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-INTRODUCTION! -

Blazing! Adventures Magazine--
Spotlighs: TJ Glenn

There are no heroes.

Ths is a fact the world wants us to believe. Men & women who at all times try to live up to a concept
of standards that are borderline impossible to achieve. Or even live by on a dailytsisfinition of a hero
is:

-noun, plural-roes; for 5 also -ros.

1. a man of distinguished courage or ahilégmired for his brave deeds and noble qualities.

2. a person who, in the opinion of others, has heroic qualities or has performed a heroic act and is
regarded as a model or ideal:

Classical Mythologya. a being of godlike prowess and beneficence who often came to be honored as
divinity.

b. (in the Homeric perioda warriorchieftain of special strength, courage, or ability

c. (in later antiquity)an immortal being; demigod.

No one could possible live that way in the reality we are spoon fed. fbigeevils of this world are
played across the High Def screens, shot through-dipgc cables, across satellite dish, bouncing through the
ether of space, and into the minds of adult and child alikes continue, pain is a daily reality for the victims
in the path of a political machine hellbent on gaining power for its masters, whose lives are just as finite as t
lives lost to gain it.

There. are. no. heroes.

....... but we can believe.

Strive for such noble intentions, such Homeric ideals, to be the people that stands in front of-the mov
ing tank, the army of steélo fight until the last; the good fight, and in some wagain just a little bit of that
heroic ideal written about in lore, much like this.

Teel James Glenn is no hero. But he aspires, battles with pen angdkegpeard and computdp be
more than the life he was given, more than he had to be. He writes heroes, he writes the struggles man face
when staring down the barrel of his own humaratyd strives to overcome the weakness in the corners of his
mind. Shadows, trying to take him into the perpetural night.

...... but he fights to live within the lightvith pen in handTeel weaves many tales, showing the versi
tility of a true Pulp fiction writerAdventurous are some, dark are others, love can be found in arahy
laughter can be had in a few

Teel James Glenn is no hero.
-Robet S.P Lee

Editor of Blazing! Adventues Magazine
New York July 2008



m Ir I 1> 1+

= 1O

n 41z mi4 1z 10 10

-E.J.’s Demon

-The Scent of ¢tory
A Doctor ShadowAdventure

-The Gift of Song:A story ofAltiva

---INTERMISSION---
Ale Brothers

-Agreement at Destiny\ells
A Josiah Silence, the Ghost Makédventure
-One Escape at aifine
-....Playing Games.....
---INTERMISSION---
Serial Killers
-Nape of the Neck

-Team Sniper

~The Accounting —
A Doctor Shadows\dventure

]

p.7

p.13

p.22

p.44

p.52

p.60

p.70
p.75

p.81

---INTERMISSI®N---
Ballard of the nder

Author Bio-



DS
E.J.’s DEMON

p W 4



E.J. was scaed and he vas running for his life. He kept looking over his shout

der as he popelled himself awkwardly down the dark street, his footfalls splashing
noisily in a maz of puddles.

IT had attacked him again only three hours ago, blowing his car to smithereens;
barely missing him. Since then he'd seen gmpses of IT in the shadows, ITs great fangs
gleaming in a
perpetual and hideous smilebut he'd managed to elude IT time and aain.

This time he hadn't even tried to go to the authorities, as if any human agency
could have authority over that. They would only have laughed a the pathetic, obviously
insang fatman and magbe even confine him for observation lik e they had done bebre.
That would only give IT a chance to 2zro in on him again. No, there would be no out
side help against IT. He knew he was alone

Now E.J. was tired; tir ed of the endless unning, tired of fighting. He just want-
ed a moment's tiue peace a moment of certainty that IT was gone forewver. He stopped
to catch his breath in the shadaov of a doorway, his eyes scanning the desded street for
any sign of movement.

For a long minute he half stood, half leaned ajainst the doorway panting like a
cornered animal. "Ma ybe I've given IT the slip," he thought as his fatigue ebbed and
his confidence gew," maybe | out foxed'm!" He caught sight of himself in the glass of
the door and almost laughed &athe caricature he presented:premaurely bald at thir ty
five he was still overweight enough to be called ly his grammar sdool alias 'butterball.’
His thin tie was aslkew, his white shirt dir ty and yet somehav he still wore the bowler
hat that had been his gandfather's. Losing that would have really upset him.

To add insult to injur y.histnose vas red and running as a esult of his shirtsleeve
flight in the misty night air (his jac ket had gone the way of all flesh in the car explo-
sion).

"E.J." he said to his image, "Y ou are a mess' He str aightened his tie in a little
attempt to right his world. "Something has got to be done!" He said aloud to bolster
his resole.



He was sudienly aware of the softened consonants otis mild speed impediment
made crisper in the e/ening air.

"W hat would you like to do?" A voice from behind E.J. almost startled the man
into r unning again save that it added, "W ould you lik e to find peace my son?" The
voice was de@ and somehav reassuring E.J. felt compelled to answver.

"Y es | want peace"

"T hen come in and ve will talk," the v oice said.

E.J. looked around a the empty street once moe to be sue he was not being DI-
lowed and then up & the now dark neon sign which hung aove the doorway. "Madame
Kooney, reader and adisor!" the sign read.

'‘Anything to help,’ he thought as he st@ped through the door Inside the store-
front was a throwback to the carny tents of old, complete with beaded cutains over the
doorways, fake Persian rug wall hangings and a miasma ofincense vwhich wrapped itself
around E.J. lik e a psthon. None-the-less it was warm, dry and oddly calming.

The figure who led E.J. into the room was taller than he but all other details were
obscured by a billowing maroon velet robe. The Long grey hair which topped the fig-
ure told nothing; even the calming wice was neutal and might have belonged to a man
or woman.

"Sit, have some tea," the fgure said. E.J. pulled up two oversized pillows tha
smelled like his gsandmother's living room. He sa down across a lav table from his
host.

"No w, tell Madame K of your tr oubles,"she said after he had ested a moment.

"I don't kno w rightl y were to begin,” E.J . said acceting a cup of tea from her
white gloved hand.

"W hat are you afraid'of?" The old reader said."T o see a solution v must fir st
clearly see the poblem."” E.J. nodded a the wisdom of that. He enjoyed the warmth of
the tea a moment bebre he continued.

"I don't kno w what IT is," he said, "except that IT s big and corered in fur and
IT's made my lif e hell for years."

"Since what time?" Madame K asked in a stool-marm tone adling, "Y ou must



be precise;l can not make bricks without straw!"

The old reader smiled bioadly at her own humor and it encouraged E.J. to search
his memory more exactly.

"Y ears ago | was on a camping trip alone out vest and IT destroyed nmy camp”
E.J. began. "For no reason. And IT nearly drove me mad with tricks and torments
And when | tried to fight IT, IT laughed that hideous high pitched cadkle. | always
hear that cackle now, even in my sleep."

E.J. was solbing now, glad at least to have someone to tell his stoy to. "No one
would listen, no one card," he said, "they said | was crazy They've put me avay
twice." He look ed up & the silent mystic with the pleading eyes of a wronged child.

"l don't kno w what to do. It's not that | don't ha ve resources I'm actuall y quite
wealthy from my camping and hunting suppy business | own homes;yachts. I've
fought IT myself and hired others, men who know how to kill, but their guns and
bombs were worse than uselesstur ned badk on them until there were no witnesses By
now E.J.'s tone had become th&of a prayer for deliverance "Sometimes | wish IT
would just kill me and be done ut IT won't let me die."

"IT can not, E.J. " Madame K said in a hushed wice, "f or IT f eeds on pur mis-
ery and torment like maggots on a cacass"

"Y ou-you believe me?" E.J. almost fell'across the little table when the gey
haired mystic nodded a silent 'yes'. The little man's tears became teas of joy.

"Y ou know what IT is?" He almost y elled.

"I think so ," Madame K said. "l think it is a P oohka; an animal demon,a mis
chievous spirit whose sole pupose and pleasue is to torment the living. It is fr om this
tor ment and sufering that this creature derives. both joy and sustenance

"But w hy me?" E.Jasked afraid for the first time in all the years that IT had
pursued him thd perhaps he was insane to be een listening to the old reader's words
seriously....

"l think y ou were picked & random,” the mystic continued," perhaps your camp-
site so long ayo disturbed some special placesome hurrow or temple sacred to the
demon."”
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"W hy doesn't IT just finish with me?"

The Old reader's smile was an ironic and a cold one "I belie ve the demon is 6nd
of you--" She held up her hand to silence an outlirst from E.J.. "-Not perha ps as yu
would lik e or even in a way you can undesstand, but fond as one might be ofa dog that
did tric ks or a certain vintage of wine. Or else how would you explain IT s constant
return to you."

"R eturn!”

"Y es return,” Madame K said. "Sur ely you do not believe your misery is unique?
Such a creature as the one pu describe would mischief and plague mary; you | believe
are ITs 'private stock."

E.J. hung his head in quiet despair and \Wwispered,"” It's hopeless."

"T here is always hope" Madame K said. A whitegloved hand placed a gllowed
piece of parchment on the teble. On it were inscribed complex diagrams "T his is a
powerful spell of banishment vhich has worked against sud demons in the past.”

E.J. took the paper with hands arembe. "Ho w-how can | repay you--" he began.

"My pa yment,"” Madame K injected, "will be rid ding the earth of such a pest.lt
Is part of my journey along the pah."

E.J. sa a while, stunned into silence.ly-his good fortune. At last he rose almost
forgetting grandfather's bowler in his excitement and.headed ¢r the fr ont door.

"No ," Madame K stopped him with a hushed tong" Simple caution is still called
for. Leave this way" The old reader gestured to a door set in the vall at the badk, all
but hidden by a wall hanging.

"Her e," E.J . said pressing his lusiness cad in Madame K's hand as he opened the
door. "If you ever need arything at all, call.”

He sniffled once, smiled and st@ped through the doorway to Nothingness

E.J. was still screaming and &lling when Madame K began to change into the
form IT had been most comértable in the last two hundred years. Long grey hair
became eas, leathered skin grew a downy grey fur, eyes widened into a pepetual star-
tled expression and tvo front teeth grew to frightening length.

The Demon looked down at the card in it's white gloved hand which read, "E.J .
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Fudd Wilder ness Supplies” and cakled to no one in particular. "I do this to him all

through the millennium, Ain't | a stink er!" bef ore tossing the cad into the now silent
pit.

That's all folks

The end?




THE SCENT of VICTORY

A Doctor Shadow®dventure
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“ Gettin’ inta the ring with Mauler Manz etti ain’t sport or charity or exercise”

Slugger Harris said, “Its g oin’ ta war: and he dorit take no prisoners.”

The little ter rier of an ex-pug was walking in the back corridor s of Madison
Square Garden with a baxer who was robed and hooded Beside the two, a petite
Chinese gil with an eye-patch that had a white wolf painted on it and a serious &pres
sion on her pretty face worked hard to keep up with the strides of her companions

“It is a ¢ harity match Slugger, and not for any rank or title e xcept the honorary
one of Charity Champion,” the boxer said, “or else | wouldn’t have agreed to do it

“Y ou don't know how to turn down a dare Anton,” the Oriental woman said,“its
your best and your worst feature.”

“Y ou worry too much, Hank,” Anton said.

“And you worry too little ,” w as her terse reply.

The baxer's two companioris made a Mutt and Eff trio, Harris and the girl bare-
ly coming up to their companioris shouldes.

“Outside da ring is a charity thing, Boss” Harris said, “b ut in da ring, Manzetti
ain't ever got no charity or mercy.” T he three rounded a comer of the dim hallway to
the sudden bright light and noise of the weigh in area.

Members of the Boxing Commission,a doctor, the referee and half a dozen mem
bers of the press vere wall crammed into the weigh in area. It w as really little mor e
than a wide spot in the coridor with a scale and some téles and dairs set up br the
event.

W hen Slugger and his dharge entered the area, flashbulbs started to pop like a
mini lightening stor m.

“Easy guys,” Slugger said, “let the new charity champ through!”

The baxer stepped up to the ring official seated at the table.

“Name?” the mousy oficial asked formally, even though he and geryone else in
the hall knew the fighter’s name

“Anton Chadeaux; the boxer said. The official checked off the name and had the
boxer sign it. “Ste p over to the scale br your weigh in, please” the man adled, “and
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remove your robe.”

Chadeaux dofed the robe and handed it to Slugyer. There was an audilke intake
of breath from mary in the room a his remarkable physique. Hank just stood to the
side and watched the others in the room watch her companion and her fce lit with a
knowing smile.

Anton Chadeaux,PhD. was his real name but much of the world knew him by his
public name of Dr. Shadows. He was a plysical marvel, well over six feet tall with a
form that might have been sculpted ly a renaissance masteiT here was not an &cess
ounce of fat on his muscular form, yet no musde was over developed or ‘for show.” His
feaures were movie star handsome and his mements as gaceful as a vhite wolf. W hat
was motle arresting about his gopearance than his bog was the color of it- his skin was
an ashen gey, even to the premaure grey of his hair. On anyone else the color might
have denoted si&kness but somehav on him it spoke of almost preternatural power. It
had caused the neshounds to dub him “the Granite Man” in the headlines

“T wo hundred and twenty eight and one half pounds” the official called out fr om
the scale while a fellow commissioner wiote down the numbers.

“A wful puny to go against me!” A voice like sandpger cut through the noise of
the room. All eyes turned to watch Mic hael “Mauler” Manzetti stride into the center of
the press pas.

The Mauler was a £w inches shoter than Dr. Shadows but seemed fully twice as
wide. He was already sans his pbe, and though massiely musded, was also lgered with
some insulding fat. The Mauler was hairy chested,bald headed and weating pr ofusely,
despite wearing only his boxing tr unks.

He held a huge sandvich in one cinderblock sized fir st, waving it lik e a teahers
pointer at the Granite Man. “Y ouse lookin' a little pasty and underfed, Shadowboy,”
Manzetti said. “Ha ve a bite of my sandvich—a real man needs spig food like garlic ta
open your skinny pores”

The Granite Man smiled down at the other boxer with genial acceptance. “Let me
guess” Dr. Shadows said,“y ou’re planning to put color in my cheeks?” He could smell
the powerful scent of the behemoth,a swveat ripe with spicy foods and adenalin waiting
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to be burned off.

Manzetti look ed down at Hank and made as if to take a stg toward her. “W hen |
finish with your boyfriend, Slanty, I’ Il show you how a real American gives a gifl a good
time.”

Hank bristled at the attention and Dr. Shadows stepped between them,almost
nose to nose with the Mauler "T his is between us Manzetti—and the public.”

Light bulbs popped aain in anticipation of an impromptu brawl, but Manzetti
just laughed, an unpleasant sound thawas more a snot than a chuckle.

“Y ouse might sg that,” T he Mauler said. He took a big bite of his sandvich and
spoke through a rain of food patrticles.

“Mr . Manzetti,” the commission oficial said, “If you would please st@ on the
scale” T he Mauler wiped his mouth on the ba& of his hairy forearm and handed his
shad to his tr ainer. A renewed barrage of news cameas caught eab moment as the
scale was adjusted.

Dr. Shadows re-donned his obe and stood with a sour &ced Slugger while the
official called out, “T wo hundred and sixty one pounds’

“Better kiss y our one eyed girl before you climb into the ring with me,” Manzetti
said in a loud wice for the assemked crowd. “’Cause she airit gonna wanta after I'm
done with youse” He smiled like a slit pumpkin and gabbed a hug bite of his sand
wich in punctuation.

*kkk

The May benefit at the Garden to suppott the Far East Relief Fund was the major
event of the month, kicking off the unofficial beginning of the summer seasonit had
been adrertised for months, and when the main cad of Dr. Shadows Versus the Mauler
had been announcediicket sales soaed.

The crowd was &ove cgoacity, the overflow standing around on the curbs near
Seventh Avenue listening to the radio announcers dow-by-blow accounts of the prelim
bouts. All of them were, jackets collars turned up against the urusual dill f or May,
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talking e xcitedly about the main event.

The Granite Man entered the ring accompanied ly Slugger and Ki Nam Hoon,
his tall Korean aide and herbal doctor viho would serve as his coner man. There was a
cheer that went up from the crowd inside the arena tha was picked up by those outside
‘til it became a roar.

“Don 't let that all go your head, Boss” Slugger said,” Ain’t nobody lik es Mauler;
he’s da only fighter | e ver knew people come to seghoping to see him put on his
keester!”

“W hy should a fighter of his staure and tempeament ggree to sud a mach?”
Hoon asked in Korean.

“Onl y way to get to da boss were Doc carit use Sulsa Do tetiniques—no kicks,
joint loc ks or grappling; but if he wins he gets to daim he bea Dr. Shadows! AlImost
means moe in some circles than a title shot”

“W ell,” Dr. Shadows said,” At least if | have the doves on,so will he.”

“Don’t take comfort in that,” Slugger said, “ Mauler hits lik e a freight train. |
mayhave trained you, Anton, but you ain't no pro boxer.”

“Y ou’ve got to work on your pep talks, Slugger,” T he Granite Man gawe a gin.
“Y ou’re not inspiring me to victory.”

