats of different designs and thread
smal | hoops of various colors on strings by the thousands. | was reassured. | started to sit down
on a couch

"No, not there," said Pratia. "On the bed!"

| sat down on the huge bed: it was wondrously soft and fleecy but strangely it did not sink
keepi ng one supported.

Pratia put a needle through a hoop. "You are really a nice young fellow, " she said. "So, take off

your clothes."
I flinched.

2
"No take-off-the-clothes, no story," said Prati a.

Well, she wasn't attacking nme. Wth considerable reluctance, | kicked off nmy shoes and socks,
renoved ny jacket and my shirt.

Pratia had stopped threading. "All of them" she said.

Unw |l lingly, with ny back to her, | renoved the rest.

"Now | ie down on your back," she said. "If you're so nodest, you can cover yourself with the
sheet . "

Al t hough she was watching, she was still in the chair. It nade nme brave. | lay down on ny back. |

pul | ed the sheet over ne.

Pratia let out a sigh. And then she said, "All right, girls, you can cone in."
Through the door, giggling, came two girls!

I instantly pulled the sheet up to ny throat!

"These are ny great-granddaughters Asa and Lik," said Pratia.

Asa was about twenty-one. She was quite thin. She was quite pretty. She had green eyes and straw
col ored hair.

Li Kk was about ni neteen. She was plunper. She was very pretty. She, too, had green eyes and straw
col ored hair.

"Grls," said Pratia, "this is a real, live author named Monte Pennwell. Isn't he nice?"
The girls pronptly began to get out of their clothes, shedding themw th an al arning speed.

| hysterically pulled the sheet up over ny head!

"Now, don't get alarmed,” Pratia said to ne. "They are both virgins. | wouldn't dreamof letting
themindulge in actual sex. | amjust nmaking sure | ambringing themup right. W' re very proper
people: | wouldn't condone letting themtouch their brothers and it's al nbst never that we get a

ni ce young man to practice on."
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"No," | said in a panic, surging up. "lI'd better go!"

Pratia smled that strange, intense smle. "No practice, no story," she said. "And it's sone
story, | assure you."

| steeled nyself. | was an investigative reporter, | told nyself. If | were going to be true to ny
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craft, | nust not flinch at the little bunps in the road. | |ay back down.

Suddenly, Asa's face was | ooning over ne. "Now, all I'"mgoing to do," she said, "is just give you
a nice kiss. Boys and girls kiss all the time, so there's nothing wong with that, is there?"

I shook ny head, not really knowing if | was agreeing with her or telling her not to do it.

She put her palms on ny cheeks and gave me a nice, gentle kiss.*At least it seemed so. But an
electric thrill went through ne.

Asa drew back. She was sitting on her heels beside nme. "Now you see? Just a sinple, innocent
kiss."

Pratia had stopped knitting. Her blue eyes were very intense. Her tongue was playing al ong her
upper lip.

Asa | eaned over ne again. | could not see nuch through the screen of her strawcolored hair. She
was ki ssing nme on the cheek

I felt nmy toes clench. My heels straightened out with a jerk

Asa was sitting back, |ooking down at ne, grinning.

| raised nmy head and | ooked around, startled. Where was Lik?

The girl's bare feet were visible on the floor, heels up, on the other side of the bed.

| felt' ny eyes roll right up into the top of ny skull as a shuddering groan filled the room
Asa gi ggl ed.

Pratia smiled happily.

2
Li k, kneeling on the other side of the bed, pulled her head out from under the sheet. "Ch, boy!"
she panted. "That was goooooooood!"

Pratia began threadi ng hoops again. "You' ve been a nicely behaved boy, Mnte Pennwell. So you just
lie still and I will tell you the story of Relax I|sland."
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i X

"It all begins," said Pratia, threading snall rings with her needle, "about five years after the

ascensi on of Enperor Mrtiiy to the throne.

"Things were very calmin the whol e Confederacy. There was prosperity. A great deal of building
was in progress. Practically everyone had forgotten all about Hisst and certainly, since it had
had no publicity in the first place, Relax Island was the furthest thing from anybody's m nd

"Then one day, right here at the gate, a fisherman showed up fromthe Western Ccean shore. He was
an old man and very brown, very ragged and poor. He had wal ked all the way fromthe vill age of
Wayl, a distance of nearly five hundred niles.

"He wouldn't talk to anybody but me, so they brought himout to the sumrerhouse where | was and he
stood there twisting his shade hat around and around and he said he had a nmessage for nme. And
woul d | pay?

"I told himthat depended. He fished into a straw bag he had and brought out a seal ed gl ass
canister. He held it near ne but wouldn't let go of it.

"1 | ooked through the glass and read, 'If whoever finds this nessage will take it to Pratia Tayl,
M nx Estates, Pausch Hills, she will give himtw hundred credits."'
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"That's a |l ot of nmoney. He said that he had found the bottle floating off the breakwater at Wayl.
My curiosity got the better of me. | paid himand he gave ne the canister and went away.

"I cut the seal and spilled the whole roll of paper into nmy hand. | spread it out. It said:
Tel | Papers Headl i ne

HUGE PLAGUE W PI NG OQUT RELAX

| SLAND

POPULATI ON DYI NG LI KE FLI ES

The exile colony of Queen Teenie, Hostage Mnarch of Flisten, not only inperilled but dooned!
Unburied dead littering the roads are maki ng an unbearabl e stench

The piteous noan of infants rends the air.

Death stalks fromthe crown of Munt Teon down to the southernnost cliff, planting its crushing
hooves into the guts and brains of this defensel ess and shudderi ng popul ati on

No nedi cal supplies exist.
Unless inmediate help is received, there is no hope.
PS: For God's sakes, get this to the papers, Pratial

2
"Well, you can inmagine the shock I went into! | instantly got on the viewer-phone. | showed the
nmessage. | called editor after editor, publisher after publisher

"Some reporters cane out and | showed it to themalong with the canister

"And then you know what happened?

"NOTHI NG

"The next day, there wasn't a single nention of it in the papers, not ONE line! Ch, | was upset.

"Now, you know that by this time Prahd, although he was the King's Owm Physician, didn't have too
much to do. Mortiiy was very healthy and Prahd had finished cl eaning up the renoved Lords |ong

since. ding was still alive but he had special nurses. So Prahd, to while away the tine, opened
the little hospital here as a cello-logy beauty clinic for the dowagers and wonen of Pausch Hills.
He was here three days a week and when he next cane, | showed himthe nessage.

"He scratched his head. He | ooked at the date on the nessage and saw it was only two weeks ol d and
he said there might yet be tine. He viewer-phoned Palace City to-try to get hold of that BEAUTI FUL
man, Jettero Hell er—buke of Manco is his right name now, but | always think of himas dear
Jettero, such a LOVELY nman. Such grace ... Were was |? Oh, yes.

"But dear Jettero—+ certainly would love to talk to himsoneday. | have to worship himfrom afar.
You have connections, Mnte. Sonmeday could you introduce ne?"

"It's possible,"” | said, lying there naked between the two girls. "But please, please, tell ne!"

"Ch, goodie. Anyway, dear Jettero was on sone kind of a tour to way off at the other end of the
Conf ederacy and nobody knew when he'd be back. The G and
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Council was' neeting only once a nonth and that was three weeks off.
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"Prahd didn't dare approach Mortiiy about it, of course, but he has lots of influence. And he
contacted the Lord of Health who, in view of the energency, cleared it with Planetary Defense.

"Prahd didn't want to go right in with a big nedical team and cause a stir, so he got a Royal
anbul ance and, when | vol unteered, he disguised ne as his nurse and... Wat's the matter, Asa?"

Asa had been sobbing quietly for some tinme but | had not given it much attention. Now she said,
brokenly, "Lik had sone and | didn't. I'"mall hot and frustrated and I think I'm going to have a
nervous breakdown. I'mlying here next to himand |I ACHE!"

"Ch, dear," said Pratia in quick synpathy. "By all neans, go ahead: | couldn't live with nyself if
| tortured children."

Asa nmoaned her thanks.

Li k popped up and | ooked down into ny face. "I also feel deprived. | didn't get a chance to give
hima nice kiss."

| turned my head away from her

"Ch, cone now, Monte Pennwell," said Lik. "Certainly a kiss never hurt anyone, especially froma
girl who prides herself on being chaste."

2
Pratia grinned expectantly and sat forward in her chair.

| turned nmy head back, offering ny cheek

Pratia was begi nning to pant.

My eyes went round! Asa's groan filled the room

Pratia's needl e and hoops were crushed between her quivering hands.

Li k gave ne a gentle pat upon the cheek. "Now, you see?" she said, "It didn't hurt a bit. You are
a good boy, Mbonte."

"Ch, he is that," said Asa, panting.
"Gran-gran, can't we hear this story another tinme?" said Lik.
"No, no!" | said. "Please, please. Wat happened on the island?"

Pratia blinked her eyes a few tinmes and then got back to putting her needle through hoops once
nor e.

She sighed. "So we got passed by Planetary Defense and we | anded on the island.

"You never saw such a peaceful scene. The flowers were bl oom ng and beautiful, the air was very
soft. The pal ace steps were burnished, the paths were swept. And here and there in the little
nooks, catam tes were meking |ove to each other.

"They hadn't even noticed that we | anded! Thinking it was because we were at the pal ace back door
and that no one had spotted the anbul ance—si nce Prahd had driven quietly—ae rushed in through the
pal ace.

"W rushed up a stairs and down a hall

"Five officers were sitting there outside Queen Teenie's bedchanber. Their senior saw us and held
up his hand. He frowned.

" "No, no' he said, 'you can't go in. We're just now changing the guard.'

THE DOOMED PLANET
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"There was a shuffling sound on the other side of the door. It opened and five officers marched
out adjusting their clothes.

"The senior in the corridor saluted the senior conming out. He said, 'W are here to relieve you,
sir. Is there anything we should know?'

"The of fi cer who had been in charge of the watch finished buttoning his tunic. '"It's warner than
usual . My advice is to advance to the attack at once.'

"Before the relieving officer could answer, Prahd swept him aside and we rushed into the room

"Teeni e was |ying on her bed. Five years hadn't changed her much and she still wore her ponytail.
A beautiful smile was <>n her nouth and she was stretching lazily. Then she saw us!

"She | eaped up and rushed over. She was in total alarm

""You're fromthe nmainland!' she cried. 'What's wong? You're in doctor's clothes. |s sonebody
si ck?'

"We showed her the nessage and she bl ew up. She swore for a full two minutes wthout stopping.
Then she went into action.

"She got on sone cl othes—sonething they call a bikini top—and she grabbed a piece of chain and she
assenbl ed five real guards. W got into the anbul ance and at her direction went roaring down to
the south end of the island.

"Apparently Mdison and a gang he'd had lived in a village there, nmles and niles fromthe pal ace
and on the edge of .a cliff. It was very picturesque; the houses had thatched roofs and tile
floors. W stopped in front of the biggest one: it had a sign on it that said Press Ofice, but it
was where Madison |ived.

"A woman canme out whose nane, | gathered, was

2
Flip. She tried to kneel but Teenie went right by her

"Madi son was |ying on the bed. Teenie threw the nessage at him He |ooked at it and then at her
He tried to get up

"WHAM She hit himwith the chain and knocked himright back in bed!

"You son of a (bleepch),' she screaned at him 'Are you trying to get us evacuated out of here?
And she hit himagain. Then she started hitting the furniture and she nearly wecked the place!

"The wonan Flip was wailing at Prahd and it was an awful row.
"And you know what the plague was? Madi sorf had a col d!

"When the scene calnmed down a little, Prahd, as long as he was there, examined him 'The cold,' he

said, '"is just an allergy. You're allergic to sonething here.
"And Madi son said, talking in a whisper to Prahd, 'I'"mallergic to no headlines."'
"Teeni e heard himand sailed in again. 'That's all you ever talk about, you (bleepard)! I'Il give

you a headline!'" and she hit himacross the skull with the chain, slashing it open

"That seened to satisfy Teenie and she went outside and started | anbasting sonme of Madison's crew
for letting Madi son nake trouble.

"Madi son broke down and wept. "All my genius is gone,' he said. 'Ever since | began to sleep with
Flip, | amdeserted by real ideas. | started to PR the governor and al nbst got hi m executed and
then Teenie found out and put me in a dungeon for three awful weeks. I'ma failure. | can't even
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get a minor revolt going! She won't even let ne start up a paper!’
"Well, Prahd sewed up his head and consol ed him
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and he even gave hi m sone gas he could sniff so he wouldn't be so inpotent with Flip and that was
the end of the pl ague.

