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1. The Home-Made Man
Europeisalot different from Africaand Asa

For onething, it'sgot alot more Europeans living there. For another, it's got better roadsand it's alittle
more built-up. For athird, having been told by abatch of governments that totally misunderstood my
motives that my presence was no longer desired on those first two land masses, | wasin some danger of
running out of continentswhile till in the prime of my young manhood.

Therefore, | made up my mind that thistime | was going to keep out of trouble and obey al the nuances
of the law while seeking to establish my tabernacle and pursue my vocation (which was preaching, no
matter what Interpol and some of them other biased ingtitutions said). So when the train that took me out
of Asaand dl theway through Russafinaly cameto astop in Bucharest, | was determined thatthis time
| wasn't going to spend my first night on anew continent inthelocd jail.

Of course, | hadn't redly counted on the fact that my Silent Partner was out to test me the way He'd
tested Job in times past, and that I'd lose my bankroll in thefirst twenty minutes of afriendly little game of
chance with a pack of Gypsiesjust outsde the railroad station. | was sorely tempted to even the odds by
insgnuating my own dice into the contest, but they were aswarthy-looking lot who spoke in tongues and
carried an awful lot of knivesand didn't ook like they'd appreciate an effort to bring the laws of Satistical
probabilities under my more direct control, and so | took my losses like aman and wandered off, looking
for some place to hole up for the night.

Widl, you'd be surprised how many Romanian hotelswouldn't take an |.O.U. from aman of the cloth,
and eventualy | wandered out toward the edge of the city, and just after it got dark | found aquiet little
park, and figured I'd catch aquick forty or fifty winksthere before hitting al the mgjor banking and
brokerage houses with arequest for donations to my tabernacle.

Wil | wasjust lying there, snoring kind of gentle-like and minding my own business, when dl of a
sudden | opened my eyes and looked up and redlized that either the stars were moving awful fast across
the sky or someone was dragging me aong the ground by my feet, and | looked ahead and sure enough
thislittle hunchbacked guy was pulling me across the grass toward awooden wagon that was attached to
an old swaybacked horse.

“Hey!” | said. “What in tarnation is going on here?’

He dropped my feet like they were on fire and turned to look a me.

“Youredivel” hesad.

“Of courseI'mdive!” | said. “Why kind of country are you running here, anyway? Can't aman tekea
little nap in apublic park without getting hauled off to jail ?’

“Thisisntapark,” hesaid. “It'sacemetery.”

“I'm the Right Reverend Honorable Doctor Lucifer Jones, and if I've busted any laws by camping out
here, I'm sure we can work something out.”



“1t makes no differenceto me,” he answered. “|1 am lvor. | serve the Baron Steinmetz.”

“Thenif you ain't somekind of night watchman, why were you dragging me off to that there wagon?’ |
demanded.

“I thought you were dead,” said Ivor.

“The Baron pays you to go around tidying up the cemetery, doeshe?’ | asked.
“Not exactly,” said lvor. “He sent me here to bring him back a better brain.”
“Heain't pleased with the one he'sgot?’

Ivor sighed. “It'sdl very complicated, Doctor Jones.”

“Yeah, it sounds amite complicated,” | dlowed. “I mean, alot of folkswish they were alittle smarter,
but this Baron of yoursisthefirst onel ever heard tell of who's actually trying to do something abot it.

“Y ou don't understand, Doctor Jones,” said Ivor. “He doesn't want the brain for himsdlf.”
“Hesgedingit for afriend?’

Ivor shook hishead. “It's for hiswork. He haslong sought to create aliving man. For years he has
labored to reanimate dead tissue, putting together spare body partsin the [aboratory he has built in the
basement of his castle”

“Seemsto me that the standard way of creating new men is chegper and easier, not to say morefun,” |
sad.

“Heisabrilliant man,” said Ivor. “ A great scientist. Heis on the verge of amgjor breskthrough.”

It sounded to me like anyone who wanted to build aman in his basement was more on the verge of a
major breakdown, but | just smiled and nodded sagely.

“ After more than a decade of trial and error, of experiment after experiment, he had reached the fina
stage of hiswork,” continued Ivor. “All he needs now isthe proper brain.”

“And hewanted mine?’ | said. “Well, I'm flattered, Brother Ivor, but if it'sdl the sametoyou, | ain't
doneusing it mysdf yet.”

“I didn't know you were aive, Doctor Jones,” said Ivor apologeticaly. “I heard that amajor booksdller
had died yesterday, and | thought: what awonderful present that would make for my master—abrain
that had spent itsentire lifeimmersed in literature. 1t's his birthday, and the brain would be such anice

surprisefor him.”

“Wadll, it seemsto methat if you just stick around long enough, Brother Ivor, they'll bring this here
bookman to the cemetery and plant him, and then al you got to do is mark the spot and dig him up at

your leisure.”

“It'snot that easy,” he said. “ They have dready arrested me twice for grave-robbing. | can only snesk in
here at nights, and by then the day's corpses have aready been buried.”



At which point my Silent Partner, who had returned from sabbatical, smote me right betwixt the eyes
with another of His great big heavenly revelations.

“That ain't no problem at dl, Brother Ivor,” | said.
“Itisn't?" he asked.

“For asmadl retainer, 1'd be happy to hang around heretil they brung this guy in, and mark the spot
wherethey bury him.”

“Oh, the Baron will be so happy!” said Ivor, clapping hislittle hands together.

“And for afurther consderation, I'll give you ahand digging him up and ddivering him to your boss”
“Y ou have no mora compunctions about digging in hallowed ground?’ he asked.
“Who better to dig init than aman of thecloth?’ | said.

“It'saded, Doctor Joned” he said excitedly. “I will return every night a midnight until they have brought
him here and buried him.”

“Sounds good to me, Brother Ivor,” | said as hetook hisleave of me, and acouple of minutes later |
was sound asleep again.

When | woke up in the morning | took alittle stroll around the cemetery and found an apple orchard at
thefar end of it, which took care of my measfor the rest of the day. | spent the bulk of the morning and
afternoon attending maybe half a dozen graveside services, and | was so moved by the sad story of a
lovely young milkmaid who died of bloat after drinking her employer's entire wine cdllar that | even
stepped up and said afew words on her behaf myself.

Then, a about twilight, they lugged in another casket, and | moseyed over to find out the identity of the
deceased.

“I don't think anyone knew hisred name,” said one of the gravediggers. “ His headstone says he's
Gustave Book.”

“Where are dl the mourners?’ | asked.
“Hedidn't seem to have any friends or family, so we're burying him right now,” wasthe answer.
“That'skind of tragic, aman devoted to books like poor old Gustave,” | said.

“Wall, it's not a profession designed to make you alot of lagting friends,” said the gravedigger. “A lot of
people went broke at old Gustave's place of business.”

| never knew anyone to go broke buying books before, but | figured Gustave must have been adedler in
rare antiquarian stuff and maybe some illuminated manuscripts and the like, and | figured he must have
had avery unhappy missus, because with al the money heleft her she could at least have bought him a
bigger headstone and put his right name on it, but that wasn't none of my business. | just thanked the
gravediggersfor their information, sat down on abench and watched ’em plant old Gustave, and then



took alittle condtitutiona around the cemetery while waiting for Ivor to show up.

Hewasthereright at midnight, just like hed promised, with his old swaybacked horse and his wooden
cart.

“Did they bury him today, Doctor Jones?” he asked eagerly.
“You'reinluck, Brother Ivor,” | said. “He's been resting peaceably for the better part of six hours now.”
“Excdlent!” sad Ivor. “Whereishe?’

| led him over to the grave. “He showed up kind of |ate, and they barely had time to bury him before
dark,” | explained. “ Evidently they aim to plant the headstone tomorrow.”

“Let'sget busy,” said Ivor, tossng meashove.
“What'sthis for?’ | asked.
“Youregoing to hedp medig, aren't you?’

“Widl, actudly, | had in mind something morein the line of offering you encouragement and giving the
Baron the benefit of my sage advice and worldly experience,” | said.

“Ten extraAmerican dollars,” said Ivor.

“Hifty,” | sad.

“Fifteen,” he countered.

“Tell youwhat,” | said. “Well split the difference. Makeit an evenforty and it'saded.”

Well, we haggled for another five minutes, and | finally agreed to gpprentice at the graverobbing trade
for $34.29. It took usthe better part of two hoursto dig down to old Gustave, and then we found that
we weren't strong enough to pull his casket out of the hole, so we unlatched it and | kind of climbedin
with him and handed him up to Ivor, who dragged him by the feet over to the cart and loaded him up.
Then we spent another hour putting al the dirt back and patting it down nice and neet, and finaly we
climbed into the cart and the old horse started trotting along the empty streets.

“He surelooks calm and peaceful, lying there staring up at the moon like heis,” | said, turning in my seat
to get my first real good look at Gustave.

“I wonder what he died of,” said Ivor. “1 hopeit wasn't anything catching.”

| opened Gustave's formal jacket and took a quick peek. “Looks like he was shot to death,” | said.
“It sounds painful,” said Ivor with ashudder.

“I don't believe hefdlt the last twenty or thirty bulletsat adl,” 1 said, buttoning his coat back up.

“Why would anyone want to kill abooksdler?” mused Ivor.



“Besatsthe hell out of me, Brother Ivor,” | admitted. “1 know you Europeans are degenerate and sadly
lacking in Chrigtian virtues, but that seems an awfully stern punishment for overcharging.”

Well, hedidn't say nothing to that, and we rode in silence for about haf an hour, til we left the city limits
and got out into the suburbs, and pretty soon we came to arocky hill, and there on top of it wasthis huge
cadle.

“The Baron will be so happy to meet you!” said Ivor. “| told him how you had agreed to help us”

“I'm dways happy to help advance the cause of science,” | said modestly.

“Tonight we will witnessthe culmination of hisliféswork,” continued Ivor. He leaned over and added
confidentidly. “Heis delighted that you are aman of the cloth. He wants you to baptize his creation.”

“Wadll, acritter what's made of twenty or thirty other men ain't the easiest thing in the world to baptize,” |
said. “1 figure well have to baptize each part separately, at maybe five dollars ashot, just to be on the

safe sde. Can't have hisleft ebow doing evil thingswhen the rest of himistrying to servethe Lord, if you
seewhat | mean.”

“Money is no object to the Baron,” answered Ivor.
“Youdontsay? | replied. “I don't suppose he wants his castle blessed too, just to cover dl the bases?’

“You'l haveto spesk to him about it,” said Ivor, asthe horse starting climbing alittle path in the hill.
“Weredmost there”

We reached a huge wrought-iron gate and Ivor got out and rang abell, and amoment later the gate
opened inward just long enough to let usthrough, and then dammed shut behind us. Ivor guided the
horse up to the huge front door, and then we stopped and climbed down off the wagon, and the door
opened, and out stepped thisreal skinny guy with wide staring eyes. He was wearing some kind of a
laboratory coat, and he was smoking a Turkish cigarette that was stuck in along gold holder.

He walked over to the back of the wagon and looked at Gustave.

“Excdlent, excelent,” he murmured. “Y ou have donewdl thisnight, Ivor.” Then heturned to me. “You
are Doctor Jones?’

“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones, at your service,” | said.
“I am Baron Steinmetz,” he said. “Ivor hastold me how you have aided my cause. | wish to thank you.”
“Wél, | had in mind something just atad more substantia than ahandshake,” | said.

“I quite understand, and you will not find me ungrateful, Doctor Jones. But first let us bring the body
insde and preparefor thefind transformation.”

Thethree of uslifted old Gustave out of the wagon and carried him into the castle, which was huge and
cold and kind of damp and made of stone and lit by candles.

“Thisway,” said the Baron, heading off for a staircase that led down to the basement. We dmost lost
Gugtave a couple of times asthe stairs kept curving around corners, but finaly we madeit to the next



level, and found ourselvesin abig laboratory, filled with al kinds of gizmosthat didn't make no senseto
me but were humming and glowing to begt the band.

Welad Gustave on awood table and then the Baron took me by the arm and led me over to another
table, which was covered with abig blanket. He reached down and pulled the blanket off, reveding a

huge body lying there. Parts of it didn't seem to quite fit, and there were stitches and electrodes
everywhere, and the top of its skull was missing.

“Waéll, Doctor Jones,” said the Baron. “What do you think?’

“Y ou wouldn't happen to have something in ablonde of the femae persuasion, would you?’ | said.
“Maybeasze 87

“All ingoodtime,” hesaid. “Oneday | shall turn out beauty queens galore, but first we must complete
the prototype. Helacks only abrain to be acompletely functioning human being.”

“That ain't never sopped certain select politicians and congtabularies I've known,” | offered.

“Thisone will be aworthy representative, | assureyou,” said the Baron. He turned to Ivor. “ Ifyou got
theright brainthistime.”

“Thistime?" | asked.

“I don't know how it keeps happening, but the first four brains he obtained were abnormal.”

“Just poor luck,” said lvor.

“It not only held back my moment of triumph, but it played hell with my fireinsurance premiums.”

“How can an abnorma brain effect your fireinsurance?’ | asked.

“Thelocas keep trying to burn the castle down,” answered the Baron. “They simply cannot comprehend

the importance of my work.” He paused. “ Of course, | can seetheir side of it, too. Number Threedid kill
seventeen of them and tear down theloca church, right after Number Two destroyed the school .”

“Don't forget Number One,” said Ivor.

“He smply lacked empirica knowledge,” said the Baron. “I mean, how washe to know that al those
people couldn't survive after he threw them off the belltower? He himsdf wasincapable of feding pain.”

“l dmogt hateto ask,” | said, “but what happened to Number Four.”

“I don't careto discussit,” said the Baron, and walked over to begin work removing Gustave's brain.
“He'skind of sengtive about Number Four,” whispered Ivor.

“How come?’ | asked.

“It ran off with hiswife,” said lvor. “Last postcard we got from them, they wereliving it up on the

Riviera” He paused. “But thistimewill be different. Thistime weve got the brain of aman who spent his
whole life with books, who even took literature itself as part of his name.”



“Done!” announced the Baron after another couple of minutes. “Now we smply transfer the brain to my
cregtion, attach al the gangliaand synapses, and it is accomplished.”

“What do you planto cal thiscritter?’ | asked, as he placed the brain in ametal pan and carried it over.

“I redly hadn't considered that,” said the Baron. “I just assumed we'd cal him The Mongter, just like the
other four.”

“Ain't that likely to upset his delicate bookish fedings?’ | sad.

“Y ou're quite right, Doctor Jones,” said the Baron. “Ivor, what shall we cal him?’

“Cresture Number Five?’ suggested Ivor.

“Why not just call him Gustave?’ | said. “After dl, that's the name he'sresponded to dl hislife.”
“Gustave?’ repeated the Baron distagtefully. “What a dreadful name!”

“What'swrong with it?” | asked.

“I've only known one Gugtave in my life, and if | never seehim again, it will be too soon.”
“Why not wait til you bring him back to life and ask him what he wantsto be called?” said Ivor.

“A capita suggestion!” said the Baron. Heturned to me. “I'll be at least half an hour transplanting and
connecting the brain, Doctor Jones.”

“Thet long, huh?”

“Wdl, itis ddicate surgery,” he said. “Why don't you freshen up and have Ivor get you somefood in the
meantime?’

“Sounds good to me,” | said. “lvor, wheresthe kitchen?’
“Right above us,” said lvor. “I hopeyou like gpples.”
“Why?

“The Baronisavegetarian. That'sdl we havein the house.”
“Maybe I'll just settle for aquick shave and shower,” | said.

“Wall, that poses another problem,” said Ivor gpologeticaly. “Thisisanold castle. We don't have any
running water.”

“Perhaps none of that will be necessary,” said the Baron, working away at the top of the monster's head.
“If I just takethis shortcut, and bypass these two synapses ... Yes! It'sdone!”

“You got him al hooked up that fast?’ | said.



“WEell, helll be tone-deaf, and | rather suspect he won't be able to play rugby, but except for that, he
should function just perfectly.”

“I hope s0,” said Ivor. “Remember Number Three? He kept smelling colors and stuffing candy barsinto
hisear.”

“Welearn from our mistakes,” said the Baron, starting to connect a bunch of wiresto al these meta bits
and piecesthat were sticking out of the monster. “That is how we avoid making them again and again.”

Wi, | couldn't seethat abatch of brand-new mistakesin aten-foot-tall monster was al that preferable
to the same old ones, but it wasn't none of my business, so | just kept quiet and watched while the Baron
finished wiring his cregtion.

“All isinreadiness,” he said after another minute or two, and walked to abig metal switch onthewall.
“Ivor, Doctor Jones—stand back please.”

Hedidn't haveto ask metwice, and | backed up against the wall, which had adamp and chilly fed toit,
and then he pulled the switch and every gizmo in the place started buzzing and whistling, and just about
the time | was sure he was gonna blow every fuse in the castle he pushed the switch back to its starting

position.

All three of uswalked over to the table, and son of agun if the monster wasn't breathing. The Baron
disconnected all the wires and pulled out a stethoscope and listened to its heart for awhile, and the
critter'seyeidskind of fluttered a bit and suddenly | was staring into its wide, wondering eyes, one
brown and one blue.

“Wheream 7" asked the mongter.

“You're perfectly safe,” said the Baron. “Y ou are the late Gustave Book, and | am the Baron Theodore
von Steinmetz. | have re-animated you here in the lower recesses of my cadtle”

“I'm not Gustave Book,” said the mongter. “1'm Gustavethe Book.” It paused while the Baron suddenly
turned white asashedt. “ Steinmetz, Steinmetz ... * it muttered, and suddenly it sat up. “ Steinmetz, you
owe me three hundred pounds sterling!”