The little pug answered by sticking the Grey Goliath’s mouthpiece in and pointing
to the opposite side ofthe ring. The Mauler swaggered into the ring to a chorus of
boos tha was ezen more deakning than the cheers for the Granite Man had been.The
crude giant seemed to thrve on the crowds hae and egged them on with gestures and
grimaces W hen he enteed the ring, he gared a Dr. Shadowvs and nodled his head as if
in answer to some unaskd question.

The ring announcer introduced the combé#ants to cheers and boos espectiely,
and then the referee brought them together for the reading of the rules. Afterward,
when they touched goves Manzetti leaned in and said in a lav voice:

“Y ou put my cousin in da big house last gar.”

“I" ve put a lot of people’s cousins in Sing Sing’ the Granite Man said, “that
doesrit narrow it down very much.”
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“T ony Lazetto.” T he Mauler spit, “T en to twenty for r obbery.” He poked a thick
finger into Dr. Shadows’ chest, “I'm g onna cripple ya and it’s all for charity, so I'm a
hero for doin’ it!”

“At least it will be for a good caus¢’ T he Granite Man said. “He smiled at the
wider man as if the threat had no meaning but when he tumed to walk back to his cor-
ner, his features were set in a dak mood.

“Y ou were right, Slugger,” He said, “It s g onna be a var.”

W hen the bell soundedthe Mauler came a Dr. Shadows with no preamie,
throwing trip hammer blows with his full body weight behind them. The Granite Man
was forced to badk pedal, absorbing the bows as best he could on hisorearms tha
were soon maked bue with rising br uises Any impulse to counter dtack was quickly
detected by Manzetti and squelded with an even more furious barrage.

'He can't keep this pace up with the bulk he has, The Grey Adventurer thought
hopefully, ' He’s already sweating like a fountain.' Yet the corpulent boxer continued to
press the #ack, his iron hewed arms unstoppdle pistons tha gave Dr. shadavs no rest.

The Grey Goliath was ale to block most of the blows a ew moments bebre the
bell to end the round sounded,but the Mauler slipped in one left hook that connected.
The bow sent the Granite Man lur ching backwards into the ropes Manzetti followed
up like a jadkal after a wounded animal,raining body blows on the pale bxer with
relentless fury. Even after the bell sounded,he slammed his tpved fists into Dr.
Shadows until the referee pulled him off.

“Y ou were wrong about Manzetti, Slugger,” T he Granite Man said when he ®ll
onto his stool in the comer. “He hits lik e two freight trains.” He shook his head and
rubbed his temple where he had been tgged. “And it burns like hedk where he hit me”
There was a pink arasion on his head thdaHoon look ed a with pr ofessional concen.

“Y ou gotta stop running from him—he’s too well tr ained for you to tire him out
that way in three rounds You gotta take him on directly.”

Dr. Shadows looked a his friend and considered telling him about Manzetti’ s
statement to him but just said, “I just ha ve to stay on my feet for two more rounds to
give the crowd a shaw. This isnit lif e or deah-it’ s just a darity bout.”
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“Y a know every two bit thug in this burg is waitin’ to see ya go down, Boss”
Slugger said, “And a lot of dem has laid some mongon the side thda you won't walk
out da Garden under you own steam?

Hoon had obsewed the exchange with a worried expression.“If the smelly one
continues to &ercise control over you, your reputation with those same hoodlums will
suffer- they will no longer fear direct attack on you, and as a esult, many may die.” As
the bell sounded,he added, “this a lif e and dedh situation.”

Mauler Manz etti began round two as he had ound one with a furious barage of
pile driver punches The Granite Man, despite his friend’s advice, was compelled to
back pedal under the assault.

Now he could see the hte clearly in Manzetti’ s eyes with no mitigation. 'He real -
ly does want to maim me legally. Dr. Shadows thought, ‘'no pretensions of civility."

The pile driver hits kept coming and the Granite Man was conscious ofmore
stings from ead hit, more than a simple hit should hae. Manzetti actually chuckled
through his mouth guad as he launtied pund after punch.

Dr Shadows increased the speed ohis badk pedaling so tha the brawler was
forced to speed up his adgance Then sudlenly, the Grey Goliath ducked and slammed a
hard right into Manz etti’ s breadbaslet, following it with an upper cut that r attled the
thug’s teeth.

The audience a@ploded into pandemonium asT he Mauler staggered bad a step.
Dr. Shadows moved to follow up, but the brute recovered almost immedidely and got his
guard badk up.

Then the fight began in eamest. The rest of the second ound was a punt for
punch battle with neither man giving much nor gaining an advantage. When the bell
sounded,both moved gratefully to their cor ners.

“T here’s something wong,” Dr. Shadows said when he collgpsed onto his coner
stool.

W haddaya mean?” Slugger asked as he toveled the bacer down. “Y ou’re holding
your own with dat palooka.”

Hoon busied himself with the styptic pencil on the abrasions vhere the mauler
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had struck glancing blows.

“No ,” the pale adrenturer said, “It' s hurting more than it should when he tags
me; lik e my skin was sudlenly sensitve.” He took a sip of water and spit it into the
bucket. “And he’s too confident; lik e he knows he has an edg.”

“T hese buises and scaps are odd, Kuk Sa Nim,” Hoon said, “b ut | can not say
how.” It visibly bothered the big Korean tha he did not have an ansver for his friend.

“In any case” Dr. Shadows said,“Onl y one round to go.”

Then the bell called the dadiators once moe to battle.

This time the Mauler was cautious the fury in his gaze undiminished, but his
training in ring science overriding the baser impulse It w as the Grey Goliath’s turn to
press the fght. He attacked with a combindion of punches tha were so svift and accu-
rate that Manzetti was forced to badk pedal.

Once again the crowd roared its goproval as Dr. Shadows took the fight to the
Mauler. T he bruiser, howeer, retaliated with his own driving combinations, striking
back with a fury that Dr. Shadows barely dodged. The frenetic assault landed no major
blows, but one of the Mauler’ s dows danced off the Granite Man’s forehead.

A moment later Dr. Shadows became ware of the burning sweat that dripped
into his eyes He shook his head to ¢ear the liquid, but the burning got worse.

The Mauler took advantage of the seemindy dazed Dr. Shadows and slipped an
overhand right thr ough. The dove hit the Granite Man in his right eye sodet.

The spike in the pain level from the acid feeling of the sweat was instantaneous
Manzetti gave a deg chuckle and pressed the #ack even harder. All the Gr anite Man
could do was cover up.

'He has something on his glove,Dr. Shadows thought. He remembeed Manzetti’ s
statement '‘Real man needs spicy foodsand in a flash he knewv what he was dealing with:
Slugger had told him once of an old Mexican boxer’s ploy that involved painting the
glove with the juice crushed from very hot peppers and letting it dry in the sun. This
made sue it had no smell or tell tale signs It w as the sveat of the victim that activated
it!

All these thoughts hgpened as the Mauler slammedi¥e more body blows into the
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helpless Dr. Shadows side The burning in his eyes completey blinded him, so the Grey
Goliath worked despeately to keep out of Manzetti’s readh.

The Mauler helped for all the wrong reasons backing off his furious assault to
enjoy his opponent’s discombrt. His blows, while still telling , were not delivering pile
driver force arymore as if to prolong Dr. Shadows’ agony. It g ave the Granite Man time
to think.

'l don't like a cheater,” he thought with pique. ‘And I will not lose to one.’ It was
as if some inner well of energy opened within Dr. Shadows, a floodgate releasing
renewed detemmination.

The Sulsa master in Krea called it Ki, the inner power that made so mag of
their ancient techniques so efective. A Yankee trader would call it pur e stulbornness

Dr. Shadows kept his eyes tightly shut and Hocked the agony of the mucus mem
branes apund his eyes from him with a tremendous drce of will. He tried to listen for
the rasped beath of the Mauler, but all he could hear was his avn beaing heart and
the confusing \ells of the crowd. Abruptly, the Grey Warrior seemed to 2ro in on the
Mauler and advanced on him with a furry of accurate punches tha made Manzetti
back pedal once more.

W hen the amazd Manzetti r ealized the fight wasrit won yet, he sidest@ped the
Grey Gladiator’ s rush and caught Dr Shadows with a gancing blow on his left shoulder.

This stopped the Ganite Man in his tracks and he almost dopped to one knee At
the last second he proted his body and rose from the carvas launching an upper cut
that almost liter ally came from the ground.

The pund slipped between the statled Mauler’ s goves and connected with his
chin with a sound like the report of a gunshot.Manzetti left the canvas as if catapulted
backward, went over the top rope and landed on the timeleeper’s table, out cold.

The crowd roared this time with force enough to shak the huilding lik e a minor
earthquake.

W hen Hoon had flushed Dr. Shadows’ eyes with dean water, the Granite Man was
able to see two burly ambulance dtendants struggling to put the still unconscious
Manzetti on a stretcher.
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“If you was Hind,” Slugger asked, “how’d you know where he was;you couldn't
a heard him over the noise of this joint.”

Dr. Shadows tepped his nose“If there’s one thing living in Korea had taught me
was the smell of garlic. He positively reeked of it.”

Hank laughed and Hoon, not sure if he quite agreed, nodded a the same time

“J ust goes to prove what | al ways said d@out Manzetti,” Slugger noted, “His bo x-
ing stinks!”

The End



The Gift Of Song

A story ofAltiva
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Lunit came to an drupt halt in the center of the crystalsmith's booth, surround-

ed by rainbows. After the cr ush of the festival crowd the silence and emptiness othe
booth all but overwhelmed her The prism sunlight, refracted through the crystal gob-

lets, bowls, statues and tools on the sheles cast a net of colour around her so tha fly-
lik e, she stood tiansfixed.

She denched her fists to fight the eerie chill she had felt on entering the carvas
booth and took a measued breath to hold down her fear. Then she tumed in seach of
the proprietor and almost collided with him.

“Ma y | assist you, good gentle?" the little man said in a woice that rang crisply off
the faceted ggms aound them. His head was bald, his features shap as cawved agate.
They could have belonged to a man of either thir ty or sixty. “I seek a master of the
crystalcraft,” she said in a carefully controlled and pleasing wice,"f or | seek a special
gift."

The crystalsmith laughed like shdtered gass "l onl y make the special." He ges
tured with a hand tha reminded Lunit of a spider "Man y enter my humble stall, but
few can meet ny standards.”" His smile r evealed seeral crystal teeth among his eal
ones and did little to put the woman & ease

'W hy did | choose this booth oer all the others," Lunit asked herself. She had in-
ished her song set aithe tavern early in the day flushed with the joy of performance and
come wandering to the fairgrounds pursuing an intangide whim. W hen she had seen the
blue pavilion that was the ciystal shop she knav at once what she had been looking or,
what half-r emembeed dream she vas pursuing. Yet she &lt-"l w as drawn here."

Lunit br ushed a lok of silk-fine hair aside tucking it under the br oad brimmed
straw hat she wore, while she fought badk a of premonition. All the childhood tales of
Crystalsmiths andWarpwizards came bak to her; weavers of the fantastic whose att

was as mysterious as it was frightening. She looked again at the translucent beauty
around her, aware that the objects in the stall were not merely carved gems but were
living crystal grown into their pr esent orms with meticulous cae. Their harmonic
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properties, shgpes and functions vere all calculated and planned to to seve the
smithy's purpose;and the purpose of the smith's dient.

“Smith," she be gan in as composed a tone as she coulder superb wice modula-
ing out most of her excitement and gprehension."T here is a man | knov—"

“A lover?" he interrupted.

“Y es"

“T hen you need no tiarm to make him notice you." The Smith maed the spiders
at the ends of his arms and rested his ¢in on his knuckles. "Heh, heh," he chimed.

"P erhaps you wish one to keep him?"

“No ," she stamped her bot with gentle impatience. "It is not to g et him, or keep
him, nor deceive him, nor entrance him with beauty | do not have." The stray lock of
hair and some of its fellows esca@ed from her ha to punctuate her staement. "l wish
you to make a special gift for this man."

“A special gift," the Smith w hispered to himself, "f or a special man?

“Y es" she said quietly, "a special man. He was a Priest-Singer of the Kova once
long before | knew him-" She suddenly found the refractive qualities of the smith's eyes
too much to face so she tuned to gaze into an angular goblet. "But a bandit's knif e

ended tha. He can only speak in a hoase whisper now and is a Priest-Writer and
a crystal-swordsman.It is because of his crystalswvord that | kno w something of what
you can da"

“Something, eh?" The smith dortled. "And w hat is that?"

“I kno w you can gow crystals that heal,that mind touch, that foresee tomorow
and more. That is why | think y ou can gow the gift | wish to give him."

She found herself confronted by her own image in the goblet, and with a per-
former's eye consideed it. She was a bioad shouldeed, medium height woman who had
seen almost thity summels and despite her gars as an indentued prostitute to pay off
family debts, still—had the glow of a maiden.The sodket of her left eye was stained
sky-blue in an inverted teardrop design tha marked her as Eetrian merchant class by
bir th and offset her cherubic features with a pempetual shadaw. ‘It is my freckles that
make me seem so unspoiled,' she thought incomgousl. ‘It is a lie | shall be glad off in
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a few years.!'

“And what is this gift you are so cetain | can grow?" the smith's woice startled
Lunit fr om her self examination and focused her on her pupose

“His v oice." She spoke flatly to her own reflection, waiting tensely for his reply,
afraid most that it would be moding laughter. "I wish y ou to grow a crystal that will
restore his ability to sing."

“Oh—so0, Hmmm!" He murmured behind her She turned to find the smith bend
ing over a display shelf, studying a prismatic necklace. "T here is a price Singer," he
said in a solemn tone "a heavy price for you | should think."

“I ha ve coinage, Master Smith," she said trying not to be seduced ly the simple
elegance of the string of jewels he held up "And | will gi ve my word-bond that | shall
make suficient more & this festival or else indenture myself to insure your fee"

“Heh-heh-" he cackled. "A high payment to be sue, but not high enough. No
coinage of mint will b uy badk a voice, girl—it is a gift of the gods”

“T hen what will b uy it?" She asked, drawing herself to her full height and thr ust-
ing her chest forward in anticipation of the usual 'high payment' that men asled for.

“Y ou must pay in equal value," the smith hissed. "Bring me sufficient of his blood
to grow a fine nedlace lik e this for you-"

“But the gift is f or him."

“And so it shall be but you must wear it." The smith examined an imained flaw
in the string of crystal. "A necklace for you, a wice for him; you must give up your
voice for him to sing again." He stared a her, fixing her in his gaze like a pin through
a butterfly.

“My v oice," she gasped,"But I-"

“T hat is the price." He held out his hand to silence her "T here can be no bar
gaining with the gods™" He placed a surprisingly warm hand onto to her am, guided
her out of the booth and left her with the words, "R eturn when you have his dood."

The sunlight of the lane was Hinding and the noise and confusion ofthe festival
deafening. She stood a momenther mind reeling at the smith's words while around her
the hodker's cried their wares and the visitos bustled past her
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She was caried along with the mass of the crowd, walking in a daze, her mind's
eye frozen on the image of her face in the crystal necklace, stunned lky what she had
seen;the face of a child, afraid not of the darkness but of the blinding light w hich
would follow.

And the silence
The terrible silence of a life without song...

Lunit had sung for as long as she could emember from the time & nine years old
when she'd smck away from temple stool to sing for coins at the local tavern. It was
as nmuch a part of her lif e as beathing, yet she would give up her breath with less
thought.

She remembeked the long hours with the temple wice teader (after the tavern
incident her parents thought it advisable to have her taught song to hold her interest in
temple stool), the joy when she fir st sang the full scale and theVindras Di song gcle.

The delirium when she masteed the intricate second and thid scale and vas per
mitted to sing the Gadlias ritual before the whole temple.

She smiled as sheecalled the giggling ter ror when she fr st shatered a goblet as
the finale of an aria. To even contemplae a life without song was..unthinkable.

W hen she becamewaare of her surroundings she bund that the surge of the
throng had caried her near the practice pits and the gaming area. W here 'He' would
most likely be. She looked for him and in doing so felt her pulse quicken. She found
him at the practice pits deg in the midst of a round-robin sword tournament.

The pits were wide circles cut into the ground with banked soil and a lov fence all
around. He was half way through the spiral of thir ty pits, which meant tha he had
been fighting f or most of the day, yet he was quiet and calm,apparently rested, awaiting
the start of his next match.

Lunit stayed concealed amongst the @wd around the pit and watched him with
new eyes trying to analyze just why this man among all those she had knen had so
touched her that she would even contemplae the crystalsmith's hideous equest.
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He stood a nuscular two meters tall with his black hair close cropped sae for the
warlock which hung down his badk. His mustache and goatee were trimmed nealy and
completed a frame to a sun-bowned handsome dce tha was neither hard nor soft but
capable of great degrees of either. His eyes intense gey reflectors for his degpest
thoughts, were focused into the sullen ges of his opponent.

Then sudlenly, without warning, Lunit's lover smiled. It was an inner motvated
smile that revealed near perkct teeth, a myriad of laugh lines that softened his ges
from slae to twilight and the soul of a small boy who, when he enjgyed a moment,did
so completely and without reserve.