"But you know Prahd. Or maybe you don't. But he can always find something wong with people's

cells. Here we were with an anbul ance chock-full of medical supplies and an estimated week to

handl e a pl ague and no plague to handle. But there were five thousand people or maybe six with
warts and such and their staff doctor was nowhere near as good as Prahd, so they started going
through the villages shapi ng people up

"They didn't need ny help so | nmoved in with Teenie and we had a great old tinme gossiping. | was
younger then, you know, and | really enjoyed mnyself.

"I'"'d lie on one bed and Teenie would lie on the other and we tal ked and tal ked about everything
under the sun, nmoon and stars."”

Pratia let out a deep sigh of fond nostal gia. "Ooooh! Those officers!"
"WAit a minute," | said, propping nyself up between the two girls, "Didn't Prahd get jeal ous?"

"Prahd? On, Monte, you are so naive. Prahd has never touched me. He's a cellologist and it's
agai nst his professional ethics to (bleep) his patients. And |'ve been a patient of his for ages!”

"But all your children have green eyes and straw hair," | protested. "I know fromthe record that
your first child by Gis had green eyes and straw hair...."

"And so did the second," said Pratia. "Ch, | see. You didn't know that | conceived on ny nuptia
night at the Royal prison." She smiled in fond nenory. "VWat a night! And two nonths later, there
t was, pregnant. Wonderful ."

2
Asa murmured, "Go on and finish telling himthe story, Gan-gran. | always love to hear it.

Lik was playing with the hair on ny chest, "Yes, go ahead, Gran-gran. You're just getting to the
good part."

"Ch, yes," said Pratia. "Well, anyway, | suddenly noticed | was using up ny quota of officers
much, much faster than Teenie. | have al ways been a believer in conservation, so one night when we
took a break for dinner, | asked her what that was all about.

"And she said, 'It's spots.'

"And | said, 'Wat spots?

"And she said, 'The spots you touch.

"And | said, 'Well, | never! Tell nme norel’

"Now, it seens she'd been trained by sonebody call ed Hong Kong whore, sone professor at sone high
institute of l|earning, and she could make her body do the wildest things internally and she knew
all the nerves in sonebody el se's body and all the spots to touch. She showed me and it was

absol utely marvel ous! |1'd never heard of such a thing.

"So | got to thinking and | asked around and |I found out they were short of fuel bars and woul d
run out in a few nonths. They were cut off fromall comunication with the outside, but Teenie
wasn't too worried until | pointed out that the little rods she used to train the women with
woul dn't work anynore
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"So | made a deal with her. | would get her twenty tons of fuel bars, enough for fifty years at
|l east, if she would teach ne all these tricks.

"Prahd was straightening teeth and ingrown toe-nails and he'd found that sonme of the inhabitants
wer e descendants fromthe Teon sea people of ages back, so it wasn't too hard to get himto report
that the plague was under control but would take another coupl e weeks.
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"Well, those two weeks were just about the greatest in nmy life. Sonme electronics crook in
Madi son's outfit had made her all the necessary screens and probes and she'd taught all her nmids
with them so she went to work on ne."

She went on talking. But, staring at her, | couldn't nake the things she was saying reach ny
startled wits.

Her nmouth was novi ng.

Asa was listening in pleasure.
Lik was gleam ng in fond delight.
Pratia's mouth was form ng words.
No sound at all was reaching ne!

And then | realized that | hadn't really gone insane. The two girls had sinply lifted up the edges
of the pillow nmy head was on and it was covering ny ears!

| batted the obstruction off my hearing with an inpatient hand. "... and having perforned so
el egantly before the whole island population, | was graduated Magna Cum Loud." Pratia sat back
with a sigh.

The girls were panting.

Pratia smled at |ast. She shook her head. "How fleeting are the yesteryears. Al as, the two weeks
were over."

"Now cones the sad part," said Asa with a sigh
Xi

Pratia sat in nostalgia. The girls lay on either side of ne, inert. At last Pratia began to insert
the needl e i nto hoops once nore.

2
"So we went back to the mainland," Pratia said, "the throng on the pal ace terrace wavi ng us good-
bye with..."

"WAit. Hold it!" | said. "I know for a fact that Sol-tan Gis was in a dungeon there. You haven't
mentioned him"

Pratia |l ooked at me with her blue eyes. "Gis?" she said.
"Yes. Did Teenie torture himto death or what?"

Pratia let out a gentle laugh. "Ch, Teenie mght get angry but she was never cruel: you'll note
she didn't even keep Madison in a dungeon. But as to Gis, she probably got tired of his screans
after pulling a couple fingernails. Maybe he just wasn't any fun to torture. Possibly he just
fainted any tine he saw pincers or tongs.

"You see, the dungeons were very deep there: way under the nountain. Not the place you'd go for a
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pl easant wal k. Ch, | asked her about him but she just shrugged. Probably it was a case of
vengeance sati sfied.

"Wl |, anyway, when we got back to the mainland, Prahd reported that w thout fuel the place could
becone unhealthy. Dear Jettero wasn't back yet so they authorized the shipnent."

"Now cones the very, very sad part," said Lik

"Prahd," continued Pratia, "went over with it to see that it arrived all safe, and just as he was
| eavi ng, Madi son whi spered to him 'You wait! I'Il put this island on the map yet!’

"Well, Prahd didn't think anything of it. But he hadn't been hone here three days when ..
" BANG

"A tremendous earthquake! Tidal waves!

"RELAX | SLAND HAD BEEN BLOWN TO BI TS
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"Dear Jettero came back and he questioned Prahd but Prahd told him "It couldn't have been the
fuel! Every bar was in its own insul ated container!’

"And dear Jettero said, 'The only way it could have blown up was by taking every bar out of its
carton and stacking themall together!

"And Prahd said, 'But | told themall specifically not to DO that!"’

"And Jettero said, 'I know what happened. Madison said he'd put it on the map: he didn't. He took
it off forever. It was only a vol canic bubble. | warned Teenie. Madison blew up Rel ax |sland just
to get a headline!’

"And the sad part of it was," said Pratia, "he didn't even get a single nmention of it in the
papers. Not even his own obituary. And that was the end of all of them and Relax Island, too."

X |
Both girls began to sob. They clutched at ne for confort.

Pratia let out a shuddering sigh and then she said, "Wll, cheer up. The evening is still early.
Asa, Wi pe your tears away and turn on the nusic."

The girl let go of me and sprang up fromthe bed. She opened a big white console and fed the sl ot
a strip.

There was a thunder and then a beat. The vol unme bashed nmy ears. The whang and wow of el ectronic
instruments began to rip the tortured air. | had never in ny

2
life before heard such sounds. They hanmered you and sonmehow wor ked at you and nade your hips
twitch.

Psychedel i ¢ sunset!
Wyo- oo! Who- oo! Psychedel i c sunset!
Who- oo! Who- oo! Psychedel i ¢ sunset!

Wyo- oo! Who- oo! Psychedel i c sunset!
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Wo- oo! Who- oo!

Lik's open lips were close beside nmy ear. "lIsn't it divine?" she whispered. "G an-gran copi ed
Teenie's whole library onto strips. Ch, listen to that Punk Rock!"

"Lik!" yelled Pratia above the pulsing din. "Don't just lie there. Do your duty!"

The girl | eaped, her body jerking, and rushed to a bureau. She got a drawer open, hips bucking t6
the rhythm as she worked. She got out some greenish | eaves and papers and began to roll thick, fat
cylinders about three inches |ong.

Still bucking to the nusic pul se, she handed one to Pratia. Wth slanmi ng heel s and heavi ng thighs
she pushed one into the clutching grasp of Asa. Then she | eaped across me and as her hair jerked
near ny face, cramred the end of a cylinder in ny nmouth. Fire sprang up from her hand. "Drag
deep! " she yelled at ne as she applied the flame. "Suck it down into your lungs and hold it."

The snoke al nbst strangled nme. "Wat is it?" | coughed.
THE DOOVED PLANET
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"Panama Red! The very best! | see | got to teach you howto use a joint! DRAG DRAG Oh, listen to
that rock!"

| expelled the sweetish snoke.

Head jerking in the music din, Lik took a drag. She sucked it down into her lungs and held it.
Then she let it out. "Ch, Heavenly!" she crooned.

Asa had gotten back on the bed, white fog weathing fromher nouth. She jamed her joint between
my lips and cried, "DRAG DRAG Then you'll hear the nusic!"”

| dragged and got through coughing. | stole a look at Pratia. She was sitting there, head w eathed
in smoke. Through it her eyes peered avidly.

"Al'l right, girls!" cried* Pratia. "You can practice your |essons now HAVE AT HM"

A wondrous soft feeling was suddenly enwapping ne. | felt like |I was floating, detached.
The musi c was suddenly wonderful beyond all inaginings as "Psychedelic Sunset" pounded on
But somet hi ng el se was happeni ng.

Wth searching fingers, the two girls were seeking out my spots. Before ny eyes there was a bl ur
of hands. | fixated on a finger that was probing at ny throat.

A joyous feeling began to spread through ne.
Two angels on the ceiling were | eering down.
More joints.

More nusi c.

Hours later, | slept.

2

Xl
A horizontal shaft of sunlight came in the | ow wi ndow and pried at ny eyelid.

I noved ny head. A pain went through it.
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I looked toward the chair where Pratia had sat. It was enpty.
I looked to my right: there lay Asa, mouth partly open, sound asleep

I looked to nmy left: there was Lik. She had a dreany snile upon her face as she slunbered. Her arm
was flung across ny chest.

It seenmed to ne to be a very good idea to get out of there. My throat felt parched. | was hungry.
| ached.

Usi ng careful strategy, | disengaged Lik's hand and laid it gently on her thigh. Inching slowy,
slowy, | worked nmy way from out between them down toward the foot of the bed. | was certain
coul d nake it.

My head reached the | evel of their thighs. Now, with just a final jerk of ny legs, | would be
upri ght and free.

| surged up.

YOW

One of them had grabbed ny hair!

"Conme back here!" said Lik.

"What's the matter? Don't you |like us?" Asa said, |ooking around into ny face.
"Gran-gran is gone," said Lik. "W can skip the fancy stuff."
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"Yeah, man," said Asa. "We can get down to the real business!”

"No, no!" | said. "I've got to go home! My head is killing ne!"

Li k stuck her eyes very close to mne. "Aha!" she said. "His eyes are all red.
"Only one renedy for that," said Asa.

Li k | eaped out and got a joint and, before | could stop her, crammed it in nmy nmouth. She it it.
"Drag deep and you'll feel better."

Amazingly, | shortly did. A wolly cloud seenmed to fill ne.
Each of them took some drags.

They sat there watchfully to be sure | did not walk off, but then, |ooking carefully at ny
expression, they were finally assured | wasn't going to.

Asa got up, found a strip and put it in the console. Misic was shortly boom ng through the room
that weird electronic music with the heavy beat. A man was singi ng agai nst a chorus:

My mama never told me About the birds and bees. My papa always told ne To stay off all boys'
knees. So | have had no training,

My appetite to vex. | have to find out on nmy own
What there is to sex.
So pl ease excuse ferocity

In ripping off your clothes.
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If you decline, please be assured,
I"1l punch you in the nose.

2
Ch, now let's do it all again.

I think I've got the hang. But | can't believe the birds and bees
Get such a huge end bang! STICK IT TO Mg, BABY!

"My sentinents exactly!" said Asa and she made a grab for ne.

I woul d have escaped but | collided with Lik.

She slamed me hard on the chest and knocked me back on the bed.
The speakers slamed into my ears with their heavy beat.

Asa's scream nmade the bottom end of the curtains fly out the w ndow.
"Now, just have a quiet puff," said Lik.

I was surely puffing

Marij uana snoke soared into the air.

A cupid grinned when Lik's voice Said, "M, now ne!"

Li k screamed and the marijuana snmoke and the curtains flew away.
The marijuana butt was burning on the floor

Trying to wap the sheet around ne, | scranbled back fromthe bed. "Ch, ny Gods," | said, "I may
have nade both of you pregnant!"

Asa was wrapping a robe around her. She | aughed. "No worries about that, Mnte Pennwell. Prahd
hands us out birth control pills."

My clothes were on the floor and | was edging toward them Suddenly | stopped and stared at them
| shook ny head. "Pratia told ne that you both were virgins!"
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"Hah!" said Lik. "And there won't be any virgins left in the whol e Confederacy when we get through
spreadi ng Teenie's stuff around! We're only | earning now, but you just wait."

| picked up my pants, still clutching the sheet about me. But | was hit with a new t hought. "Does
Prahd... ?"

"Ch, Heavens, no," said Lik. "What a thing to infer. Prahd never touches anyone around here. Wy
shoul d he, when he's got nurses by the score? Cone on, Asa, let's clean this boy up. He has a
dirty mnd."