“What are you talking about?’ demanded Ivor.

“Nobody welches out on a bet with Gustave the Book,” said the mongter. “Let's haveit.”

Suddenly the Baron turned to Ivor and started hitting him on the top of his head.

“Idiot!” he screamed. “Fool! | ask for adeder in literature, and you bring me the local bookmaker! |
thought helooked familiar!”

“You,” sad Gugtave to me. “Tdl mewhat the hell isgoing on around here! Why ismy voice different?
Why does everyonelook so small? Since when does my |eft hand have six fingers? What has happened
tome?’

“Y ou were dead, and the Baron brung you back to life,” | said.

“Waell, aform of pseudo-life, anyway,” corrected the Baron.



“| don't bdieveit.”

“Maybe we could dl sing you arousing chorus or two of ‘ Happy Birthday', to kind of put you in the
mood,” | said.

“Just aminute,” said Gustave. He closed his eyes, then opened them again. “ Thelast thing | remember
was seeing acar go by, and then atommy-gun was pumping bulletsinto me, and then everything went
blank. How come I'm not dead and buried?’

“Wall, actudly you were,” | said. “Until we unburied you acouple of hoursago. Infact,” | added,
“theré's probably them what would say you Hill are”

“Buried?’

“Dead,” | said.

“I'm going to need sometimeto consider dl this” said Gustave.

“You havedl of eternity,” said the Baron. “Being dead dreedy, it isimpossible for you to age.”
“Don't bet onit,” muttered Gustave. “| think I've aged thirty yearsin the past three minutes.”

“I must writethisup inmy journa,” said the Baron. “Ivor, you and Doctor Jones stay with him, and
don't let him get excited.”

He left the laboratory, and Gustave turned back to me.
“Dol look asterrible as| think | look?" he asked.

“Well, that al depends,” | said.

“Onwhat?’

“On what you think you look like.”

“Likethe ugliegt living thing on theface of the earth,” he said.
“Worse,” | answered.

“WEell, | suppose | haven't got too much to complain about,” he said at last. “1 could be back in that
grave you dug me out of.”

“That'sthe spirit, Brother Gustave,” | said. “L ook on the bright side. The ladies may not beat a path to
your door, but a least you ain't till pushing up daises.”

“But what am | to do with myself?’ he asked.
“Seemsto melike you're in prime shape to become a professiona rasder,” | said.

“He could be aweightlifter or abasketball player,” suggested Ivor.



“Right,” | said. “Y ou been looking at this through jaundiced eyes, Brother Gustave. Thereés no end of
things you can do when you're ten feet tall and weigh six hundred pounds.”

He shook hishead. “I can't et anyone see melooking likethis.”

“Actudly,” said Ivor, “I believe that the Baron plansto put you on exhibition.”

“I'm not going to play thefresk just to satisfy hisego,” answered Gugtave. “I'll kill mysdlf first.”
“It'stoo latefor that,” said Ivor sympatheticaly. “Y ou're aready dead.”

“Right,” hesaid. “1 keep forgetting.” He paused. “On the other hand, if I'm dready dead, he can't
threaten or force meto do anything.”

“Mighty few people of your particular physical attributes get forced to do anything they don't want to
do,” | agreed.

“Why did he use so many spare parts?’ asked Gustave. “Doesn't he realize how much anew wardrobe
will cost me?’

“I don't think that was among his primary concerns,” said Ivor.
“I' might have guessed as much from aman who won't pay off his gambling debts,” muttered Gustave.
“Hewaksinto my establishment, loses three hundred pounds playing poker, writesan 1.0.U., and then

refuses to honor it.”

“There was areason for that,” said avoice from behind us, and we all turned to see that the Baron had
reentered the [aboratory.

“Let'shear it,” said Gustave. “1 could use agood laugh after the day I've had.”
“The gamewasrigged.”
“I've never run arigged gameinmy lifel” said Gustave.

“Do you know the odds on someone beating me in afive-man gamewith thehand | held?’ said the
Baron.

“Yeah,” said Gudtave. “32,457 to one.”
“How did you know that?’ asked the Baron.
“Numbers are my business.”

“Redly? I'm terrible with them mysdlf.”

“I cantdl,” said Gusgtave, holding hisarmsout in front of him. One was agood six incheslonger than the
other.

“Quick,” said the Baron. “How much is 358 times 4097’



“146,422,” said Gustave.

“How areyou at calculus?’ asked the Baron.

“I've done my fair share of it in school.”

“Have you studied any other higher mathematics?’

“Oh, not redly,” said Gustave modestly. “1 helped Eingtein a bit when he passed through here. And
Shwarzchild wanted to cdl it the Gustave Radius, but | told him that he had done most of theinitid work
and it should redlly be the Shwarzchild Radius.” He sighed. “I never could help Schroedinger understand
those damned cats, though.”

“My God, man!” said the Baron, hiseyeswide. “Why have you been hiding in abookiejoint?’

“I haven't been hiding,” answered Gustave. “it's just deadbests like you who can't find me.”

“But why aren't you ascientist?’

“I had to loan Albert rent money last month,” said Gustave. “ Does that answer your question?’

“But think of the inestimable service you could be to humanity!” said the Baron.

“That didn't interest me even when | was human,” said Gustave. “ So why should | care now?’

“Don't you understand?’ said the Baron. “I want you to work with me! I'll make you afull partner!”

“Y ou mean youll give me haf of arun-down castle?’ said Gustave. “ Don't make melaugh.”

“What do you want to come to work with me?’

“Frd,” said Gustave, “1 want to start my business up again. Well runit out of Castle Steinmetz.”

“What ds?’

“I want my three hundred pounds.”

“Done.”

“Onemorething,” said Gustave. “ The next thing we work on isawifefor me.”

“Certainly,” said the Baron. “With your input, | should be able to create an exact replicaof Mary
Pickford.”

“I'll settlefor Mabe Normand,” said Gustave.
“Here,” said the Baron. “ Go over my noteswhile | get your money.”

He tossed a stack of papers onto the table next to Gustave and raced from the room. Gustave started
going over them, making little corrections here and there and muttering to himself. The Baron returned a



minute later and handed him three hundred pounds.
“Wdl?" said the Baron eagerly. “What do you think?’
“We havealot of work to do,” said Gustave.

“Oh?’

Gustave pointed to aline on the paper. “Either 5 times 7 equas 38, or Mary Pickford is going to have
feathers”

“But if you changethisnotationhere ,” said the Baron, pointing to another of Gustave's scribblings, “ she
not only won't have feathers, shelll bebad asan egg.”

“It'sonly fitting,” said Gustave, “ sincethis equation will diminate her amsand legs”
Ivor kind of sgnaled to me, and | walked over to him.

“I know better than to interrupt the master when he'slikethis,” he said, “so | will pay you what we owe
you.” He dipped meawad of hills. “ Thank you for your help, Doctor Jones.”

“Any time, Brother Ivor,” | said, counting the money and then putting it away in my pocket.
“Will you be staying in Bucharest?’ he asked.

“No, | don't think so,” | said. “Fromwhat | can see, the Baron's got the god biz pretty well under
control without no help from me, so I'd best be off to seek fame and fortune elsawhere.”

| followed him to the stairs, and was just starting to climb up out of the laboratory when | heard the
Baron say, “ So what'swrong with giving her three of them?

And then Gustave paused for amoment and said, “Not adamned thing, now that | cometo think of it.”

| left the two of them plotting out the shape of things to come, and that wasthe last | ever saw of Baron
Steinmetz and his home-made man ... but | guess they got dong pretty well together, because | did hear
acouple of yearslater of a Romanian burlesque dancer who had three of what most women generaly
settle for two of.

2. Doubled and Redoubled
Y ou know how some people are connoisseurs of fine art or rare books or gourmet food?
Wil, | seem to have become a connoisseur of jalls.

Thejailhouse back in Moaline, Illinoisiskind of acommunity gathering place on Saturday nights. The
Johannesburg jall is pretty friendly, but the food lacks alittle something. The Cairojail isnoisy and
crowded. The Nairobi jal ishot and stuffy. Thejail in Beria, over in Mozambique, iskind of cramped
and smdlls of raw sawage. The Hong Kong jail smells of dead fish. Thejail a Poshan iswell-gppointed,
and thejailor's got aweak spot for games of chance, but if you can't eat with chopsticks you're out of
luck.



But thestrangest jail | ever spent anight in was unquestionably thejail in Sylvania, atiny kingdom which
probably ain't on any map printed in the past haf century. It ssemsthey'd built this particular hoosegow
with the thought of filling it to the brim with criminas, but the people of Sylvaniawere a pretty
law-abiding lot, and dthough thejail had been standing for seven years, | wasitsfirst cusomer. Thejailor
was S0 glad to have alittle company that he moved afour-poster bed into my cell, and hiswife starting
fixing me asix-course med every three hours.

How | cameto bein the Sylvaniajail was amatter of some mystery to me, because | was till bound
and determined not to break no laws or otherwise impede my progress toward constructing my
tabernacle and bringing al these degenerate Europeans back to the straight and narrow path. So when |
hit Sylvania, with Baron Steinmetz's money lill pretty much intact, | disdained all games of chance, and
instead moseyed over to the Roya Hotel and ordered up the biggest suite in the house, intent on washing
the dust from my body and grabbing agood night's deep before | went out looking for donations or
shapely femade assistants or whatever else | thought the tabernacle might need.

| probably should have figured something was alittle strange when the desk clerk looked & me with
wide, staring eyes, gulped acouple of times, and said that of course | didn't have to pay for the room, but
| makeit apoint never to look no gift horsesin the mouth. And when apassdl of waiters brung up some
pheasant under glass and caviar and champagne and whedled it into my lounge with compliments of the
house, | just assumed they were being polite to aman of the cloth.

Still, since everyone was being so dl-fired nice to me, | decided to test the waters, asit were, and ask
one of the waitersto send up afriendly young Sylvanian lady to help me passthelong londly hours of the
night. He just took it right in stride and asked meif | preferred blondes or brunettes or redheads, and |
alowed that | was equaly fond of al of *em, and about half an hour later in came one of each.

And just asthefour of uswere getting to know each other and | was thinking that Sylvaniawas about
the most hospitable country thet | ever did vist, in burst two guysin tuxedos and two more in military
uniforms, and they chased the young ladies out and told me to get dressed and carted me off to the
calaboose without so much as aby-your-leave.

But likel said, the jail waswell-appointed and the service was better than I'd paid for in a batch of
hostdlries, so except for lacking alittle company of the femal e persuasion and wondering what particular
laws| had broken, | wasn't exactly discommoded a my current Situation, and truth to tell | was eating
better than I'd esten since I'd arrived in Europe.

Then, at about noontime, two of the guyswho'd arrested me the night before came to pay me avisit.
Oneof 'emwasdill in hismilitary uniform, al glittering with meda s and sporting agenerd'sinsgnia, and
the other was dressed in adour gray business suit. They nodded to thejailor, who let them into the cell
with me and then left the building.

“Wel, Heinrich,” said the Generd, “what do you think?’

Heinrich peered intently a me through amonocle. “It'sremarkable,” he said at last. “ Absolutely
remarkable.”

“| agree,” said the General. “Even here, in thelight of day, no one could tell the difference.”
“But it's such an audacious scheme,” protested Heinrich.

“It will work,” said the Generd adamantly.



“Excuse mefor interrupting,” 1 said, “but would you gentslike to tell mewhat I'm doing here, aclean-cut
God-fearing Christian who ain't never broke alaw in hislife?’

“My agpologies,” said the Generd. “But it was absolutely essentia that we speak to you before anyone
eselaid eyesonyou.”

“It wasn't exactly thelaying on of eyesthat got so ruddly interrupted last night,” | pointed out.
“Weforgiveyou for that,” said Henrich.

“Wadl, I'm surethat'sright generous of you,” 1 said, “but | hadn't quite got around to doing anything |
need to be forgiven for, if you understand my subtle but outraged meaning.”

“Forget dl that,” said the General. “We have important business to discuss with you.”
“Yeah?' | said.
He nodded. “Y ou could be the answer to our prayers.”

“Wél, youreinluck, Generd,” | said. “Answering prayersis one of the very best things| do, mebeing a
man of theclothand all.”

“You may beinluck, too, Reverend Jones,” said the Generd. “We have ajob for you. It's dangerous,
but the pay is excedlent, and you'll know that you are serving the cause of Right and Justice.”

“Uh ... back up acouple of stepsto the dangerous part,” | said.
“I won't decelveyou,” said the Generd. “Y our life will be congtantly at risk.”

“Wall, it sure has been nice chatting with you fellers,” | said, getting to my feet and walking to the door
of my cell. “But | think it'stimefor meto hit theroad.”

“A quarter of amilliondollars,” said the Generd.

“On the other hand,” | said, walking back to my bed and sitting back down on the edge of it, “it would
be rude to leave without &t least hearing you out.”

“I don't know,” said Heinrich. “Areyousure thisisour only option?’

“We both know it is,” answered the Generd. He turned to me. “We've yet to be formally introduced. |
am Generd Gruenwad, head of Sylvaniasarmy, and thisisLord Mayor Heinrich Rembert.”

“Pleased to meet you,” | said. “Let'stalk about the haf million dollars.”

“All in good time, Reverend Jones,” said the General. He pulled a photograph out of his pocket and
handed it over to me. “ Do you recogni ze the man in this picture?’

“Itsme” | said. “But | sure can't remember posing in al them fancy duds. It must have been took at a
carniva or something when | was on abender.”



“Itisnot you,” said Genera Gruenwald. “It isaphotograph of King Philbert of Sylvania, and it was
taken two weeks ago.”

“You don't say!”

“Wedo say,” replied Lord Mayor Rembert. “Y ou could be his double, Reverend Jones. The same wesk
chin, the same unkempt hair, the same look about the eyesthat inspires ingtant mistrust, even the same
dovenly way of waking.”

“All right,” | said. “I look like King Philbert. So what?’

“An attempt was made to nate Philbert the night beforelast,” said General Gruenwald. “He il
lives, but heisin the hospital, and will be confined therefor at least amonth. We believe that the attempt
on hislife was made by Wilhelm Von Sykoff, the leader of the opposition party. Von Sykoff isan evil
man, totally opposed to everything King Philbert stands for. He has begun spreading the rumor that
Philbert isdead, and if the people start to believe him, it will totaly destablize the kingdom. Y et the
doctorswill not permit Philbert any visitors, not even the members of our press, nor would it do any
good, since heis swathed in bandages from head to toe and cannot possibly be recognized even by those
nearest and dearest to him.” He paused. “ Do you see where thisis leading, Reverend Jones?’

“Y ou want to pay me aquarter of amillion dollarsto say aprayer for him?’ | asked.

“We want you to impersonate him,” said Mayor Rembert. “Tobecome King Philbert for the next four
weeks. To wear his clothes, make his speeches, eat hismeals, degpin hisbed.”

“If you can carry off thisilluson until Philbert is hedthy enough to resume hisduties, you will savethe
kingdom,” added Generd Gruenwald. “And for thiswe are prepared to pay you the sum of two hundred
and fifty thousand American dollars”

“Of course,” continued Lord Mayor Rembert, “we would be lessthan candid if we did not warn you
that Wilhelm Von Sykoff will probably redouble his effortsto kill you.”

“Why don't you just lock him away in some dungeon somewhere?’ | asked.

“Heisnot without hisfollowers” said Genera Gruenwald. “ Any such action would ingtantly precipitate a
avil war.”

“Wall, Reverend Jones,” said Lord Mayor Rembert, “will you do it?’
| mulled on it for aminute, and decided that even if | couldn't lock Von Sykoff away, maybe | could
make him my ambassador to Tasmaniaor Fiji or some place like that and be rid of him for the month |

had to pretend to be Philbert.

“Wdl,” | said at lagt, “I ain't never been king of my very own country, and my tabernacle could sure use
that money. Put half of it up front and you got yoursdlf aded.”

“In King Philbert's—ah,your —bedroom there isameta box in the top drawer of your dresser,” said
Generd Gruenwad. “The down payment will be there waiting for you by thisevening.”

“Perhaps you should tdl him that's notall that will bewaiting for him,” suggested the Lord Mayor.



The General nodded. “1'd dmost forgotten about Princess Griselda.”
“Princess Griselda?’ | repeated.
“Sheisyour—um, Philbert's —bethrothed. The wedding is scheduled for next spring.”

“Thatwill be your most severe test as Philbert'simpersonator,” said the Lord Mayor. “Do you think you
can handleit?’

“I'm quiteahand with theladies,” | said. “Except for the improvement, shelll never know the difference.”

“Then | suppose we'd best get to work,” said Genera Gruenwald. “WEll have to sneak you into the
palace and get you dressed in Philbert's clothes. Since everyone knows Philbert was shot two days ago,
it might be best to keep onearmin ading, or perhaps affect alimp.” He paused. “I'll be a your side night
and day to point out who you know, what their names are, what Philbert would do in given Situations.”

“Wadll, | gppreciate that, Generd Gruenwald,” | said. “Especidly during the days. But,” | added, thinking
of Grisdda, “I got afeding that | can handle the nights on my own.”

“Asyouwish,” said Generd Gruenwad. Heled meto the door of my prison cell. “ The sooner we begin,
the sooner well know if this audacious impersonation will work.”

“Soundsgood to me,” | said, faling into step beside him.