“Ballo x of Mephan, winner of ten bouts" the pit judg e announced pointing to
the opponent, "will no w face Lord Erique Shoutte of Umbria, winner of twelve bouts”

“Lor d Erique Shoutte.” Lunit w hispered her lover's name to heself, enjoying the
sound of it. She reflected on the two years which had elgpsed since thg had fir st met.
Since she had ir st sung br him and watched the pain in his ges as he listened.

“T here will be no strikes to face or groin,” the judg e announced."Any excessve
force will be dealt with harshly. All judgment are final. Is this understood?" Both men in
the pit nodded their agreement and a gneral hubbub of betting began around the
embankment.

The combaants were aitir ed in short leather breed-clouts, tvek hide pants and
had thick leather collar s to protect their necks. Ballox was wider, more massve and
half a head shoter that Lord Shoutte but the priest seemed moe a ease with no hint
of tension in his manner In the center of Shoutte's chest was branded the triple inter-
locked diamond symbol ofthe Kova, the Omphast which marked him as priest-singr,
healer and warrior.

Each man held a cuved two handed wooden svord in a relaxed grip by his side

Ballox raised his siher painted svord into engarde with a ripple of musde which
spoke of raw, massve power. Shoutte raised his svord with the easy gace of a ca. His
expression of one slightly distracted by a daydream, a strange half smile on his lips his
eyes seeminty unfocused.

‘Erique ' Lunit thought, 'how beautiful you are." She remembeed that strange
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smile when that great cat body was poised &ove her a night and by the flicker of the
candlelight she could see the sensuallgam in his gfes She shudlered with both
remembrance and anticipdion.

'‘But is that reason enough to do \wat the crystalsmith asled?' She klt a melody
of fear pass though her. 'Other men have made ny belly shudder with heat and my
skin tingle. Why are you so different?'

The pit judge extended his white staff horizontally between the heads ofthe two
fighters so thd they could rest their game svords on it. The dye impregnated sponge
which ran the true edge of both weapons left marks on the staf just as it would mark
eadh man an udy purple should it touch him.

Concealed within the crowd, listening to the wagerers assess her ler lik e a
prized fighting animal, Lunit questioned the reality of the crystalsmith's words and the
depths of her feeling for the Kovar priest. She seached her memory for the moment
when so insane an idea asestoring Shoutte's lost wice to him had begun to grow within
her. ‘It w as when he fr st told me how he had lost it," she whispered picturing his face
etched by firelight as he has spokn. ‘W hen we had kut known ead other a moon
cycle.'

“I w as a Priest-Singer then," Shoutte said, "with the Voice and the control of a
Priest-Singer. | could bid plants to bud more quickly or summon birds with a sinde
note. | and my contract-wife Myrran and some daen companions vere camped in the
forests of Belisle. As you know the words of the Kova must ever change to complete
The Rythem, they are never written down; only sung so tha they may change with ead
singing. It was ny joy to sing the Tr uth Chants for Myr ran that night,” He said, his
hoarse \oice filled with emotion, "as | had each night for a year. But that night as | fin-
ished and leaned érward to kiss her we were set upon ly forest bandits" He spoke the
words, clearly in pain, but his eyes never once cried out for vengeance Somewhere in
his experience he kurnt all but the ceremory of rancor from his heat.

“I f ell almost immediaely to this slash-" he cupped his thioat in one hand as he
continued,” and Myrran was not far behind. All were killed save | who was left for
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dead. Yet | survived to pyre those | loved, seek Myrran's father under whose cae |
grew Rythem-wand and then hunted eakb and every one of the bandits to aid in their
transition to the next plane." His w hisper was as calm and steadas if he had been
repeding a recipe, but Lunit saw the look of utter defeat in his eyes when he ended the
story with, "And | ha ve not sung theTr uth Chants since thanight...nor shall | e ver
again."

“Be gin the match!" The judge drew up the staf and as the svord points rose with
it Ballo x attacked. The shorter man tried to musde his way to victory with a diagonal
stroke intended to crush ary parry and leave no strength in his opponent br a riposte.

Lord Shoutte, howeer, had anticipated the Mephan's atack and allowed his dade
to be beden aside letting go his left hand grip. But he also st@ped in so tha his now
trailing sword was behind him and inside the defnse ange of Ballox. Before the
Mephan could react, Shoutte brought his own reversed svord up in a long slash acoss
Ballox's wing musde.

Then Shoutte reversed the direction of his stroke and caught Balloc across the
right f orearm with enough force to numb the arm and malke him drop his wegpon. It
was over.

Ballox jumped avay and stared up & the pit judge as if hoping the mach had
gone unobsewked, but the judge held his staf aloft and proclaimed, "the winner of this
bout is Lord Erique Shoutte of Umbria." There were goplause and jees from the crowd
as a geat deal of money changed hands apund the circle.

Shoutte set davn his game svord, stegoled his hands in the diamond ofthe Kova
prayer position and bowed to the judge and Ballox. He removed the leaher collar to
reveal the jagged white scar that slashed acpss his thioat lik e a hideous neklace and-
massa@ed the sveat chaffed skin benedh. As he turned to take up his game svord and
leave the pit he caught sight of Lunit amongst the crowd and his face came ale with
joy. His eyes spakled with an inner passion stronger than desire and he smiled.It w as
asmile tha could melt a polar cap or change gloom and doubt to joy.

And it was a smile br her; Only for her.

It was & that moment that Lunit kne w she would do almost arything to bring him
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joy. A fugue of silence welled up in her and she &lt her thr oat tighten in fear.

The losers in the crowd were jeering loudly now, commenting on Ballax lack of
genitalia and obviously inferior genetic badkground. Shoutte ignored them, but the mus-
cular Me phan, his pride already hurt by so quick a lose, became incensed andltarged
at Shoutte's bad, swinging his modk sword with murderous intent.

“Erique , look out!" Lunit y elled, but her warning and Shoutte's reactive dodge
aside were not fast enough.Ballox's sword grazed the priest's left shoulder with force
enough to open the skin.

Shoutte continued moving to the side but as his right leg took the weight of his
body, his left shot out and broke the Mephan's knee Ballox dropped immedidely, all
the fight gone out of him. The priest delivered a bad kic k to the fallen man's head
and Ballox's screams of pain stopped druptly.

Lunit tried to staunch the blood flow from the long scrape on Shoutte's shoulder
musde with her silk neck scarf, watching with eerie fascinaion as the dood turned the
sky blue silk to dir ty brown. She tried not to dwell on the crystalsmith's sanguine
request.”ls the Me phan dead?" she askd, not daring to look into Shoutte's eyes lest
her thoughts be betrayed on her face

“He will w ake up a cripple,” Shoutte said in the hoarse whisper which was his full
voice. "I w ould have bought the fool an ale for his efforts, he was good enough to brce
me into a wild risk to win. By the Rythem, what a waste" Lunit contin ued to fuss with
the wound, which was de@ and ded profusely. "Be at ease my little w aterbir d,"
Shoutte continued. "W e can tend to this scatch when we get home;|l grow weary of
these aild's games"

“lam at ease my Lord," Lunit said as she hid the Hood soaked scarf in her belt
pouch, her heart racing ahead of her thoughts. "But this scr atch will r equire Ku'zn's
sawing skills or it will not c lose properly. We had best mak haste”

“A moment, please good priest." The pit judge had come davn the embankment
to assess the dange. "l bear witness of your innocence in this" he said officiall y, "the
festival wardens will howewer question you later. It should not mean much as long as this
one-" he nudged the still form of Ballox with his staff, "-li ves"
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“He will," Shoutte said with disgust; "And he will kno w the regret of the incom-
plete all his days." Lunit also heard a tone of sadness in the priest's wice and watched
his hand steal to his thoat to touch the protruding scat It made her suddenly aware of
how heavy a bood-soaked scarf could be.

On the way out of the circle Shoutte stopped ly the Overjudge's stall to retrieve a
long narrow leather case which was sealed with the mak of the festival wardens It
contained Rythemwand, Shoutte's crystal svord. At the perimeter of the festival
Shoutte had one of the wardens open the sealed case and then the priedik e a proud
father, removed the shedhed blade to strap it to his back.

Nor mal weagpons were forbidden on the faire grounds but crystal wegpons were
recognized as a special kass The svords (or daggers) were grown in their owner's
blood, attuned to their lif e force, and were in essence parof the owner. As hard, or
harder

than steel the ciystal blades shdtered a the moment of their owner's death.
Legend had it that the owner would die if the blade should shéter.

Shoutte spoke briefly to the wardens of what had occurred and then let Lunit
half-shove half-carry him badk to their wagon camp & a nearby inn. Mild shock fr om
the blood loss and adenalin fatigue made him a pliant pa&age as Lunit and their trav-
eling companion, Ku'zn, undressed him and put him to bedKu'zn, whose bue furred
race were fierce warrior s and seadrers, put her sail mending skills to good use on his
shoulder.

“Y ou should sleg, Erique,” K u'zn said as she gthered up her needle kit."If you
don't you may make a mess ofmy fine work. I'd be very angry at that." She smiled fer-
ally to reweal her well developed canines

“Upset the Z'n and dig your grave." Shoutte quoted an old saying. "I will do as
you suggest."” She bent to kiss his tcieek and he pla/fully sngpped a her.

“Y ou are to rest.” Lunit said after shooing Ku'zn with a grateful hug. "l ha ve a
few errands to run, still." She car efully wrapped the Hoody scarf, and all the muslin
that had been used as bandges in oil soaked paper and placed the tiry bundle in her
belt pouch.
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“W here did you go today,"” Shoutte asked as he settled his head onto a pill. "I
looked for you at the new hat seller's stall.” He winced a bit as he tested his am and
pulled the covers over himself. A spring wind had come up and the tent \mvered sinuous
ly around them.

“J ust stall gazing," Lunit said softl y. "Even | get bored choosing has occasional

ly."

Shoutte laughed his stange whispered laugh, quiet yet with all the strength of a
Falstaffian bellow. "T he day you are bored with hats the stars will melt." The laughter
infected her and she skon the bed next to him and hugged him.

The hug gew into a kiss and the kiss lingered. The familiar fire in her belly
began again, and when his hand slipped to her beast the fre traveled dowvnward to her
groin.

'‘No," she thought, 'l can't gi ve into those feelings naw, not before it is done |
must be cold so | can do this terible thing.' She gently freed herself from his loving
grasp and stood up

“Later, Erique," she said aloud with a mod tone of indignation. "I'v e a million
things to do before shawv time and you always take forever."

It was his tum for mock indignation and a laugh."W ell, we shall endeaor
to change that, my good woman." She leaned wer to kiss him on the dheek and danced
away before he could gab her.

“W e shall discuss thatonight, after you have rested." She said huskil, "In g reat
detail!"” She studied his smiling face with a calculd@ing mind memorizing anew ead line
and shadav she knew so well and over each imposing the thought ‘can | do this?'. Then
she tumed away before he noticed the efort it took f or her to leave his combrting
embrace Before he sav how frightened she was

Lunit made her way quickly through the festival to the crystalsmith's stall, looking
neither right nor left f or fear that

some distraction might blunt her purpose The fear inside her was a stone tha
fought to slow her, but she formed an imae of Shoutte's face in her mind and brced
her steps forward until at last she stood in the center ofthe smith's stall. The stall was
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empty, save for the hundred crystal ghosts tha sparkled with the late afternoon light.
Lunit tried to call out and f ound her wice caught in her throat so only a very unmusical
croak came prth. She tried again. "Ho , Smith?" she called.

“Her e, Singer," A disembodied wice ansvered. Then she sa the smith's insect
hand push through a drape a the back of the stall and motion her forward. "Come,"
his wice bid, "All is in r eadiness’

Lunit stepped through the hanging into a small tent vhich butted the stall and
which was lit by the glow of three pure white glowgems W hen the smith sav her
expression of wonder at the purity of the translucent crystals he dwckled. "T hey are
my only extr avagance" he said with pride. "T hree years to grow ead and so maxy fail-
ures bebre the facets gew just so to hold the light and reflect it back for hours after
the source is gone. My daughter would stare a them in greatest delight. | think perha ps
there is not their lik e in all the world.” He beamed brighter than his glowgems

“T hey are magnificent,” she murmured with awe. "T ruly | can have no doubt of
your ability now." The buxom read-head spole more to convince herself than to compli-
ment the crystal smith. "l ha ve brought these rags with his dood on them," she contin
ued holding up the soaled doths "Is it enough?"

The smith took the offered padkage and ‘ahmmed' non-committaly as he exam-
ined its contents

“Lik e to have more," he mumbled to himself after a time, "b ut we'll see." He
tur ned avay to a long table covered with crystalware in a confusing aray of shges and
began to work.

Lunit watched with cold fascinaion while the smith soaked the doth in fir st an
amber liquid than a dear one. The dear liquid soon turned a ruddy brown which, once
he removed the doths, settled to the bottom.

"It will do ," he said with satisfaction as he studied the beaér, "y es and nicey
too. It is strong blood, as | should hare remembeked it to be." He dr ained off the clear
liquid and collected the sludgy brown precipitate in a crystal goblet. Then he gathered a
number of jars with various powders in them and aranged them around a shallov dish.

Lunit wr ung her hands in anxious anticipaion while she watched the smith work,
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trying to deaden her mind's ge to images of her silent on a staye, unable to touch the
audiences soullnstead she flled her mind with a memory of Lord Shoutte beside her &
night, murmuring in his sleep the words of Truth Chants he could no lon@r sing in the
daylight. She remembeed his body hea and his smile and she wallowed hard and
threw her shoulders badk in an effort not to cry out in fear.

Suddenly she was avare that the smith had stopped all m@ement and sound.T he
gnomish smith had tuined to look at Lunit and his angular features were etched andes
in the blue light as if he were one of his own creations. "T he blood is all that remains”
he said,so softly that she barly heard him, "b ut you must pour it.

It must be your hand which creates the gift, else the gods might be ofended."

“I am r eady to do what must be done" Her v oice said, but her mind screamed
'Stop.' Her hand made no move.

The crystalsmith held out the Hoody goblet to her and with the greatest effort of
will she raised her hand to gasp it, almost losing her gip when she &lt the heat
through the cool crystal, warm with lif e.

For a moment the onl sound in her world was the splashing ofthe blood-mix into
the powders and liquids already in the dish. To Lunit it sounded like a waterfall. Then
the liquid in the dish began to foam and kubble, hissing like a thing alive.

Slowly, lik e thought solidifying, a crystal began to grow in the center of the dish.
Its growth was astonishindy rapid and in minutes the shae of the jewel, which the
smith said would be the center piece br a necklace, became ¢tear; it was three four
pointed shgpes conjoined in a trinity. “An Omphast!" she exclaimed. It w as the symbol
of the Kova that Shoutte had branded on his @est. “Fitting is it not?" the smith said,
"the symbol of change is the form this ‘craft must take."

Lunit watched with the eyes of a frightened child as the gem gew to the size of a
hen's egg before the smith raised it carefully from the dish with crystal tongs He set it
on a small pedestalwashed it dovn with pure water and then pdted it dry.

“J ust a little longer,” the smith said in a distracted wice as he &ached damps to
the triplica te jewel. "Y ou will wear the nedlace to bed this night and when you awvaken
it will be done. Your lover's voice will be his again
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At last he set the tools aside and theaded a voven silk cord through the eyelets in
the clamp. A string of carved crystal beads completed the nddace and the spell was
begun.

“Done," he said at last.

“Done," she whispered in a wice filled with hor ror.

The trigem was warm in her hand, as warm as life.

“As long as yu and this crystal are,”" the smith said ushering her through the stall,
"the priest's voice shall be;for you three are joined even as the gm."

“But y our payment?" She manaed as he pushed her into the twilight ofthe lane.
"l kno w this bargain is not real until you are paid.” All her years of trading in her own
flesh had taught her moe about the realities of business than ag trader would lik e to
know. She knew nothing was gien without price.

The smith put a bory finger to his lips and shook his head.

"T he debt was paid long bebre you became pat of this transaction, Child of
Song. | owe much to the lad who blooded Rythemwand.” She stared a him, confused
and confounded by his staements Shetried to speak again, but he disgopeared into the
stall and was gne.

She collapsed ajainst the side of the stall and sank to her knees All her str ength
seemed to leae her and she cried with elief and fear until there were no more tears
left. Until alltha t remained was the terible weight of the tiny gem in her hand.

Then she pse wiped the tears from her face adjusted her @surd hat and walked
back across the silent gstival grounds to do her last shav as a singr.

It was fully dark when Lunit arrived a the wagon camp and almost time ér the
song set she pedrmed ead night for the patrons of a nearby inn. Lord Shoutte, as
always, was waiting to help her into her perf ormance gwn. She hid the neklace in her
costume trunk by the bed, donning her performer's smile with her gown and reweled as
she alvays did in the anticipatory excitement of pre-shaw insanity. And this time with a
special excitement that bordered on horror.