They hit ne like two | epertiges about to tear their prey linb fromlinb.
They threw nme into the shower.

The water poured down in a steani ng cascade.

They junped in with ne.

Their heads were just a blur.
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Asa's hand reached out and undi pped a rod vibrator fromits hook on the bathroomwall. She held it
there a nonent while it shook

Li k' s hand reached out and grabbed a bl ock of soap

The shower jets were pushing steam "Stand still!" cried Lik.
| screaned.
The slippery block of soap flew out and hit the bathroomwall. Asa was | aughing as her hand

scrabbled on the floor for it. "Now ne! Nowlet nme do it to him"

The shower jets went stronger

| screanmed agai n!

Wat er was pouring out of the drain and vanishing. "Now wasn't that |ovely, Mnte?" said Lik.
They were wapping a huge towel around ne. | was shaking like a leaf in a storm

"I know what we should do," said Asa. "We'Il fix himup as a present for Har."

2
"Who's Har?" | trenbl ed.

They were both in | cose robes now and they sat ne down at a nakeup table. It had lots of nmirrors.
| said, "I ook AWFUL!"

"Nothing like putting a new face on it to neet the day," said Lik.

She powdered ny face with a spray can

Asa t ook sone blue paint froma pot. She put it on my eyelids. Then she took a bl ack pen and drew
in eyebrows and huge | ashes.

Li k put spots of red on my cheeks.
Asa painted ny nouth scarlet so it was very big-Ilipped.

They stood back and admired their handiwork. Then Asa grabbed a filny negligee and slipped ne into
it. I stared down at the frilly collar.

"Ch, you |l ook so pretty now, " said Lik.
"I feel terrible," | said. "I've got to go."
"Pish, pish," said Asa. "The sun is hardly up." She grabbed three joints.

I made a feeble effort to | eave but they towed ne over to the bed. Asa put a joint in ny nouth and
lit it.

Li k, dragging at her own, went over to the player and put a new strip in. Shortly, the whining
beat of the nusic was pounding the walls.

Two on one is lots of fun, Wen you can't have three. It's now begun for everyone,
So let's all have a spree!

Wien we're all done, another one

WIl start with you on ne!

HUMP | T, HONEY
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A new voi ce cane into the room

"And how is everybody this fine nmorning?"

| stared. A youth with green eyes and straw colored hair had entered. He was about twenty. |
cringed. | realized this nmust be one of their brothers! He would undoubtedly shoot rme!

He had some bags that seened to be full of grass or hay. He went over to the bureau and opened a
| ower drawer. "Just harvested sone gold Col ombian out on the farm" he said.

He threw the bags in the drawer and took a bundle of rolled joints fromhis pocket and tossed them
at the girls. "A present for you," he said. "It's narvel ous."

"Ch Har, dear brother," said Asa, "how sweet you are to us. But we have a present for you, too."
"I'ts nane is Monte Pennwell," said Lik.

"And | think you'll find it marvel ous, also," said Asa.

"It's more or less a virgin," said Lik.

"Cho!" cried Har, wal ki ng over.

| stared at hi mround-eyed.

He had a painted face!

"If he seens a little used up," said Asa, "renenber that it's just fromgirls."

"Ho, ho!" said Har. "You nean he's never had it real Earth-style?"

Li k gi ggl ed and shook her head.

A group of three cupids, with arns around one another, were |leering down at me fromthe ceiling.
Asa's hand seized ny wist when | woul d have bolted.

The negligee they had put on me went slithering down on the floor. | yelped. "Hold himstill!"
cried Har.

The speakers bul ged with the mnusic beat:

WIl start with you on ne!
2
7

| yel ped agai n but Har groaned.

One of the cupids seened to be diving through space, hands hel d together, knees bent, ecstasy on
his face. He was goi ng down and down and down past clouds while nmpans and nusic filled the room

Then the diving cupid nysteriously becane ne in its place.

I was diving and the cl ouds were rushing by.

| screaned suddenly while |I dived and expl oded.

| was standing in the bathroomrubbing a wet towel against ny face.

My clothes were Iying in a tangle on the floor. | reached down and picked them up
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Sl oppily dressed, | stood at the door. | |ooked back into the room | frowned as Asa's voice
sounded, "Oh, Har. Me now, oh, Har, please!"

Lik's voice cane with a strangl ed sound, "Not yet. Not yet. Not yet!"
I shook ny head even though it made it hurt.

| closed the door behind ne and the nusic dimmed to a whisper.

Xiv

Nobody was about. | found a viewer-phone in the hall. | did not turn the viewer on. | called
Shafter to cone and get ne.

Qutside, the nmorning air was chill. | went over to the landing pad and sat down on a bench

Somewhere behind ne, | heard a noise. | turned. A man was clearing up debris outside the door of
the hospital, throwing things into a trash box. He had on an old doctor's snock, very stained.
After a bit he picked up the box and headed for the kitchen disintegrator: his course lay across
the | andi ng pad.

When he got close, | suddenly recognized him It was Prahd! The once straw col ored hair was heavy
now wi th gray, but his eyes were as green as green eneralds. He was long of linb and had a jerky
wal k as though hung together w th hinges.

He dunped his trash and turned around. He saw ne sitting there.

"Who are you?" he said. "One of the children's shiftless friends?" There was an edge of contenpt
in his voice, possibly brought on by ny very runpled appearance. It stung ne.

| opened my mouth to give himan acid reply when suddenly, despite ny fog, inspiration hit ne. And
then and there | proved ny worth as an investigative reporter. Despite being banged half to

pi eces, despite narijuana aftereffects, | could still function. | don't mnd telling you that what
| pulled off was absolutely brilliant! A coup in its own right.

"My name is Pry," | said. "I ama nedical student."”

He stopped. | could see the interest kindle. "Well, what are you doi ng here?"

"It's private research,” | said. "Just for ny owmn interest. Lately |'ve been studying genetics.

ran into the strange case of a brown-eyed- man and a bl ue-eyed woman who had only green-eyed
children.”

He sat down suddenly on the other end of the bench and | ooked at ne closely. "Were did you get
this?" he said.

2
In true investigative-reporter style, | lied. "One of nmy professors said he had heard froma
col l eague long ago that it could happen. And he cited the children of Pra-tia Tayl."

"Are you hinting at something?" said Prahd.

"No, no," | said, ny brilliance overriding ny splitting headache, "I would never dream of
questioning the ethics of the leading cellologist inthe land. | just slipped in here this norning
in the hope of getting a glinpse of sonme of the green-eyed progeny. Then | will know that it is

i ndeed true that a brown-eyed nan and a bl ue-eyed wonan can have green-eyed children, and | won't
have to believe the genetic axions anynore. | find themtiresone anyway."

"Ch, cone now," said Prahd, the sanctity of the nmedical and cellol ogical axions at risk. "You
can't make a decision on a single case.”

"You're going to say," | said, "that it is an atavism but that won't hold, for it seems to be
consi stent and breeding true. The percentage of atavistic reoccurrences are... | forget the
percentage...."
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"Ni neteen," said Prahd. "But you are sinply floundering around. It is NOT an atavism You students
are all too willing to go diving off into the brush instead of holding the line. | assune now t hat
I can talk within the bounds of professional discretion?"

"Absolutely!" | said.

"The ol d col |l eague of your professor was alluding to the case of an officer of a defunct

organi zati on who was married in the Royal prison and whose bride conceived on her weddi ng night.
When the child was born it had to be registered and it excited sone professional interest; but the
paper | filed on it mght now be lost, for it was |ong ago."

THE DOOMED PLANET
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"No one cited a paper,"” | said, ignoring nmy headache and continuing to surpass nyself with
i nvestigative reporter brilliance.

"Then that's the trouble,"” said Prahd. "They don't teach students as thoroughly as they used to in
my day: they leave it up to people like nyself to straighten them out.

"The case traces back to another, far-off planet that doesn't exist anynore. | was on duty there
and this same officer came to me, injured. One of his testes had atrophied in youth, the other had
been crushed. In effect, he had been enmascul at ed.

"Now, on this far-off planet there were very few available Voltarians and it would have been a
scurvy trick to give himtesticles fromthe race there, as it is very shortlived. Further, there
was the matter of operational energency.

"The only possible solution was to take cells of nmy own testes and cause themto nmanufacture full
organs in his scrotum"”

"Amazing!" | said. "Does one run into these energencies often?"

"Fortunately, seldom It is a very unique case. | was rather proud of the result, actually. But on
the other hand, it had strange consequences. This officer was quite unprincipled.

"In a valley there, near the hospital, with his new equi prent, he inpregnated some thirty wonen.
The offspring all had green eyes and strawcol ored hair, even though black eyes and hair were the
raci al dom nance

"Not only that, but this officer actually married two wonen in a very distant city on that planet
and he inpregnated them and at | east a dozen ot her wonen there."

3
"And the offspring all had green eyes and straw col ored hair?"

"Every one of them " said Prahd,

"Well, how did you know that, if they were born after you | eft?"

He | ooked at nme strangely. | had to get a quick grip on the situation, for the marijuana and
headache had nade ne incautious. | was floundering, the sunlight hurt nmy eyes. | said, "But Pratia
calls nmore than two people 'son' and 'daughter’ and this officer was sent to an island before the
second child ..." | broke down, trying to think.

Just then Ske the butler passed, evidently bound for the markets, and he said, "Good norning,
Master Penn-well. Did you have a nice night with Lady Pratia?"

Prahd's hand was gripping ny front collar. He yanked nme close. "W the blazes are you, anyway?"

Unfortunately for Prahd, it yanked ny face upward. My eyes lighted on an attic w ndow
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A face was there, peering through the curtains.
The hair was gray and matted.
The eyes were wild, quite insane.
But even age did not fully change himfrom his pictures.
I T WAS SCLTAN GRI S!

Despite the throttlehold on ny throat, despite ny hangover, elation coursed through nme! Not even
the jar when Prahd threw nme down could w pe out ny triunph.

Pratia rmust have gotten himas part of her trade for fuel

But how nonstrous! Here he was, surrounded by his worst enem es—Ske, Meel ey and even Bawt ch—before
he di ed! How they nust torment himand gloat! Wat glee they nmust feel with himlocked up there in
the attic!

THE DOOMED PLANET
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| was staring at those insane eyes and then | further understood. He was carrying another man's
sperm every tine he had inpregnated a woman it had been not for hinmself but for Prahd! How
devilish Prahd had been, siring babies all over the place without a single blot on his

prof essi onal et hics!

And there Gris was, still under the sentence of death: Teenie had sinply delegated it to Pratia!
No wonder his prison records still existed! The sentence had never been conpl et ed!

And Pratia had had him (bl eeping) hinself crazy all these years siring another man's children
A TERRI FI C, MONSTROUS ADDI TlI ONAL COVER- UP

The insane eyes withdrew fromthe attic w ndow

| giggled in Prahd's face.

Hangover or no hangover, | knew right then that I was one of the greatest investigative reporters
that ever [ived!

/ had found Soltan Gi s!
XV
For three days after | got home | was not much good for anything.

My heart was punping overtine, though | realized this nmust be because | sinply was not used to
marijuana. My eyes continued to be bl oodshot, caused, of course, by ny rubbing themtoo often. My
throat was dry, but only

3
when | wasn't drinking water. It was al so bruised deep inside, a condition occasioned, naturally,
by Prahd's grip. The body contusions and chafed (bl eep) just showed that | was not used to sex.

The doctor that Hound called asked if |1'd been nmaul ed and chewed by a snug and wanted to give me
numer ous shots for snug-bite. | said no, but Hound said yes and the reaction fromthe shots was
far worse than any illness | m ght have had.

These people were far too nosy and it was with great relief, on the fourth day, when they finally
let me out.

The bruises had turned yellow. | ignored the ruptured veins. | grabbed Shafter and made hi m pack
the old air-tourer. | had things to do!
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In ny pocket nestled a note |I had blackmail ed out of Prahd. It was on the stationery of the King's
Own Physician and it said | was a nedical inspector. He had quickly seen the light when | had told
himthat my great-uncle, Lord Dohm at the Royal prison, would be fascinated to know where his
prisoner, Soltan Gris, had gotten to and, further, that the neighbors in that el egant nei ghborhood
m ght object to nobs burning dowmn Mnx Estates if they found the hated Gis was not only alive but
in the attic there. Prahd had seen the light, all right! |I nmarvelled at the way | was rapidly
picking up the skills of an investigative reporter: | could do themso well now that even the
after-haze of marijuana could not dull them

And neither could these broken veins and bruises! | was heading for the Confederacy |nsane Asylum
on the chance that Doctor Crobe and Lonmbar Hisst were still alive!