Wewalked out to acar that had al its back windows covered up, and then climbed into it and began
driving through the winding, stone-covered streets of Sylvania, passing anumber of churches and taverns
aong theway, until we pulled up to this huge pa ace with gargoyles peering down at the liveried
doormen. We zipped around to the servants entrance just next to the kitchen, and they snuck me up the
gtairs before anyone even knew we were there.

A minute later | was standing in thisroom that was only dightly smaler than Lumpini Stadium back in
Siam. Almost dl the furniture was painted gold aong the edges and covered with velvet, and the wals
were |oaded with paintings by some Dutchman who | figured was afriend of the family sincel'd seen
dancing hall posters that had more accurate renderings of what people looked like. Therewasa
mahogany table that could have sat the whole of the Chicago White Sox, dong with their manager and
coaches, for dinner. Off to one Side was a private cinematheater, but snce Generd Greunwald hadn't
never heard of ThedaBaraor ClaraBow, | figured I'd giveit apass. And finaly there was a bedroom,
with a huge four-poster bed that Solomon and &l hiswives could have bounced around on at the same
time. The bathroom held atub you could go sailing in, and ashower with five nozzles for them what didn't
havetimefor along, lesurely wallow.

“Wdl? said Genera Gruenwald.

| alowed that | could get used to my surroundings without putting forth an enormous effort.

“Let's get you dressed properly,” said the Lord Mayor, walking to acloset in which Baron Steinmetz
could have stashed a couple of hundred of his home-made men. He pulled out an outfit and tossed it over

tome. “Here” hesad. “Changeinto this”

When | was done, | looked a mysalf in one of the dozen or so mirrorsand | must admit that | was
mightily impressed. My jacket, which stopped at the waist, had gold epaul ettes and braid, and maybe



five pounds worth of medals, and the shiniest brass buttons | ever did see, and my pants were deep blue
with agold stripe down the side. My boots were soft, and polished within an inch of their lives.

“And now your sword,” said the Generd, attaching it around my waist.

“Uh ... thisPhilbert ain't prone to sword-fighting when he has too much to drink or loses histemper, is
he?’ | asked.

“Certainly not,” said the Generd. “It'smerdly for show. Although heis amaster swordsman.”
“And now,” said the Lord Mayor, “it'stimeto go downstairsfor dinner.”

Wewalked out the door of my suite and down ahuge winding staircase. Therewas alittle guy in glasses
waiting at the bottom.

“Am | supposed to know him?” | whispered.

“He'sareporter,” answered the General.

“What do | say to him?’

“Be vague and noncommittal.”

When we reached the end of the staircase, the little feller walked up to me.
“How are you feding, King Philbert?’ he asked.

“I'mfit asabull moose,” | said.

“I had heard you were badly wounded,” he said.

“Wall, let me amend that,” | said. “I'm fit as a bull moose what's been gut-shot.”
“I thought you were shot intheleg.”

“I was” | said quickly.

“Then why do you compare yoursdlf with abull moose that has been gut-shot?’

“Because | ain't never made the acquaintance of amoose that's been shot intheleg,” | said. Hejust kind
of stared a me, s0 | figured I'd change the subject. “Lovely day, ain'tit?’ | asked him.

“What do you plan to do about Wilhelm VVon Sykoff'stax bill?” he said.
“Think it may rain, though,” | said.

“All right, King Philbert,” he said with asigh. “Aslong as you fed compelled to discuss the wegther,
what do you think of it?’

“Oh, | gpprove of wegather,” | said. “And aslong asI'm the king, we're gonna haveit.”



He was about to ask me something €l se when the General led meinto the dining room.

Therewere abunch of peoplethere, al decked out to the nines, and the minute | entered the room they
all bowed. | didn't quite know what to do, so | bowed back, which set ’em all to bowing again. | figured
maybe we could just keep doing it al night long and not have to get around to talking at dl, but the
Genera nudged me and whispered that | should sit down, so | did, and then everyone else sat down too.

“I am pleased to see Y our Mgesty looking so well,” said alarge, burly man with ablack mustache and
lambchop sdeburns.

“Wll, | could stand to lose maybe a pound and ahdf,” | said modestly.

“I mean, you seem to have recovered from your unfortunate accident.”

“It takes more than forty or fifty bulletsto keep agood man down,” | answered.
“Careful,” whispered the Generd. “ That's Von Sykoff.”

“Have you any ideawho was behind this heinous act?’ asked Von Sykoff.

“Oh, probably some disgruntled retard who envies my manly good looks,” | said. “It ain't worth
worrying about. Now let'sal dig in and grab some grub.”

“Such quaint Americanisms,” chuckled alady, and | turned to see | was Sitting next to one of the prettier
femaesit had ever been my privilegeto see. “Y ou are such awit, Philbert!”

“The Princess Griselda,” whispered the Generadl.

“Why, thanks, Grisldahoney,” | said.

She shot me a smile that made meright anxious for dinner to end, and then Von Sykoff spoke up again.
“Has Y our Mgesty given any further consideration to my tax bill?” he asked.

“Not redly,” | said. “How much do you owe?’

Everyonekind of laughed at that, except for Von Sykoff, who turned a bright red.

“Your Mgesty isin arare humor thisevening,” he said through gritted teeth.

“You think that'sfunny?’ | said. “Have you ever heard the one about the dancing girl and the Albanian
priet?’

Well, | shared that little drollery with them, and then | told ’ em about the traveling salesman and the
architect's daughter, and then | topped it off with the tale of the airplane pilot and the Chinese virgin, and
even though | forgot the punch line everyone laughed fit to kill, and it suddenly occurred to methat 1 liked
being King, and that if old Philbert wanted to spend an extra couple of months recuperating it wouldn't
bother menoneat all.

“Thisisagdeof you I've never seen before,” said Grissldawhen | was dl donetelling my stories.
“Where did you ever learn such risque tales?’



“Grisdlda, honey,” | said, “you wouldn't believe how many sdes of me you ain't seen yet. After we get
rid of al these here guests, I'll take you upstairs and show you some of them.”

Shejust giggled like | wastelling another joke, and then the waiters brought out dessert, and eventudly
wewere al through eating, and then the General got up and proposed atoast to me, and everyone stood
up and yelled “Long live Philbert!” and we al drank up, and then the Lord Mayor did the same, and then
Griselda got up and drank to my hedlth, and | began to see that even if the people weren't ahundred
percent in favor of having aking instead of apresident, it could bregk every liquor company in Sylvaniaif
they ever changed the politica system.

“Suggest that we repair to the drawing room,” whispered the Generd after eight or nine more toasts.
“Folks,” | said, getting kind of shakily to my feet, snceI'd been matching ’em all toast for toast, “I just
been informed that the drawing room's broke and in need of repair. Let'sal mosey over there and seeif
wecanfix it

Everyone chuckled again, and | could see that Philbert never had to worry about people laughing at his
jokes, even when he wasn't necessarily making 'em, and then | stared at everyone and they al stared
back at me, and finally the Genera jabbed mein the short ribsand | jumped up, and then everyone else
got up and we dl wandered over to the drawing room, which wasfilled with fancy chairsand dinky little
tables but didn't have no drawing materias or even pencilsthat | could see.

| was about to amuse the guests with some more stories, but a bunch of guyswith violins started strolling
around the room. They finished when they wereright in front of me, and | figured | should probably reach
into my pocket and tip *em for their trouble, but they just bowed and thanked mefor letting *em perform
and walked off to the kitchen or wherever it wasthey'd come from.

One by one the guests sarted leaving, until there was no one left except Grisedlda and Von Sykoff, and
he came over and stood in front of me and stared a me.

“Y ou seem somehow different tonight, Y our Mgesty,” he said kind of suspicioudly.
“Yeah?' | asked. “Inwhat way?’

“Y our manner of expressing yourself, for onething.”

“Itsdl theragein Maline, Illinois” | said.

“How very witty,” he said with an oily smile. He bowed, and suddenly lowered his voice to awhisper.
“Y ou may fool the others, but not Wilhelm VVon Sykoff. Y our days are numbered, imposter.”

Then heturned on hished and |eft before | could tell the General what he'd said.
“Hesright,” said Grisdda.
“You know it too?’ | asked.

“That you're witty?’ shesaid. “ Absolutely. It was a very pleasant change, Philbert. Y ou seemed so tense
and gtern last week.”



“Probably my bootsweretoo tight,” | said.

She stood up and walked over to me. “ There's a beautiful moon out tonight,” she said. “ Shall we go for
awdk?’

“Why the hell not?’ | agreed.
“Philbert, you never used vulgarisms before,” said Griselda

“Weéll, they came chegp and they played nicemusic,” | said, taking her arm and heading for the front
door.

“I think I'd better accompany you, Y our Mgesty,” said the Generdl, joining us.
“| got the Situation well in hand,” | said.
“Itismy job to protect you.”

“Y ou protect me from Princess Griselda and you just might find out what it'sliketo be aprivate again,” |
sad.

“But...”
“I'mtheKing, an't1?’ | said. “And the King says. scram.”

He backed away, and we went outside, and Griselda turned to me. “Y ou seem so different tonight,
Philbert,” shesaid. “So forceful.”

“What's the point of being King if | can't voice afew terse commands as the mood strikesme?’ | said.
“But you've never behaved like that to Generd Gruenwad before.”

“Let him get hisown Princess,” | said, giving her afriendly little pinch in addicate area.
She dhrieked. “ Philbert!”

“Just being boyishly playful, my love” | sad.

“Y ou mustn't do that again until were married,” she said severdly.

Which waswhen | began to see that old Philbert'slove life hadn't yet |eft the starting gate.
“Refresh my memory,” | said. “ Just how long have we been engaged?”’

“Sinceyou werefiveand | wastwo,” she answered. “But you know that.”

“| dso know it's about time we brung this here courtship into the Twentieth Century.”
“What's come over you, Philbert?” she demanded.

“Probably it was getting shot by dl them bullets” | said. “It makesaman redize just how flegting lifeis”



“Iknew there was some reason for this strange behavior,” she said. “Doesit hurt much?’

“Only when | brestheinand out,” | said.

“Y ou poor man!” shesaid. “And here | am, thoughtlesdy making you walk around the grounds and
expend your energy only two days after thet frightful experience.”

“Now as| cometothink onit,” | said, “I probably would fed amite better if | went up to bed.”

“Certainly,” shesaid. “Let'sturn around and go right back inside.”

“1 don't want to disturb Genera Gruenwad and the Lord Mayor none,” | said. “Why don't we mosey
around to the back entrance?’

“If youwish,” shesad.

We reached the stairsin the back a couple of minuteslater, and | turned to her and shook her hand.
“Thanks, Griselda,” | said. “Y ou've been right understanding about my condition.”

“Can you makeit up the sairs yourself?’ she asked.

“I madeit up the seventh stair this afternoon before | collapsed,” | said. “I fedl alot stronger now. | can
probably make it to the tenth or even the eleventh before | have to crawl the rest of the way.”

She put my arm around her shoulders. “I'll help you,” she said.

“No,” I said. “Fun'sfun, but | can't have afull-blooded princess compromising her reputation on my
behaf, even though there ain't no one hereto see us.”

“Just be quiet and save your strength,” she said, helping me up thefirst Sair.

WEéll, it took some work, but we made it up to the second floor, where | dropped to my knees and told
her I'd make it the rest of the way without her.

“I won't hear of such athing,” she said, helping meto my feet and letting me lean on her until we reached
the bedroom.

“I'll bedl right now,” | said.
“You'resure?’ sheasked.

“Yeah,” | said. “I'm supposed to bathe my wounds every two hours, but that can wait til morning.”

“And risk infection? Nonsensal”

“I don't know what we're gonnado about it,” | said. “If | can't giveyou afriendly little pinch, | hardly
figger | can take my clothes off in front of you.” | paused for amoment. “ Of course, | could turn the lights
out and have you swab my woundsin the dark.”



“Wadl ... " shesad hesitantly, “1suppose that would be dl right. After dl, theydo have to be cleaned.”

Modesty and a sense of literary decorum forbids me from relating the rest of the scene, except to say
that after she couldn't find no wounds on me| started pointing out where they were on her so she would
have afirmer grasp of the Situation, and pretty soon we were grasping each other so firmly that both of us
plumb forgot about my wounds, and we might have stayed like that forever except that about four in the
morning | woke up and started fedling kind of eleven o'clockish agood seven hours early, so | climbed
back into my clothes and moseyed on down to the kitchen to seeif | could scare up alittle snack, and
ran smack-dab into Generd Gruenwald and Lord Mayor Rembert, who were there sipping glasses of
brandy.

“Y ou took an enormousrisk,” said the Generd. “Y ou should never be aone with anyone who knows
Philbert.”

“There are certain circumstances under which threeisacrowd,” | answered. “Or at least amighty
peculiar arrangement.”

“Has she guessed who you are yet?’
“No,” | said. “But Von Sykoff has. Or, a least, he'sguessed who | ain't.”

“Damn!” muttered the Generd. “Wed better triple the guard around Philbert. If Von Sykoff can't get to
him, hell have to come &fter you.”

13 M el?l
The Generd nodded. “ Absolutely.”

“I don't know how to tell you thisgently,” | said, “but from my particular point of view, that ain't a
consummeation devoutly to be wished.”

“One can't dways have what one wants,” said the Generd.

Wi, asyou can imagine, | wasn't in no mood to deep after this particular conversation, and Grisalda
wasin no mood to wake up, so | finally took to wandering through the palace, absently pocketing such
littleobjets d'art as caught my eye.

By sun-up the palace was bustling with activity, and | grabbed some breskfast, and then | figured it was
time to wake Griselda and send her home, so | went up to the bedroom, but she had other ideas, most of

which I'd given her the night before, and it was another hour before | made it back downgtairs, wherethe
Genera and the Lord Mayor were waiting for me.

“It'stime for you to make a speech to Parliament,” said the Lord Mayor.

“What about?’ | asked.

“The economy,” said the General. “Weve written it down for you. All you haveto doisread it.”
It sounded easy enough, so | took aquick look at it while we were driving over to the Parliament

building, and then, after waiting in the wings to be introduced, | walked up behind a podium and started
reading it, but when | came to the part about how we were going to raise the peasants  taxesagain | got



abetter idea, s0 | just put the speech aside and suggested that maybe we should just let Wilhelm Von
Sykoff and his cronies pay for the government, since they weretrying to sted it anyway, and suddenly
Von Sykoff was on hisfeet cursng a blue streak and demanding satisfaction, and | explained as patiently
as| could that if he hadn't gotten no satisfaction last night | felt right sorry for him, but we didn't want to
hear about his sexua problems on the floor of the Parliament.

Then hewalked up to the podium and took his glove off and kind of waved it a my face, so | took it
from him and tried it on, and explained it was amite large for me and did he have anything in the next
smaler size, and suddenly he was cursing again and carrying on something awful, and inssting that we
haveadud.

“Some other time,” | said. “I'm busy giving this here speech now.”

“Youmust face him, Y our Mgesty,” said one of the members of the Parliament.

“lam facing him,” | said. “I just an't gonnafight him.”

“Thehonor of Sylvaniademandsit,” said another.

“Héesno Sylvanian!” shouted VVon Sykoff. “He's an imposter!”

“Don't pay him no never-mind,” | said. “He's been out in the sun too long.”

“Would King Philbert behave like this?” demanded V on Sykoff. “ He has many faults, but cowardice
ign't one of them!”

| turned to Generd Gruenwald, who was gtill standing beside me.

“What happensif | admit he'stelling the truth?” | whispered.

“Y ou lose the quarter million, and the mob tears you apart.”

“Andif | don't admit it?’

“Then you have to accept hischalenge.”

“What wegponsis he good with?’ | asked.

“All of them.”

“Let mere-word that just abit,” | said. “Isthere anything heain't good at?’

“Losing,” said the Generd.

Wil | figured aslong as | was probably going to die anyway, | might just aswdll diefighting for a
quarter of amillion dallars, so | turned back to Von Sykoff and said, “ Okay, if you want afight, you got
one.”

Everyone stood up and cheered, and Von Sykoff just grinned at me and bowed.

“I choose swords,” he said. “ Everyone knows that Philbert is asuperb swordsman. If | am wrong, he



will make short work of me.”
The Lord Mayor stepped between us and turned to me.

“What type of sword do you sdlect, Your Magesty?’

“Therearetypes?’ | asked.
“Certainly,” said the Lord Mayor. “ There arefoils, epees, sabres, scimitars, broad's swords...”

| thunk about it for amoment, and | figured that from the sound of it abroad's sword was probably a
dinky little weapon that might not draw much blood, and that maybe we could dl shake handsand havea

drink when the fight was over.
“| choose broad's swords,” | said.

There was a gasp from the audience.

“But we haven't used broad's swords this century!” exclaimed Von Sykoff.
“Wadll, if you want to cal the thing off, | got no serious objections,” | said.

“No!” he snapped. “Broad's swordsit is.”

Wéll, they cleared ahuge areain the middle of the floor, and we each took off our fancy coats and
rolled up our deeves, and then two big burly guyswalked out with along box that looked likeit weighed
aton, and they set it on the edges of two chairs and took the top off, and there were the two biggest,
heaviest swords | ever did see, and | couldn't help but wonder what kind of broads had been ableto

fight with them.

Von Sykoff walked over, placed both his hands on the handle of one broad's sword, and dragged it
away to where he had been standing. | tried to lift the other one and couldn't, and finally the two guys
who had carried ’em out gingerly hefted up the point and helped me take it back to where | was

supposed to dart.

“Areyou ready, Wilhem?’ asked the Lord Mayor.

“Ready,” muttered VVon Sykoff.

“Areyou ready, Your Mgesty?’