“So many mysterious emrands todg," Shoutte whispered in his cheerfully hoarse
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voice. He fawored his left arm as he helped her into the gwn of violet and green and
she could &ll his fingers lingering on her naked badk between moments Wwen they were
occupied with the fastenings "It mak es a man wnder," he added.

“T hat is good," she quipped, "it is a woman's joy and duty to fill men with won-
der." He laughed and patted her on the rump to send her on stge. She made her ritual
reply of tugging gently on his bead.

“Luc k," he w hispered as usual.

“Luc k." she replied as usual,then stgpped into the open space bet@en some
tables that served as stge, for what she knew would be her last time Nothing would
ewer be as usual gain.

That night she sang as she had wer sung bebre, completely consumed ly her
need to sing Each note was perfect, each chord vibrated with a clarity of pitch and tone
that touched the soul of every hearing being in the house Her love songs brought teas,
her rousing ballads and drinking songs had a special @gency that sparked idiot laughter
in even the g uff. And with each new song she pealedwaay a layer of her self, distilled
from all her inner conflicts to its purest form, to lay at her audience's et in monument
to herself. And though her pain was supeme so was her joy.

As she sang her last balladthe love song of a dying warrior to a homeland he
would never see ajain, she looked into the wings and watched Lord Shoutte watch her.
His expression vas the same she had seen on higcke on so mawg nights, an indefinable
sadnessa self absorbed distraction that could only be a mask or incr edible pain. She
imagined the pain and the silenceimagined what it would be like to hear him sing and
to know she never could again and the wid was mote that she could fathom.

'‘How will | stand it?' she thought. '"How does he?Then she head the final
thunderous gplause thd her singing would ever earn.

Lord Shoutte helped her of the stage, his strong arm wrapped around her shout
ders as he whispered in awe, "Y our voice soaked like thought itself tonight; it was equal
to your finest work."

Then he adled, "W ould that | could gift y ou with such beauty"

It was mote than Lunit could bare. The red-haired woman collapsed in his ams



37

and it was mirutes bebre she could mange to speak though her sobsand then it was to
s&, "Please take me to bed and loe me"

Her passion was part of the same symphow as her pain tha night and he could
only wonder and be gateful as they soared together. But at last passion and the need to
be enwrapped gave way to exhaustion and fatigue.

He lay asleg beside her covered only with the fine film of perspiration that their
love making had begotten, but she could not rest. Her fingers danced lindly along his
skin in the darkness assuring heself that he was real; that the unshadaved delight he
gawe her was real. "God dess gant me strength," she murmured and reached for the
latch to the trunk.

W hen his breathing was de@ and even she astened the neklace around her
throat and waited for the silence of sleep to claim herfor its own.

That sleep was flled with nightmar es for Lunit. Dreams of crystal hangman's
nooses snakes of gems and sceams br help in a world of the deaf The obivion of
dreamless slumber w&s a long time coming.........

The fir st sound Lunit head on avakening was laughter unlike arny she had &er
heard before. It had all the qualities of a child's unrestrained giggle, but its tone was
deep and full and masculine She knew without opening her eyes tha it was Lord
Shoutte.

She doried in the sound of it, picturing in her mind's eye his smile Then she
remembeked the price and her ingers touchedthe warm stone which hung a the pit of
her throat, feeling it rise and fall with the cadence of her breathing lik e a thing alive.

'I will not let my shadows fall across the joy of this moment,'she decided and Hut-
tered her eyes open.She was geeted by a sight so comical tha she found herself sus
pended between tears and laughter Lord Erique Shoutte, clad only in one of Lunit's old
robes (which, aside from the asurdity of a feathered collar, was obsceneg} too short)
was dancing up and dwn hysterically, tears of joy streaming davn his face

W hen he sav she was avake he struggled to suppress his laughter and speak.
"Lunit, my little w aterbir d, my voice has eturned. My very own voice!" His words rang
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lik e crystal chimes sharp, resonant and full wiced.

He raced acioss the tent and pulled her to her éet. "Hear it?" he ask ed. "My
own voice, as it was bebre the atack. It is as if the wound had never been!" He swept
her up into his arms and tayether they danced aound the tent, he in his ludicrous robe
and she vearing her necklace and a smile of delight. All the while he kept up a running
monologue, delirious at the sound of his own voice.

| call out to K u'zn to say hello and my voice was there, all of it!" Shoutte said,
"She kept on walking by because she did note&cognize my voice. My very own voice!"

Lunit settled down on the sleging pallet out of breath as nuch from his crushing-
ly strong arms as fom laughing and was secetly pleased thd he had not realized her
laughter was the same Wispered laughter that had once been hisShe threw on an old
shirt and prepared herself for the reaction which she knev would come

Shoutte settled into a sustained gigle, his face loked into an idiot grin. "Ha ve
you no comment on this vonder?" he asked her.

"Or ha ve you been stiuck mute as | have been stuck giddy?"

“Itis ," she began haltingly in the hoarse whisper which would be her wice hence
forth, "the most beautiful moment of my lif e to see and hear gu sa"

The joy on Shoutte's face froze as with terrif ic and crystal carity he r ealized her
whispered wice was no jest."Lunit, my love, your voice?" He stared into her unblink -
ing eyes and then daevn at the necklace resting a the pit of her throat. W hen he looked
again into her eyes there was a tallenge there.

“My v oice is as it is" She said in her still strange whisper.

"Not e ven Rythemwand can damge this stone and though you bury it, or fling it
into a fiery pit the necklace shall remain as it is also And so shall your voice." She
struck a defiant pose hands on naled hips "So enjoy it!" She hoped that her outward
bravado was successful in masking her quaking hear But she did think, ‘What is done is
done.’

Shoutte could not help but smile a the image she pesented,though there was
pride as well as mirth in his look. "Oh so fierce and so lwing, little bir d,” he said in his
new/old deep voice which seemed to her so stinge. He readed out a hand to tout her
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cheek and she softened her post@ to cutch the hand in hers.

"T he price," he said with sadness"is too high."

Lunit shook her head like a wicked sdoolgirl. "It is paid in full." She said,
“ther e is no forfeit to the payment.”

He looked into her eyes for a full min ute searching for falsehood till at last he
knew she spole the truth. But he smiled his avn wicked smile his mind made up to
some decision and shook his headde stood and removed the robe, placing it lovingly
on her trunk. Then he went to his own collection of belongings and from them removed
a sagphire blue ceremonial robe, which he donned.

“Sit, my love," he said, his wice musical already in its tone, "and | will sing a
song of power for you; | will sing y ou aTruth Chant." And she did sit,reveling in the
beauty and contol of ewven his spolen word, of the absolute mastey it foretold.

And then his wice was all around her.

It seemed like she had vaited for that song her whole life, as if each tone and
note she had ger heard were gathered into one moment to piece her and enter aery
nerve and fiber of her being. Warm arms embiaced her soul and the pwer of his wice
was within her.

'Would that | could sing with him," she thought. And just before the nusic sval-
lowed all conscious thought she ealized that indeed, in her mind's ear she could accom
pany him. At that instant she realized what his expression had been as he atched her
sing all those nights "He w as singing with me If only | had known." Then she and the
song and Lod Shoutte were one and the verds filled her with power.

What forest, my love, is
greener than the green
of your eyes?
What ocean foam whiter
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than the whiteness of your skin?
What flame burns
brighter than my passion for
you, my Love?
No mountain soars that
my want cannot ascend,
No river flows whose water
my need cannot ford;
No desert so wide nor
hot that your cool breath
cannot reach me.
For in darkness
you are my light.
In daylight you are
My shade.
And when the silence
of my isolation presses in
around me, you are the song of
love which fills my heart with wonder.

As the final note in his song of love sounded and with the asolute vocal control of
a Priest-Singer, Lord Shoutte cast his wice into the tri-g em so tha it gently shatered.
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It r ained a hundred tiny Omphasts onto Lunit's Ig."l ha ve sung ny song for
you," he said in his whispered wice, toned with joy, "so that now without guilt y ou may
sing me a thousand mae." Lunit of Eretria cried tears of joy and sorow in her lover's

arms while fr agments of their love lay shimmering around them like a campet of stars.

"Each song | sing my loving lord," she said in her dear rich voice. "W e shall
sing together!"

The End



Intermission:
Ale Brothers

The greater dark is almost here
The sound of battle dim

It matters not if't was us or them
Who in the end did win

For we who bleed our life away
Who gave all for our cause
Are waiting here for the beating wings
And grasping raven’s claws

And moments gone
Those enemies who
Cursed and fought in ernest
Are now tangled limbs askew
Awaiting Hulda’s furnace

For come this night in drinking halls
Above the storm wracked sky
We share a foaming horn of ale
We watrriors that die.



Brought to



Agreement at Destiny
Wells

A Josiah Silence, the Ghost Makédventure
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“ Come In, amigo, sit down, smile and talk of pleasant things” T he Rio Grande

Kid said, a wide grin on his pock marked face “Or | will shoot y ou through the head:

The man standing in the door ofthe stage staion was bad-lit, his features a
guestion maik except for his tall stature. The dry wind that whistled down from the \al-
ley walls washed apund the broad shouldess of the stranger, sending wisps ofdirt fr om
the road into the rustic building.

The Rio Grande Kid made a boad welcoming motion with his pistol and the
stranger stepped in through the door a the silent command.“T he gun, Senor—on the
floor if you please”

The Stranger gingerly removed a Navy Colt from where it was tudked in his wide
sash and placed it &his feet, nudging it across the ough planked floor toward the ban
dit. The Rio Grande Kid stooped with more grace than his brm should have had and
scooped up the vegpon without ever taking his eyes of the stranger.

Once inside, the candlelight in the station revealed the stranger’s features to be
rawboned and handsomgbut with a darkness reflected in his downcast g/es Those ges
were like chips of flint that cut sharply with each gaze. He wore an old confederate
overcoat and with his wide brimmed gray hat, his impression vas one of a staue of
some long dead heo.

“And of what pleasant things should | speak,Rio Grande Kid?” The Grey
stranger spoke in flawless Spanishbut his demeanor and éothes marked him as
American. He seemed unpeturbed by the pistol pointed at him.

“T his ruffian wants to talk mostly about himself,” one of the four others who
occupied the New Mexico country station said in Boston accented Eng¢jish. She was a
woman past midile age dressed in a cololess dress and quilted jaket and dutched a
worn leather bible to her as if it were a sik child. She had the eamarks of an old
frontier hand. Her features were as diab as her mousy bown hair and with some untold
sadness in the dpths of her brown eyes “And most of it is horrid exaggeration.”

The Rio Grande Kid laughed a de@ roar of mirth that filled the main room of
the tiny station lik e thunder. He had not been a'kid’ for quite some time and his skin
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was the color of old ivory. His brows were thick and bushy and his fleshy mouth had a
wide smile tha exposed crooked teeth. “Is not a man to be proud of his life’s work and
all he has done?”The Mexican asked.

He wore indeterminate layers of clothes benedh criss-crossed bandolies of bul-
lets. A brown leather vest over a quilted jacket and & least two shirts made his tuue siz
hard to judge, but he had olviously not missed mag meals in his life. He and the gray
clothed arrival studied ead other with the deliberation of stalking predaors. The new
arrival pulled a cigarillo fr om a coa pocket and lit it with a strik e all match on the
rough edge of a table nearby. He took a few puffs and smiled to shav strong white teeth
and a scar along his ja& line that went along his ne& and disgppeared benedh his coa
collar. His smile and his smooth manner ofmovement reminded those vatching of a
grea puma ready to pounce

“T he Rio Grande Kid has little need to sing his avn song” the visitor said, “he
has others to do tha for him.”

The bandit bristled lik e a wild boar.

“So | am known,” he said with suspicion,“P erhaps you will tell me what the
songs sy?”

He gripped his pistol a little mor e tightly and used it to motion the gay man to
take a sed The tall man sa at a table where a Mexican peasant couple vas hudlled
together fearfully. They were young, but what was viside of their dr awn features spole
of a hard life. The wife kept her face turned avay; her long hair all but hiding it.

“T he Rio Grande Kid is famous” the gray man said,“or perha ps infamous is
more correct, throughout all of Mexico and the southemn states.”

“So?” the bandit said, “tell this unw orthy one more of this song”

“He is kno wn to have been the dag of the Emperor in the Mountains near the
border,” the visitor continued, “Killing and stealing with his f ollowers & the bedk and
call of the foreign leader on Mexico’s throne.”

“Mor e a jadkal than a dog,” the last occupant of the room spd. He was an older
man whose dignified bearing and soft \owels marked him as an old varrior and a gen-
tleman from badk ‘east’ in the antebellum south. His bearing was upright bordering on
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rigid. He wore a pince-ne and a weather worn civilian coat in a manner tha echoed a
lif e in uniform.

“T his esteemed one is not hearing h@py things,” T he Rio Grande Kid said. He
maintained a jovial expression on his éatures but his wice took on an edee.

“J ackal, dog, wolf,” the grey man said,” w hat does a sindge name madter? This
brigand of legend burned and looted on the southen edges of the United States and
the northern mountains of Mexico and became knavn for his savagery, for never
retreating and, oddly for a bandit, never breaking his word.”

“Ahal!” the bandit roared, “y ou see the tuth is all in the tone of the telling!” He
took a swig from a bottle of Tequila without taking his eyes from the group cowering
before him.

“So why is it that the fury of the border now roams the vastes betveen Las
Cruces and the mountains?”

The bandit shrugged his shouldes. “Lif e is ever changing,” he said philosophicat
ly, “I had a disagreement oer a village | destroyed within sight of an American obse-
er with the Emperor Maximilian's a gent—a \ery contrary Frenchman.

“Aren’'t most of them these dgs?” The grey man said.He gestured to a water
pitcher on the bar and the‘Kid’ nodded assent.T he American stepped to the bar and
took a cup to fill it. W hile he poured the liquid into the cup, he noticed the bod/ of the
stationmaster lying face dovn behind the bar There was a hullet hole in the back of his
head.

W hen the bandit sav the direction of the grey mans gaze he shiugged again,

“T he staion keeper was a stulborn man and wuld not listen to reason” He said, “I
am sure he was not part of my agreement”

“Agreement?” the stranger asked. He sa down at a new table, alone, a little away
from the other four.

“Y es “T he Rio Grande Kid said, “it is the r eason | am hee in this hovel of a pig
sty; | have made an greement to hold all here who come this dg by sundown. | was
told the one who hired me would then say who is to die.”

“Aha,’ the grey man said in a gntle jibe at the bandit “and who hired you?”
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“Aha,” the bandit said with no aknowledgment of the jibe. He took another swig
from the bottle. “T his | do not know.” He pulled a piece of paper from within the folds
of his dothes. He wawed it vaguely at the tall American. “T his unworthy one received
this letter (yes this bandit can ead—he was in mission shool when young) that says to
come to this place and hold,without hur ting the people who come hek, and wait; then
the one who sent this will tell me who is to die.” He pulled a second piece ofpaper out
with more reverence It was half a bank note of a high denominaion tor n carefully
down the middle. “T he letter says | will r eceive the other half when the dedh is done”

The bandit rose and paced just out ofreach of the prisoners. He watched them
with cold eyes for any sign of resistance delighting in their e xpressions ofhorror at his
proximity.

“Don 't you think shooting the staionmaster might be constued as‘hurting?” The
grey man said.His tone was calm hut mildly scolding as one wuld talk to a child.

“But he did not come here,” T he Rio Grande Kid said,“ The stdion keeper was
here already so the baigain has not been boken.” T he certainty of his jailhouse logic
was evident on his face when he stopped bebre the stranger. The Kid stayed a little fur -
ther away from the American then he had from the others.

“And The Rio Grande Kid is known to always keep his bargains.” T he grey man
finished.

“Aha!” the brigand said,“So.” He stared a the angular features of the taller
man, searching his memoty. “T his one knows you, Gringo.” He said, “Ho w are you
called?”

“My momma named me Jbsiah and ny daddy’s name vas Justin Silence.

“T he one they call the Ghost Maker!” The Kid said with a breathless gasp “T he
gunfighter who was tamed like a little kitten by The Rio Grande Kid! Aha!” He stepped
further back fr om the tall man though his smile bnadened.“T his one’s fame will grow
even more if you fall by my hand: the Rangers in Texas hase a bounty on your head.”
He raised his pistol to point the barel between the American’'s gyes

“W as not your bargain to harm none until told who?” Silence spoke with no indi-
cation in his tone that having a gun pointed & him was urusual.
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“So!” the brigand said,“ y et the sun sle@s soon so perhps you alsa” T he Rio
Grande Kid brightened with the thought.

He took in the r est of the occupants with an &pansive gesture. “T hese ae all
she@ to be fleeced as one wills’ he said,” b ut you are a fine wolf pelt for The Rio
Grande Kid to hang from his ample belt’ He patted his broad waist and smiled jovially.
“If you are not the one | am hired to kill, then when that thing is done | will tak e your
head as vell and it will be a happy day for my wallet.”

“I" ve had considerable success in keping my head dtached despite mawy attempts
by the Yankees the Mexicans and theTexicans.” Silence said with a hint of smile on
his lips, “So you are welcome to try.”