If there had been a cover-up on so nmany other things, might it not be true that their TRUE
condition nmight al so be masked? Perhaps they had just been the
THE DOOVED PLANET
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victinms of political opportunismand chicanery! It nmight be that they were illegally held!
VWhat a coup if | established THAT!

The Confederacy Asylumis far, far to the north. There is a wasteland there that borders a vast
ocean near the northern pole of Voltar, a disnmal place, covered nost of the year with ice.

It was the autumm season and the quarter of the year which covered the north with perpetual night
had not quite arrived, though Voltar's sun was awfully | ow on the horizon on these brief,
remai ni ng days.

After an overnight stop at a mdway air hostel, we arrived in the twilight of a 10:00 A M dawn.

As far as one could see, there were snmall huts and buil dings. They ended at a cliff edge far above
the sullen northern ocean

Shafter | anded on the target marked Reception Center. Wapped in an el ectric-heated jacket and
covered by a snow nmask, | stepped out into the shrieking, icy w nd.

A guard flinched at the letter and hastily directed ne into the building and down a long hall to
the office of the Resident Keeper

Strangely enough, the official was a cheerful, bright young man with black eyes and charm The
sign said his nane was Neht.

He cane right out of his chair when | handed himthe note. H's hair rose faster than he did but
the speed of his recovery told ne all | needed to know. his appointnent was political rather than
techni cal and was hel d by | NFLUENCE

I didn't renove ny snow nask. | said severely, "There have been runors of m streatnent of innates,
deni al of nedical care."

3

To nmy astoni shnent, his alarmdid not just switch to charm It went right on to laughter. "I can't
i magi ne where that cane from" he said at length. "W have a staff of physiological doctors
unrivalled in skills. You will forgive ny seenming mirth. Actually, it is relief. There has been
criticismof a different kind: that our enploynment of gerontol ogical technology on inmates
adversely affected our budgetary burden. No, no, inspector, you will not find m streatnent here.
The bodily illnesses of the insane—and they are many—are extraordinarily well cared for. And | can
assure you that this task is perforned, despite its difficulties: you see, the insane do tend to
bash t hensel ves around. But we patch them up, regardless. You see, we are forbidden by lawto
tanper with their nerves or damage them but | assure you that, when they get ill or even
scratched, they are cared for at once."

"You spoke of gerontological technology,” | said. "Are there abuses there?"
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"Some say so," replied Neht. "But personally, | amproud of it. By extending age in inmates, it
can be argued that the cost of running this place is heightened. But you nust realize that,
despite the short northern grow ng season, we actually EXPORT food to northern governnent
installations: the inmtes, nmany of them seemto find relief in working outdoors despite the
weather, as it gets themout of their cells. So, what does it nmatter if we extend age? Sonetines,
though rarely, aging is attended by calming reflections, if senility does not set in. Just the

ot her day we di scharged a nan who had reached 195. He said his wife woul d be dead by now, so there
was no one |left to keep himinsane and he went away as happy as could be."
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"Nevertheless," | said, still severe, "this does not get you out of an inspection

O course he conplied. Wth the specter of a cancelled appointnent being issued by the Enperor, he
was all obligi ngness.

There ensued an hour of wal king frombarracks to barracks and hut to hut. | went through the
charade of trying to talk to this patient or that. They stared at nme blankly or thought | was a
cl oud and one even gave ne a carefully stanped drawing receipt for two billion credits—except,

despite his notions, he was holding neither an identoplate nor a paper. One was pushing a single-
wheel cart through a yard. It was upside down; | asked himwhy he did not turn it right side up
and he whispered to nme that if he did, sonmebody would put sonething in it.

Al 't hough wall's were scarred up, the huts and barracks were well kept. Although the inmates were
strange, none of them were physically injured or ill. The dispensary and hospital were clean and
busy and no fault existed there.

Finally I turned to Neht. My investigative-reporter skills would be needed to the full. | said, "I
see no extrenely aged people here. | doubt very nuch that you are using gerontol ogical techniques
to keep themalive. Frankly, | am beginning to suspect that you are killing the ol der ones off!"

That got through his bland, black-eyed charm "OCh, not so!" he cried. He studied the situation for
a nmonent and then he said, "Come with ne!l"

Hs way led to the record office. There sat huge arrays of consoles. He cleared away a covey of
fluttering clerks and sat down at one, fanning his fingers over the keyboard. He was causing case
records to flash by age.

3

He kept up a running fire of conment, "You see? One-ninety-one. Two hundred and three. One-eighty-
nine. One-ninety-two..." This one and that one, he went on and on. It dawned on nme that there nust
be at least a half a mllion inmates in this place. This was going to take all day!

My wits were sharp. | said, in an acid voice, "I see you are avoiding the political prisoners."
That stopped him He forgot his charm and gawped. "We don't have any political prisoners here!"

"Ch, yes, you do!" | said in as deadly a voice as | could manage. "Or, that is to say, you DD
until you killed themoff."

"Ch, here now," he said. "That is very brutal talk. They would fire the whole staff if anything
i ke that happened!"

"Precisely," | said. "I happen to know there is truth in nmy allegation. You HAVE had politica
prisoners. | know the names of two."

He shook his head, confused. Then he said, "There never have been any such here. You have been
m si nforned, |nspector."”

"Punch in," | said, "the nanmes of Dr. Crobe and Lonbar Hisst!"
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Instantly he relaxed. He even chuckled. "Ch, those!" he said. "They're not political prisoners.
They're as insane as anybody ever got."

"Punch themin," | said sternly.
He did.
AND THERE THEY WERE

Neht tried to explain that the reason they had not cone up on his gerontol ogi cal consol e was that
Hi sst was only 170 and Crobe was only 180.1 woul d have none of it.
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"Political prisoners," |I said. "I nust inspect them"

He shook his head. He pointed to the notation on Hisst's card: | NCOYWUN CADO. May only speak to
Crobe. And then on Crobe's card: | NCOWUNI CADO. May only speak to Hisst. "They are not permtted
to talk to anyone! Nobody ever goes to see them " Neht said. "Those are Royal orders!"

"Aha!" | said. "From another reign! And what am | carrying but Royal orders? The charge is proven
You DO have political prisoners here, prisoners no nore insane than you or |. Wll, thank you
Neht. | shall now go back and nake ny report that the Confederacy Asylum---"

Hi s charm was gone conpletely. "Please!" he wailed. "Those two are as nad as mad!"

"That can only be proven by an interviewin depth with both of them And W THOUT you or your staff
coaching or jabbing pins in them Because | |ike you, Neht, and do NOT want to cause trouble for
you, | will accord you this favor!"

"Ch, thank you," he said in a faint voice and rather huntedly beckoned for a guard.
| swelled with elation. Investigative reporter skills were absolutely fantastic!
Here canme ny next coup!

PART

NI NETY- TWO ENVA | 1]

XVi

The hut was isolated. It stood upon a point which jutted Ilike a finger fromthe cliffs above the
sea. Two thousand feet, straight down, the Northern Ocean roared, battering its heavy green fury
agai nst the basalt barricade, using for battering ranms great floating islands of white ice.

We had to go through a | ocked gate before we could enter upon the point. The guard used a plate to
unfasten the bars. "It's past noon," he said. "The cleaning crew have probably just come and gone,
so you will find themreasonably sanitary. It's a good thing: usually you can snell that hut clear
fromhere."

We wal ked al ong a path between the two vertical cliffs. The wind fromout of the northern pole
nmoaned dismally. A flurry of snow beat at ny mask. This was a gruesone pl ace—thi nk of being
i ncarcerated here for nearly a century!

After a wal k of a hundred yards, we arrived at the hut. It was rectangular, built of heavy
insulating block like all these huts, a kind of a fortress standing lonely by itself in the teeth
of icy winds. It had two doors on the shore side.

3
The guard approached the left-hand door. "I'lIl let you see Number 69, 000, 000,201 first." He
consulted his list. "Yes, that's sonebody once named Crobe. Now you nust be very careful, for both
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of these are quite mad. |'ve been here sonetimes guarding the cleaning detail while they work and
to ensure that nobody speaks to them"

"Have they ever attacked anybody?" | said.
"Not that | recall."

| becane even nore certain that this was what | said it was—political expediency. This guard had
been coached by Neht, that was obvious. "You're not going in with me," | said. "My interviewis
technical but it may contain state secrets. So let nme in there and stand well clear of the door."

He I ooked a little unconfortable. Then he hitched his greatcoat around him dropped his stungun
of f his shoulder into his hand, put his plate against the door and gave it a shove. He glanced in
and then, with another | ook at ne and a shrug, wal ked off thirty feet.

| repressed a thrill of excitenment. | was about to see the notorious Doctor Crobe!
I wal ked in.
My eyes adjusted to the sudden gl oom

The whol e hut was really just one oblong room dividing it in the center was a string of vertical
bars.

I scanned the area | had entered. It was a very capacious room It was even furnished. It had
shel ves of books.

Sonebody was bent over a tub of sonme sort. He turned around.
I T WAS CROBE

Hi s nose was too long; so was his chin. H's arnms | ooked nore |like the | egs of birds. He had no
hair |eft
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at all. He was wearing a coat, but if the cleaning crew had given hima fresh one, it was already
dirty.

"You're just in tine," he said, as though ny visit was a daily occurrence. "The fernmentation is
conpl eted and |'ve just hooked up this tube. Let it drip alittle longer into the canister and you
can test it. | think it is the best | have.ever nade."

"What is it?" | said.

"Home brew. 1 save half of my dinner every day and dunp it in this tub. It fernents quite nicely."
| saw he had a lid over the tub and a tube canme out of its center, going through several coils
before it dripped a clear fluid out the end.

He renoved the cani ster which had been receiving it, quickly putting another in its place. "Now,"
he said, "sit down on that confortable couch and try this."

| was amazed. This was no nadman. He was even sniling pleasantly. | sat down on the indicated
couch and he handed nme the canister, naking a sign then that | should sip.

| was cautious. | renoved ny snow nask but | only pretended to drink

"Ch, goodness, go ahead,"” said Crobe. "You' re not depriving ne! | have gallons and gallons of it."
And he indicated a rack of jugs on the far wall

Well, it couldn't kill me. | tossed it down.
PURE FI RE
It scorched nmy throat like acid! | couldn't talk!
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He watched ne carefully. Then he said, "Ah, no convul sions. \Which neans the fusel oil has
distilled off. Can you still see?"

I coughed. "OF course | can see. Good CGods! What is this?"

"The very finest Kentucky bourbon or possibly white

3

mule. One of the many gifts to Heavens fromthe planet Earth. | learned howto nake it froma
professor there in a higher institute of learning called Bellevue."

A gl ow was springing out of ny stomach. My alarm faded. Actually, | suddenly felt very good.
| ooked around. | said, "I see you also have a | ot of books."

He smled at the shelf. "They're a bit dog-eared now, but Noble Stuffy insisted they be brought
for me fromthe townhouse | ong ago. He seened to think | mght need them"™

| stared at their titles. The letters? didn't nake any sense.

"Psychol ogy, psychiatry," said Crobe, "and all the works of Sigmund Freud. Al the basic texts of
psychot herapy on Earth. But they won't let ne use it here. They are very unenlightened and
retarded. | could clean out this whole asylumfor them but every day they gag ne before they |et
the cleaning crew in. However, | have lots of friends, such as yourself, dropping around all the
time. Have anot her shot?"

He poured me one froma jug and then took one hinself. He shuddered as it went down. He said,
"CGods!" and after a second, "but that's good." Then he sighed. "I wish they'd let me have sone
retorts, for without themI| can't make LSD. So you'll just have to be content. Drink up."”

| threw down the second drink. It sizzled like the first. But shortly, the room | ooked quite rosy.

"Well, we've wasted enough tine," said Crobe, glancing at his wist where he had no watch. "I have
other patients coming in, so you'll just have to rush it a bit. Now lie down on the couch and
start talking."

I lay back. | said, "Wat about?"

"Does it matter?" he said. "W will sinply begin by
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free association. You leave it to ne. Just say anything that junps into your head."

Vel l, of course, the first thing that junped into ny head was the continual plotting of ny famly
to manage ny life for me. | said, "If ny book is not a success, | amfinished utterly. My uncles
will crush ne into some awful job or 1'll have to marry that ghastly Lady Corsa and spend ny life,
much |ike you, in a cultural desert, Mdon, an exile."

"Ah," he said, "trouble with your nother!"

"How di d you know?" | said

"Cbvious," he said. "Signmund Freud covered it |ike a blanket. An QCedi pus conplex! | can get to the
bottom of your case at once. It is a classic exanple of psycho-pathol ogy. You see, there is the
anal passive, followed by the anal erotic. Then there is the oral passive, followed by the ora
erotic. There is also the genual stage but no one ever really reaches that. These are ALL the
mental stages there are. Everything is based on sex. Sex is the single and only notivation for al
behavior. So there you are."

| thought maybe it was the white nule. "I don't quite understand."