“Ready?’ | said. “Hell, | can't even pick the damned thing up.”

“It washis choice,” said Von Sykoff. “He can't back out now.”

“I'm afraid he'sright, Y our Mgesty,” said the Lord Mayor. “Y ou will begin on the count of three: one,
two, three!”
Wi, Von Sykoff somehow or other managed to raise his broad's sword over hishead while | was il

trying to lift mine off the ground, and he kind of staggered over to where | was. | could see he was about
to take amighty big swing withit, so | made one last effort and pulled on the handle with al my might, but



the damned sword was s0 heavy and my hands were swegting so badly that | lost my grip on it and fell
backward just as VVon Sykoff's sword came down on where | had been.

It hit the marble floor with the loudestclang! | ever did hear, and suddenly Von Sykoff shrieked and
dropped his sword and fell to hisknees.

“I think | broke both my hands!” he said.

Hetried to pick his sword up, screamed again, and let go of it.

“Your Mgesty isfreeto administer thecoup de gras at your leisure,” said the Lord Mayor.
“What in theworld do | want acup of grassfor?’ | asked.

“He meant you may dedliver the deeth blow whenever you wish,” said the General.

“I can't even lift my sword,” | said. “ Besides, the Good Book tells us never to smite a hel pless opponent,
especidly when heé'sgot alot of friends and relations watching. Why don't you just cart him off to
calaboose and give him a couple of monthsto think about whether heredlly wantsto kill the King?’

“1 haven't broken any law!” protested V on Sykoff.

“Wéll, theré's another dternative,” | said agreeably. “We can al hang around here until | figure out how
tolift my sword and finish thefight.”

“No,” said Von Sykoff. “Youwin.”

So they took him away, and everyone cheered, and even hisfollowersfiggered | was a pretty nifty King
for letting him live, and the Generd was pleased asdl get-out and said that hed make surethat Von
Sykoff stayedin jail until Philbert was back in shape, and the Lord Mayor said that thingswould be so
peaceful for the next month that they could announce | had taken avacation to the Alps and no one
would try to overthrow the government, so | could take my money and leaveif | was of amind to.

It was amighty tempting proposition, but being the noble and decent Christian gentleman | am | just
couldn't bring myself to bresk poor Grisalda's heart, so | hung around for another few weeks, and when
Philbert findly got back on the job he found himself amighty changed and friendly fiancee.

Asfor me, | findly had enough money to build my tabernacle, and | figured it was time to go scout out
the proper location for it—and besides, I'd made it dmost a month without running into one of the ladies
whose sword I'd used, and the Good Book tells us not to press our luck when we're on awinning stresk.

3. Treasure Hunting

| figured that if | wasfinally going to settle down and build my tabernacleit made alot of senseto do it
where the weather was pleasant al year around and the people had been sinning for agood long time, so
| headed south to Greece to scout out properties.

| wanted something with anice view, maybe on ahillside or something likethat, but dl | could findin
Athenswere abunch of red old buildingsthat were faling apart. So | went further out to the countryside,
where the buildings weren't alot newer but the land was chegper, and findly found mysdf in alittle town
caled Tinos, overlooking the Aegean Sea. | decided to put off looking for aroom until | stopped off a a



local bar for alittle something to quench my thirst with maybe just enough acohal init to whip the tar out
of thegerms.

| took my glassto atable in the corner and sat down to drink it in peace and quiet, when suddenly a
familiar-looking figure sat down next to me.

“Wadll, fancy meeting you here, Doctor Jones!”

“Y ou got me mistook for someoneelse,” | said as soon as | recognized him. “1 ain't never heard of no
Doctor Jones.”

“Nonsense!” he said with asmile. “Thisisme, Erich Von Horgt, you'retaking to.”

“Every other time ever talked to you | wound up dead broke and usualy in the hoosegow,” | said
llenly.

“Let'slet bygones be bygones,” he said amiably. He signaed for two more drinks. “1'm buying.”
“You ain't never bought nothing inyour life,” | said.
“Y ou mustn't be so hitter, Doctor Jones,” hesaid. “Intheend, dl it will doisget you an ulcer.”

“Why ain't you gtill back in Africa, cashing in on dephants graveyards and lost diamond mines and the
like?’ | asked.

“Because | found something better herein Greece,” he said.

“Wadll, | wish you luck withit, and don't cal me, I'll cdl you,” | said.

“Isthat any way to speak to an old friend?” asked Von Horst with ahurt expression on hisface.
“Show mean old friend and I'll think about it,” | said.

“I seeyou Hill have your ddightful sense of humor.”

“Look,” | said. “Thefirg timel laid eyes on you you robbed me of two thousand poundsin Dar es
Sdaam.”

“| paid you back,” he said.

“With counterfeit money,” 1 said. “ That wasthetimewe met in Algeria”

“Youdid try to swindle me out of the Jacobean Red L etter edition of the Bible,” he pointed out.
“There ain't no such thing as a Jacobean Red L etter edition of the Bible!” | shouted a him.
“Ah, but you didn't know it when you tried to cheat me out of it.”

“All 1 know isyou wound up with the biggest ruby in Africaand | wound up with abunch of money that
wasn't worth the paper it waswrit on!”



“That'sdl inthe past,” said Von Horst with ashrug. “I'm a changed man. I'll be happy to make
amends”

“I'll just bet,” | said.

“If you'd like, we can go to my hotel room just as soon aswe've daked our thirgt, and I'll pay you the
seven thousand pounds | owe you—the two thousand from Dar es Salaam and the five thousand from
Algeria”

“Fine” | said, asthe waiter brought us our drinks. “And in the meantime, don't say aword.”

“Why on earth not?’ he asked.

“Because every timel ligento you it costs me money.”

“Doctor Jones, you cut meto the quick!”

“It'sapretty tempting thought,” | said.

“Truly, you migudge me,” said Von Horgt. “1 wish there was some way to make amendsfor al the
trouble | seem to have caused you.”

“Jugt give me my money and get out of my life, and well cal it square,” | said.

“I said | would, and I will,” replied Von Horst. He peered across the table a me. “Haveyou got any
money?”

“That's none of your business.”
He grinned. “ Thatmuch?’
“I don't want to hear this,” | said.

“Forget the seven thousand pounds, Doctor Jones,” he said. “How would you like to make somereal
money?

“Withyou?’ | asked.

“yes”

“I'd hateit.”

“Y ou could triple your investment in aweek.”

“You want meto start quoting psalms at you,” | asked, “or should | just hold up across to make you go
away?'

“There's absolutely no risk involved.”

1] GO al\/w.”



“| just want to make amends for our prior misunderstandings,” he said.
“Shutup,” | said.

He shrugged. “Asyou wish.”

| finished my drink and sat there staring at my glassfor afew minutes.
“I could triple my money inaweek?’ | said a last.

“Atthevery lesst.”

“I don't want to hear about it,” | said. “Just leave me aone.”
“Certainly,” hesad.

| lit acigarette and smoked it al the way down.

“Norisk?' | said.

“Noneat al.”

“Then what do you needme for?’

“I don't,” hesaid. “I'm smply trying to make restitution for my past indiscretions.”
“Let'shearit,” | said.

“Not here,” said Von Horg. “Too many interested ears are listening. Let's go back to my hotel, and I'll
lay it out for you.”

Hegot up and | followed him out.

“Beautiful place, Greece,” he said aswe walked down the pavement. “ Far more opportunities for
entrepreneurs like you and me than there werein Africa, eh, Doctor Jones?’

“Y ou seemed to find more than your sharein Africa,” | said.
“Do | detect atrace of bitterness?’ he said.

“Von Hord, | trust you about asfar as| can spit with my mouth closed,” | said. “I'll listen to you until |
spot your scam, and then I'm taking my seven thousand pounds and leaving.”

“That'sdl that | ask, Doctor Jones,” he said. “By the way, since were such old friends, may | call you
Lucfer?’

1] NO-”

“Asyouwish,” hesad with asigh. “But after | explain thisded to you, youre going to redize that I'm
truly doing you an enormous favor.”



“The next favor you do anyonewill bethefiret,” | said. “Let'sjust get thisover with.”
“Ah, herewe are,” he said, sopping in front of alittle waterfront hotel.

“Y ou're making seven thousand an afternoon and you're stayinghere ?’ | asked.

“| don't want to attract undue attention to mysdlf,” he said. “Comeonin.”

He waved to the desk clerk, and we climbed up to the fourth floor, where he opened adoor and led me
into asuite of rooms.

“I'verented the entire floor,” he said. “Have a seat, Doctor Jones. Can | get you something to drink?’
“Not athing,” | answered him. “ Just say what you've got to say and then fork over my money.”

“All right,” he said, Stting down on asofaand lighting athin cigar. “L ook out the window and tell me
what you see.”

“The Aegean Seq,” | said.
“Wrong, Doctor Jones,” he said enthusiastically. “It's abank, and theres no door on the vault.”
“What the hell are you talking about?’ | said.

“I'm saying that we'rein smilar lines of businessthese days, Doctor Jones,” hereplied. “You'rein
sdvation, and I'min savage”

“I don't think | follow you.”

“You save souls. | savetreasures.”

“Treasures?’ | repested.

“Do you know how many shipslay beneath that cam surface, Doctor Jones?’

“Afew,” | said.

"Hundreds!" he said, leaning forward. “Warships, trading ships, pirate ships. The treasure they carry
runsintobillions !” He walked over to adesk, took a diamond necklace out of the top drawer, and
tossed it to me. “| picked this up yesterday morning. Take agood look at it.”

“Itlooksredl,” | said.

“Itisred!”

“Okay,” | said. “It'sredl. So you're arich man. So what do you needme for?’

“It'snot that smple,” he said with aheavy sigh.

“Somehow it neveris,” | sad.



“Let melay the dituation out for you,” he said. “I came here with alot of money to invest. Somefool
bought the dephants graveyard from me'—I decided not to tell him that the fool was my former partner,
Colonel Carcosa, who was probably ill gathering dust in aMozambique jail—"and | was serioudy
considering retiring. Then | heard about Mazarati's map.”

“Mazarati'smap?’ | asked.

“Enrico Mazarati, anineteenth century Itdian sailor, spent hisentire adult life making amap that marked
the location of every wrecked ship in the Aegean, going back to Pericles time. At first | thought it wasa
myth, but it piqued my curiogity, and the more | looked into it, the more | became convinced that the map
existed. It took me dmost five yearsto hunt it down, and it took every penny | had to purchase it—but
itsmine now! In the two months I've had it, you wouldn't believe what I've pulled out of the seal”

“| repeat: what do you needme for?’

“Wadll, theresalittle problem with the authorities” he said. “ They seem to bdlieve that anything taken out
of the Aegean belongsto them, whereas | persondly have aways believed that possession isone
hundred percent of the law.”

“Not totally unreasonable,” | alowed.

“Since | haven't been able to win them over to my position, | am unableto sdll the treasuresI've
accumulated until suchtimeas| can ... ah ...covertly remove them from the country,” continued Von
Horgt. “I'm finding more every day, but given the Situation, my cash flow isn't quite what it should be.”

“You'rebroke,” | said.

“Wadll, not entirely,” hereplied. “1 can afford my rooms at the hotel, and | have asmall boat—but with a
magjor infusion of capita, | could hire the best boat and equipment for the job, and pull these treasures up
by the carload rather than one at atime.” He looked a me. “ Do you see wherethisisleading?’

“Let meseethemap,” | said.

Hewalked over to apainting of a seascape that was hanging on the wall, turned it over, and there, taped
to the back of it, was Enrico Mazarati's map, showing the exact locations of maybe four hundred sunken

ships

“How do | know thisisn't just another scam?’ | asked.

“I show you Mazarati's map and youstill distrust me?’ he demanded.
“Anyone can draw up amap,” | said.

“Takethe necklace to any jeweler in town and haveit evaluated,” he said. “If it'snot legitimate, I'll pay
you double what | owe you and never darken your door again.”

“Let'sleaveit a that,” | said, getting up and stuffing the necklace in my pocket. “I'll take it around in the
morning, and if it'slegit, I'll be back here a noon.”

“Fine” he sad, standing up and walking me to the door. “ Once you find out what it's worth, I'm sure
you will be tempted to take it and smply leave the country. If you do that, two thingswill happen: firg, |



will inform the authorities that you have stolen a pricel essrelic belonging to the Greek government, and
second, you will not be alowed to share in the vast treasure that 1've yet to recover.”

“What athing to suggest about aman of the cloth!” | said, working up agood head of outrage and
wondering how he'd figured out my plans so fast.

| find mysdlf anice old rooming house with lots of character, and the more | thought about it, the more |
decided that future generations of touristswould never forgive meif | gave them enough money to cover
those beautiful old stucco walls with ugly-looking wallpaper, so | kind of tiptoed out while the desk clerk
was on the phone, and then | took Von Horst's necklace up the street to the first jeweler | could find.
The man looked at it, then blinked a couple of times, looked again, and offered me ten thousand dollars
if I could provel wasthe owner. | thanked him for histime, told him I'd consider it, and then, because |
knew just how dy Von Horst was, | took it to three other jewelers, just in case he'd paid a couple of 'em
off. Every one of them assured methat it was authentic.

Thiswasn't exactly what | had expected to hear, and it put awhole new light on things. Obvioudy the
Mazarati map wasthe pure quill, and VVon Horst would never have trusted mewith red diamondsif he
hadn't been sure 1'd come back ... which meant that he redlly did have a cash flow problem.

And suddenly | saw away to make enough money to put me and God on Easy Street while paying Erich
Von Horst back for al them times held duped me back in Africa

My mind made up, | grabbed some breskfast, waited until noontime, and mosayed over to hishotd.
“Wdl?’" hesad.

“It'sred,” | said, handing the necklace back to him.

“Areyouinor out?’ he asked.

“In,” | said.

“Excdlent,” he said, shaking my hand. “Well begin this afternoon.”

“Wadl, we got alittle problem there,” | said. “My money ain't where |l canlay my handsonit. Itll take
me a couple of daysto moveit to Tinos.”

Hefrowned. “1 hateto wait,” he said. “Every day we st hereis another day that someone €lse might
discover some of the treasure. How much money are we talking about?’

“Maybe aquarter of amillion,” | said.
“Pounds?’
“Dallars”

“That'sfabulous!” he exclaimed. “For that kind of money, we can buy every boat in Tinos. Well lock
the competition out!”

“They can dways go to some other town and buy boats,” | said.



“By thetimethey do that and get back here, welll have pulled up the treasure from all the nearby
wrecks,” replied Von Horgt, “and without the Mazarati map they'll never find therest ... and that done
will pay for the boats twenty times over.”

“Sounds good to me,” | said.

“Inthemeantime,” he added, “there's no reason why we shouldn't pull aquick ten or twenty thousand
dollars out of the seathis afternoon. I've got until sundown on the boat 1've been using before the lease
runsout.”

“Sounds good to me,” | said. “Just give me sometimeto send for the money.”
“Fine” hesad. “I'll meet you at the docksin, shall we say, an hour?’
“Makeit two, just to be on the safeside,” | said.

Thefirgt thing | did when | |eft his hotel was go to aloca map shop and buy a map of the area just about
the same size asthe Mazarati map. Then | took it to the library, where no one would bother me, and
traced it onto asheet of blank paper | had bought, so it would look like the authentic Mazarati map.
Findly, | marked about four hundred shipwreck locations, just making little X's like the Mazarati map
had done. When | wasthrough, | threw the origina map into the garbage and folded up the map I'd just
made and stuck it into one of my pockets. Then | went to the dustiest, emptiest section of the library,
pulled out my wad of money, and stuck it behind ahuge copy of Eighteenth Century British Maritime
Rules and Regulations , which looked like it hadn't been touched since Queen Victoriawasin bloomers.

| checked with the head librarian on the way out and found that the place was open until six o'clock.
Then | went on down to the docks, where | found VVon Horst waiting for me by a beat-up fishing boat
with amotor that looked like it had seen alifetime's worth of better days.

“Thisiswhat were going out in?’ | asked.

“It's seaworthy, and it doesn't attract attention,” he said. “I've got the diving gear hidden under the
canvas.” Hetossed me afishing rod. “Here. Let people see you holding this so they think werejust a
pair of tourists going out for alittle sport.”

Wl | spent acouple of minutes playing with the rod for the benefit of any onlookers, and then we
hopped into the boat and VVon Horst started the motor, and when we were maybe amile off the shore he
pulled out his map and checked his compass, then turned about two hundred yardsto his|eft.

“We should be right over the wreck of thelsadora ,” he said.

“Never heard of it.”

“It'san old Spanish gdleon that theoretically carried grain and fabrics, but actudly trafficked in stolen
gemstones.” He pulled back the canvasto reved adeepseadiving suit. “I'm afraid dl | could afford was
one. Well taketurnsusing it. Y ou can gofirg.”

“Me?’ | sad. “1 ain't never been in nothing like that. How do | breathe?’

“The same asdways,” hesad. “I'll pump the air while you're benesth the surface.”



“Just aminute,” | said. “Who pumped the air for you before | showed up?’

“A lovely young lady of my acquaintance who thought we were looking for shells” he said. “Thediving
outfit was too heavy for her to manipulate, so she never dove down and hence never knew about all the
sunken ships.”

| climbed into the deepsea suit, and as Von Horst was adjusting my helmet, | said, “Y ou redlize that if
you stop pumping air, two things are gonna happen: first, I'm gonnadie, and second, you ain't never
gonnasee apenny of that quarter million.”

“I swear | never met such adistrustful man,” he said.