“Aha!” The Rio Grande Kid said, “W e will see”

The shadavs lengthened in the walley outside the rustic staion as The Rio Grande
Kid lectur ed the hostayes & length about his ‘heroic’ and numerous exploits.

“T he business ofkidnapping along the border is alright with the Federales and
Rangers arguing over who gets to arest me” he said,” as long as there is money to be
had; then the ‘guest’ is freed.” His pockmarked features lit up at this sagely wisdom. “If
not, it is a tiresome thing to hae to leave the body in a public place as an ample.”

“Y ou cur! The Old Southerner stood bolt upright. “Y ou talk about it as if killing
a human being vere just throwing away a cigar.”

“Sit do wn, old man,” T he Rio Grande Kid said, “or | will stub y ou out like a
cigar.”

“No w, now,”. Silence said,rising to take a stg forward. “R emember the tems of
your agreement’

The brigand svung the gun badk to menace the Gey man. “l will do as | do ,” he
said, “and | will tak e your head in trade for this contract if | have to.” He called over
his shoulder “Sit do wn, old man.”

The gentleman stood vhere he was and &en defiantly took his own step forward.

“T he Rio Grande Kid has gwven you an order and does not cae if he has to hut
you just a little bit!” The Mexican criminal said as he tumed, “Y ou will obey!” He
aimed deliberately at the legs of the old man and bgan to squeee the trigger.



50

Suddenly Josiah Silence maed. His motion was like quicksilver, almost faster
than the eye could follow. By the time the Bandit perceived the mo/ement, the Ghost
Mak er had laundhed a knife from his cod sleeve that struck the bandit in the wrist of
his gun hand.T he pistol flew from his g-asp and ¢attered across the foor.

The Rio Grande Kid readhed for his own belt knif e, but again the grey manis
speed biled him, snaching the blade from the shedh and tossing it across the oom in
one smooth meement.

“W hat now, Ghost Maker,” the bandit said in challenge, “W ill y ou face The Rio
Grande Kid as leggend to legend then?”

“No ,” Silence said,“not me. My pain is deep—but not as dee as theirs.”

The Bandit turned now to see thd the other four had risen. The drab woman
opened her bide to remove a pistol from it. The Southemer removed a sdre, broken
five inches from the hilt from under his cod and the peasant couple edt produced
chegp homemade lades

“W hat, these shep?” said.“l am The Rio Grande Kid! | have killed hundreds
robbed thousands| am unstoppable. Should | be afraid of a few sheg?”

“Y ou should be afaid of the sheg you have turned into wolves” Silence said,
“T he Generml whose son pu kidnapped and killed; the missionary whose stiool you
burned in your youth after you assaulted her and killed her husband.T he occupants of
the stalion began to move slowly toward the brigand like nightmares alive.

The peasant wie’s face was fully visible now, a hideous scar bisecting her left ge
and dripping down her cheek the color of molten lead.

“Or me,” J osiah Silence said,"w hose wife was on a coab coming west to meet
me after the war who, when the driver tried to r un the horses fom a bandit amhush,
died when the coat went over a dif f. She lived, they say, for two days in the wreckage.
A man might have dimbed down that ravine to see if she could be helped.You—did
not.”

The Bandit stared a the approaching figures, uncomprehending tha any could
challenge his legend. He tur ned to look at the Grey American. “Y ou are a devil to have
challenged the legend that is The Rio Grande Kid and live!”
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The scared wife was the fir st to strike. She used the same dgyer that The Rio
Grande Kid had used to disigure her and gut her bay, months ago when he destoyed
her village in the south.Then the Geneal plunged his sons broken svord into the man's
back. Then the woman who had taught him to read the letter that had trapped him fired
her husbands pistol once through the dack heart of the bandit.

“I" ve been called vorse than a deil,” Silence said,” by much better than you.”

After they finished with their empty revenge and justice was done they dumped
the carcass tha had beenThe Rio Grande Kid in a shallow grave out badk of the sta
tion. Before the earth was shaeled onto the memoy of the beast,Josiah. Silence
dropped in the other half of the bank note he had used as a lar for the bandit. After
all, a gentleman always keeps to the terms of his agreements

The End



ONE ESCAPE at a TIME
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"In life there are two things a man
cannot escape; himself and death. And death is by far the least
oppressive jailer.--Timothy Quentin Locke

Joanna traced her fingers through his hair as he nitbled on her. She tried to

focus on the lit candle begrond him but his tongue--Oh his tongue-k ept her from con
centrating. She kept squeezing her eyes shut because the col@ seemed so bright despite
the singe candle’s flame being the ony illumination in the room. His hands cupped her
apple-sized breasts his supple hands callused yet delicate, radiated hed.

His smell filled her nostrils: a man smell of sog, sweat and passion.And the
sound of his breathing was the rhythm of an ocean surfrolling in upon her. It filled her
senses lilke a summer ainstorm: wet hed that she feared she vould drown in.

He seemed to knav every secret part of her, every private spot tha connected her
body to her soul. He tasted her, tickled her. She scratched his bak. She whimpered.
He hummed and nurmured arcane lovers words older than the eath itself. Words her
soul knew when her mind refused to undestand.

He caressed her bogl and her soul with the total of all he was no part held back,
no resetvation nor distr action. His soul: her soul: Their soul.

She fought to stay above the maelstiom they had become;a sudden fear in her that
she would be swvallowed whole by the collision of her hopes and their desie. She
pulled at his night black-hair, she gowled at him and he gowled badk.

His arms suspended himlaove her like tree trunks that she dung to. She tried to
stare into his grey eyes kut the light of passion within them was almost too nuch for
her. Then he lonvered himself into her, touched her inner core 'til she was driven to dis
traction by the primal rhythm of his lust; until she was barly able to breath....... until

she sceamed!
*k%
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Locke woke up screaming

It was the rat nibbling at the rope again. It al ways was

For a moment his bieathing raced ahead ofhis reason and he \&s in the tunnels
again. Then he was avare of a rustling next to him and he heard the girl's voice.

"Hey, Tim, are you alright?" He tur ned toward her. "Y ou're swveating." She ran a
hand along his brehead and the contact bought everything into sharp focus

He was in his avn bed, beneah his own sheets:not the tunnels The rats were
only—

"Memor y" he whispered.

"W hat did you say? She asled. He looked a her, trying to remember her name
Joan? Joanne? He thought had. He had picked her up in a bar on Irving. They had a
late supper & Anthony's near Eighteenth then walked a Hock north to Locke's town
house and his bedShe was an at student with wild red hair, pale freckled skin and
classically shgped breasts tha were just the right size. Joanna, was her name

“I--1 uh, I had a nightmare, Joanna," he said. His voice shook esen after his body
had stopped.”I'm sor ry | woke you." He thr ew off the sheet and saup reaching for
his cigarettes on the nightstand.

“My cer emonial pack," he thought. He lit one, then offered one to the gil who
was watching him intently.

"No thanks, she said."Didn't | r ead-" She stopped heself when he shot a ¢ance
at her. "I just meant-* She stopped again and drew the covers tight about her.

"l usuall y don't,” he said.He drew on the cigarette and stood. “T he fan maga-
zines were right. It's just that before a major escpe that I—br eak training." He stood,
staring at the moonlight that streamed in from the Fench windows, oblivious to the girl.

Standing naked, bathed by moonlight, Timothy Locke was almost beautiful.
Joanna staed a him and realized for the fir st time how he could have risen from obscu
rity to national fame in less than six monthsHis presence vas almost peternatur al.

He stood a well proportioned tautly musded two meters, his features diseled and
handsome flamed ly blue-black hair combed bad fr om his forehead in a diamatic
sweep. A single streak of white flared through the mane like the foam crest of a wave.
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In his left ear lobe was a siler post earing. Physically he was striking but it was his
cool grey eyes and the something deger that they reflected that commanded notice
They were like the calm surface of a deg pool of water. There was \ast turbulence just
below, but the glassy surfice only cast bak alter ed reflections of the viewer.

Locke moved. He readhed for a silk dressing gown flung near the foot of the
canopied bed,the musdes benedh his alabaster skin rippling. The action startled
Joanna who had become lost in his pesence He donned the robe and walked to the lou
vered doors, opening them to admit moe moonlight.

'‘Ho w could | have not known it was him,' she thought.She let her eyes linger on
his bad, drift do wn passed his natow waist to how the robe hung teasindy over the
muscular buttocks she emembeed gripping with e xplosive passion.Joanna had let him
pick her up because she thought he as intriguing. And he had been a god lover; con-
siderate, passionde and inventive. She shudlered when her body remembeed him
poised dove her, eyes atame breath gasped,nostrils flaring lik e some wild animal she
had momentarily captured with some maic spell.

But had she knavn that he was Timothy Locke, the spiritual descendant of
Houdini, and the man vwho on next Monday was to risk his life suspended a quaer mile
above the eatrth in a strait jacket—she would have stayed avay. Maybe there was too
much depth behind those ges

Locke readhed his left hand @ove him and g asped the lintel of the door frame
leaning forward onto the balcory and into the moonlight. The light glinted off the
bracelet around his wrist. It w as siher and fashioned into the brm of a handcuf
bracelet. He had said ther was no ley.

"Tim'?" Her v oice was barly a whisper, "Can | ask you a question?" He turned
his head to look & her and there was a varmth in his smile. It was almost @ologetic.

"Sur e. Joanna." He waited a moment,then turned bad to stare out & Gramercy
Park and watch the late Friday street—all but lif eless

"W ell, "she sat up straighter in the bed, “I don't w ant to pry, but why do you
wear that handcuff ?" She tried to avoid staring at him.

"W hy?" His voice was distant.Joanna staed down at the bearskin rugs stretched
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across the fagstone foor. An epeeg fencers padded vest and wire mask reflected the
moonlight.

She felt her chest tighten.

"Is it impor tant for you to know?" He lit a match and the yellow flare gave him a
carved-in-wood look. He flipped the used mach out to the balcony, following it with his
gaze.

There was mo/ement in the pak. An English setter, big for a city dog, was jump
ing and cgoering with its master at the edge of the park. Its brown coa glowed golden.
From its ne to its master's wrist a silver chain scintillated in the lamplight. Locke felt
her silence behind him.

"Is it impor tant?" he asked again quietly. He looked a her. Joanna nodled. He
turned bad to the window.

"Alright,” he said, “I'll tell y ou. But answver a question for me fir st."

She slid from benedh the sheets near the nightstandpicking up her glasses and
watch as she did.

“If 1can.” The watch said two thir ty.

"W hy did you come ba& here with me?" He lit his thir d cigarette. Joanna stood
and looked a herself in the inside window beyond the antique four poster. Her back
was to Lodke. It was like looking at a naked ghost.On the- other side of the glass she
could faintly glimpse the spiral staircase @ing down to Locke's second foor li ving
room, and up to his work area. Behind her phantom-white temptress brm she could see
the fireplace, the crossed words, the rose wood panels and Loke superimposed.She
felt sandwiched between the two realities of his existence. It scared her.

"I don't r eally know," she said watching the false him in the dass "F ascindion?
Or maybe | could see some ofthe hurt in your eyes Tim, the kind of hurt that would-
n't let you hurt back." In the g lass Lodke nodded.

"F air enough. But I'll ha ve to start a long time ago to tell you about the cuff. Go
back to Chu Lai before—when everything was hospital white or fur ther back to the
tunnels—all black pajamas and bown dirt."

He bit into his cig arette, spit it out and lit another. "I w as drafted from my fathers
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locksmith shop and somehw, despite ny height ended up in tha green and ied messin
a heary comba zone. But we just tried to stay alive, and if one of the guys did 'buy the
farm' we’d sit around in the bunkers and smole ourseles bak home. Funny thing; even
then | knew somehav | would end up her, doing what I'm doing. It was as ifit was all
set out and | just had to male it happen.”

Joanna moed avay from the bed and cossed the bom to the dresser She picked
up her bracelet and snaped it on. "Go ahead, Tim, you still haven't said why." She
slipped her rings on her fingers.

Locke fixed his gaze out the window and his gip on the lintel tightened. "It w as
the tunnels," he said. His voice had a dilling quality to it, one that at once frightened
Joanna and made her ant to hold him close and tell him it was alright.

It was the wice of someone ecalling a nightmare.

"A w eek before the US. pulled out, The Viet Cong overran our reconnaissance
patr ol and killed everyone, but me. Seven guys My helmet saved me;it deflected the
bullet. When | came amound | was tied up and ying face dowvn on the dirt." She could
see his left am shaking and she kn&v his knuckles were white. "I w as never more
scared in my life." Loc ke looked down at his cigarette padk and realized he had cushed
it. He swallowed hard fighting down dark emotions. His cool, neutral voice frightened
even him. It was as if he were a the bottom of a well and someone vas whispering to
him from the cruel sunlight.

"l thought | w as Hind and paralyzed a fir st and there was a damp tosed-in
smell all around me | thought | w as kuried alive. | started to scream! Somé&ody kicked
me in the ass so hat | saw red. " He laughed until tear s stained his teeks

Behind him the girl pulled on her t-shirt and readched for her jeans

“I w as never so dad for pain, " he said. "Even pain is feeling. Then | realized |
was Hindf olded too. And | knew from the coffin smell that | was in one of Victor
Charlie's tunnels. Did you ever see a pictue of one of V.C. 's tunnels?" He paused ony
long enough to let a distant shver through his form. "T hey'r e not dark lik e you imag-
ine, because thg have a system ofperiscope holes with mirors that reflect in light. And
they try to hide all the packed in human smells with incensethey burn punks along the
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wall every twenty feet or sa The V. C. 's had been digying them for thir ty years and
we'd dropped four million tons of bombs on them.Some of those tunnels ae miles
long—whole cities."

She stood and donned her light jaket. She watched his badk again studying the
jumps and spasms othe corded nusde benedh the robe.

"T hat is where the cuff comes from," he said, “and the rats. That's what the
nightmare was" The words tumbed out of him while he lay helpless d the bottom of
the well listening. The dam had spung a leak and it grew with pressue from within.
“T hey moved us aound a lot for the fir st two years, kept us disoriented, kept changing
our groups up so ve felt isolated. Finally we ended up in this one comple for along
time.”

"T here was one guad who used to tum a big profit on rat races;real rat races
He would take one of us PO.W and put the rat's food, a piece of mea or a bowl of
rice, on our chests We'd always be tied with our hands behind our bak and we'd
always be bae-chested.That's how | finally escaged. One of the rats got out its cage
when no one vas around and went for my ropes;the mea juice was still on them."
Locke dutched a his chest and tightly shut his efes He could feel the irritation of the
ropes a@ain. The warmth of the small body; the wetness of the snout.

His stomadh convulsed,”l w ear the cuff because | hae to know | can get out of
it. That | can pick it and fr ee myself from it any time. It eats at you like a hungy rat.
Every elevator could be sealed.Every car is locked to keep you in. It's not e xactly
claustrophobia. It's the need to know | can get out--" Something cir cled his chest and
held him. His eyes flew open and his bo¢ jerked. It was Joanna.whose ams were
around him.

"Tim," she said, feeling his sudlen start. "Cindy, my roommae, is expecting me,
we're going to her sister's in Auburn but | can call her—" She fixed her eyes on his and
tried to r ead an angsver—

"-If you want me to sty/? "

Locke's eyes refused to admit her to their depths, reflecting only her image.

"T hank you, Joanna," he said."But | onl y have two days to do a lot bebre | have
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to perform at the Trade Center" His v oice stayed neutral and he steped avay from
her, breaking her hold on him. “I ha ve to test and deck the equipment.” He stood
looking at her while she tried to read him.

"l left m y number on the night table." She made a motion to leae.

"I r emembeed from before." He r ecited her number, letting his mouth soften into
a smile She smiled bad.

"Use it, Timothy, " she said. He made no mawe for a farewell embrace "I’ Il find
my way out." She walked for the corridor, passed the bed and her thoughts @nt to the
fact that there were, no doors or locks anywhere in the two floors she had seenHalf-
way down the hall she tumed to look back to where he still stood—framed by moon-
light.

"T ake care Monday, Tim. " She saw him nod and noted the half step his shad
owed form took toward her. Then he halted almost as ifa rope had jeked him bad.

Locke turned to the window, lit up one of his crushed cicarettes and watched the
English setter frolic at the end of its silver chain, enjoying its illusion of freedom.
Joanna head Locke sob quietl.

“One escape a a time,’” she whispered to herself,” one & a time, Tim.” She waved
goodbye to his badk and hurried down the stairs.

The End
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" H urry, T hom, you'll miss the opening remarks!" Ezter yelled. “T en minutes to

show time!”

She was a shot woman, with old style red hair hanging to her shoulders. She
tended to be plump but in a very pleasing way. She entered the living room holding a
tray laden with benzi-sugar tabs and Oxifix. She caried the tray to the low table before
the game console and set it dan. Ezter settled herself down on one of the pillows to
the left of the console and decided to gt a head stat on the Oxifix, breaking one of
the capsules and inhaling the pue oxygen. The moment of headiness passed and shetsa
bolt upright with the sudden lucidity it induced. "Hur ry!" she yelled again.