"That's because you have yet to achieve insight into your condition," said Crobe. "But it is VERY
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plain to me. Your nmother did not let you play with her nipples when you were a baby. Correct?"
"I don't think so," | said.

"lItbu see? And that inhibited your natural sexual outlets! ALL your trouble with your famly cones
fromthat. This will inhibit you fromfreedom of expression and novenent. The cure is sinple. Just
face up to the fact—and you MUST face up to it—that you are arrested

3
5

in the oral erotic stage. You will NEVER find any renission of synptons unless you ride roughshod
over your repression and find yourself a nice young man and practice, unremttingly, fellatio"

| stared at him

"I see | ambeing too technical for a layman. | amgiving you pure Freud. Your insanity can be
cured only by a life of dedication to nmaking |love only to young boys and nen—erally, of course.
Now, | amsorry," and he glanced at his watchless wist, "but your appointnent is over for the

day. However, you are now cured so you need not cone back. My calendar is overfull."
XV1i1

I rose up fromthe couch. "Well, | certainly thank you for your therapy," | said. "And | can
under st and how busy you must be, but do you mind if | ask you for your professional opinion?"

" About what ?" said Crobe.

| got out sonme puffsticks—+ had taken to snoking themsince | had seen that all the reporters did

at the Ink Cub. | offered one to Crobe and was about to light it for himwhen he ate it. | didn't
know they were conestible. | it ny own.
"Doctor Crobe," | said, "you nay very well have been illegally incarcerated here."

"I've said so all the tineg,
technol ogy. "

he replied. "These barbarians do not appreciate professiona

"Do you know the man who put you here?"

"I certainly do. | saw himissue the order. | would have run away at once the way | am supposed
to, but they restrained ne."

"So you know that it was Jettero Heller."
He flinched a little, |ooked around. W were still alone. He nodded.
"What is your professional opinion of that nan?"

Crobe sat back. He rubbed his overlong nose. He stroked his overlong chin. Finally, he said, "You
can appreciate that | have nade a consi derable study of Jettero Heller. Qur doctor-patient

rel ati onship goes back many years. He disregarded ny earliest advices to himand so, you
understand, | cannot be held responsible for his mental state. Had | been pernitted to give him
true professional hel p—his physionental conposition was entirely wong for M ssion Eart h—-none of
this ever woul d have happened."

He sighed and then he tapped the top of his radio. "I have, of course, followed his subsequent
career, but anything | have heard of himonly confirms ny first spontaneous analysis." He shook
his head sadly. Then he got busy fortifying hinself with a long gurgle of white mule, after which
he sat and stared out into space.

"What was that anal ysis?" | pronpted.

Crobe recalled hinself. "OF what?" he said.
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"Jettero Heller," | pronpted, eagerly.

"Ch, him Well, | can tell you but you nmust remnd ne to explain if | go in too deep for a |ayman
to follow It is a very difficult case, not well covered in sone points by the textbooks.

"To begin with, he likes height. This is very grave, for it is a deviation fromnnornmal alto-

phobia. | know, therefore, that he suffers fromalto-Ilibido"

| stared.

3

"Yes, very grave," said Crobe. "But that is far fromall. He likes to go very fast. This is a

condi tion of velocitus-Iibido.

"The next synptomis no | ess strange. Everyone knows that people are just riffraff, yet—and
wi tnessed this nyself in the early days when he was ny patient—he is pleasant to people. This
shows that he has urbanus-populi-libido. Very bad.

"He al so erects a facade of pretending to be fair to others—an utter sham but it takes nmany
people in, since it is, in fact, a fixation. An utterly craven insistence on justice for others.
This detects that he has justitious-libido.

"Now his record—although it is very confidential, he is no |longer ny patient and | can disclose it
to you—shows that he is very athletic. He runs and junps and exercises and engages in sports.
This reveal s deep-seated | ascivus-I1ibi do—+oughly translated from professional |anguage, a |ove of
sports. Dammi ng.

"Li bi do means a desire, craving or love of something. But in Heller's case, it is a deviation
since it is NOT confined to sex. As the word libido is used constantly by Freud to describe the
gravest mental conditions, you can begin to see where this is leading us with Heller.

"Now, were it to stop there, possibly we could classify the man only as extrenely neurotic. But
unfortunately, it doesn't. A resume of his career discloses that he persists until he gets a job
done. This puts us in very dangerous waters. According to the best texts, it means," and he paused
and frowned, "that he is achiever-oriented!

"Nor is this all: unlike the normal person, he does not get confused or dispersed easily.
According to the npbst exacting psychology authorities, this is equally bad. He is GOAL- ORI ENTED! "

THE DOOVED PLANET
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Crobe sat back and sadly | ooked at the floor. "Actually, | hate to tell you the |ast and wor st
thing, it is so very awful ."

"Ch, you nust," | said.

"Well, it is pretty technical,"” said Crobe. "While it is just standard Earth psychol ogy, it may
exceed your grasp. Now |l et nme define the word schizo for you: it neans split or divided |ike two
of sonething. Do you follow that?"

| said that | did.

"Very well," continued Crobe, "then you nust realize that schizophrenia is a very dreadfu
psychosis. A schizophrenic is an insane person, as any psychol ogi st or psychiatrist on Earth will
tell you.

"And so, to return to the case we are exami ning, you are aware that he once called hinmself Jettero
Hel ler."

"That's right," | said.

"But NOW" said Crobe, with a nmeaningful ook, "he calls hinself the Duke of Manco! TWDO NAMES! TWO

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/L....ssion%20Earth%2010%20-%20Doomed%20Planet.txt (153 of 173) [11/6/2004 1:31:39 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/L .%20Ron%20Hubbard%20-%20Mi ssi on%20Earth%2010%20-%20D oomed%20P anet.txt
| DENTI TI ES!  SCHI ZOPHRENI Al "

He sat back and shook his head. "So we are forced, then, to conclude that the nman in question is
totally, utterly and conpletely insane!

"HE should be the one in here. Not [|!"

He sat for sonme time, lost in thought. Then he said, "But | should not be spending ny val uable
time discussing this with a layman. It is a matter only understood, in its awful enormity, by
fully trained Earth professionals. You nust excuse nme now. | have to get busy naking nore white
nule. "

He started to get out of his chair

3
e e o

Xv111

| stopped himfromrising. "Wait!" | said. "My business is not done." | pointed at the bars which
di vided the room

It was very dark in the other half and I had not been able to see clearly.

There was a swivel glowplate at the top of the couch. | tipped it up so it would shine through the
bars into the gl oom

A shadowy shape was sitting there, a sort of small nountain on the floor. The chin lifted and the
Iight struck into yellow eyes.

LOVBAR HI SST!

His hair was totally gray. His skin was so deeply winkled it seened to have chasms. The face
| ooked bl ank.

"Ch, him" said Crobe. "I gave himninety-sone years of psychoanalysis, but for the last five or
so, he refuses to talk. Actually, it is a psychiatric case and requires the expertise of a

neur osurgeon. You see, the frontal |obe has becone too involved with the parietal |obe of the
brai n, causing the inevitable biofeedback predicted by the magnificent Earth scientist Snorbert
Weener in his work, Stybernetics, based on his constant association with pigs at the Massachusetts
Institute of Wectokgy. Believe nme, it would cause Wener to absolutely squeal with rage and
wiggle his tail if he knew his vital work was not

THE DOOMED PLANET
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being applied. Ah well, the mighty are often forgotten

"Now, it so happens that | amcertified by no | ess august a body than the American Meddl e

Associ ation—tht group that is dedicated to making all the noney for nedical doctors possible, no
matter how—to performthis sinple operation. It is textbook, done constantly on Earth. In fact, it
i s mandatory! But these unenlightened barbarians here are denying nme my tools.

"Factually, | only need one tool. It is the standard one enpl oyed by all psychiatrists everywhere
for this elementary and vital operation. It is called an ice pick and it isn't even expensive to
buy: one can be purchased in any hardware store

"Al'l the psychiatrist has to do—he nust be qualified of course, but that's easy, one just hangs a
pi ece of paper on the wall—s insert the ice pick up under the left eyelid, shove it all the way
up and sweep it fromleft to right. Then one slides it up under the right eyelid and does the
same. It severs the nerves of the prefrontal |obe quite effectively. And so sinple. Wy, one day,
at Bellevue, | asked for a denobnstration and the | eadi ng neurosurgeon there sinply rushed out into
the waiting room said 'Watch!' and in a trice he had operated on over fifty people: they were

i mpoveri shed bl ack people, charity cases. Only a snmall percentage, no nore than seventy, died on
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the spot. The remmining fifteen never gave anyone any trouble after that. Economical, too, they
only lived a couple of years. Saves the state nobney! Earth psychiatry is nothing if not practical
They trained me welI!"

He got hinself another shot of white nule and as he sipped it, deeply sighed, "Ah, well, there he
sits, deprived utterly of real professional help."

"Well, didn't the psychoanal ysis nmake hi m sane?" | said.

3
1

"Ch, that it did," said Crobe. "He just won't talk. He doesn't even say anything when they cone in
each day and Iift himup to clean away the excrenent and urine. Sane as can be. Just obstinate."

| 1 ooked through the spaced vertical bars, but Hi sst was just sitting there on the floor, yell ow
eyes glinting in the glowight. He did | ook obstinate.

I found I was drinking another shot of white mule. | felt a sudden surge of confidence. | was
willing to wager anything that Lombar Hisst would talk. | was sure he was sinmply waiting for an
i nvestigative reporter to come in so that he could tell the real truth about his role in M ssion
Earth.

| put down the canister, nissing the table. |I put out my hand to say good-bye but unfortunately
knocked a jug of white rmule over. It lay there gurgling but Crobe was examining ny palm nuttering
that it was significant there was no hair on it.

"Thank you for your tinme, Doctor Crobe," | said. "I must be going now "

"Pay the receptionist," said Crobe, "but if you (bleep) her, that will be extra. However, | do not
advise it. It is not that npst of these receptionists at Bell evue have syphilis, since they

associ ate with psychologists, it is that you would be departing frommy professional Earth

psychi atric advice. You realize that Heller cane to grief solely by not follow ng ny prescription
and refusing to have his linbs shortened. So don't descend down his disastrous trail. You are
clearly oral erotic, a textbook case of Freud, and your only chance of nental recovery lies in
finding, as any Earth psychiatrist would verify, some good-Ilooking boy and doing it constantly.
Good day. Next patient, please!"

Xl X

The guard seened a little surprised to see nme. He cane forward and | ocked Crobe's door. "Well, you
got out of that alive," he said.

| gestured at the other door. "Open it!" | said.

"You mean you're going into the same roomw th I nmate 69, 000, 000, 202? It says here on the record
that he used to be prone to violence. See, right here on the back of the card it says, 'Warning:
he al nost killed a cleaning steward once.""

| looked at the date. It was al nbst seventy years ago. "Since that tine," | said grandly, "he has
had decades of standard psychoanal ysi s"

"What's that weird snell?" said the guard. "Ch, it's your breath. You didn't drink anything he
gave you, did you? Maybe | should rush you over to the hospital and have your stonmach punped!"

"Don't infer a Crown inspector doesn't know his business,” | said haughtily. "Open the other
door!"
He shrugged, applied his opening plate and | walked in. | |ooked back and glared at the guard, for

he was standing there with stungun ready. He shook his head, but |eaving the door ajar, he wal ked
of f about thirty paces.

I 1 ooked back into the room It was quite dark. The fumes of the spilled jug were seeping through
the slotted bars making the whol e place reek. Crobe was just lolling
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over there, drinking froma canister, nore white mule.

Lonmbar Hi sst was sitting very still. | had not realized what a very big man he was: even with his
haunches on the floor, | saw the yellow eyes were level with nmy shoulder as | walked up to him |

stood in the path of his gaze.
Suddenly he | ooked straight at nmne.

In a perfectly normal voice, he said, "Could | have one of those puffsticks?"

Accommopdatingly, glad of the tine it gave me to phrase ny first questions, | reached into ny
pocket and got out a box. | extended it.
He took one, still sitting there in quite a mannerly way. He put it in his nouth.

"Could I have a light?" he said.

I reached in ny pocket again and found a firestick

| squeezed its shaft.

It flamed.

| extended it close to the end of Hisst's puffstick

SUDDENLY HE SEI ZED MY WRI ST!

The power was bone-crunchi ng!

Wth his other hand he grabbed the shaft of the falling firestick

Wth a roar quite like a |lepertige he surged to his feet!