Wéll, helowered me down, and | turned on the light at the top of my helmet. There were enough fish to
feed the whole of Hong K ong with maybe enough left over for Tokyo, but findly they cleared away and
suddenly | could seethisold, rotting Spanish ship. It took awhile to learn how to maneuver, but

eventudly | landed on the deck, and walked into a couple of the rooms, which didn't have nothing in
them except old rotting furniture.

But when | hit the third room, | tried the top drawer of a dresser that hadn't rotted apart yet, and insde it
was abunch of bright, glittery stuff. | picked it up, stuck it in a pouch on my outfit, waked back out to
the deck, and signaled that | wanted VVon Horst to pull me up.

“Did you find anything?’ he asked when | wasfindly back on the boat.

| reached into my pouch and pulled out one of the objects.

“A diamond tiaral” he said. “Fit for a queen—or areputable fence. What else do you have?’

| emptied the pouch, and we counted up two sets of diamond earrings and a pearl necklace,

“Not bad, partner,” he said. “Did you ransack the whole boat?’

“I just tried three or four cabins,” | said. “There must befifty 'em.”

“I think I'll go down and have alook for mysdlf,” he said. “If you don't mind climbing out of the suit.”

It took about ten minutes for me to get out of the outfit and him to get back in, and then he was down
ingpecting the ship and | was pumping air to him. | figured an experienced treasure hunter like him would
stay down haf an hour or so, but lessthan aminute later he jerked on the line, the sgna that he wanted
to come up. | hauled him to the surface, and then, just before dragging him up out of the water and onto
the deck, | took the phony map out of my pocket and substituted it for the Mazarati map, which |
removed from his coat and tucked insde my shirt.

“That was mighty fast,” | said.

“Sharks,” he said, removing the helmet and starting to climb out of the outfit. “One of them looked like
hewasthinking of biting right through the air hose.”

“Well, we made a pretty decent haul anyway,” | said. “1 suppose we can come back when my money
arives”



“Still,” hesaid, “it seems a shame to waste the rest of the afternoon. | can find another location on the

“It ain't necessary,” | said.
“It'sno problem,” heinsgsted. “The map'sright here.”

“I'madll tuckered out,” | said, sincel didn't want him doing no close ingpection of the map. “I ain't used
to waking around underwater like unto afish.”

“You'resure?’ he said, waking over to hisjacket. “It's no trouble to find another ship.”
| grabbed my stomach and moaned. “1 think I'm getting a case of thefolds.”

“Y ou mean the bends?”’

“Whatever,” | moaned. “Let'sjust pack it in and go on home.”

“Whatever you say,” replied Von Horgt, turning his atention from the map to the engine, and about half
an hour later we were parked at one of the docks.

“How areyou feding?’ he asked when we got back on dry land.
“Better,” | said.
“If you're up to dinner, welll celebrate today's finds with the best medl in town. My treat.”

“I don't think | could look at food tonight,” | said. “I'll just go back to my room and lay down. | should
befit again by themorning.”

“Take dl the time you need to recuperate,” he said. “ Aslong as your money won't arrive for a couple of
days, and my lease on the boat has run out, you might as well spend tomorrow in bed regaining your
grength. I'll meet you the day after tomorrow.”

“Sounds good to me,” | said.
“Take carenow,” he said. “I'd hate to |ose you before the money arrives.”

Well, that sounded like the Von Horst | knew, so | bade him good-bye and started staggering off, with
the Mazarati map, thetiara, the necklace, and the earrings al safely tucked away on various parts of my
person. When | was sure | was out of sight, | straightened up and resumed my normal gate and rushed
over to thelibrary, when | retrieved my money.

Then, while Von Horst ate his fancy dinner and went back to his suiteto relax, | went down to the
docks and bought every boat in town. Most of the here sailors and fishermen drove mighty hard

bargains, but by dawn | owned every boat in Tinos and still had about two thousand dollars left, which as
far as| could seeleft Von Horst out in the cold and made me the sole owner of the treasures on
Mazarati's map.

Then, bright and early the next morning, while Von Horst was till aseep, | went down to the docks,



found the boat Von Horst had leased, and hired alittle Greek feller to pump my air for me. | pulled out
Mazarati's map, pinpointed thelsadora , and steered the boat until we were directly over it. Then |
changed into the deepsea gear and went down to find some treasure.

Wi, I must have spent three hours going over thelsadora , and | couldn't find so much asatie pin.
Finaly | went back up to the surface and took the boat back to shore, where | figured on having lunch
before setting out to spend the afternoon going over the rest of thelsadora .

| was sitting down eating asandwich in alittletaver na when aheavyset, bearded feller who smelled of
fisnwaked up to me.

“You are Lucifer Jones, are you not?’ he asked.
“The Right Reverend Lucifer Jonesat your service,” | said.

He pulled up achair and sat down across the table from me. “1 wonder if you could answer aquestion,
Reverend Jones,” he said.

“If it'swithin my power, I'd be right happy to, Brother,” | said. “What particular question did you havein
mind?’

“What is s0 va uable about our boats that you paid so much for the entire fleet?”’
“Let'sjust say I'm akind of collector,” | told him.

He leaned back and scratched hishead. “1 didn't know anyone collected old fishing boats,” he said. “I
guess Mr. Von Horst was right.”

“VonHorst?’ | said. “What's he got to do with anything?’

“When he bought our fleet two days ago, hetold usthet if we were patient, a collector would come by
sometime within the next week and buy the whole fleet for at least ten timeswhat he paid for it.”

“But | didn't buy the boatsfromhim ,” | said, with that old familiar sinking feding in the pit of my
stomach. “1 bought em fromyou guys”

“Oh, no,” he corrected me. “They have been Mr. Von Horst's boats for two days. But he was very
generous. he paid us each afifteen percent commission to sdl them for him.”

“Whereishe now?’ | demanded.

The man shrugged. “I don't know. He collected his money while you were out fishing this morning, and
that wasthelast | saw of him.”

| raced out of the restaurant and didn't stop until | cameto ajeweler, one of thefew | hadn't visited with
the diamond necklace the day before.

“Quick,” | said, dapping thetiara, the earrings, and the pearls down on the counter. “What are these
worth?’

Hejust looked at them without even putting on hislittle eyepiece, and then turned to me. “ The same



thing they were worth when | sold them to Mr. Von Horst last week,” he said. “ About three dollars.
Widl, make that two—they almost |ook like someone has been keeping them in salt water. See how the
gold paint is pitted here?’

“Y ou mean you only ded in costumejewery?’ | demanded.

“Of coursenot,” hereplied. “I ded in whatever the market will bear. In fact, if you'd like atruly beautiful
piece of authentic jewelry, perhaps | can interest you in this diamond necklace that Mr. Von Horst just
returned after renting for aweek.”

He held up the same necklace I'd had appraised the day before, and | screamed a couple of things|
hoped my Silent Partner didn't overhear, and rushed off to Von Horst's hotel. As | was heading to the
stairway, the desk clerk looked up and called over to me.

“Doctor Jones?’

“Yeah?

“I'm afraid your friend has checked out. Something about an illnessin the family. Heleft you thisnote.”
| walked over to the desk, opened the envelope, and read as follows: My dear Doctor Jones:

How very fortuitous it was to meet you once again. Very few people, having been burnt once, will
willingly stick their hands in the fire a second time, and yet here you are, after three unfortunate
experiences on the Dark Continent, once again attempting to swindle me.

Sill, some people are slower learners than others, and while | was not waiting specifically for
you, you can imagine my surprise and delight when you showed up in the bar the other night.

By now you have doubtless figured out that there never was an Enrico Mazarati. He is one of my,
shall we say, business names, and | hereby will himto you, along with the map that took me the
better part of an afternoon to draw. (It won't do you much good, alas; | have been assured that
thelsadorais the only wreck within fifty miles of here.) Nor are there any sharks in the vicinity; |
knew you couldn't switch maps while you were pumping air, so | decided that the sooner | came
back to the surface, the sooner you would be free to steal my map and begin bringing this affair to
a satisfactory conclusion.

Sill, you might ook at the bright side: you are now the commander of your very own fishing
fleet. | trust this pleases you, as | am afraid you are stuck with it, since you paid approximately
one thousand percent of market value for the boats, and the commissions | handed out this
mor ning have all been earmarked for new boats.

Oh, and keep the pearls and the tiara: there's always a chance you may run into a young lady
who is as greedy and gullible as you yourself are.

Yr. Obdt. Sut.,
Erich Von Horst

Five seconds later | got a case of the bends.



4. The Logt Continent
After my unfortunate treasure hunting experience off the coast of Tinos, | decided to head back to
Athens. | couldn't see no sense purchasing afirgt-class compartment that might better go to visiting
roydty, assuming any such wasin the area and hankering for anight on the town in Athens, so | moseyed
up thetrack about amile, figuring to hop alift in afreight car and save the price of aticket.

Wiell, it turns out that | wasn't the only guy with that idea, because | found an old feller sitting nextto a
amadl fire, warming up acup of coffeein an empty tin can.

“Howdy,” | said. “You mind if | join you?’

“Hdpyoursdf,” hesad in perfect American. “Y ou sound like a countryman.”

“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jonesat your service,” | said, shaking hisgnarly old hand.
“Pleased to meet you,” he said. “I'm Zachariah MacDonad, from West Allis, Wisconsin.”

“Were precticaly neighbors,” | said. “1 hail from Moline, Illinois—though | ain't been back there, or
evento America, in many ayear.”

“Meneither,” said MacDondd. “What are you doing herein Tinos?’
“Mostly looking for away out,” | said.
“1 mean, what are you doing abroad in the first place?’ he asked.

“I heard the Siren song of romance, mystery and adventure,” 1 said. “Aswell asthe footsteps of various
biased and misguided prosecuting atorneys coming up behind me.”

“Where are you off to?’ he asked.

“Oh, it don't make much difference,” | said. “ Athens seems as good aplace asany.”
“Y ou don't sound wildly enthused,” said MacDonald.

“One placeis pretty much like another,” | said. “It dl depends on the opportunities.”

“Now therewe disagree,” hesaid. “1 find al places absolutely unique and different from each other. For
example, have you ever been to Africa?’

“Yeah, | spent afew yearsthere”

“And you've no desire to go back?’

“Dedreain't got nothing to dowith it,” | said. “I been invited to keep off that particular land mass due to
aseries of innocent misunderstandings by the local authorities.”

“How about Asa?’

“Same problem,” | admitted.



“Can you go back to America?’

“Wil, Ithink I'm still alowed in Montanaand Arkansas,” | said.

“It sounds like you've led amost interesting life,” he said, backing off just abit.

“I'm just a God-fearing man of the cloth who's trying to establish atabernacle and bring the Word of the
Lord to al these depraved Europeans.” | paused. “How about you, Brother Zachariah? What brings a
Wisconsin man to this here forsaken little spot in the Greek countryside?’

“The culmination of my liféswork,” he sad.

“Y ou been working dl your life just to Sit here and hop afreight for Athens?’ | asked.

He shook his head. “ Of course not.”

“Wel, then?’

“| was aprofessor of geology at the University of Wisconsin for closeto thirty years,” said MacDonad.
“My specid field of study waslost continents: Lemuria, Mu, Gondwanaand, and the like.”

] Y%?!

He nodded. “Most of them are myths, of course—but about twenty years ago | became convinced,
from certain hints both in Plato and elsawhere, that Atlantis actudly existed, thet it was not merely a

myth.”

“And you think it's somewhere near this hererailroad track?’ | asked.

“No, of course not. Over the years | pieced together every bit of datal could get my handson. Then,
when | wassure| wasright, | quit my job, cashed in my life savings, and went hunting for it.” Suddenly
he amiled triumphantly. “ And four monthsago | found it!”

“Funny how that little piece of news didn't make the papers,” | said.

“I haven't made it public yet,” he said. “ There are others who are adso searching for it, who would gladly
kill meif they knew | had found it first. I'm on my way to stake my claim right now.”

“If you can't afford to buy aticket onthetrain,” | said, “how do you figure you to pay for awholelost
continent?’

“Oh, I've got the money,” he said. “It's safely tucked away in abank in Athens. But my competitors—no
Cretins, they—have finally figured out that | found what | was looking for, and there have been a series
of attempts on my life. I'd have been asitting duck at the Tinostrain station.”

“Wadll, if they know that Atlantisis near Tinos, ain't they likely to buy it out from under you anyway?’ |
asked.

“It's nowhere near here. I've been in Tinos for amonth to throw them off the scent.” Hefrowned. “The
problemis, | didtoo good ajob of it. | convinced them so thoroughly that it's near Tinosthat they now



fed freeto kill me.” Suddenly he stared at me. Y ou seem like aman of action, Doctor Jones. How
would you like to hire on as my bodyguard?’

“Wadll, the Tabernacle of Saint Lukeis amite short of funds these days,” | alowed. “What'sthe job
pay?’

“Five thousand dollars, for aweek'swork.”
“Brother Zachariah,” | said, “you got yourself abodyguard.”

“Excdlent!” hesaid, shaking oniit. “By theway, | don't believe I've ever heard of the Tabernacle of
Saint Luke”

“Wall, it ain't red well established around these here parts,” | admitted.
“Infact,” he continued, “I'm not aware of any church or tabernacle named after Saint Luke.”

“Well, it ssemed more modest than cdling it the Tabernacle of Saint Lucifer,” | sad, “me not yet having
been canonized or nothing.”

“Youreavery enterpriang young man,” hesaid.

“WEell, the Lord teaches us to grab what's there.”

“He does?’

“| practice an exceptiondly aggressve form of Chrigtianity,” | explained.
“Where did you learn it?’ he asked.

“Oh, it'sjust something me and the L ord worked out betwixt oursalves of a Sunday afternoon back in
Moline,” | replied. “ So far it's served me pretty well, except for them occasonswhen it hasn't.”

Wil, we chatted for afew more minutes, and then the train came a ong, and we hopped into a open
cattle car and did the door shut. The train stopped a Tinos for about five minutes, no one looked into
our car, and then wetook off again, hitting Athens about six hours|ater.

Wewaited til the station was pretty much deserted, then caught a cab and went straight to the Grande
Bretagne Hotel, where MacDonad had an account, and they gave usapair of connecting rooms on the
sxth floor, overlooking Congtitution Square. He was afraid to go down to the restaurant, so we had
room service deliver usadinner of dolmades andmousaka andpastitso andsaganaki and al kinds of
pastries, and by the time we were done | was wondering why | hadn't discovered the bodyguard
busnessalong time ago.

Then ashot rang out and the window shattered and we both hit the floor, and | redized that there was
more to bodyguarding than met the eye.

“Get out your gun!” he whispered.

“I don't know quite how to tell you this, Brother Zachariah,” | said, “but | ain't got no gun.”



“What kind of bodyguard are you?’ he snapped.

“Right now I'm concentrating redl hard on being aliveone,” | said. “Beyond that, | ain't too particular at
thisherepointintime.”

“Did you at least see where the shot came from?’ he asked.
“Wadll, if it didn't come from outside, we'rein alot more trouble than | hopewe are,” | answered.
“What use areyou?’ he demanded.

“Wll, | never claimed to be abodyguard by trade,” | said. “ On the other hand, if they manage to kill
you, I'll give you the best send-off any funerd's ever seen.”

“Let'scrawl to thedoor,” he said. “WEell be safer in the corridor.”

| didn't necessarily agree with that, snce | didn't know who might be waiting in the corridor to greet us,
but then another shot came through the window and we high-tailed it to the door and raced out of the
room. The corridor was empty, and we decided that trying to leave the hotel wouldn't be the brightest
course of action, since someone on the outside aready knew we were there, so instead we climbed
down to the third floor and found area small broom closet without no windows.

“I'll wait here,” said MacDondd. “Y ou go down to the desk and have them phone the police.”

That didn't have no more appeal to me than returning to the room to finish up the pastries.

“Maybe you'd better go, Brother Zachariah,” | said. “1 don't speak Greek.”

“The desk clerk speaks English.”

“Hed probably be more inclined to believe aregular customer of good standing in the community,” |
sad.

“Jugtdo it!” he said, shoving me out into the corridor and locking the door behind me.

Wi, | couldn't see no point to standing out there al night, so | walked over to the elevator and pushed
the button, and aminute later | was down on the main floor, walking over to the desk, when a couple of
well-dressed gentleman walked over and grabbed me by each arm and escorted me out the door and to
ablack car that was waiting at the curb. Then they frisked me and had me climb into the back seat
between them.

“What isyour name?’ demanded the tdler one, shoving apistol into my short ribs.

“The Honorable Right Reverend Doctor L ucifer Jones at your service,” | said.

“I hope s0,” he said.

“Just check my passport if you doubt me, Brother.”

“I meant that | hope you will be at our service,” he said. “What isyour exact relationship to Professor
Zacharish MacDondd?’



“I'mkind of apaid traveling companion,” | said.

“Enough talk!” snapped the shorter man. “Has he found it?’

“Haswho foundwhat ?’ | asked.

“Y ou know precisely what I'm talking about: has MacDonad found what he's been looking for?’
“Last | saw of him, he was mostly looking for aplaceto hide” | said.

“Listen to me, Reverend Jones,” said thetaler one. “1 don't know what your involvement is, but
whatever he's paying you, well tripleit.”

“Let meget thisdraight,” | said. “He's paying me five thousand dollars to keep him dive for aweek.
Y ou're saying thatyou'll pay mefifteen thousand to keep him dive?’

“Dont play the fool with me, Reverend Jones!” said the taller man. “WEell pay you fifteen thousand to
come over to our Sde.”