On Ezter's second \ell Thom entered the room. He was a tall man of a twenty-
year gppearance (though by bio-clock nearly thir ty three). His hair and features were
dark and worn. He moved in short nervous jerks, plopping himself down on the oppo
site side of the game link-up from his con-sot. He began tapping his fingers against
his leg.

"l thought y ou meditated?" She said to him.

"I did, Ez, but who can sit still tonight." She nodded, wrinkling her nose with
freckled concentration. “Its show night!”

Ezter and Thom had prepared for the show for a whole month. They had tried to
stump ead other with the play at home \er-sion, mutating simple household fora and
fauna. They had searched all the genetic variance charts and caromosome com-binéion
projections until the information was nuttered in fitful dr eams

All too suddenly it was the third Tuesda of the month and the time vas
approaching seven thirty. The tri-vision was warmed up and ruunning and the room
lights had been adjusted to gie the best details ofthe contestants

Show time! The Tri-V cube faded out the dstract light patter n and the familiar
bright green and vhite logo of the program jumped into the living room of their home.

The letters were a meter high and free-floating. They yelled "Genetic Muta tion."
Slowly the letters metamophed until they said "Staring Jm Raz." Then they faded
away, re-placed by the life siz figure of the host. Jm Raz was dressed in a spaty tunic
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of silver and black with his hair cut in the latest block style. He held the couple mes
mer-ized with his electric smile.

"Hi out ther e all you hermes and neutes, this is Jm Raz here with this month's
addition of that great play at home game—Genetic Mutation, the game of Darwinian
progression gone mad! Now before we get on with the show, we have to be sue that all
good people out there who are playing tonight's edition f or rating are properly tabulat-
ed and all lines are hooked up.”

The game shav host smiled and seemed to look dectly at the couple seded on
their pillo w chairs. "W €'ll gi ve you folks a test question on a simple gs or no basis
This will test your computer hook-up. Ready? Okay, here it is. Is Jm Raz the host of
Genetic Mutation?" He made a comic mime and leaned bdcwith his hands on his hips
A voice from someavhere in the tri-vision studio said: "Y ou have thirty seconds to male
a decision."

Thom turned to Ezter and frowned. She stared bad at him with defiance in her
blue eyes She readhed across and punbed the yes lutton on her half of the console

"Push the no to test it, Thom." She said. He pressed the htton with r eluctance,
completing both their moves Ly flipping the lock switch that sent their answers to the
Tri-V station. The ansvers flashed in the upper left of the Tri-cube where Jm Raz
stood andThom's ansver was immedidely X'd out in r ed.

"Ma ybe we should doube tonight, Ez, maybe we're not ready to single-cast."
Thom faced his consot of three years and ignored the smiling game shav host who had
begun to speak.

"Y ou all know if your hook-ups are working pr operly, so now is the time to
remove yourself from the circuit if there is ary problems None? Good.So here's how
the game is plajed.”

"T hom, stop it,” she said,breaking another Oxifix capsule "w e need the iating
single cast will give us if we're gonna get that bigger apartment.”

"But hon-"

"As you know folks, we normally have one contestant seied & random from our
studio audience and subjected to the gnetic engineering of our staff. It's y our job then
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to pick out that contestant, having been shavn a before picture.”

"Don't 'oh hon' me! I'm sic k of a fourth level apartment. | want to move up to
Sky-top level. And we could do it too if you took gaming more seriousy." She popped
a benzi-suar cube into her mouth and smiled &the sweet taste "But all y ou ever do is
worry about the error factor at that lousy air mask plant. To think | could have con
sorted with Dez-Tarat."

"But tonight f olks we have a big suprise for you! A switch on the shav that
switched network genes frst! We have obtained two native Orill'iods and instead of a
member of our studio audience one of the descendants ofour fir st colony on Oirillia,
before we realized the genetic variance was so geat fr om planetary forces Your job
folks will be to pick out just who was the human! Geat fun, huh?'.”

"Did y ou hear that Ez? You see we shouldn't play this month, we're not ready.
Let's just practice, with no link-up , lik e usual.”

"Oh no you don't. Not this time," she decided,"I'v e had it with the class of peo-
ple at this level. All they do all day is talk Tri-V or dr eam scan. Not one person | know
here has been to Mas. They're degenerates! I'm getting to Sky-top level!" She
lunged a the console bebre he could stop her and pessed the linkage button, twisting
it to lock them in the game marix.

Thom collapsed to his pillow in defeat. There was noth-ing more to be done He
had to play.

"No w remember blks, you have only this sixty second com-mecial to decide
finally whether or not you're going to play with us tonight. A failure to play after
matrix loc k is an automaic loss. Be right back!" A commercial for one of the period
shows, "T errorist” f lashed onto the sceen, but Thom was still lost in thought and paid
it no mind.

"Ho w could you, Ezter? | do my best for you. | played a rated game last quater
for you." He tapped his fingers with growing savagery on his knee and sndched one of
the Oxifix, crushing it with one hand and inhaling

"And that got us to fifth le vel. But that was double cast and yu know that's not
worth as nmuch. And | still can't see the sky from this level.”
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He looked avay from her, at the tri-cast and sighed. In the view cube a huilding
in a mid-twentieth century style was eploding; concrete and human bodieslying every-
where. "T he story of one man's fght against everybody else” The announcer vas sg-
ing.

"W e'll get a high enough rating to move all the way to Sky-top if we score right
on this one" Ezter mumbled, sudking on a benzi-sugar and inhaling an Oxifix.

Thom pushed a lntton on the household computer with e-aspiration.

"Ex obiology," he said, "Orillia inf ormation.”" The words 'not available' flashed acioss
the information play-back. "Of course" he thought, "they would have blocked that
back at the central terminal to increase the odls. If only | had spent more time on
non-terrestrial forms instead of gene dharts for earth species”

Jm Raz's now half sized form solidified in the Tri-V. Next to him was a ciystal
cage containing a pea geen, vege-table looking being. It was as tall as the announcer
and twice as wide Only by careful observation could it be seen to hare two legs and
what vaguely resemlbed two arms. Thom and Ezter realized after a while that the
growth they assumed #afir st to be leares was actually bushy green hair.

"Car eful,” Thom thought, "don't assume." He fidgeted on his pillow. He
thought about a cube or another Oxifix, but decided it would only make him over-
aware, nervous Heaven only knew he was jittery enough. The game shav host's hust
filled the tr ansition cube He smiled broadly and began his usual spiel."No w then,
folks, here is contestant mmber one T he stdistics are being flashed nawv on your input
monitors and you have five minutes of direct linkage to our studio monitors to per-form
all your analysis. Go!" The cube flled with the image of the vegetable thing and the
monitor panels in front of Thom and Ezter came ale with two-D X-r ay, N-r ay and
infr ared images

The couples vorked in silence or most of the time, occasionally conferring to
guestion an ambiguity or reveal a discovery. Ezter used onl one Oxifix during the
whole work period. Thom, sweating profusely, suppressed an uge to use the toilet.

Finally, the five minutes were up and Raz's smiling head flled the room floor to
ceiling again. "No w wasn't that a hard one, eh? Well, we'll get on to the next one after
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a rest period--what you folks call an advertisement, hah, hah! So we'll be right back
after this commercial." His ima ge faded and the vords "Two minute commercial”
ap-peared. They too faded--replaced by a commecial for one of the new cerebral stim-
ulators that Ezter was alvays raving about. Thom found them a boor "W ho needs
extr a fantasies" he ailvays said.

Thom raced out of the room to relieve himself, Ezter consumed the last ofthe
benzi-sugar cubes and vatched some ofthe commercial. It was a paticularly erotic
one she alvays loved to watch, but when they got to the Venusians colonist's fintasy
involving the native fauna, she left for the apartment's sewice area to stok up on more
Oxifix. This time she adled a memoy tablet and some meapills. Thom liked mea
pills, especialy the pepper steak with onions She sipped some water fr om the house
hold allotment and scuried back into the li ving room.

Thom was already seded. "Her e, hon," she said, "some steak." He took the
pills fr om her and dhewed them with considemble relish.

"T hank you. You know it always calms me dwn." She smiled a him, but the
smile was cut shot by the end of the commercial. The cube shaved the image of the
studio audience seded in plush chairs, their wrist r estraints having been unfastened.
They were lucky, this month no contestant had been lzosen from their ranks. But next
month things would be different.

The audience &ded and Jm Raz gppeared in full figure. "W elcome bad, folks.
Rested? Good. Now it's time for con-testant number two. You have five full min-
utes.." The image changed into a hunched over, vaguely reptilian cr eature, vivid in
mottled purple. It also was humanoid,more or less "Star ting fr om now!"

Ezter and Thom laundhed into frantic activity. Density slicing, microscopic retina
chedks, heat distrib ution analysis and all the rest. W hen the time was upThom slumped
forward near the panel,breathing heavy. Ezter popped the last of her Oxif ix and
mopped her brow.

"I can't f inish,” Thom said,"l just can't tak e it." He pushed himself into a sit-
ting position facing Ezter. "W hy did you do it?"

"Oh stop complaining. You'll thank me, you'll see. You know how good | am at
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this. Now get a drink of water before this commecial is over." He shook his head
wearily, but rose to gt the drink anyway. He needed it. He added scotd to the water
just to buck him up a bit. He was just sipping the last ofit with pr otracted joy when
Ezter yelled, "It's on!" W hich sent him racing bad.

The third contestant was no moe pleasant looking than the othes had been. It
was hairy and tall and very stupid looking but by all evidence it was the best pospect to
have once been human.The scotd had not helpedThom's nerves nmuch, and he made
several errors in focus and calibmation that lost valuable time.

W hen the five minutes were up Raz gopeared in the cube "T hat's it f olks. All
three of tonight's weirdoes!" The audience tieered and laughed with eligious fervor.
The host smiled @en more broadly. "So here's where the big decision is made W here
we searate the men from--" (he chuckled) "the m utants." The audience laughter
increased briefy. Raz sud-deny became ery serious

"Y ou now have a free period of five minutes & the end of which a buzzer will
sound. Thirty seconds after the luzzer all bets had better be in or you're counted as an
automatic loser. Here's where you study those results and compae. Talk it o ver with
your consort. Single casters remember you are independently scored so tha if you both
vote and win you ead get a full unit of credit! Good luck!" He dissolved into a com
posite image shaving all thr ee specimens

"Come on, Thom, stop sitting there snieling. We have work to do." She glared
at him for a second then tuned to her console to use the time allotted. Thom shook his
head, as if to clear it of cobwebs, and rose

"It doesn't matter," he said, "it doesn't matter." He ambled to the sewice area
and gulped dovn some of the scotd; straight. It did no good. His hands still shook.

"I'v e never been good a games you know that, Ezter." He dr opped heaily to his
pillo w.

"T he retinal patter ns on the lizard look good,” Ezter was s&ing, "b ut that veg-
etable thing has a nice headis-trib ution." She punched a nev read out for the house
comp. "But this! Honey, I've got it! Look at the projected bone stuucture on this mon
key thing. That's our colonist." She tur ned to see him just staring &her. "T hom, sng
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out of it, you look terrible. | have the ansver.” She pointed to the console and he 6l-
lowed her movement.

"Y ou-you might be right." He said. He ran a quidk N-r ay scan and tuned badk
to her smiling. "T hat hip joint is the only variation that could be trouble. It looks per -
fect." His smile faded. "But, it's so much to gamble."

“I'm v oting for it." She said with f inality and leaned over to punch the number
three kutton on her panel. Once punded, the button tur ned yellow to signify it was not
too late to change.

Suddenly the button tur ned orange as the thirty-second kbuzzer sounded.

"No ," he yelled. "Mor e time!" Thom frantically scanned the indings. "Alright,
Ezter, we do it together." He leaned across to pund his number three hutton, but the
pillow benedh him slipped and his hand @er shot. By mis-take the number two button
was pressed.

"No!" He scr eamed.He righted himself and bent to press the corect button, but
both his and Ezter's doice turned a bright red. The game had ended.

Thom sd back and began to cry. "T he wrong choice! | made the wrong choice!
Ezter, what have you done to me?" His words were smeaed by his anguish and the
scotd.

"W hat have | done to you?" She put her hands on her hips indignanty. "Look at
what you've done We could hare had two credit units, but you botched it."

On the tri-cube Jm Raz gpeared in full figure. "High tension out ther e, huh,
folks? Well, we're not gonna keep you waiting any longer." Ezter put out a hand to
hushThom and riveted her eyes to the set. He continued solbing.

"Contestant number ong" R az said,"w as--a ndive Orilliod! | hear all those
groans out ther." The set sheved the studio audience They all gave a collective
‘ahhh' at the host's words.

"I told y ou, | told y ou." Ezter shouted. She jumped up and davn beaing her pil -
low. Thom just solbed.

"Contestant number.." R az held his pause Wile the Tri-V scanned over the
remaining two. "...thr ee is also a néve Orilliod!" There were more groans from the
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audience

Ezter fr oze in mid jump.

"T hat means contestant omber two is the descendant ofthe earth colonists folks!
Number two is the correct ansver!"

Ezter screamed. Thom lifted his head to look at her, bewildered.

"Two?" He said haltingly. "T wo?"

"No, no NO!" She screamed. "It's not f air!!!"

She was still screaming and crying five minutes later when the studio audience
collection team pushed in the fiont door and grabbed her.

“T hom, stop them.Help me!" The two androids had her damped between them.
Unable to struggle, they walked her slowvly toward the door.

Thom was seded on one of the pillow chairs. In one hand he held an Oxifix cap-
sule which, with deliber ate care he broke and inhaled."Sor ry darling,” he said, "If you
game you have to plan on loosing sometimé' He look ed a her and smiled. "See you
next month on the Tri-V."

The End



Intermission:
Serial Killers

The Scorpion, the Mask,
Doctor Satan, Fu Manchu,
So many villains,
Flash hardly knew what he had to do

Dale and Zarkov
Followed in line-
The spikes descending-
Is he in time?

Vile and wicked
Evil and cruel
Villains all learned it
At the very same school

But by chapter fifteen
The bad was all done
Gordon had saved them
Goodness had won-

If only full color
Could be black and white
We could smile in the
Daylight and
Sleep safe at nite.
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71

Vito Inazzi had always been sue deah would come to him from behind.
It was just as simple as thaand because ofthat dread, Vito could not stand to

have a door or window at his bad. At fir st it was just doors proper, but then the annoy-
ance gew into a dread of any opening that could be used as a door

He could not tell when the slight anng/ance fir st gppeared, but it certainly was
part of his world view as eaty as a dild of six. He often woke up scieaming and hud
dled against the secue comfort of a blank, door-less wall.

As he gew older, stories of Wild Bill Hic kok’s demise with his &mous hand of
aces and eights fueled/ito’ s phobia, because Hikok had carelessy set his dair up with
his bad to a door. It allo wed him to excuse himself at restaurants.

“Y ou never know when a gunslinger will come lookin’ for me.” He would joke as
he slid into the booth to put the reassuring solidity of the wall behind him. It was a
good laugh the fr st time anyone head it, but he would fly into rages if his joking
attempt to gain a wall at his badk failed.

It became a course of habit to check doors and windavs when he enteed a room.
Eventually, he made a point of choosing rooms without a viav when he traveled, to keep
uncomfortable moments to a mininum.

Somehaw Vito li ved a nomal lif e despite his phobia.Some might sy he became a
cop right out of college because ofit.. and, he was god a it.

“Y ou’ve got nerves of steel, Vito Inazzi” Holl y said as she adjusted his hwotie.

“If 1was ging in front of all that police brass in theTop view Club I' d be shaking like
a leaf.” She was a delicae honey blond.
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“I" d be pretty poor cop.” He said. He was almost meie star handsome with the
scar on his din only adding to his mystique.

“Y ou are certainly not that,” she said,“P oliceman of the Year.

He had to smile because it vas something He was only eight years on the force,
the last five street crime and undercover. He had never figured on arything other than
putting his twenty in and retiring to a little one door windo wless cdin upstate some
where.

Then the mayor's son had been kidnaped. Vito had been llowing up a routine
lead and had stumked across the hiding place ofthe dirt-bag who had the bo. In one
of those rare and frightening split seconds of explosive action that can occur in an oth
erwise plodding and methodical police caeer, he had been érced to shoot it out the
kidnappers. He had taken two bullets, but had saved the boy.

‘You know,” she said,“after this y ou’ll be too famous to work undercover.”

Vito laughed. ‘I'm still not taking a desk job ,” he said,“b ut I'm kind of
glad myself; now | can share my head and be Kojak.”

She made a plgful punch at him, then he caught her sving and pulled her
into a long hard kiss.

“| better g et upstairs for your big entrance” she said vihen she ecovered her
breath.

He watched her go out the only door to the green room with a sdisfied smile. To
his right the elevator door that would carry him to the stage above was ne/er out of his
sight. The loudspealer next to it dr oned on with the speebes &ove. Then he head,
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“And now ladies and gntlemen, the Officer of the Year, Vito Inazzi-”

He stepped into the elevator, one of those with a door & each end and shudlered.
He rested his ba& against the wall, eyes darting to each side and took a de@ breath.
‘Relax,’ he told himself, ‘they just want to give you an award!'