He threwme with a twist, as though | were a doll, straight against the far wall!
I had not hit before he grabbed a cover fromthe bed.

He touched the flam ng shaft to it and it burst into flane!

He swi shed the bl anket as though it were a whip and rushed up to the bars!

He screanmed as he flogged fire through the bars, "lI'msending you to HELL, you hear? |'m sendi ng
you straight down to HELL NI NE, DI RECT!"

THE DOOMED PLANET
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He was hitting the bars with the flam ng bl anket!

Gouts of fire were flying off and spraying into Crobe's room
"You and your psychoanal ysis!" shrieked H sst. "I've waited decades just for this!"

Crobe had sprung up, clutching a jug of white nule to his bony breast. He added his screeches to
the din. "Keep those bl asted angels on your own side of the bars!"

A gout of fire was racing now across Crobe's floor, eating puddl es of spilled white mule, spouting
tongues of bl ue.

"No, no!" screaned Crobe. "You're getting angels all over ne!"
Lonbar still lashed the bars with fire.

I found ny legs and sprinted for the door
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The guard was racing up. As | exited, | hit him

The stungun flew into a snowbank

In a tangle of arns and | egs, the guard and | went pinwheeling down the path away fromthe hut.
Lonbar raced out.

He was wapping the flam ng bl anket around him

Spurts of blue fire were follow ng himout of the door

Suddenly there was an awful roar

The jugs of white mule had bl own up

The whol e roof of the hut blew wide in a geyser of red and bl ue.

And there went Crobe sailing skyward!

Just as the roar of the explosion died, | heard Crobe's voice. In tones of exultation the doctor
cried, "Look, I'mflying! I'mflying! I WAS AN ANGEL AFTER ALL!"

Abruptly, high in the air, carrying his white nule bonb, Crobe exploded with a trenmendous BANG
3
5

Lonmbar Hisst, wapped in the burning blanket, was racing toward the far point of the cliff.

He reached the edge. He was still running. He tried to spring up in the air.

He was bellowing, "I'MGOD |'MTHE REAL GOD!' MOVE OVER, YQU (BLEEPARD), SO | CAN RULE THE

UNI VERSE! "

He went plunging, a blazing fireball, two thousand feet down toward the water, a spectacular arc

He struck a piece of floating ice in a final gout of bursting flane!

He slid off to be crushed in the thundering surf against the cliff, a charred and roasted not hi ng,
ground to pieces in the cold, green sea.

Crobe and Lonbar Hisst were very, very dead.
XX
| promised Neht |'d hush the matter up

I did not tell himl would not put it in this book. I aman investiptive reporter. | have |earned
fast at nmy trade. Lying to get access is a key technique of that profession—wth cheating here and
there and a dash of misrepresentation. For what are lies to the riffraff when | can bring the
truth to you, dear reader? You should be grateful to ne for beconing so adept at my chosen

pr of essi on. Bob Hoodward, | assure you, could not have practiced better
And so | sailed off southward with Shafter at the controls. | was going to make one |last visit to
Hi ghtee Heller: | had to check sonething very vital to these revel ations.

Wth a stopover at a northern hostel so | could recover froma nysterious headache and spots
before ny eyes, and where | could also dress the next norning in sonething nore suitable than
singed snow clothes, we cane at last to the landing target of Hi ghtee Heller's hone in Pausch
Hlls.

I did not wait for any attendant to appear. | knew the place now and so just wal ked in.
| saw a butler shortly, a very big man, sitting in a hall polishing silver. | said, "Inform

H ghtee that Monte Pennwell is here to talk with her."
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He went off and so | wandered. | was | ooking for, perhaps, a correspondence room where she would
have her letters: just a few nonents alone with her personal files mght be very rewarding.

The door to the art salon was open. | saw another door to a roombeyond it: that might be the
correspondence room An investigative reporter nust not even heed the nmeaning of privacy.
gl anced over ny shoul der. No one was watching me. | began to cross the art salon

Here was where Hightee Heller kept many of her gifts. People sent themto her fromall over, even
today. It was a sort of nuseumbut | wasn't interested in that.

| was just passing a table in the nmiddle of the vast roomwhen ny eye chanced to catch the witing
on a card. | stopped right there!

Sonebody had taken the interplanetary shipping wappers off. The card said:

3
7
HAPPY H GHTEE HELLER DAY

Wth Love

Jettero

IT WAS THE SAME BOX | HAD SEEN HI M CARRYI NG ON MANGO
Apparently it had been del ayed in shipnent fromthat planet.

| hastily glanced around. Any clue was worth investigating. No one was in sight. | stepped to the
t abl e.

Evidently a footman had prepared it so that all Hi gh-tee had to do was renove the ribbon and top
cover, naking it easy for her to receive and exani ne whatever it was.

The box itself was quite large: it was covered in a crinkly gold paper the |like of which I had
never seen before. The ribbon was two inches wide and ended in a huge rosette. Very foreign
| ooki ng.

It took ne only an instant to renove the ribbon and the cover

I took some packi ng paper out and then didn't know what | was | ooking at. There was a horizonta
round ring suspended five inches above a wi der base. Fromthe ring each separately wapped in
paper, hung a dozen figurines, apparently made of gl ass.

In the center of the base was set a green rectang box but the rest of the base was bl ue and
totally transparent. Taped to the bottom of that base and partial. seen through it was a slip of
paper, printed, with witing on it, like an invoice froma store.

THE LETTERI NG
Had | seen it before?
Ch, any clue was wel cone.

I MJUST HAVE THAT PI ECE OF PAPER

To get it, | had to renpve the strange device fromthe box.

| started to lift it. |I had underestimated its weight fromthe ease with which Heller had carried
it.

| struggled to get it renoved. It kept catching on the wappings. Finally, | westled it over to

the center of the table top, knocking the wappings and box to the floor as | did so. But at |east
I had it sitting there.
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| ignored the strangeness of the gadget. My task now was to |ift its edge up and get at that taped
paper .

There -were sone |evers around the edge. In lifting it, | nmust have touched one. The thing went
CLI CK

I clawed at the tape under it—what strange stuff, eransparent and sticky. | had to use ny
fingernail.

AHA! | HAD THE PAPER!

The edge of the platform when | released it, hit the able with a thunp.
The ring bepn to turn!

THE THI NG BEGAN TO PLAY A TUNE!

I went into a panic that the noise m ght be overheard.

| stared at it. Then | grabbed one of the levers on :fc edge and yanked it.
I T PLAYED LOUDER!

The ring went faster!

The paper sleeves flew off the figurines. They were care dancers!

They were turning in a circle now and dancing to r nusic.

YE GODS, BUT THAT WAS LOUD!

Frenziedly, | yanked up and down on the |evers!

3
ANYTHI NG TO STOP | T!

I T VENT FASTER!

The dancers were now whirling nmadly.

Their gl ass toes, which had sounded |ike snall bells, were now nore |ike high-pitched gongs!
| gave one nore yank at the |evers.

It was too nuch.

The figurines suddenly flew away, sundered fromthe ring.
They sailed through the air.

They shattered with small tinkles on the floor

The whol e device let out a vibrati ng WHAM

A yellow spring flewout of it and hit ne in the face!

A voi ce!

The butl er!

"WHAT | N BLAZES ARE YQU UP TO?"

He grabbed ne by the collar!

He | ugged nme to the door
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He pitched ne, seat first, onto the |anding target!
I lit on my butt with a skid and a puff of dust.
The butler's voice again. He was standing in the door, dusting off his hands.
"Monte Pennwell, do not |and here anynore!" he said.

Actually, | had been misled: | had believed they did not have any security here. But who needed
it, with that butler around!

I did not knowif this was Hightee's nmessage. Never nind, relentless investigative reporter that I
was, | had what | had cone for

I could even ignore Shafter's amazed | ook

THE DOOVED PLANET
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XXI

We flew at once to the Royal Institute of Ethnology. | raced to the Departnent of Unconquered

Pl anet s.

I was in luck: a junior assistant professor there was famliar with ny famly nane. | prom sed him
advancenent | knew very well | could never effect, if he would translate the paper. He was naive

enough to accept.

They have machines and dictionaries there and all sorts of contrivances for deci phernent of
al phabet s and neani ngs, anything short of an outright nilitary code.

It took himonly two days and | sit nowin nmy tower study with the translation before me. It says:
Tl FFANY' S

FI FTH AVENUE

New Yor k, New York

Custoner: General Jerome Terrance Wster

(Retired), US. Arnmy Reserve Address: 5606 Central Park West Charge to; G abbe-Manhattan Bank c/o
I srael Epstein Il President

1 Antique d ass Animated Dancer Music Box 18th Century, Venetian \ $21, 000. 00
L
Note: No Credit Card Necessary

3
1

And the date is ONLY THREE WEEKS AGO
ANOTHER MONSTROUS COVER- UP!

Wth a viewer-phone call | just nmade ten mnutes ago to the Reliable Spacetug Buil ding Conpany, |
|l earned that ten years after his return fromEarth and one week after he had received |zzy
Epstein's letter, Heller comm ssioned the construction of an exact duplicate of Tug One, even down
to the phantomduellist inits gym He paid for it hinself—-and how easy that was, since, as Duke
of Manco, he received one percent of its huge annual revenues, the usual renuneration for a duke
but quite enough to buy ten such tugs a nonth. According to the old chief engineer at Reliable,
now retired and garrul ous with age (and who had been very proud of the job they did on it—al
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gold, silver and jewels, ran like a watch"), they built it in three nonths (a record), |oaded it
with digging disintegrator tools (note that), test-flewit and then Heller "took it on a shakedown
cruise that lasted three weeks." The tug has |ong been the pride of the conpany, for it is nearly
indestructible and is in service right up to today. "He uses it to jink around the Confederacy

pl anets: a powerful man in his position has to be in a lot of places fast, and even though nmany
think it eccentric to use those nonster WIll-be Was nmain drives just to get hone for a weekend
from Voltar to Manco, it makes good sense.”

Littl e does he know

Probably feeling sorry for "poor Izzy" and his friends, it is vivid nowthat Heller went and dug
hi mout a new Earth base, probably in one of the hills near the roadhouse in Connecticut, |ess
than an hour's easy drive fromthe Enpire State Building or the condo. He's probably got the
descendants of Connecticut deputy sheriffs

Ral ph and George still thinking they are part of the May-sabongo Marines and drawi ng the corrupted
payof f of their fathers as they watch the ol d bootl eggi ng roadhouse for him

By now he has probably attended the funerals of all his one-time friends, has given their progeny
a leg-up into high positions and is very likely known as "Uncle Jet,"” the fellow they have to keep
cooking the Social Security and arny records for so nobody will notice he is 127 years old, a
totally giveaway age for that planet's short-lived people. They probably keep backing himup ten
years at a clip so he never gets above sixty-five. But he nust look to themlike he is fifty.
Maybe he puts white powder in his sideburns to further the deceit.

Oh, you can excuse it by inmagining a conversation between himand Lord Bis, the head of the

Conbi ned Service Intelligence Conmittee. He and Bis would be agreeing it was a very good thing for
Heller-Wster to maintain his exalted five-star-general U S. Arny status, even though it is just
reserve and never active. By being in the background there, they would agree, any space nilitary
adventure on the part of Earth would be known to Voltar |long before it happened. But as Earth
firmy believes that nothing can go faster than light, a supply line for any Earth attack on

Vol tar nore than twenty-two |ight-years | ong woul d make any attack extrenely unlikely. So you
woul d have to regard such a conversation as an utter shamand see it just for what it is:

AN EXCUSE FOR THI S MONSTROUS, FI NAL COVER- UP!

3
XXi i

And what is this last, biggest cover-up?

Well, dear reader, | wll tell you.

We already know he is hiding the existence of a whole planet.
But now the matter becomes MJCH nore serious!

Jettero Heller, Duke of Manco, is DEPRIVING VOL- TAR OF SOME OF THE MOST MAGNI FI CENT DEVELOPMENTS
EVER H'T UPON IN TH S WHCLE UNI VERSE!

Now, let me take these things up one by one and I will soon convince you.

PR The skills of PR even to the tiny degree | have been able to utilize them have literally
saved ny life. They are jerking ne fromtotal, hounded and depressed anonynity to a position where

my nane will blaze across the sky. People will no | onger be able to push me around and nake
nothing of my witing. Utilizing only a tiny fragnent of PR | have rooted out the TRUTH And
after this it will be "Yes, Noble Pennwell" and "No, Noble Pennwell" and "I'm shivering in ny
boots lest you frown at ne, M. Pennwell!" One assuredly cannot discount the vast value of this

technol ogy, now known only to Earth and avail abl e nowhere el se!
I NTELLI GENCE SERVI CES: Unl ess you can spy upon your own popul ation, you cannot keep themin

THE DOOMED PLANET
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line. The riffraff will get out of hand and inpudent-even revolt—dnl ess spies and armed spy forces
are planted on them at every street corner. How el se can a governnent get even with those they do
not |ike? How el se but by provoking theminto crine and then arresting then? Unless you can make
continual trouble for citizens individually and keep them at each others' throats, then they may
unite and in a screaning wave overwhel mthe government! On Earth they have devel oped those skills
to a very fine point and practice themin every country. Only there can our power elite | earn how
to do it!