“Y ou want me to protectyou fromhim ?’

| thunk the tall guy was going to hit me with his gun, but the short one reached over and stopped him.
“What he means, Reverend Jones,” he said, pronouncing each word real dow and careful-like, “isthat
wewill pay you to keep usinformed of Professor MacDonald's plans—and if you can tell uswhere
Atlantisis before he stakes his claim and makes the news public, well pay you abonus of another fifteen
thousand.”

“Wadll, that seemsright generous,” | said. “But you got to promise methat you won't kill him.”

“Why not?’ demanded thetall guy.

“He's paying meto keep him dive,” | explained. “That would be a breach of faith.”

“But tdling ushis plansisn't?’ he asked, surprised.

“Hejust hired meto guard his body, not his secrets,” | said. “Have we got aded ?’

The two looked at each other, and then nodded.

“What are your names, and how do | contact you?’ | asked them.

“Youmay cal usMr. Tadl and Mr. Short, and well contactyou ,” said Mr. Short. “ From this moment
on, you'll never be out of our sight.”

They opened the door and sent me back into the hotel. | didn't see much sense stopping at the broom
closet to tell MacDonald that the coast was clear, since he was bound to ask why, and | figured he
wouldn't see the Stuation quite the sameway | did, so | went up to hisroom, finished off thebaklava and
abottle of ouzo , and then sacked out in my own room right next door.



When | woke up | checked the clock and saw it was about noontime, so | opened the connecting door
to MacDonad's room to seeif he was ready to go to the bank yet, but he wasn't nowhere to be seen. |
went down to the lobby looking for him, but although Mr. Tall and Mr. Short were there waiting for us,
the desk clerk told me that MacDona d hadn't come down yet.

| figured the only place | &ft that he could possibly be was the broom closet on the third floor, so | went
up thereto open it, and found it was till locked.

“Come on, Brother Zachariah!” | shouted, pounding away on the door. “It'samost noon. Y ou can't stay
inthereforever.”

Widl, | must have kept it up for agood ten minutes with no answer, and suddenly Mr. Tal and Mr.
Short were standing beside me, and finaly Mr. Tdl pulled out alittle piece of wire and picked the lock
and opened the door, and there was poor Zachariah MacDonald, sprawled out on the floor.

“Dead?’ asked Mr. Short.

Mr. Tdl fdt for apulse. “Definitdy. It must have been dl these ammoniafumesin aclosed room.”
Which brought my one and only attempt at bodyguarding to a sorry end.

“Well, Doctor Jones,” said Mr. Short, “you're working exclusively for us now. Wewon't pay you the
fifteen thousand for telling us the dear departed's plans, of course, but well pay you the other fifteen if
you can figure out where Atlantisis”

“In the meantime,” said Mr. Long, “let's carry poor Professor MacDonad up to hisroom so that he
doesn't disturb the hotdl guests, and we can go over his pockets and such without any untimely

interruptions.”

Wéll, the three of usdidn't have much trouble carting Brother Zachariah, who wasn't dl that big or tall,
up to hisroom, where Mr. Tal and Mr. Short stripped him down to the buff looking for clues.

“Damn!” said Mr. Tdl when they were done. “ There's nothing but his bank book—and now that he's
dead, that won't do us any good.”

“Did he have any luggage, Reverend Jones?’ asked Mr. Short.
“Not athing,” | said. “Hewastraveling just aslight as| was.”

“Think, Reverend Joned” said Mr. Tall. “Did he say anything, anything &t dl, that might give you a hint
astowhere Atlantisis?’

“Nothing. Just that it wasn't nowhere near Tinos, that hed wasted a month there to throw you off the
tral.”

“Did hetell you where held been before going to Tinos?’
“Not as| recal.”

“Then that son of adog died with the secret intact!” said Mr. Tall.



“Hey, that's no way to speak of thedead,” | said. “ Especidly since he dways spoke kindly of you.”

“Hedid?’ said Mr. Short sharply. “1 thought he held al competitorsin complete contempt.What did he
say?

“He alowed asto how you were pretty bright fellers.”

“That hardly soundslike MacDondd,” said Mr. Short.

“Maybenot,” | said. “But he kept saying that you weren't no Cretins.”

“That'sit I” screamed Mr. Short.

“What are you talking about?’ | asked.

“Hedidn't say Cretin!” said Mr. Short. “He said Cretan! It was hisway of having alittle joke!”
“I don't follow you,” | said.

“Hefound Atlantis off the coast of Cretel” exclaimed Mr. Short excitedly. “ And when he said that we
were not Cretans, he meant that we could never be expected to find it!”

“It makes sense,” agreed Mr. Tall, studying the bank book. “His bank has abranch on Crete, and that's
where he made hislast two transactions.”

“So dl we haveto do is buy the submerged land around Crete and welll be rich beyond our wildest
dreams!” said Mr. Short.

“Excuse mefor interrupting,” | said, “but getting rich beyond my wildest dreamsis one of my favorite
conversational subjects. What has Atlantis got that makesit so vauable?’

“Artifactsfrom acivilization that existed a millennium before Chrigt!” said Mr. Tdll. “ Artifactsthat no one
has ever seen before. By the time we finish sdlling them to museums and collectors, we can practicaly
buy our own country!”

“What makes you think the government of Creteisgonnaberea anxiousto sel it toyou?’ | asked.

“They won'tknow they're sdlling us Atlantis” said Mr. Short. “Well merely buy dredging rightsfor afew
milesin each direction.”

“I don't want to sound ungrateful or nothing,” | said, “but fifteen thousand dollars seemsasmdl priceto
pay mefor helping you becoming billionaires.”

“We're not through doing businesswith you yet, Reverend Jones,” said Mr. Tall.
“No?’

“Unfortunately, Mr. Short and | have had certain ... ah ... technica disagreements with the authoritieson
Crete”

“It'strue,” added Mr. Short. “They would be most unhappy to see us show up there.”



“They might even ask how we came by the money we plan to use to purchase Atlantis,” chimed in Mr.
Tdl.

“Infact,” said Mr. Short, “there are probably fifty or sixty customers of the Bank of Crete who would
be more than happy to tel them.”

“It'sour own fault for leaving so many witnesses dive,” added Mr. Tdll, “but how were weto know the
bank would be that crowded?’

“We smply didn't have enough bulletsfor them al,” explained Mr. Short. “It was most unprofessona of
us, and | assureyou it will never happen again.”

“But in the meantime,” concluded Mr. Tdl, “it would probably be best if someone else were to purchase
Atlantis—someone totally unknown to the Cretan authorities.”

“You'relooking a him,” | said proudly. “I don't even know where Creteis.”

“Fine” said Mr. Tal. “Then it appears that we will be able to do some more business, Reverend Jones.”

“I'mall ears” | said.

“We don't know how much money it will take to purchase Atlantis, so we may have amomentary cash
flow problem,” said Mr. Short. “But if you will forego your fifteen thousand dollars now, wewill give you
five percent of everything we recover, which should cometo considerably more. A thousandfold, at the
vay minimum.”

“Wadll, that's right generous of you gentlemen,” | said. “Buit if you will alow me an indiscreet question,
how can | be sureyou'l give meafair accounting of what you owe me—not that | think for asingle

moment that you'd ever cheat a partner. View it as an academic question.”

Mr. Tall chuckled. “In point of fact, Dr. Jones, it'swe who have to make sure thatyou don't chestus .
Everything will be registered in your name, so dl the revenueswill cometo you.”

“Now,” added Mr. Short, “ canwe be surethat you'll giveus afair accounting of what you owe us?’
“Y ou ask that of aman of the cloth?’ | said.
“Wed smply like to hear your reassurances.”

“Brother Short,” | said, “1 wouldn't never cheat no partner. That's contrary to the Seventh and Twelfth
Commeandments.”

“Thenwerein business,” said Mr. Tall. “Let's siop wasting time here and catch the next plane to Crete.”

“What about poor Brother MacDonald?’ | asked. “ Seemswe ought to give him some kind of a sendoff,
long as he'sthe onewho's making usdl rich.”

“Wdl, weld liketo,” said Mr. Short uneadily.  But unfortunately, should the Athens police see usat his
gravesde, they might ask some embarrassing questions.”



“That ain't no problem,” | said. “I'll vouch that he died by accident.”
“Oh, they won't ask about Mr. MacDonald,” said Mr. Short. “Not at first, anyway.”

“But when they finish asking about the other seventeen misunderstandings, they might well want to know
about poor Mr. MacDonald aswell,” added Mr. Tall.

“Well, the Good Book teaches usto be adaptable, so why don't we all just observe amoment's silence
right now?’ | suggested.

Whichwedid.

Then we went down to the black car, which was parked by the curb, and headed out to the airport,
where we found that there weren't no scheduled flights to Crete for the next four days, so Mr. Tall
chartered us a plane—leastwise, 1think he chartered it, though the pilot didn't seem none too happy
about the proceedings—and afew hours later we landed on Crete.

It wastoo late in the day to vist the government offices, so we spent the night in the El Greco Hotdl,
which took in tourists, roaches and rats with equal hospitdity, and in the morning we headed on over to
the Hereklion Public Works building. Just before we got there, Mr. Small handed me athick envelope
and told methat it contained al the money he figured I'd need for dredging rights, and that he planned on
getting agrict accounting the minute | came ouit.

Wéll, it took me agood hour and ahaf to get to the right department, and then another hour to make
myself understood, but by noon | was the proud owner to the dredging rightsto Atlantisfor amere
thirty-two thousand dollars, which was two thousand more than wasin the envelope, so | used my last
two grand to cover it, and | walked back out carrying the certificate that madeit al legd. Thenwe
celebrated with lunch, and in the afternoon Mr. Tall and Mr. Short hired amighty impressive-looking
boat and we dl went out to pull afew rare pots and pans out of the ruins of Atlantis.

We sent down half adozen divers, al loaded with sacks and pouchesto pull up their treasure. What
they brung up was three sea shells and a blowfish.

“Where are the artifacts?’ demanded Mr. Short.

“I keep telling you,” said the captain of the ship, “we have sailed thisseadl our lives, and we have never
seen atrace of thislost continent or city or whatever itis.”

“Maybe were not looking in theright place,” said Mr. Tal. “Let's head south.”

The captain shrugged. “It's your money.”

Widll, welooked south and east and north and west. We looked right off the shore, and twenty miles out
to seq, and eighty miles out to sea. We looked hafway to Italy and dl the way back to Greece, but after
amonth we had to conclude that we had guessed wrong there wasn't no lost continent, or even alost

suburb, off theidand of Crete.

“I suppose in every enterprise, there comes atimeto pull up stakesand call it aday,” said Mr. Short
while we were egting dinner a alittle waterfronttaverna .

“That'swhat happens when you put your faith in an academic,” said Mr. Tdl distagtefully. “Obvioudy



the late lamented Professor MacDonad redlydid mean Cretin, and now the secret of Atlantis has gone
to thegrave with him.”

“WEell head back to the mainland tomorrow morning,” said Mr. Short.

“Since you guys are quitting and there ain't no million dollars worth of old ashtrays and such to be dug
up out of thesea,” | said, “what about my fifteen thousand dollars?’

“Y ou stood to make afortune if we had succeeded,” said Mr. Tall. “1 see no reason why we should
bear the brunt of our falure done.”

“Wadll, a least give mefivethousand,” | said. “If you guys hadn't been after him, poor Brother Zachariah
would have lasted out the week and I'd have earned my bodyguard money.”

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Short. “You'rethelega owner of Atlantis, such asit is. Go sublease the dredging
rights”

“That'sit 7’ | demanded. “ Y ou're just gonna get up and walk away?’
“Wadll, if you fed weve been unfair to you in any way, we could shoot you first,” suggested Mr. Tall.

The conversation kind of flattened out and lay there like a dead fish after that, and the next morning Mr.
Tdl and Mr. Short were gone, leaving me with nothing but my last fifteen dollars and the ownership of a
continent that was so lost nobody could find it.

| figured | might aswell head back to the mainland, too, but when | went to the airport | found out that |
didn't have enough money to pay for a planeticket, and they wouldn't extend me no credit even though |
was aman of the cloth. Then | moseyed over to the docks, and discovered that there weren't any boats
leaving for the next three days.

So since | was stuck there, | got to thinking about what Mr. Short had said about my being the lega
owner of Atlantis, and suddenly the Lord hit me between the eyes with one of His better revelations, and
| walked over to the telegraph office and got ahold of the biggest newspaper in Athens and spent all but
my last seventeen cents placing an ad.

| had given my address asthe El Greco Hotel, so | spent my nights deeping on a park bench and my
days hanging around the lobby, and sure enough, in three days the money started pouring in, and within a
week 1'd made aquick forty-two thousand dollars and had barely scratched the surface of my potentia
market, and just when it seemed like me and God were finally gonna get our tabernacle, abunch of
Cretan police officers entered the El Greco's lobby and had a quick conversation with the desk clerk,
who pointed to me, and aminute later | was being dragged, none too gently, to a squad car, and a
couple of minutes after that we pulled up at the police sation and they escorted me into aroom with a
gngle chair and damp whitewals.

“Isanyone gonnatell mewhat'sgoing on?’ | demanded. “1'm a peaceful law-abiding businessman what
ain't been bothering no one, and suddenly you guys drag me off like | was some kind of undesirable or
something.”

“You are Lucifer Jones, are you not?’ said the captain of the squad.

“The Right Reverend Lucifer Jones,” | corrected him.



“The same Lucifer Jones who placed an advertisement last week inThe Daily Athenian 7’
“Yeah, that'sme.”
“I hate to think of how many laws you have broken, Reverend Jones,” said the captain.

| pulled out my certificate of dredging rights. “I stand onthelaw,” | said. “I got every legdl right to
subdivide what | own and sl it off.”

“Y ou do understand, do you not, that every square centimeter of land you own is under the water?’

“So what?’

“Then how can you possibly sdl lotswith, asthe ad says, ‘a Mediterranean view'?’

“| didn't never say what angle the view wasfrom,” | replied.” Caviar empire.”

He shook hishead. “1 am afraid we will have to confiscate any money you have appropriated and return
it to the poor dupes who answered your advertisement,” he said. “And of course,” he added, taking my
certificate away, “your dredging rights have been revoked.”

“Then give me my thirty-two thousand dollarsand well cdl it square,” | said.

“Y our fine comesto thirty-one thousand nine hundred dollars or fifteen yearsinjail,” hesaid camly.
“Thechoiceisyours.”

Well, | growled and | grumbled, but findly | didn't have no choice but to pay thefine.
“Now give me my hundred dollars and let me out of here,” | said.

“Firg you must sgn over dl clamsto dredging rights” he said. “ Then it will be my pleasure to place you
onaplanethat isleaving for Romein lessthan an hour.”

“Who do | sign therightsover to?’ | asked, looking &t the certificate.

Hefrowned. “The Hereklion Public Works building is closed today. To facilitate matters, you can Sign
them over to me—Captain Hektor Papadoras—and | will conclude the paperwork tomorrow.”

| did what he said, and they put me on the plane—which cost sixty of the hundred dollars they owed
me—and afew hourslater | wasin Rome, chagtising my Silent Partner for turning His back on mejust
when thingswere going well for thetwo of us.

| ate something | hadn't never heard of caled apizzapie for dinner, which | decided was okay for Itay
but would never catch on in the States, and then | found a cheap hotel and took aroom there.

The next morning | picked up a newspaper and read afeature about how an enterprising Cretan
policeman named Hektor Pgpadoras was salling private fishing concessions off the coast of hisidand.

| gave my Silent Partner a serious talking-to, explained that Hed been faling down on thejob and that |
expected better of Him in the future, and then | set out afresh to make my fortune and bring Hisword to



the degenerate heathen of the Roman Empire, or such portion of it as| could snugly fit in the Tabernacle
of Saint Lukeonceit got itsef built.

5. Exercisng Ghosts

For acity that al roads were supposed to lead to, Rome wasn't exactly the most dazzling municipality 1'd
ever encountered. Of course, it may well be that | was somewhat hampered in my ability to enjoy its
sights and sounds by the fact that | only had seventeen centsin my pocket, al that remained from my
unfortunate venturesinto treasure hunting and buying lost continents (which in this case was o lost that
nobody ain't found it to thisvery day).

Still, it takes more than poverty and astring of bad luck to keep agood Christian down, especidly a
man of the cloth, so | headed on down the ViaVeneto looking for some way to replenish my funds,
which waswhen | redlized that even though the Vatican wasright next door | was surrounded by abunch
of pagans, because even though | hunted up three different craps games on Street corners none of the
participants was willing to take my marker, even after | explained that | wastoiling in the persond service
of the Lord.

Never oneto be downcast by crud turns of Fate, | hung around the bus termind until a batch of
Americans got off about noontime, introduced myself astheir guide, and collected aquick threedollarsa
head from all seventeen of em. Fortunately they didn't know Rome any better than | did, so nobody
objected as | led’ em through town pointing out Buckingham Palace and the Louvre and other such
historic sights as | reckoned were towering about the countryside somewhere. It waswhen | was
explaining to them how the Sigtine Brothers had hired Leonardo da Vinci to give their chapd acouple of
coats of paint that | began to detect unhappy stirringsin my little group, and by thetime | got around to
trying to collect some more money for agondolaride to the Tower of Pisathey dl just up and I€ft.

Stll, fifty-one dollarsfor two hours of work wasn't bad pay, though it only took me ten minutesto loseit
once | scared up another game of chance. | figured my Silent Partner has His attention directed
esawherefor thetimebeing, and | was serioudy consdering taking alittle fling a the guide business
when | heard theworst kind of shrieking and wailing coming from anearby house, and then the door
opened and a priest walked out, followed by a pudgy-looking woman.