After a moment the door to Vito’ s left slid open. He squared his shouldes and
stepped out to the stage with a smile on his aice

Behind him the doors dosed and the el@ator slid back into the floor of the plat-
form with a hum.

That's when the full impact of where he was struck Vito lik e a kick in the gut:
there were windows on a three hundred and sixty degree sveep all around him. He was
standing on a raised podium in the dead center ofthe room as the eleator disappeared
into a hidden trap door behind him.

He had known it was a restaurant famed for its views of the city, but it never
occurred to him what that would really mean.

He felt the room beagin to spin and wasrit sure if the roaring in his ears was from
the applause acioss the oom or inside his head.

He barely heard the mayor say his name or &lt the tug on his sleee guiding him
to the microphone

All he was avare of was the tinding at the base of his skull, lik e a million ants
crawling into his head and the windaws all around him.

No comforting wall to put his back to.

Out of any of the windows were dazens of rooftops that a sniper might use or
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Vito felt himself sway.He grabbed the microphone for support.

'Control it," Vito told himself, 'its okay. You can do this."

He caught sight of Holl y’s smiling face He tried to f ocus on her sveet eyes

“Ladies and gentlemen,“ he began, “Mr . Mayor | don’t—"

Then a sound behind himlt might have been a stifed cough or the sciape of a
chair, but it was loud and shap.

It was enough.

Vito yelled lik e the tormented in hell and spun,his hide avay gun in his hand.

He squeezed off six quick shots amid the sceams and pandemonium befe a
dozen shots flom half as mary guns slammed into his bak.

And Death did indeed come toVito Inazzi fr om behind.

The End

74



TEAM SNIPER
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| t would be a day for records to be set.In the bottom of the ninth, the score was

four to thr eg two outs, one man on second base anadve fatalities.

Joey Kokich was Team sniper br the New Brooklyn Patriots who were up & bat.
The Toronto Marlins had finished their turn at bat with two more home uns and two
patrons gunned devn as they tried to stor m the dugput.

This had been the most hotl contested world series since the Hiroshima Caips
had defeated the Detroit general Motor s badk in 2046; there had been wer twenty
deahs then, with both team snipers using all six shots to devn unruly fans by the eight
inning. It had left both teams undefended when a the top of the ninth the riot had bro-
ken out in the ‘no-med’ seas—the under deachers where the paxers and teminals who
were still mobile could fight their w ay.

The riot actually brought the bleachers crashing down at Hillar y Clinton Field,
delaying the game ly hours while the dead and wunded were taken outside the stadium
and burned. The flames from the massre bonfire had provided an eerie illumination as
the final inning was played out much lik e a traditional ‘four bag’ match from ‘back in
the day.”

Joey had only been in second skiool then, but had watched the game on tri-v. He
had been fscinaed by the deft care with which “W hitey” Okur a, the Hir oshima Caps’
Team Sniper had talen out two successie waves of field rushers in the second andifth
innings with only one hullet each time.

He had deduced,Joey learned with later study, who the ringleaders of each
assault vere and killed them with dum-dum head shots texactly the right time psycho-
logically to stop the ‘mob mentality’ in its tr acks.

Each of the snipers’ six bullets unused were worth half a point. It was initially a
rule to guard against excessve zeal on the maksmaris part but with the fur or of the
recent crowds the leggue was considering diopping the rule.

Even in Okura’s day no game sniper eer left a match with a bullet unfired.

It wasW hitey Okur a, in a way, who was responsilde for Joey becoming a team
sniper. After the '46 series Joey had followed W hitey’s career and then the caeers of
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other team snipels, ewentually shifting his interest from the playing team to the snipeis
altogether.

Joey’s dissetation in university had been on,“T he mass psghology and instabili -
ty of sports obsessed indiiduals in group interactions.” It had gotten some notice in
circles he couldrt even have hoped br and resulted in an ofer to join the Patriots farm
team as a sniperT hat was two years ago.

Joey had trained hard to become a master matsman and had becomeif st sniper
for the club by years end.

Now Joey, moving up to the Patriots as an alternate at the beginning of the sea
son, had been put in asifr st sniper after the sixth game of the series when First Sniper
Hammish McCloud had sufered a fatal heart attack.

Thus Joey became the pungest team sniper to shoot ér a world league team in
history and the only one without prior militar y experience.

“T his is the big one son,* Phil Ow ens ,the general manager of the team ,said
to Joey when he informed him of his new position just before the game” W e’re three
even with those northern-sons-of-snavbirds, Kokich, and this games @nna be had. The
Police are overwhelmed & the gates.”

“W ell maybe,” J oey stammeeed,” y ou’d better call up Earp or Dalton fr om the
farm te-*

“No time ,” Owens said with a tone th&made it dear to Joey that it had been dis
cussed,”y ou were with Hammish every moment,” Owens contirued, Y ou know this
mob; you know Hammish’ game plan to mange the crowd; you're the man on the spot,
Kokich. Are you up to it?”

That had stunned Dbey. Hadn't they thought him up to it when they hired him?

Of course they had. It was not their confidence in him and his dility tha t was in
doubt. It was his avn inner voice, his own inner doubts tha would determine if he
could ‘step up to the plate and sving’ when the time came

“Y es sit” J oey had said; | won't let Hammish or the team dowvn.”

The crowd was rowdy but controlled for the fir st few innings, and both Joey and
Bolenko, the Team Sniper for the Mar lins had only had to fire once aiece.
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The sniper bakes on top of the scoreboard at Maple-leaf Stadium gave both rifle-
men an unobstucted view of the field and the stands

The emaotions an high in the stands as both teams—historic vals since the
Mar lins moved from Florida and beat the Patriots in the 50 series—fought hard.

The Federal Park Police, whose jurisdiction ended once the &ns enteed the
stands had a had time keeping order in the corridor s of the stadium.There was a
shoot out & the beer and drug concession thaleft f our dead & least six stebbings; so
much for metal detectors.

The stands vere not much better. T he falling snow meant lots of heavy coas,
blankets and heaers, which meant lots of places to hide weapons Each sniper remained
glued to their scopes in an @&empt to anticipate trouble and be @le to warn their team.

The seventh inning stretch arrived with a bang when a goup of Brooklyn fans
upset tha the Patriots were three runs behind stomed the laser barier s using reflective
blankets and actualyy made it onto the feld.

Bolenko had used tvo shots one to take out the leader running badk in the pack
to try and hide, and, in a masteistroke of strategy, one shot to wound the bHanket hold-
er.

W hen the holder fell the coherent light of the fence sliced thiough several of the
hooligans and trapped half a dozen on the field where the park dogs made qui& work
of them.

Even Joey had to admit it was brilliantl y played and he gwe a quidck grin to
Bolenko when he caught the old po’s gance in a scope-fee moment.Bolenko nodded
an accetance of the compliment and then both of them went bad to work.

Going into the ninth inning Bolenk o used his last shot on Wwat tur ned out to be a
harmless commecial r unner—one of those deluded bols who make a pile of credits
(paid provisionally in advance) to draw attention to themselwes for a bit of Tri-v time.

This one a pretty girl with an ample figure, ripped off her top to show her figure
and the product logo painted on it.

Bolenko must have thought the girl had a bomb in the jaket she was throwing at
the fence to spak a fire and draw focus; he put his kullet thr ough the jadket into the
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girl's head.She had been haking toothpaste.

The Marlins made two homers in the ninth, putting them ahead bur to three
before they gave up the feld to the Patriots.

Now, in the bottom of the ninth Joey was feeling the pressue.

And the crowd was feeling the excitement in excess;the Brooklyn fans unre-
strained and knowing they had no mote to fear from the Marlin’s sniper had bgun the
almost ritual destruction of the stadium se#s. A number of fights had broken out as
exaltation gave way to anarchy because thg knew they had made the Matins use up his
ammo and ngated any advantage the rifleman could hase given his team.T hey felt
proud.

All that remained was for their team to score two runs and victoty was theirs.

The Marlin fans were another stoty.

There were four or five potential hot spots in the clowd; Joey could see the trig
ger moments getting ready to happen:in the north stands a goup of naked college stu
dents, their bodies painted in the teams colos were huddled around a snuggled propane
heater chanting “Mur der for the Mar lins!” with ever increasing fury. A group of
Veterans from the U.S./Mexico war, their pr osthetic limbs pained the Maiin’s colors
were proclaiming their “w e suwived “ attitudes and down in the no-med Heachers the
terminals, as ever, were ready to go, hoping for a quick death to help their team.

“W hat would you do, Hammish?” Joey whispered to the specte of his former
boss- “W hich hot spot do | stop in hopes the thid will be cowed log enough for us to
win?”

Down on the field it was bater up again, a swving and a hit.

The crowd was getting noisy enough to be head without amplification by Joey ,
the chant of “Mur der for the Marlins” rising and falling lik e a stom surf.

The ball sailed log into the outfield as the runners raced around the basesThe
Chant increased.

The no-meds vere beginning to break up seds to use as wapons, always a bad
sign.

“W hat to do?” Joey thought.
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The outfielder made the cach and rocketed the ball toward home base as theun-
ner on third headed in.

The no-meds stated to surge a the fence but Joey could see no tear leader.

The runner was tagged out and the cacher threw to second to stop the second
runner.

It was a brgone condusion now if the runner didn’t make it in the game was over
and the Marlins had won. If he did make it they would be going into overtime and it
was aryone’s guess

The ball was caught ut the runner dodged and headed ér thir d.

The Vets were starting to rise in their seats and move.

“Come on, Joey,” he yelled at himself,” make the call, fire the two bullets.”

The wets. The no-meds The college chanters. Which two to shoot?

The runner made it to third when the second base manver threw. The runner
headed br home.

All at once Joey knew what to do, how he could change the whole complexion of
the game He aimed and ired a the propane heder the chanters were huddled around
and the resultant explosion almost vaporized a portion of the stands

Suddenly the no-meds and the gts stopped deadfr ozen by a sudlen unreasoning
fear that the Patriots sniper had an explosive round left. In the stunned silence thd fol-
lowed the end to the tanting the runner making across the home plée untagged was
almost an afterthought.

The Game vas over and the nav Brooklyn Patriots had won: 41/2 to three!

The ery fir st time an unfred bullet fr om a team sniper's gun gave his team the
world series win. That indeed was a dg for the record books!

The End



THE ACCOUNTING

A Doctor Shadow®dventure
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The world trembled on the brink:

The Empire of Japan was on the rise when it invaded and annexed Manchuria in
1932 in a thinly veiled conquest. They proclaimed it the independent nation of
Manchoukuo that had conveniently ‘asked’ for help from Japan. Every official of the
new nation had a Japanese ‘advisor.’

In the frozen north of the new ‘country’, near the Siberian border, the Russian
founded city of Harbin was a hotbed of insurgent anti-Japanese activity. An impotent
League of Nations did nothing but appoint committees, while across the sea. America
did its best to ignore the gathering storm clouds of watr......... It was the fall......the year,
1937...

A Sulsa watrrior is loyal to his country and his fellow warriors. Fearless in battle,
never takes a life unnecessarily, and always—acts for justice!!

.
An Oblig ation Assumed

Anton Chadeaux PhD who the press had dubed Dr. Shadows, drove his gey
roadster & dangerous speeds on the i evening streets of Harbin City. He did not have
time for caution. The womarnis wice on the phone had made thiaclear: "Come now to
room twenty-one a the Hotel Moder ne or | will be killed. ” She had said,and then the
line went dead.Her English had been accentedpossidy Japanese and the fear in her
voice was unmistakdle.
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That had been ten mirutes ao.

Dr. Shadows pulled up to the elegant Hotel Moder ne and leat fr om the car
almost befre it rolled to the curb. He drew mary curious stares as he stode across the
lobby of the hotel toward the open caje elevator, but he was used to th&a He stood six
and a half feet tall and was handsomewith chiseled movie star features This alone
would have been enough to daw attention almost anywhere in the world, but it was his
ashen gey skin and silver hair that drew most staes They were a legacy of the herbal
baths that had restored him to health after a terrible tragedy and combined to gve him
the aspect of having been caved from stone That had given rise to his other nidkname,
The Granite Man.

The tall grey man knodked once on umber twenty-one’s door and was welcomed
by a coarse male wice that said in Cantonese “Enter quietly, Ghost Healer, or the
woman dies”

Inside the room, a burly Chinese s&in an overstuffed chair across the opulent sit
ting room of the suite. There was a beautiful midlle-aged Japanese voman in full
kimono with her ar ms bound behind herseded on a footstool in front of him. The sil-
vered steel of a knife blade was pressed gainst the pale 1esh of her nedk. Her skin
was almost translucent, the ‘alabaster’ of the poets and the obscenglcold looking blade
left a pink tr ail as the compulent Chinese bandit diagged the tip across her thioat.

Dr. Shadows found it hard to keep his eyes of the blade and atempted to concentrate
on the face of the despemte man wielding it. It was a bdtle-har dened face with sadness
in the cunning eyes tha seemed out of place. “Y ou will hear my words, Ghost Healer,”
the man said with the Cantonese @nsliteration of Dr. Shadows’ name “T onight the
Kuomintang suppotted irregulars will board the train after it leaves the staion. They

will kill Bar on Yashita and all those with him during the dtack on the train.”

The November sunset slanted though the ormate windows of the suite to outline
the bandit and his prisoner in liquid gold. The womaris eg/es pleaded with the Ganite
Man, who eased the door tbsed behind himself “T hreatening this woman will have no
effect on that attack,” the American said.“It can ha ve no-"

“T his is MadameYashita, wife of the Baron,” the Chinese said,’and she will die
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if 1 cannot end the life of that monster myself. Her blood is his dood and | will have
the debt of blood paid in full.” His voice was stead, with a calmness tha was dilling;
it was the wice of a man already resigned to dedh. “Y ou will bring Yashita to me to
me alone to kill with my own hands lty dawn or this woman dies”

“Y ashita is a Japanese Secet Police official,” Dr. Shadows said,"Ho w am | to
bring him to you or stop a train full of irregular fighters from killing him? | am one
man.”

“Ling Fu is a humble bandit,” the knif e wielder said tgoping his own broad dest,
“b ut even this one knaws of the Grey American who has reason to hae the Japanese”

“Man y people hare reason to hde the Japanese” Dr. Shadows obsewred.

“But y ou are trained by the Sulsa monks of Korea,” the bandit said,“ and can do
mary things others cannot;or so the stories tell”

“Y ou should not believe the stories yu hear, Ling Fu,” Dr. Shadows said,“l am
just a man like you.”

“T hen as a man gu will not want to see me Kkill this woman,” Ling Fu said, “I
will spill the b lood of a Yashita by dawn-hers or his; it is your choice. If you can not
persuade him to comeshe will die.”

“Ghost Healer,” the woman said,voice atrembe yet with a fir m resole in her
tone. “It is kno wn you have no love for the Japanese peoplej wish to incur no oblig a-
tion fr om you; there is no shame in ignoring this bandits request’

The Granite Man looked into the dark eyes of the woman and sav that she meant
it, that there was a resignaion in her to an inevitable deah. It w as tha resignaion
more than arything said in the room that brought resolhe in the American. “I ha ve no
problem with the people of Japan, Madame Yashita,” Dr. Shadows said,” It is Gener al
Tojo and his military ilk that gets nmy attention. And yes | know your husband has done
more than his shae to further the occupaion of Manchuria-"

“It w as Baron Yashita who ordered ny village of Wo Fu to be destoyed,” Ling
Fu said, “and for that | will kill him m yself.”

“If you hate him sg” Dr. Shadows said,“W hy not let the irregulars Kill him
when they attack the train?”
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“No | m ust see him die | must hear his last beath. | knew | could not be sure of
being fir st in the train. It is | w ho must collect this blood debt.” T he bandit’s eyes
glowed with the fire of an inner hate that his dead calm wice did not betray. “Y ashita
blood must wash ny blade.”

“T hen | will do my best to bring the baron to this room by dawn,” T he Granite
Man said. He looked like the staue of a war god come to life, his flinted eyes focused
pinpoints of power. “But, Ling Fu, if you know anything about me you know that my
promise is a thing of stone You know what | can do; | pr omise you that if you hurt this
woman, regardless of what happens there is nowvhere you can hide from me”

“T his unworthy one would expect no less” the bandit smiled gimly, “b ut Ling Fu
the bandit died when his family died in Wo Fu. Yashita will die either in the flesh or in
his heart when this woman breathes her last breath.”

Dr. Shadows looked into the eyes of the hostege and sav something there beyond
resigndion, but he could not s what it was

The bandit took the knife from the bound womaris throat and waved it “W hen
the sun rises thee will be death in this room Ghost Healer of this there is certainty.”

“T here is only one certainty in your lif e from this point on,” Dr. Shadows said,
“and that is me.”” T o the woman he said,“T ake heart, Madame Yashita, | will be back,
no harm will come to you.”

Once he was in the hall, the image of the womaris eyes hoered before him and
guickened his st@s; it would be a race to male the train.