BEVERAGES: Wen you think of what we call strong drink, it becones a |aughing matter. Tup and
varieties of sparklewater are absolutely nothing. They nerely make one rel axed and cheerful. NOT
ONE OF OUR DRINKS | S REALLY EFFECTIVE! It takes white nule to really throw one into the land of |-
Don't-Care. None of our drinks cause one to cast away his inhibitions—they don't even nmake anyone
see double. What a powerful surge is available fromEarth beverages. | know. | have felt it. Yet
how to make themis ONLY available in full fromEarth

MUSI C. You have to experience the scorching beat of Punk Rock to really appreciate what Earth

could do for the whole artistic universe. | swear, there is nothing like it ever heard before,
anywhere el se. The wi |l d abandon of it doesn't even have to be in tune! And the sentinents are not
hidden at all! Only Earth could devel op such nmusic. Only Earth can teach us how to properly play

it and thus sweep aside our too-snmooth and conplicated nel odies and chords. Punk Rock gets right
down to it! It beats your eardruns in!

DRUGS: This is just cabal and propaganda. | have experienced narijuana, the nost powerful of these
dr ugs,

3

and | frankly did not care a snap what happened! | sinply let themdo anything they liked to ne
and enjoyed it. DRUGS YOU NEVER HEARD OF ARE AVAI LABLE FROM EARTH I T IS THE SOLE SOURCE OF THE
THRI LLS YOU CAN EXPERI ENCE

PSYCHOLOGY and PSYCHI ATRY: These are obviously the nost advanced popul ati on-control techni ques
ever heard of anywhere. |nmgine a governnent having a corps of doctors it can use to kill anyone
it doesn't like and no questions asked! That's POAER! |nagi ne the boon of a state nonopoly in
bendi ng the nminds of children, making theminto anything it w shes, even animals just grazing in
the fiel ds!

Now, it nust have been quite obvious to you, dear reader, for | rely on your intelligence, that

the only reason Lonbar Hisst remai ned i nsane was because the skilled and qualified Doctor Crobe

was FORBI DDEN the use of his normal tools. Had he been able to properly treat Lombar Hi sst as he
proposed, all would have been well! And only Earth has that technol ogy.

SEX: Ch, sex and sex and sex. Before Earth shed its divine light on this subject, who knew
anything at all about sex? We are all so unenlightened, we are so dreadfully inhibited on the
subject that it is a matter of weeping. Teenie was a master of it, a divine Goddess, sent to us
fromEarth to | ead us out of darkness. Today we could have i nnumerable varieties of sex if we only
knew t he whole story fromEarth. W could have oral sex and anal sex ranpant in every salon. W
could have nmass orgies. And we could have incest as a comon way of life. They know how to do
these things on Earth. Pratia is not inparting her divine wisdom she is hoarding it because she
is just a voyeur now. She is not even letting this
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enl i ghtennent escape outside her own family, and | doubt very nuch, since she has a wandering wt,
that she is teaching accurately. The place to get the REAL information is EARTH It is a paradi se
of wal |l owi ng, ranpant sex perversion! Wnderful

CATAM TES: Al this stupid fuss that was nmade about catamites is a cover-up in itself.
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I will have you know t hat when Doctor Crobe psychoanal yzed ne, | was | MPRESSED!I |t was a stunning
revel ation to know why ny life had been so tortured and so grim

Never had | suspected before that | was nerely oral erotic. Failure to know that has al nost
wrecked ny life!

Just as soon as | get this book into print, | amgoing to hunt up Har and inportune himor
bl ackmai | himor anything and force himto let ne do it to himevery day.

And, oh, | amcertain there will be many changes in ny life.
So |l will owe nmy very sanity to Earth, the only place where such wi sdom cones froni
So now that | have explained it, you can see the vast dinmensions of this |last cover-up

JETTERO HELLER i s denying the whole Voltar' Confederacy, the rest of the universe, if you please,
of these col ossal benefits!

But WHY he is doing it is the best of all

Now you will recall what the |earned Doctor Crobe said about two identities? Good!
Look at Heller!

He has TWO identities on Voltar al one.

On Earth he is known as Wster and nmaybe others

So, hold your hat, we cone to the nost awful cover-up of all

3
JETTERO HELLER has MORE than TWO identities. That makes hima schi zo-schi zophr eni c!

He is not only just the real villain of this piece.
HE 1S | NSANE!

THE WHOLE OF THE VOLTAR CONFEDERACY HAS BEEN GUI DED FOR NEARLY A CENTURY BY A MAN WHO I S
COVPLETELY AND UTTERLY CRAZY!

Oh, let's forget for the noment the inagined successes of the Confederacy during that period,
since they are hardly to his credit. That Voltar, since he took over as Crown, has never |ost a
war is sinply a tribute to the Arny and Fleet, and wars have been few, remenber that! And let's
not harp upon the fact that Voltar has never in her history been so prosperous internally: when
everybody is enployed and working cheerfully, you can't help but have prosperity. H's popularity
doesn't count, for it is based on the fact that he is never in the news and there are no

i nvestigative reporters around to tell people the TRUTH

The nultiple identities would prove it by itself that Jettero Heller is insane. But there is a
REAL Bl G PI ECE OF EVI DENCE YOU MUST NOT OVERLOXK!

By submerging Earth, JETTERO HELLER HAS COST VOLTAR THE STAGCGERI NG BENEFI TS THAT WE COULD CGET FROM
EARTH!

| have listed them above. It should be plain to you, dear reader, that only a madman woul d
underprivil ege Voltar that way! A vicious, dirty trick to play on all of us!

SO
That spot is blank on the invasion tables.
The pl anet Earth bel ongs there.

Those tabl es are SACRED!
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The tine for the invasion is still a few years in the future!

There is AMPLE time to mend this hideous, psychotic cover-up engi neered by a nmadnman!
So | give you the vital battle cry:
RESTORE EARTH TO THE | NVASI ON TABLES AND | NVADE

I will drive it hone in the very best way | know Read this and it will lift your heart,
Vol tarian, with a THRILL!

ODE TO EARTH

O Earth, O Earth, you luscious globe, You beckoning, w ne-fat treasure-trove,
You whet our hunger as you spin

And lure us with your wealth to w n.

You saved ny life with your PR

I triunph now without a scar

Your spy techniques are quite subline

And can be used to underm ne

And who could think but to exto

Your psych and psych for mind control

Who woul d refuse to cut their fug

If offered sone divine Earth drug?

Who can deny that men will droo

For just one shot of good white nul e?

And no nusician woul d heed sneers

If he had Punk Rock to drown their ears.

And who, pray tell, would show aversion

To lovely butt and nouth perversion?

And Earth, you nunber in your riches

Sex that converts girls to (bl eepches).

338 L. RON HUBBARD

Did | say sex? Ch, you excel! Sex is the thing you do so well!
Never has such concentration Been |levelled at self-gratification
Nowhere el se in the universe

Di d anyone dream that sex cane first!

We thank the Gods that you are weak
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And believe so well when your |eaders speak
We praise to the Lords your internal squabbl es.
We'| | just step in and grab your baubl es!
It is so nice you can't unite,
For you won't offer any fight.
We are so thankful for your schisms
Brought on by all your social |SM
For all your wealth, you stand around
And eat suppression, finely ground.
Your | eaders | ead you to the slaughter
You're as easy to rape as a poor nan's daughter!
So we'll throw you on your back
And insert us in your crack
And rape and gut until you squirm
And fill you full with our bullet sperm
And when your dead carpet the streets,
We'll roll right in with Rocking Beats
And | oot you of your |uscious hoard
O the wisdomand |ust that |'ve adored.
W' Il suck you dry!
Qur thirst you'll quench
Wth the dripping blood of every wench!
And when you are then but a husk,
To ne, you'll smell like l|ovely nusk.
And to Voltar as slaves we'll bring
Every virgin for a fling
THE DOOMED PLANET
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And have here in our native land All the things that nade you grand!
Until this happens, | will rave
And beg and plead until you, slave,
Are captured there and put in chains

To |l et us pick your |uscious brains.
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And then at length establish here
Your culture as a proud veneer
Upon our peoples far and wi de
So that their senen runs like tide
Up into your |legs spread wide! For with your culture, we will nurse
A whol e enticing universe
And from your wonb, tonorrow springs
As you lie weeping with slashed-off w ngs.
So cower there, O Earth, we cone!
And we will beat the funeral drum
For bodi es sl aughtered on your plain
That died in agony and pain.
Don't plead, O Earth, for nercy now
Your tine has come and this | vow
Each thing you know we will suck up
And toast your death with blood in cup

Surrender? No, it is too late. Just weep while soldiers fornicate Upon your grave up there so
hi gh,

So soon to be our Voltar sky. But, cheer up, Earth! Wen soul has flown
It will in Voltar find its hone. Your wi sdomw se |ike graveyard flowers
WIll come to us and will be ours!

So, Earth, just bare to us your breast

And | et us suckle you in death!

3
VOLTAR! SEEK NOT MORE OF MY PERSUASI ON!' LAUNCH ON TI ME THE EARTH | NVASI ON

THE ( TRI UMPHANT) END!

(To be published i mediately after The Triunphant End)
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LETTER FROM MONTE PENNWELL TO HI S PUBLI SHERS

TO Bl OGRAPHI CS PUBLI SHI NG

COMPANY COMVERCI AL CI TY PLANET VOLTAR

GENTLEMEN (though | amcertain there is not one in the shop!):

I have just received back for author's approval the edited copy of ny book
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| AM OQUTRAGED!
I amso angry, | have never been so angry!
I hardly know how to start screaning at you!
You have changed the nane of every single Lord in the book! | demand you use the real ones | used!
You ink-spattering dabbl ers and neddl ers!

You have changed the U S. Arny name that Jettero Heller used on Earth. It wasn't Wster! | gave
t he REAL nane!

And if this were not effrontery enough, YOU HAVE CHANGED MY NAME AS AUTHOR! "Monte Pennwel |, "
i ndeed! THAT IS NOT MY NAME! My family nane is one of the nmpbst honorable and respected nanes in
the whol e Confederacy and | I NSI ST THAT YOU USE I T!

It is a wonder to nme you didn't change the names of New York and Turkey!
THIS I S VI LLAI NOUS!

| WLL HAVE YOUR HEADS!

YOU SI GNED A CONTRACT!

I know ny rights!

If you DARE to dicker around with me, | will take you RIGHT TO COURT and sue you for a BILLION
CREDI TS!

Thi s book deals with corruption in governnent. | don't care if it attacks the | eaders of the
state! YOU ID OTS! That's why |'mwiting it!

There has been a MONSTROUS COVER-UP! This book is intended to EXPLODE it into view

The people of Voltar are being VICTIM ZED! They are bei ng deni ed possession of a planet RICH IN
W SDOM

They are being misled and mani pul ated by an archvillain WHO | S | NSANE!
I nmust get the word to them so they

L. RON HUBBARD

can RI SE AS ONE MAN and SCREAM THEI R FURY at thi s DECEPTI ON!
Earth is right there aching to be TORN TO PI ECES!

We coul d FEAST upon it!

You LACKEYS!

You M NIONS of a VILE and CORRUPT MADMAN!

HOW DARE YOU LABEL THIS AS A WORK OF FI CTI ON!

How dare you insert an introduction that REFUTES EVERYTH NG
How dare you infer that | amsinply an | MAG NATI VE WRI TER?
Oh, let nme tell you, you're in REAL TROUBLE!

| have PROOFS!
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| have hundreds of pounds of COURT RECORDS! | have a WHOLE FORTRESS FULL OF DOCUMENTS! | have all
my notes and copies of the logs and records on Manco. | have ny recordings of all interviews! |
even have the Gis strips of every nove Heller ever made!

| amarmed like an Arny with FACTS!
They won't dare touch ne!

I am shouting out the spirit of a great crusade! Invade Earth at ALL COSTS! W cannot afford NOT
TO

For an instant, | will throttle nmy rage and denean nyself by trying to appeal to
THE DOOVED PLANET
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your reason even though it is quite obvious you have none!