“I told you thiswould be awaste of time, Signora,” he said. * Probably you need an exterminator.”
“I needyou !” she hollered.

“You are asuperdtitious old woman,” he said. *'Y our church has more important thingsto do. Y ou must
stop bothering us with these foolish requests.”

He turned on his hedl and walked away, and she started weeping and wailing to besat the band, so |
moseyed on over and asked her what the problem was.

“Ghogtsl” she said, answering in heavily-accented American.
“Ghogts?”’
“Inmy attic,” shesaid, crossing hersdf. “Every night | hear them, pacing the floors and rattling their

chains. So | asked the church to send someone to exercise the ghost, and instead they sent that ... that
buffoon , who wouldn't know aghost if it jumped up and spit on him.”



“Wadll, I'm right sorry to hear it, maam.”
“| even offered to pay amillion lirato the church if they would just exercise my ghosts.”

| couldn't figure out why she was s0 all-fired anxious to have someone take her ghosts out for awalk,
but suddenly | thought | saw away to raise alittle grubstake for me and my Silent Partner.

“Uh ... how muchisamillion lirain real money, maam?’ | said.

Shedidn't know, but she told me what it bought, and | figured we were talking close to athousand
dollars.

“Well, maam, | don't want to say nothing bad about our competitors, me being a decent Christian, but it
appears to me that you've been dedling with the wrong church.”

“What are you talking about?’ she said.

“I'm the pastor of the Tabernacle of Saint Luke,” | said, “and it just so hgppensthat exercising ghostsis
one of the very best thingswe do.”

“Whereisthis Tabernacle?’ she asked suspicioudy.
“Wadll, truth to tell, it ain't quite built yet, but your kind donation could buy usthefirst cornerstone.”

“| don't give money to any charlatan who comes around making promises,” she said. “Firg you exorcise
my ghosts. Then I'll pay you.”

“Maam, you got yoursdf adedl,” | said with my very best Sunday go-to-meeting grin. “I'll exercisethe
tar out of the critters.”

“They're never around in the daytime,” she said. “Come back after dark.”
“Sounds good to me, maam,” | said. “I'll seeyou then.”

| shook her hand, and went off to buy myself some lunch with the money I'd gotten from the tourists, and
with what was |eft | stopped by a pet store and bought a couple of |eashes so these here ghosts wouldn't
try to get away from mewhile | was exercising’em. Then | bought aflashlight, and anice black bag to
hold everything, and | spent therest of the afternoon testing out half a dozen fine Italian wines, dl of
which had been aging at least snce mid-morning, and finally the sun set and | went back to the lady's
house and knocked on the door.

“I redly didn't think you would come back,” she said, and now that it was dark out her whole manner
was different, like she was scared to death or something. If it had been me and | felt that way about
ghodts, I'd have wanted 'em permanently removed from the premisesingtead of just given aworkout, but
there ain't no accounting for the peculiarities of the femae mind, even though it's frequently attached to
other parts that seem to make alot more sense, so | just walked into the living room and asked her
wherethe ghosts were at.

“Updairs” shesad with ashudder. “Inthe attic.”

“Thanksalot, maam,” | said. “Just go about your business. I'll have’em exercisedinnotimeat all.”



“What isthat?’ she asked, pointing to my black bag.

“It'sgot dl my exercising equipment init,” | explained.

“You arethe bravest man | have ever met,” she said. “What is your name?’
“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones at your service, maam,” | said.

She stared & mefor agood long time. “Areyou married?’ shesaid a last. “1 have this beautiful young
niecein Horence...”

“Wadll, actudly, maam, I'm kind of married to the Lord, though He gets amite fidgety when | refer to it
that way.” | looked around. “Which way to the attic? The sooner | get these here ghosts up and
exercised, the sooner | can put your kind donation to use.”

She pointed to adtaircase. “Go up two flights, to the third floor,” she said. “ Then you will see a bolted
wooden door leading up to the attic.”

“Wall, at least]'m gonna get exercised,” | said, but she didn't understand my joke, leading meto
conclude that middle-aged Itaian widows ain't got no sense of humor, 01 just smiled at her again and
started climbing up the stairs. When | came to the wooden door on the third floor | did back the bolt,
opened it, and went up this narrow set of creaky stairsleading to the attic.

| pulled out the flashlight and turned it on. | hadn't never seen aghost before, but | figured it'd be wearing
awhite sheet and floating alittle bit off the floor, unless Itdlian ghosts were alot different from American
ones, but before | could ook into every nook and cranny of the attic a huge unghostly hand reached out
and grabbed me from behind.

“What are you doing here?’ demanded alow voice.

“l antarmed and | don't mean you no harm!” | said. “I'm just here to take you out for alittlewalk.”

“Y our voice soundsfamiliar,” said whatever was holding me.

“Now as| cometo think onit, so doesyours,” | said. “Let go of me so's| can get alook at you.”

| twisted around and found myself facing this eight-foot-tall guy with brown hair and blue eyes. He hadn't
shaved in afew weeks, but | didn't have no trouble recognizing him.

“Sam Hightower!” | exclamed. “What in blazes areyou doing here?’

“Lucifer Joned” he said. “1 was about to ask the same thing of you.”

“1 been commissioned to exercise such ghosts as may be setting up shop inthishere attic,” | said. “How
about you? The last time | saw you, you'd given up the Abominable Showman business and were hiding
out from Guido Scarducci'sfriends and relationsin Nepa .”

“They found me,” he said.

“He dill ain't forgiven you for not shaving pointsin the big basketbal game like you agreed to, huh?” |



sad.

“Theman istotaly without compassion,” he answered. 1 barely escaped with my life. They chased me
al across Asaand into Europe, and | findly wound up in Rome.”

“But why areyou hiding out in an attic?’

“Wdll, it'smighty difficult to hide out in acrowd when you're eight feet two inchestal,” hesaid. “I've
been keeping to myself by day, and sneaking out to steal food at night.”

“You know,” | said, mulling on hissituation, “1 think | see away for the two of usto make a profit out of
your unhappy plight. Maybe even enough so that you can findly pay Guido Scarducci off and go back
home without worrying about what might be gaining on you.”

“Yeah?' hesad. “What's your plan?’

“Theold lady what ownsthis placeis paying meamillion lirato exerciseyou,” | said, “but even a
compassionate woman like her ain't likely to pay me take you out for awak each and every day. But,” |
added, “if you was to move down the block, or maybe around the corner, and do some serious moaning
and wailing a night, | could probably get another million to turn you out into the street, and we can keep
doing it aslong as you can keep finding attics”

“It does have possibilities,” he admitted thoughtfully. “ And the best part of it isthat no one would haveto
seme’”

“Getting seen wouldn't exactly work to our advantage,” | agreed.
“How will we manageit?’ he asked.

“WEell just wait until the widder lady's gone to deep, and sneak on down the stairs,” | said, “and then
you can point out the next house you plan to haunt. I'll stop by in the morning to collect my fee and
explain that the ghosts ran off while | was exercisng’em and at least she ain't gonnabe troubled by *em
no more. Then I'll give you a couple of eveningsto stir up the owners of your next attic, after which I'll
come by and offer my servicesagain.”

“Soundsgood to me,” he said. “We split dl the feesfifty-fifty, right?’
“Wrong,” | said. “One-third for me, one-third for you, and one-third for the Lord.”

He kept ingsting that thiswas redly atwo-for-one split, so finaly we struck adedl that heand | would
split thefirg fifty million liradown the middle, and then the Lord had an option on the next ten million, at
which point the three of uswould renegotiate the contract.

Wéll, we sat around in the attic for afew hours, reminiscing about Tibet and Nepal, and hetold me all
about how he got chased through Russia by Guido Scarducci's gunmen, and | told him all about the Land
of Eterna Y outh and the Scorpion Lady and the home-made man and all the people and places I'd seen
since we parted, and then it was close on to three o'clock and we could hear the widder lady snoring up
astorm, so we gently and quietly descended the stairs and | et oursalves out, and just before we parted
company Sam Hightower pointed out the next attic he planned to haunt, and | took my last few dollars
and rented aroom for the night.



| came by in the morning and explained that the ghosts had dl run off and hid oncel got ’em outside,
and before | could apologize or make excuses or nothing the lady had thrown her arms around me and
kissed me and started thanking everyone from God to the Madonnato half adozen locd saints, although
it was me and me done what removed the ghogts, and then she paid me my million liraand kissed me
again, and ran off to tell her neighbors the good news while | moseyed over to the ViaVeneto and rented
aduite at the Excelsior, which was the poshest hotel in Rome back in them days.

| figured to give Sam three nights to get the owners of his new domicile time to get used to the ideathat
they had more than micein their atic, but the very next afternoon alittle Italian feller with glassesand an
umbrellacame caling on mewhile | was grabbing some expresso a alocd streetsde cafe.

“You are Lucifer Jones, are you not?’ he asked.

“The Right Reverend Lucifer Jones, at your service,” | said, gesturing for him to join me, but he just
stood there looking kind of nervous.

“Thank God | have found you!” he said. “ Signora Mondedori described you to me, but nobody knew
whereyou lived. | have been searching for you dl day.”

“Who's this SignoraMondedori?’ | asked, wondering if 1'd made any romantic promisesthat had
dipped my mind in the past few hours.

“Y ou removed the ghogts from her house.”
“Oh,that SignoraMondedori,” | said, much relieved.
“Shelives across the street from us, and told us of your faith and your bravery,” he said.

“Wdll, it comesfrom living aclean life and thinking nothing but pure thoughts,” | said modestly. “And
now that you've found me, what can | do for you, Signor...?”

“Signor Palusco,” he said. “ Enrico Palusco. | will comeright to the point. | havelived in my house al my
life. My father lived therefor hisentirelife, as did my grandfather. Never have we had a causeto regret
this. Never has there been any reason not to be content.”

“I'm sure glad you're getting right to the point,” | said.

“But lagt night,” he continued, “1 heard thingsin my aitic!”

“What kind of things?’ | asked.

“Unholy, supernaturd thingd” he said, hisvoice shaking. “ Ghostly things Horrible moaning and hideous
screeching!”

“I'mright sorry to hear that, Brother Palusco,” | said. “ Sounds like your neighborhood has caught itself a
plague of ghosts”

“Will you remove them from my house?’ he asked.

“Well,” | said, “I got alot of exercising jobs lined up. To betruthful, I don't think | could get to your
house much before next week. My best adviceisto put al your affairsin order and scout out areputable



funerd parlor. These ghosts don't ordinarily devour awhole family at asingle sitting, so there ought to be
at least one survivor to seeto the burials”

“I will pay you ten million liraif you cometonight!” hesaid. “I beg of you, Signor Jones!”

“Well, | redly shouldn't sneak you in ahead of al these other needy families,” | said, “ but somehow
you've touched my compassionate Christian heart. I'll be there with my exercising gear just after dark.
Why don't you wait out front for me, to make sure | got the right address? I'd hate to wind up in the
wrong house, sSincein my experience goblins and leprechauns don't take aswell to exercising as ghosts
do.”

He kissed my hand and started muttering in Italian.
“And don't forget to have the money ready, Brother Palusco,” | said as he began walking away .

Well, when | showed up, there must have been fifty people from the neighborhood al wanting to shake
my hand and bless me and such, and | thanked *em and told ’em to go back to their houses because
exercigng ghosts was a ddlicate and tricky business and could well take the whole night, and then | went
up the sairswith my little black bag and found Sam wailing and moaning into a hegting vent. | gavehima
sandwich that 1'd brung along, and then pulled a couple of beers out of my bag, and we sat around until
we figured the rest of the world was adeep, and then we snuck on down the stairs and back into the
gdtreet, and Sam chose his next attic, and the next day, even before | could come back for my money,
Signor Palusco showed up at my hotel and paid me, and it wasal | could do to get him to leave before
he started kissing me so much that people began looking kind of strange at us, and one very clean-cut
young man stopped by to tell me his name was Damon and he could usualy be found hanging around the
lobby inlate afternoons,

Then astrange thing happened. Even though | knew Sam was only haunting one house a atime, word
of my success a exercising spooks and spirits started making the rounds, and before evening I'd had
another half a dozen requests from people that was sure they had ghostsin the attic, though after talking
to’em | figured what they mostly had was bats in the belfry.

Still, businesslooked so good thet | figured | might aswell rent out an office. | found mysdlf anice one
over near the Spanish Steps, dl furnished and everything, and even though the sign painter couldn't spell
and wound up painting “Ghosts Exorcised” on the door, | was pretty well-satisfied with the way things
were going.

| exercised Hightower out of five more housesin the next two weeks, and we began thinking about
expanding the business and maybe hiring afew more ghosts and afew more exercisers. We were il
mulling it over when | escorted him out of yet another house in the middle of the night, and we decided
that before we committed to taking on more help we ought to make sure that the market could beer it, so
we decided to have him move his base of operations and start haunting a brand-new neighborhood, just
to see if we got the same reaction.

Well, wewaked through the resdentia sections of Rome for maybe an hour, and finaly, when we
figured weld put enough distance betwixt oursalves and our former stamping grounds, we turned onto the
ViaAurdia Hightower studied the areafor aminute or two, then pointed to a house about hafway down
the block and told me that was where he planned to set up shop. | couldn't see what it was about that
particular house that attracted him when they al looked so much alike, but | figured that haunting was his
business and unhaunting was mine, and | didn't want to make no intrusonsin his area of professona

expertise.



| spent the next day visiting my competition at the Vatican, mostly because I'd heard that they had a
redlly fascinating collection of pornography, but evidently they didn't fed the need to share it with no
outsiders, because | wastold it was kept under lock and key and no one was alowed to seeit, which
struck me asjust plumb wasteful, but even thought | put up afuss and asked to see the head man they
wound up escorting me out the door, and | returned to my officejust in timeto get aphone call from a
Signor Crosetti who lived on the Via Aureliaand has just come down with abad case of ghosts. |
scribbled down his address and negotiated a fee, then promised him I'd be there an hour after sundown.

In the meantime, | had mysdlf anice dinner at the Sans Souci, where I'd took to reserving aregular
table, and then picked up a couple of sandwiches and some beersto bring aong for Hightower. Sinceiit
wasn't quite dark yet, | returned to the office to spend afew happy minutes counting our money and
arranging it into artistic stacks and the like, and somehow or other | must have fallen adeep because the
next thing | knew Signor Crosetti was on the phone, telling methat it was after midnight and his ghost
was haunting up astorm.

When | showed up, Signor Crosetti waswaiting for me out in front of his place with alantern in his hand,
al red of face and covered with swesat. He told me held sent hisfamily off to spend the night with his
brother, and he planned to join’em just as soon as he let meinto the house, and that nothing would ever
get himto goindgdeagain until | assured him that I'd whipped his ghost in straight falls and sent it packing.

Thisstruck me asright considerate on his part, Snce it meant that Hightower and me could enjoy our
beersin comfort in the living room before making our departure afew hours later, so | waited until he
unlocked the front door and told him to show up at my officein themorning and I'd givehima
blow-by-blow account of what went on.

Then | wasinside the house, and the door dammed shut behind me, and | walked over to the Staircase
and pulled out my flashlight and shined the beam up to the next floor, where Hightower was moaning like
there was no tomorrow.

“Hey, Hightower,” | cdled out. “Come on down and have abeer. The coast isclear.”

Nothing much happened except that he stopped moaning and Sarted rattling abatch of chainsthat he
must have found up there, or maybe swiped off someone's bicycle and brought along for the effect.

“Comeon, Hightower!” | yelled. “Thisisme, Lucifer, caling to you. The houseis empty!”

Hightower started making noiseslike unto abull moose caling for hisladyfriend, and | started getting a
little hot under the collar.

“Areyou gonnamake me climb al theway up there?’ | said. “| keep tdling you, thereain't no one else
in the whole house except you and me!”

He got to moaning and wailing again, really sorrowful-like, and after a couple of minutes| gave up yelling
a him and climbed up the gairs.

“Okay, Hightower,” | said, shining thelight around. “Where the hell are you hiding?’
He started moaning louder, and now | could tell hiswas up inthe attic, and | figured that probably he

just hadn't been able to hear me, and even though | was annoyed at having to climb dl them dairs, |
made up my mind to praise him for the way he was devoting himsalf to hiswork.



Problem was, when | finally reached the attic, there wasn't no one there. There was a hegp of wailing,
and | could hear some chainsrattling in the corner, but | couldn't see hide nor hair of Hightower, and at
eight feet two inchestdl that was alot of hide and hair to hide dl at once.

“Come on now, Hightower,” | said. “Fun'sfun, but the beer's getting warm and I'm getting tired. Let'sgo
on downdairs.”

"Go away!" he whispered.

“What do you mean, go away?’ | demanded. “Here | am being consderate enough to bring you some
grub and some beer to wash it down with and you're getting temperamentd ?’

"Leave me to my misery!" he whispered.

“Your misary?’ | said. “Look, | may have took alittle more out of your half than mine for expenses, but
that ain't no reason to—"

"Go away!" he whigpered again.

“Youtell meto go away once moreand | just may doit!” | snapped. “I can aways hire me another
ghogt, you know.”

“Who areyou talking to up there, Lucifer?’ said afamiliar voice.
| looked back down the stairs and saw this eight-foot-tal figure climbing up to join me.
“Hightower?’ | said.

“I wasin the attic next door, and | saw you come into the wrong house,” he said. “When you didn't
come right back out, | figured I'd come over to see what was going on.”

“Y ou mean you're just getting here this second?’ | said.
“That'swhat | just told you,” he answered.