Engine of Destruction

T he Granite Man pulled the car up to the stone edifce of the Harbin R ailway
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Station which was the hub of the Manchurian, Chinese Russian and Korean railway
lines. He was conscious this time ofthe looks from the Japanese soldies on guad out-
side the huilding. The dazen or so troops wore the uniform of the Provisional
Manchoukou Regime like all the Gendamerie and city police who were also Sons of
the Rising Sun. It was a masqueade for the rest of the world; the citizens of Harbin
and the rest of Manchuria had spent fve years crushed bene#h the Nipponese boot.

A soldier stepped up to bar Dr. Shadows entrance with a g uff grunt and a gesture of
his long rifle. The oriental came baely to the grey giant’s chest, but his manner was as
if he loomed over him. He obviously did not recognize the American adventurer and
assumed he was one of the W hite Russian populdion that had settled the city originally.

“No enter without a pass!” The Japanese said in Rissian.He made a second men
acing gesture with his long rifle to back the tall American up.

Dr. Shadows resisted the uge to just push the smaller man aside and instead
ansvered in Japanese “I ha ve a pass signed Ythe military governor.” He produced an
excellent forgery made ly his friend and associée Ki Nam Hoon that he carried when-
ever he went abroad in the city. It g ave him free rein to conduct his private investiga-
tions.

The soldier sav his superior’s signaure and quickly stepped aside to let the tall
occidental enter the staion. If he was curious as to viay a round-eye had a pass fom a
Japanese authority he was well tr ained enough to not shav it or dwell on it.

Once inside the European style milway station, the Granite Man made his vay to the
ticket window and purchased a coah class open car sekon the train. He raced to the
steps of the coad barely in time, leaping up as the bellav of steam sp&ed from the
great engine and the conductor lled “All Aboard!” in several languages

“W ell,” the tall American thought as the train picked up speed mwuing out of the
city, “I am seated on a train headed br an amhbush purposed br a kidnapping with no
plan; just the thing for a Saturday night in Harbin. ” He settled into a sed beside a
W hite Russian oficer who was reading the Rupor daily Russian paer. The rest of the
open seding railway car was full of a mixed group of mostly single men-few families
risked train travel with the many irregular attacks. There were W hite and Red Russians
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studiously ignoring each other, going south for business a few Chinese mechants who
could still afford coadh fare and two Koreans vho had a thuggish gppearance to them a
the bad of the car.

He did his best to draw no attention to himself, keeping his fedora pulled down
low and slumping in his dair lik e a weary trawveler. He kept an eye on the Koreans and
considered what he knew of the train from his brief chance to suwey it as he ran
onboard.

The night train was a shot one with an engine and coal car bllowed by a flat bed
car with a mounted gun and toop contingent. Two public cars in turn followed this, the
fir st of which Dr. Shadows sd in. A fir st dass/sle@ing coad followed with a dining
car, and then two cargo and passengr baggage carriages T he train finished with a
troop car, the private coad of the Baron and a cdgoose with mor troops

The train was avay from the lights of the city now and picking up speed.He
knew it would continue along the Sungri Ri ver plain, gaining speed bebre it came to
foothills and went up a gade tha meant it had to slon. He had to make his move now,
because thawould be the most likely place for an irregular attack.

The Granite Man rose and made his ay back thr ough the cariage as casualf as
posside. He made his way through the second pubc car and they followed as vell. 'l
don't have time for subtlety,' he thought, 'so I' Il do it the hard and fast way:'

Dr. Shadows exited the public car and donned his ledaher gloves for action.

Cargo of Death
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Dr. Shadows went through the sleger coadch without dr awing any undue atention

or encountering any opposition. When he made his \ay into the dining car, several of
the train crew took notice of him and began to talk amongst themseles

The baggage car proved to be lodked though it was a weak one and the gey
giant was ale to pick it quic kly. The lock to the second bocar proved as weak as the
first and he was soon inside T his time the bakes were nealy stadked in shoulder high
rows the length of the car. All the wooden crates were labeled as “Militar y Supplies for
the JapaneseAr my.” He knew in fact they were drugs destined br the Japanese fian-
chised opium dens ofChina.

Off to the right the Sungari Ri ver shone in the dgpled stardight as the train rum-
bled along. Ahead were the foothills. He knew that once it slowed for the upgrade of
the hills, the danger of the attack would be greatest.

Dr. Shadows hopped up on the saty rail of the next car that held the guard con-
tingent of Japanese toops The only way to get beyond the troop car to the private car
of Baron Yashita was to ¢ over the roof. He pulled himself to the roof of the coac
and lay flat along the edce.

The top of the train was windsvept and soot corered, and had he not been war-
ing gloves the cold rails that ran along its length would have frozen his hands in
moments He pulled himself along the rails with any effort to be quiet forgotten in the
need to more swiftl y. Fortunately, the racket of the train itself covered ary noise he
might have made

It took him a full f ifteen agonizing minutes to make the other end of the troop
coadh. The two Japanese soldies standing guad on the platform outside of Baron
Yashita’s coad were more concemed with staying warm than protecting the man inside
the car. They were huddled together, heads davn and bads to the troop coad. It was a
simple mater for the Granite Man to launch himself down on them and send them into
oblivion with two deadly blows. He acted with no regrets; he never considered occupy-
ing soldiers to be innocents

Dr. Shadows tossed the bodies df the train and grabbed the handle on the prvate
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coach door. 'Into the fr ying pan,' he thought, then turned the handle and enteed.

V.
An Urgent Appeal

T here were two occupants of the private coad, the Baron, and a bodyguard who

stood beyond him. Dr. Shadows slipped quikly in and dosed the door behind him.
Baron Yashita gave lie to the fact that stereotypes did not «ist, for he was the perkect
cartoon image of a yellow menace Short, bow legged and with two front teeth that
extended past his thik lips at twisted anges. He was dressed in brmal pinstriped pants
and shirtsleeves with a‘happy coat’ short kimono over the top. His hair was thinning
with tints of grey at the temples and vas combed oer in a pathetic attempt to disguise
his onset of baldness

The diminutive siz of the Baron was made moe gpparent by the huge Japanese
who stood beside himmassve arms crossed in a vestem style greatcoat that barely con-
tained him. His hair was worn long in the chonmage style tha made it dear the giant
was a Rikishi, a professional sumo“W ho are you?” the Baron asked in perfect un-
accented Endish. “Not one of the ragged Russian irregulars, for certain; English or
American perhaps?” His eyes were the break in the cartoon image, for they showved
quick intellig ence and a shap mind inside the caricaure.

“l am Anton Chadeaux,Baron Yashita-san; T he Granite Man said. “And | must
speak to you on a mdter of great importance.”

The little Asian stared a him for along moment, then smiled. “T he one who
spends so rach time with the dog eaer K oreans and the simple-minded Chinese call

“T he Ghost Healer?” How very quaint. | assume the guads are—"

Dr. Shadows made a dismisse gesture but kept his eyes loked with the Baron's.
The Baron stepped aside slightyy so the large bodyguard had a dear field of play, but at



90

the same time @ve a hand gsture that that held the huge sumo a bay.

“Y ou have been a thon in the side of the of Japan for some timg” the Baron
said, “W hat impor tant matter could an American have to discuss with me ?”

“Y our wife, Baron,” Dr. Shadows said,“has been taken prisoner by a Chinese
partisan who wants you in exchange for her.”

“Marik o is a dutiful wife,” the Baron said, “she will die f or me without complaint.
| have value to the Emperor-she is a mee woman.”

The Baron gestured and the sumo stpped forward.

“T aro here is aYokozuna of Sumg,” Y ashita said,” a champion. He will show
you how a superior race disposes ofmongrel annoyances”

Dr. Shadows assessed his options as the magswrestler shed his geatcoat for
ease of movement. The man was only five foot ten, but easily three hundred and ffty
pounds of compact nusde. He almost filled the space of the railway car. The Granite
Man was taller than his opponent with a longer arm reach but outweighed by a hundred
pounds

“Oka y, Big Boy,” the Granite Man said in as insulting a gutter Japanese as he
could manaye, “let’ s play your patty cake games”

The Japanese giant egistered the insult making him more determined to win. The
Sumo moved with astounding speedcoming out of his squa and charging at the Grey
Goliath lik e a lulldozer. Dr. Shadows atempted to avoid the charge but the quicksilver
wrestler was faster. The sumo collided dest to chest with the Granite Man and knocked
him over.

Dimly, the Granite Man could see Baon Yahsita, tor n between watching the spec
tacle of the fight and wanting to make it past the opponents to summon soldier from
the troop car. Dr. Shadows struggled to his feet. The Sumo made a gunt of dissaisfac-
tion that ‘his toy’ could even stand and darged in again. This time the Granite Man met
the charge head on,smashing his shoulder into the metaof the broader maris dhest. In
a flash, the Sumo had his ams around the Granite Man’s middle and was squeging him
lik e a python. Dr. Shadows, his arms out flung above his head,grunted in agony as the
wrestler compressed him in the masse arms
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“Cr ush him slavly, Taro,” the Baron said with great delight, “Let him contem-
plate the futility of opposing the will of the Emperor before he dies”

V.

Hide and go Flee

Taro took great delight in tightening his grip slowly. He stared & the pale grey
face of his victim with the narrow squinting eyes of a man who likes to hurt people. He
increased the pessue with slow deliberate pressue waiting for the satisfying cr ack of
the ribs he knew would come He had executed prisoners befre that way for the Baron
and it thrilled him lik e nothing other in life.

The Baron Yashita stood fascinaed by the scenario bebre him, sipping from a Saki cup
in an apparently casual dtitude. He made no mae to summon help fom the troop car.
Instead, he stood enjging the sight of the American having the life gradually crushed
out of him.

Dr. Shadows howewer, had let the massie wrestler gain the grip he had. The
Granite Man knew that no single blow he could deliver would make it through the lay-
ers of musde and fat on the suma The only way was to risk a dose in strategy. So he
appeared to play the monster's game and despite the pain in his ribs let the man gab
him.

As soon as the sumo lgan to squeee the Grey Goliath, Dr. Shadows focused his
mind to a red-hot pinpoint. He utiliz ed the intense concentation he had gained in his
years of paralysis & the Sulsa Monastery. He raised his ams, and with an explosive
exhalation of air, drove the points of his elbows daovn with sledgehammer brce into the
collarbones of the Japanese
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The giant’s collarbones snaped with an audide crack. The wrestler let out a
scream and tll back, away from the Granite Man. Dr. Shadows used the moment of
release to le@ into the air and execute a thrusting front kick to the man's head which
sngpped it back. The giant dropped to the foor, dead with a broken ned.

Baron Yashita actually dropped his Saki cup in sho& when the sumo &ll to the ground.

His mind had a hard time imagining that the giant could ever be overcome, espe
cially by so unorthodox a means Before he could react or cry out, the Granite Man
sprinted across the nom and knodked the official out with a simple old-fashioned right
Cross

“Oka y, Baron,” Dr. Shadows said to the unconscious dpanese “time to g o save
your ‘dutiful wif e.” He was sudienly conscious tha the train was slawing down and the
rocking motion had ceased.“T hey’ve uncoupled the aft section ofthe train,” he
thought, “the attack will ha ppened ary time.”

He quickly shouldered the unconscious Baon Yashita and ran to the door of the
car. He unlocked it and was out on the pldaform by the time the fir st gunshots fom up
front sounded.He jumped to the gound and raced off into the undergrowth with his
burden across his shouldes like a sa& of potatoes

*kkk

Once the Granite Man made it far enough into the underbrush to remain unseen
from the rail line, he dropped the Baron behind some pcks and sda down with a groan.
His sides were on fire from the fight and the exertion of the run.

The spot he had settled into vas a little way up a slight incline and gave him a full
view up the tracks for several miles. Less than half a mile up the line the train ground
to a complete halt and the iregulars came warming out of the darkness with guns
blazing.

The Japanese soldies had been aleted by the slowing of the train cars and had
just enough warning to mount a defense They fought well, contrary to many accounts
of battles with the ir regulars, repulsing the fir st attack with massed fre. It was a hope
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less position,howewer, as the Russian and Chinesedrces of the irregulars had good fire
discipline and tactics They held off after the fir st attack and began to work their w ay
backward from the baggage cars.

Dr. Shadows tore strips from the kimono of the unconscious Baon to bind and
gag the man.He then took off his tunic and improvised a binding for his own ribs.
W hen he had e-donned his ledher tunic, he set to deciding the neat step. 'l have to get
this lump of nobility to the city now," he thought, ‘and while he’s light, he isrt light
enough to cary all the way!'

The Granite Man was ale to sneak dowvn near the tracks and steal one ofthe
picketed horses of the irregulars. He mounted the Russiaris white stallion and rode
back to Baron Yashita.

The kidnapped Japanese vas avake and complaining when Dr. Shadows returned.
The gag muffled his words, but it was pretty clear they were all obscene and pointed
directly at the American and his ancesty.

“Nice to see you're all awake, Baron,” Dr. Shadows said as he hefted the dicial
and placed him face davn across the withers of the horse “I w ouldn’t want you to miss
the ride back to the city to see your dutiful bride .” W ith that the Granite man mounted
and rode off toward Harbin, serenaded ly the muffled curses of the Baron.

V1.

A Balanced Account
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M eeting the davn deadline would not have been a poblem if Dr. Shadows could

have ridden straight up Torgovaia Street to the Hotel Moder ne, but he could not. Not
with a kidnapped Japanese oficial on a stolen irregular horse He had to take a circular
route thrrugh the bad streets twice avoiding Japanese p# ols. All the way the enraged
Baron continued to curse with an enduiance of anger that tr uly amazd the American.
“Y ou might want to save your breath to try and talk Ling Fu out of killing y ou,” Dr.
Shadows said,“because nothing you have to sy to me will change our destindion.” T he
Baron's ansver was to stae daggers a his captor and begin cursing anew.

. It was an hour to davn when he went up the badk stairs as aist as he could with his
burden. He readied the floor of the hotel suite just as Baon Yashita came avake with a
fresh string of curses

“Y ou can stop complaining in a miute, Baron,” Dr. Shadows said,“W e’re almost
at our destination.” He moved down the empty halway and stood in front of number
twenty-one.

He knocked on the door and vaited.

“Enter, Ghost Healer,” Ling Fu’s wice called out with no sign of weariness “W e
await you.”

The Granite Man eased the door open ht dropped the Japanese prisoner to his
feet in the hall. The American held the squirming man & arms length out in the hall
while he slipped partway into the room. Inside he could see thathe corpulent bandit
was standing ly a table of zakuskist, Russian hois d'oeuvre, picking at them with his
knif e. Madame Yashita was redining, still bound, on the coud against the far wall.

“I ha ve returned with the Baron Yashita,” Dr. Shadows said,“No w you must
release the vaman.” W ith the mention of her husbands name the woman roused her
self from a half doze and sa upright. Her face held an &pression of hope.

“My husband has come to escue me?”she asled in Japanese

“Not e xactly, Madame Yashita,” the American said.“l had to a ppeal to his
humanity.” She looked a him oddly, then with a puzzled epression.

Ling Fu stepped up to the woman and cut her bondsbut placed a hand on her
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kimono. “Show me this monstey” he said,” then she may leave.”

The Granite Man pulled the Japanese nolleman into the room ad removed his
hood and ¢ag. He immediately began cursing vehemently.

W hen his wife sav that he was bound and had been lwught by force, a light went
out in her that had spaked with the American’s arrival.

“Y ou stupid woman,” Y ashita said,“how could you allow me to be put in this post
tion; me, the representdive of our most node Emperor, treated like a common tattel
for your sake? Why did you not take your own lif e for the glory of the Motherland?
Stupid cow, you have jeopardized the conquest ofthis pitiful land with y our incompe-
tence? How will the Emperor ever re-*

Wi ith a strangled cry the woman pulled avay from Ling Fu’s grasp yanking the
dagger from his belt shedh at the same time She whirled and with a fury that should
have been bgond the cgability of her tiny body, flung herself across the nom and
plunged the Hade repeaedly into the chest of her startled husband.As she did,the
kimono slipped off her shoulders and the account the Baon had written on her body
over the years, was dearly visible in the uncountable scars that crisscrossed her
alabaster flesh.

The bandit made a mwe to stop the woman, but Dr. Shadowvs was acioss the oom
and stayed his hand.

“No, Ling,” he said,“It w as your knif e that has ended his lie. Let that be
enough; her blood debt was geater than yours and the account is paid in full’

The End



Qutro:
Ballad of a Wanderer

Of Treasures many my quests have found
Adventure and danger as well,
But of certain nothing like the loss of love
Is a surer passage to hell

Of Companions many my fancy sought
And ale friends are easy to find
But sword brothers are as few
As the gems of kings
For blood is the strongest to bind

So as twilight comes
My reflections rule and
The songs of my youth echo strong
The days grow short,
The evenings cold and the nights unbearably
long

Yet of regrets I've but a thimblefull
And enemies fewer than that
And of hope my pockets still o’r flow with
some
For I land on my feet like a cat

The horizon still calls
And | answer its hail
And my steps are still purposed and free
So this wanderer has miles to
Travel yet
And a myriad of wonders to see!
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