You nust not |et yourselves be browbeaten by the VILE Duke of Manco into foregoing the HUGE
benefits of invading Earth.

Look what that planet has done for ne already! It has nade me into a MANl As soon as this book is
published, I will haunt the house of Har and do ny Earth thing with himuntil | get conpletely
wel Il | have been assured by a great Earth authority and psychiatrist that it will handle all ny
fam |y problens. AND | MJST HANDLE THEM THEY ARE UNBEARABLE!

They are pl agui ng me about jobs and even proposing the UNTH NKABLE: that | marry that AWUL Lady
Corsa in that AWFUL rustic Mddon. | am goi ng conpletely MAD!

Thi s book nmust be a roaring success! DO NOT MEDDLE WTH ITI My very soul, nay, even my SANITY
depends upon it utterly!

You are going to ABIDE by your contract.
You are going to PUBLISH TH S BOOK!
OR YOU WLL BE COVPLETELY RUI NED!

3
IF YOU DON T PUBLISH IT, | WLL SUE!

And VOLTAR HAS GOT TO | NVADE EARTH OR | ' LL TEAR THI S GOVERNMENT APART W TH WHAT | KNOW
That's what you are up against!
BEWARE!

| suppose you are going to threaten ne by saying you will publish this letter. YOU ARE TOO
SNI VELLI NG A PACK OF" COMRDS TO STAND UP. | DARE YOU TO PUBLI SH I T!

DOMN W TH TYRANNY!

DOMN W TH DENYI NG US THE GOCDI ES OF EARTH!

And DOAN W TH YOU AND YOUR DEVI L MASTER, HELLER!

|"ve got to stop witing because this paper will CHAR fromthe intensity of mnmy RAGE!

| am sending the nmanuscript back to you. | am NOT going to work for DAYS and DAYS reverting these
nanes to the real ones. | am already worn out sweating for FREEDOM FROM DENYI NG US EARTH!

(Bl eep) you!

THE AUTHOR!
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Bi ogr aphi es Publi shing Conpany

Commercial Gty

Pl anet Vol tar

My dear Monte Pennwel | :

We have, as of this date, received back the manuscript of the book

We regret to informyou that due to pressure of work in our editing departnent, the changes we
made will have to remai n changed, just the way we changed them

It was puzzling to us why you wi shed to defane your own inmediate ancestors and rel ati ons, some of
whom were on the Grand Council at that tinme, so we have also onmtted the list of those Lords from
the text wi thout changi ng them

You will be pleased to know that our conpany is very prosperous and influential now and that sone
changes have been nade in our nmanagenent. Several menbers of your family took a sudden interest in
publ i shing and pool ed their petty cash and bought the conpany. The editors you were dealing with
originally, and to whomyou are objecting so strongly, are no longer with us. So we can | ook
forward to highly am able relations, | am sure.

3

We do regret the necessity to give you the pen name Monte Pennwel |l as author, but if you will read
the small print of the contract you signed, it not only reserves to the publisher the right to
meke any editorial changes, it also states he can change the nanes of the characters and that he
al one deterni nes what cognomen is used for the author. You should have read the-contract nore
careful ly.

However, we will publish, at the end of the book, your letter, so the reader will know that
changes were made. This should reassure you

Al so, you should be pleased to know that the book WLL be published, but nore of that |ater

Now, you have raised the question concerning whether this book shoul d be published as fact or
fiction. And we are very pleased to be able to handle this point.

There is, however, a difficulty. You speak of proofs. Before enbarking upon a fact book, one
normally retains a verifier and so we did, a MOST reliable firm W nade every effort to support
your allegations. And we w sh to condense his report for you

DRUGS ON TAYL FARM Recent accidental brush fire swept over area and no crops exist. Mrijuana
farm ng there un-verifiable.
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MAN | N TAYL ESTATE ATTIC. King's Owm Physician gave verifier imediate access there to inspect.
The place was being repainted. No evidence of any prisoner there.

W TNESSES: Pratia Tayl, grandchildren and great-grandchildren recently left, with staff, for sone
property Tayl seens to have owned on the Southern Continent. The place is deep in the jungle and

i naccessi ble to process or subpoena servers or court officers. The King's Om Physician stated it
was just a usual annual vacation. But these and other wi tnesses that mnmight come up in litigation
do not seemto be available. Both the Duchess of Manco and Hi ghtee Heller slamed off their viewer-
phones quite angrily when the verifier mentioned your name and | do not think they would be
willing to furnish any proofs.
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GRI'S RECORDS: The verifier called at the Royal prison and found they have a wi tnessed statenent
there to the effect that every scrap of material related to the confession of Soltan Gis and any
trial have been properly destroyed. The person witnessing it was a man nanmed "Hound," but we have
no reason to think this is your valet as the nane is conmobn anongst yell ow nmen. The only
confession copy existing is the one you dictated. No proof.

3

SOLTAN GRIS: He is not alive, as you state. There is a body hanging to rot at the Royal prison. It
had recently been freshly retarred: they do this to slow decay. However, fromthe tar, the
verifier was able to get fingerprints and the body is indeed that of Soltan Gris. The warder said
these bodies last for a long tinme so there is no telling exactly when he was "executed and the
justiciary seens to have nisplaced the record of that.

CROBE AND H SST: Superintendent Neht at the Confederacy Asylum was extremely hel pful to the
verifier. He said there were no political prisoners there. There is no trace of a H sst or a Crobe
in their prison records. The verifier was shown a place on a point such as you describe, but he
said the charred place there was just where they burned trash

YOUR OMN NOTES: You allege to have nade copies of logs, etc., on Manco and stated that you had

voi ce recordings of interviews. Your driver, Shafter, the one who is on probation for drunk
driving, was interviewed. He renmenbers having a packet as part of the original nanuscript but he
said that when he was bringing it to us there was a sudden squall and it fell out of the air-truck
into the Western Ocean. He could not swear to what was in it.

RELAX | SLAND: Sons of sone |oca
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publ i shers were interrogated concerning this: they became very angry with the verifier and woul d
not substantiate that the island ever existed.

SPI TECS AND THE APPARATUS: The Lady Corsa was quite helpful. The old pile of black rocks out in
the Great Desert is indeed still there. You apparently gave it to her and she showed the verifier
al |l around: they have been handling soil erosion. She even defended you, saying it was not really
"your fault you got strange ideas and that all you needed was nore fresh air, exercise and a firm
hand. She | aughed quite anusedly at the idea of the place being full of documents. She expl ai ned
the recent heavy truck tracks as having been nmade by a shipnment of fertilizer, which, | think you
will agree, was very quick-witted of her in that you could easily have been arrested for failing
to report such a discovery of governnent documents.

In short, there is no cover-up. There couldn't have been, you see, because there is no evidence of
anyt hi ng remai ning to have been covered up.

So, of course, your book only qualifies as a work of fiction and | amsure that you will be happy
now on that point.

Frankly, | amcertain the former nanagenent of this conmpany expected an entirely different kind of
manuscri pt from

3

you. W won't nuance with words and say that you deliberately nisrepresented the-book beforehand
so that you could get a binding contract, but when they were dism ssed they certainly seened to be
of that opinion. Vociferously so.

You see, as sonme experts on publishing advised them very little is publicly known about the Duke
of Manco, aside fromthe fact that everything goes snoothly when he is around. The public only
knows that when Mrtiiy the Brilliant retired to Cal abar sixty years ago and his son, Prince

Wil Iy, ascended the throne, Willy was pronptly dubbed "Willy the Wse" because he never did a
thing wi thout consulting the Duke of Manco first.
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This great man won't even give out data to encycl opedias and they have to rely on what they know
of his youth as Jettero Heller

So such a work as the "Life and Tinmes of the Duke of Manco" (which, | may rem nd you, is what you
told everyone you were witing) would have sold |like sparklewater in the desert. It quite probably
woul d have brought you the fame and fortune for which you seemto thirst.

This absolute rot about being an investigative reporter is clogging your wits, if we mght |oosen
our own pen for a nonent. It is not that you have not achieved
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sonething: the death of three men is not nothing. It is a very good thing for you that two were
insane and the third a notorious traitor: O herwi se you would, as a reward for your "PR study," be
doing time in prison for willfully and know ngly hounding themto their deaths, contrary to the
Anti-Harassnment and Inviolability of Personal Privacy statutes introduced in the |last century. W
could forget driving an eccentric old | ady and her offspring into exile and you may, of course, be
fatuous enough to believe that the betrayal of the Duchess of Manco and the al nost deified Hi ghtee
Heller is something you can |live down, but we believe this sudden assinilation of "PR technol ogy"
and your inexplicable use of such debased naliciousness could |lead to self-harmand you shoul d be
warned to abandon it for your own good.

Do not, whatever you may be thinking or supposing, blane the Duke of Manco for anything you m ght
think is going on. Surprisingly, he feels sorry for you

We showed himthis manuscript and he read it in his rapid fashion and then sinply sighed and said,
"The poor fellow It got to him™"

It was a very cryptic statenment and we asked him his advice concerning the publishing plan. But he
merely chuckl ed and

3
said, "Go ahead. It mght wake them up

An amazi ng nan!

Now | et us take up this matter of the contract: It is true that one existed, duly signed, and it
is valid. But talking of a billion-credit suit is nonsense. In the first place, the sumis
prepost erous and never has been heard of in court annals. In the second place, there has not been
on the part of the publisher, any violation of it.

And here is the good news you have been waiting for. The conpany is going to publish the book, and
every clause of this contract—-which you should have read—wi ||l be honored. So you can cheer up at
this point.

Now, the contract undertakes to publish this book by you but it does NOT say where or when

We consulted various | egal experts but they could conme up with no solution. It was left to Lord
Bis, a distant cousin of yours, by the way, and who heard of it while chatting with the Roya
Hi storian, another menber of your famly.

Lord Bis | ooked the project over—+ead the manuscript in fact—and cane up with a nost admirable
solution, as | know you will agree. Fromhis position as Chairman of the Intelligence Comittee,
he noted that the invasion of Earth, a blank slot on
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the invasion tables, would have been due to cone up just a few years hence.

This brilliant man told us that all we had to do was hold the publication until that unutilized
i nvasion date had fully and irrevocably passed and could not possibly be returned to: it would
then be too distant in the past.
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When that occurred, Lord Bis advised, we could send the book with one of the usual survey parties
to the planet Earth and, through the auspices of publishing connections there, publish the book
solely and only on the planet Earth. And there was no need, in neeting the terms of the contract,
to publish it on Voltar at all!

He comented that the population there would regard it just as a work of fiction and that it would
not cause themto strengthen their defenses as, he says, the planet is "quite nuddly," as he put
it.

The brilliance of the solution becones quite nanifest when you realize, as he pointed out, that
there is no Code break involved: The planet Earth does not exist, so it is outside the Space Code
regul ati ons!

So your book is going to be published after all. I know you will think that is wonderful. And
there is no slightest tinge of contract breakage. Your publishers are taking care of you straight
down the line.

We are sorry that we have no slightest

3

i dea of how you can be paid royalties. And this is too bad. For we understand that your nother
went absolutely livid when she read what Crobe said about her and that you intended to becone a
fairy or a catamte and she cut off your all owance, dism ssed your valet and driver for being so
| ax and sold all your vehicles.

So it is a very good thing that you have such tender and endearing friends as old Doctor Prahd
Bittlestiffender. It was he who inforned us, when we asked, that Hi s Majesty had i ssued a Roya
order about you. It is not often that a young, aspiring bridegroomis the subject of a wedding
order.

I do wish to congratulate you on your forthcom ng narriage to the Lady Corsa. You are very | ucky
that it will be by Royal command since it saves the tediumof waiting.

| understand that the Lady Corsa's brother and two of his hunting conpani ons have cone over from
Modon in their famly space yacht with sone |epertige nets to nmake sure you get safely to the
weddi ng and safely back to Mbdon, which | thought was very courteous of themand a true brother-in-
lawly gesture. As a matter of fact, as you receive this letter, you are probably already in their
cust ody.

Your bride is a fine, strong woman,
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very patriotic and willing to do anything for her country and to suffer certain deficiencies for

the sake of raising the social status and connections of her fanmly by allying it to ours. A true
power house of a woman! So | amcertain she will treat you very well, such as giving you noney to

buy shoes for wal king in the nountains, an exercise of which she is extrenely fond. It will give

you lots of tine to think.

And, who knows, in fifty years, you m ght even get back to Voltar from Mbdon for a visit, although
I woul d advi se, even then, a disguise.

So we are all agreed, then? Fine. | will see you at your weddi ng tonorrow.
Your Great Uncle

Cuht

New Managi ng Director

Bi ogr aphi es Publi shing Conpany
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THE TRUE AND FINAL END OF M SSI ON EARTH
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