“And | supposeyou an't never studied to be aventriloquist?”’
“It ain't ever been one of my mgjor ambitions,” he said.
“Then | think we got aserious problem on our hands,” | said.
“What are you talking about?’

“I'mall through talking,” | said, heading down the stairs. “What I'm about to start doing now is beating a
tactical retreat.”

“What's s0 dl-fired frightening about an attic?’ he yelled after me.

“Atticsdon't scareme none,” | hollered back. “It'swhat'sin the attic that | don't want no part of!”



“I've been living in these old attics for months,” he said, walking in. “I'll show you there's nothing to be
afradof.”

“Y ou do whatever you think'sbest,” | said, as| reached the front door. “Me, I'm high-tailing it out of
here”

| had just madeit to the street when | heard a scream that would have woke such dead as weren't
otherwise occupied, and asecond later Hightower burst out of the house, yelling that he was heading for
home and al Guido Scarducci and hisfriends and relations could do waskill him, and that wasn't nothing
compared to what could happen to himintheaattic. Thelast | saw of him he was running on atrue course
for Butte, Montana, and something about his manner implied that he wasn't gonnalet alittle thing like an
ocean stand in hisway.

Asfor me, | figured if | stayed in Rome people would keep asking meto get rid of their ghostsfor them,
and | had permanently retired from the exercising businessthe minute | ran out of Signor Crosetti's house,
50 | cleaned out the office, stuck al the money into my little black bag, and set out to find a suitable Site
to build my tabernacle.

6. The Werawolf

After | |eft Italy | wandered north and west. A couple of monthslater | found myself in Hungary, which
an't never gonna provide the Rivierawith any serious competition for tourists. Each town | passed
through was duller than the last, until | got to Budapest, which was considerably less exciting than Boise,
Idaho on a Tuesday afternoon.

| passed by an old, run-down arena that did double duty, hosting hockey games on weeknights and dog
shows on Saturdays, then walked by the only nightclub in town, which was featuring one of the more
popular lady tuba soloistsin the country, and findly | cameto the Magyar Hotel and rented me aroom.
After I'd left my gear there | set out to scout out the city and seeif there were enough depraved sinners
to warrant building my tabernacle there and setting up shop in the salvation business. My unerring
ingtincts led me right to a batch of them, who were holed up in the men'sroom of the bus station, playing
agame with which | was not entirely unfamiliar, asit consisted of fifty-two pasteboards with numbers or
pictures on 'em and enough money in the pot to make it interesting.

“Mindif I join you gents?’ | asked, waking over to them.

“Either you put your shirt on backward, or else you're apreacher,” said one of 'em in an English accent.
“What's that got to do with anything?’ | asked.

“Wed fed guilty taking your money,” he said.

“You ant got athing to worry about,” | said, Stting down with them.

“Wadl,” he said with ashrug, “you've been warned.”

“| gppreciate that, neighbor,” 1 said, “and just to show my good will, | absolve everyone here of any sins
they committed between nine o'clock this morning and noon. Now, who deas?’

The game got going hot and heavy, and | had just about broken even, when the British feller dealt ahand
of draw, and | picked up my cards and fanned ’em out and suddenly | waslooking at four acesand a



king, and two of my opponents had great big grins on their faces, the kind of grin you get when you pick
up aflush or afull house, and one of ' em opened, and the other raised, and | raised again, and it waslike
I'd insulted their manhood, because they raised right back, and pretty soon everyone else had dropped
out and the three of us were tossing money into the pot like there wasn't no tomorrow, and just about the
timewedl ran out of money and energy and were about to show our cards, alittle Hungarian kid ran into
the room and shouted something in aforeign language—probably Hungarian, now as| cometo think on
it—and suddenly everyone grabbed their money and got up and started making for the exit.

“Hey, what'sgoing on?’ | demanded. “Where do you guysthink you're going?’

“Away!” sad the British fdler.

“But wereinthemiddle of ahand,” | protested.

“Lupoiscoming!” said the Brit. “The gamesover!”

“Who the hell isLupo?’ | demanded.

“He'smore of awhat. You'll leavetoo, if you know what's good for you!”

And suddenly, just likethat, | was dl donein the men'sroom of a Hungarian bus station, holding four
totally usdess aces and aking, and thinking that maybe Hungarians were morein need of ashrink than a
preacher. Then the door opened, and in walked thisthin guy with grayish skin and hair everywhere—on
hishead, hislip, hischin, even the backs of hishands.

“Howdy, Brother,” | said, and he nodded at me. “Y ou better not plan on lingering too long,” | added.
“Someone or something caled Lupo ison itsway here”

Heturned to face me and stared at me intently.

“I am Lupo,” hesaid.

“You are?

“Count Basil de ChenzaLupo,” he continued. “Who areyou?’

“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jonesat your service,” | said.

“Do you see any reason why you should run at the sight of me?” he continued.

“Except for the fact that you got a predatory ook about you and probably ain't on speaking termswith
your barber, nary aone,” | answered.

“They arefools,” he said. “Fools and peasants, nothing more.”

“Maybe s0,” | said, “but you could have timed your cal of Nature just amite better, consdering | was
holding four bullets and the pot had reached a couple of thousand dollars.”

"Bullet?" he said, kind of growling deep in histhroat. “What kind?’

“Well, when you got four of "em, there ain't alot left except clubs, diamonds, hearts and spades,” | said.



“But not Slver?’ hesad.
“Not as| recollect.”

“Good,” he said, suddenly looking much relieved. “1 am sorry | have caused you such distress, Doctor
Jones”

“Wall, | suppose when push comesto shove, it ain't really your fault, Brother Basl,” | said.
“Nevertheless, | ingst that you alow meto take you to dinner to make amends.”

“That'sright cordid of you,” | said. “I'm astranger in town. Y ou got any particular placein mind?’
“Wewill dineat The Strangled EIk,” he said. “ It belongsto some Gypsy friends of mine.”
“Whatever suitsyou,” | said agreeably.

Wewaked out of the station, hit the main drag, and turned | ft.

“By theway, Brother Basl,” | said, “whywere dl them men running away from anice, friendly gent like
you?’

He shrugged. “ They are supertitious peasants,” he said. “Let us speak no more of them.”

“Suitsme,” | said. “People what entice aman of the cloth into asinful game like poker and then run off
when he's got the high hand ain't headed to no good end anyway.”

| noticed as we waked down the Street that everyone was giving us a pretty wide berth, and findly we
turned down alittle alleyway where dl the men were dark and swarthy and wearing shirtsthat could have
been took in some at the arms, and the women were sultry and good-looking and wearing colorful skirts
and blouses, and Basil told me we were now among his Gypsy friends and no one would bother us, not
that anyone had been bothering us before, and after alittle while we cameto asign that said we'd
reached The Strangled Elk, and we went insde.

It wasn't the cleanest place I'd ever seen, but I'd been a couple of weeks between baths myself, so |
can't say that | minded it al that much. There was nobody there except one skinny old waiter, and Basl|
caled him over and said something in Gypsy, and the waiter went away and came back a minute later
with abottle of wine and two glasses.

Widll, wefilled the glasses and chatted about this and that, and then we drank some more and talked
some more, and findly the waiter brought out a couple of stegks.

“Brother Basil,” | said, looking down at my plate, “1 like my mesat asrare asthe next man, but | don't
believe this has been cooked at all.”

“I am sorry, my friend,” he said. “ That istheway | aways et it, and the cook smply assumed you
shared my taste.” He sgnaed to the waiter, said something elsein Gypsy, and the waiter took my plate
away. “ It will be back in afew moments, properly cooked.”

“Youalways eat your steek likethat?” | asked, pointing to the dab of raw mesat in front of him.



“Itistheonly way,” hereplied, picking it up with his hands and biting off agoodly chunk of it. He
growled and snarled as he chewed it.

“You got abit of athroat condition?’ | asked.
“Something likethat,” he said. “| apologize if my table manners offend you.”

“I'veet withworse,” | said. Infact, if push cameto shove, | couldn't remember having dined with alot
that were much more refined.

Widl, my steak came back just then, and after covering it with a pint of ketchup just to bring out the
subtle nuances of itsflavor, | dug in, and just so Basil wouldn't feel too conspicuous | growled and
snarled too, and we spent the next five or ten minutes enjoying the noisiest meal of my experience, after
which we polished off a couple of more bottles of wine.

“I havetruly enjoyed thisevening, my friend,” said Basil after wewere dl done. “ So few people will
even speak to me, let donejoin mein arepast...”

“I can'timaginewhy,” | said. “Y ou'd have to search far and wide to find amore hospitable feller.”
“Nonetheless” hesad, “itistimefor you to leave.”

“It'sonly about nineo'clock,” | said. “I think I'll just Sit here and digest the repast and maybe smoke a
cigar or two, that isif you got any to spare, and then I'll mosey on back to my humble dwelling.”

“You redly must leavenow ,” he said.

“Y ou got aladyfriend due any minute, right?’ | said with ady smile. “Well, never let it be said that
Lucifer Jonesain't the soul of understanding and discretion. Why, | recal onetime back in Cairo, or
maybe it was Merrakech, that 1...”

"Hurry!" he shouted. “Themoonisrisng!”

“Now how could you possibly know that, Sitting here in the back of the room?” | asked.

“Iknow !” hesaid.

| got up and walked over to the doorway and stuck my head out. “Well, son of agun, the moonis out,” |
sad. “I don't see your ladyfriend nowhere, though.”

I turned back to face him, but Count Basil de Chenza L upo wasn't nowhere to be seen. In fact, there
wasn't no one in the room except the old waiter and an enormous wolf that must have wandered in
through the kitchen door.

“Well, I've heard of restaurants that got roaches,” | said, “and restaurants that got rats, but | do believe
thisisthefirst eatery | ever been to that wasinfested by wolves.” | turned to the waiter. “What happened
to Bas|?’ | asked. “Did he go off to the necessary?’

The waiter shook his head.



“Thenwhereishe?’
The waiter pointed to the wolf.

“I don't believe I'm making mysdf clear,” | said. “I ain't interested in no four-legged critterswith fleas
and bad breath. Whereis Basil?”

Thewaiter pointed to the wolf again.

“1 don't know why it's so hard to understand,” | said. “ That thereisawolf. | want to know what became
of Basl.”

The waiter nodded his head. “Basil,” he said, pointing at the wolf again.
“Y ou mean the wolf isnamed Basil, too?’ | asked.
The waiter just threw his hands up and walked out of the room, leaving me aone with the wolf.

Well, | looked at the wolf for agood long while, and he looked right back at me, and astime went by it
occurred to methat | hadn't seen no other wolvesin al my wanderings through Europe, and that some
zoo ought to be happy to pay a hedthy price for such a prime specimen, so | walked over kind of
gingerly and let him sméll the back of my hand, and when | was sure he wasn't viewing me as a potentia
appetizer, | dipped my belt out of my pantsand did it around his neck and turned it into aleash.

“Y ou come dong with me, Basll,” | said. “ Tonight you can deep in my hotel room, and tomorrow well
set about finding a properly generous and appreciative homefor you.”

| started off toward the door, but he dug hisfeet in and practicdly pulled my arm out of the socket.

“Now Basil,” | said, jerking on the leash with both hands, “I ain't one to abuse dumb animals, but one
way or the other you're coming with me.”

He pulled back and whimpered, and then he snarled, and then he just went limp and laid down, but |
was determined to get him out of there, and | started dragging him aong the floor, and findly he whined
onelast time and got to hisfeet and started trotting dongside of me, and fifteen minutes later we reached
the door of the Magyar Hotel. | had afedling they had some policy or other regarding wild crittersin the
rooms, so | waited until the desk clerk went off to flirt with one of the maids, and then | opened the door
and me and Basi| made a bedline for the staircase, and reached the second floor without being seen. |
walked on down the corridor until | cameto my room, unlocked it, and shagged Basi| into it. He looked
more nervous and bewildered than vicious, and findly he hopped onto the couch and curled up and went
to deep, and | lay back down on the bed and drifted off while | wastrying to figure out how many
thousands of dollarsared live wolf wasworth.

Except that when | woke up, al set to take Basil the wolf off to the zoo, he wasn't there. Instead, laying
naked on the couch and snoring up astorm, was Basil the Count, with my belt till around his neck.

| shook him awake, and he sat up, startled, and began blinking his eyes.

“Y ou got something highly persond and just atad improbable that you want to confide in me, Brother
Basl?' | sad.



“Itried towarnyou,” he said plaintively. “1 told you to leave, to hurry.”
“Y ou considered seeing adoctor about this here condition?’ | said. “Or maybe a veterinarian?’

He shook his head miserably. “ItisaGypsy curse,” he said at last. “ Thereis nothing that can be done
about it. | am awerewolf, and that'sall thereistoit.”

“And that'swhy al them guys were running away from you &t the station and looking askance at you on
the street?”’

He nodded. “1 am an outcast, a pariah anong my own people.”

“Yeah, well, | can see how it probably hampersyour socid life,” | opined.

“It has hamperedall aspects of my life,” he said unhappily. “I have seen so many charlatans andposeurs
trying to get the curse removed that | am practicaly destitute. | cannot form alasting relationship. | dare
not be among strangers when the moon comes out. And some of the behavior carries over: you saw me
a the dinner table last night.”

“Wadll, it may have been ahbit out of the ordinary,” | said soothingly, “but aslong as you dont lift your leg
on thefurniture, | don't suppose anyone's gonna object too strenuoudy. Especidly sinceif they object at
the wrong time of day, theré's astrong possibility they could wind up getting et.”

“Y ou are the most understanding and compass onate man I've ever met, Doctor Jones,” he said, “but |
am at the end of my tether. | don't know what to do. | have no oneto turn to. Only these accursed
Gypseswill tolerate my presence, because it amusesthem. | think very soon | shdl endit dl.”

At which point the Lord smote me with another of His heavenly revelations,

“Seemsto meyou're being amite hasty, Brother Basil,” | said.

“What isthe use of going on?" he said plaintively. “1 will never be able to remove the curse”

“Firg of dl, you got to stop thinking of your condition asacurse,” | continued. “What if | wasto show
you how the werewolf business could be ablessing in disguise?’

“Impossible!”
“Y ou willing to bet five thousand dollars on that?’ | asked.
“What are you talking about?’ he demanded.

“Yousee” | sad, “the problemisthat you ain't never redly examined yourself when the moon isout.
Y ou ain't amply awerewolf, but you happen to be a damned fine-looking werewolf.”

“Sowhat?’

“On my way into town, | passed an arenathat holds a dog show every Saturday. The sign said that the
prize money was ten thousand dollars.”

“Youjust saidfive,” he pointed out.



“Well, me and the Lord have got to have alittle something to live on, too,” | said.
“What makes you think awolf can win adog show?’ he said dubioudly.

“Why don't you just concentrate on being ahandsome, manly type of critter and letme worry about the
res of it?" | said.

Will, we argued it back and forth for the better part of the morning, but finally he admitted that he didn't
see no better dternatives, and he could dways commit suicide the next week if things didn't work out,
and | went off to buy aleash and some grooming equipment at the locd pet store, and then stopped by
the arenafor an entry form. | didn't know if he had an officid werewolf name or not, so | just writ down
Grand International Champion Basil ontheform, and let it go &t that.

The biggest problem | had the next two days was finding avet who was open at night, so | could get
Bad| hisrabies and distemper shots, but findly | convinced oneto work late for an extrafifty dollars,
which | planned to deduct from Basil's share of the winnings, since the shots didn't do me no good
persondly, and then it was Saturday, and we just stuck around the hotdl until maybe five in the afternoon,
Basl| getting more and more nervous, and finally we walked on over to the arena.

Basil's class was scheduled to be judged at seven o'clock, but as the hour approached it began to look
like the moon wasn't going to come out in time, and since | didn't want usto forfeit al that money by not
showing up ontime, | quick ran out into the aley, grabbed the first couple of cats| could find, and set
'em loosein the arena. The newspaper the next morning said that the ruckus was so loud they could hear
it dl the way over in Szentendre, which was alittle town about forty miles up the road, and by thetime
everything had gone back to norma Basil was about as far from norma as Hungarian counts are prone to
get, and | dipped hisleash on him and headed for thering.

There were three other dogs ahead of us, and after we entered the ring the judge came over and look at
Basl.

“Thisisaclassfor miniature poodles” he said severdly. “ Just what kind of mongrd isthat 7’
“Y ou know thisguy, Basil?’ | asked.

Basil nodded.

“He one of the ones who's mean to you when you walk through town?’

Bas| growled an ugly growl.

"Basi|?" said the judge, turning white as a shest.

Bas| gave him atoothy grin.

“Now, to answer your question,” | said, “this here happens to be afully-growed miniature poodle what
takes umbrage when you insultsits ancestry.”

The judge stared at Basi| for another couple of seconds, then disquaified the other three dogs for not
looking like him and handed me a blue ribbon.



Wéll, to make along story short, old Basi| terrorized the judgesin the next three classeshe wasin and
won’em al, and then the ring steward told methat | had five minutesto prepare for thefina class of the
day, where they would pick the best dog in the show and award the winner the ten thousand dollars.
Suddenly Basil gtarted whining up astorm. | couldn't see no ticks or fleas on him, and he couldn't tell me
what was bothering him, but something sure was, and findly | noticed that he was staring intently at
something, and | turned to see what it was, and it turned out to be this lovely-looking lady who was
preparing to judge the Best in Show class.

“What's the problem, Basil?’ | asked.

He kept whining and staring.

“Isither 7’

He nodded.

| racked my mind trying to figure out what it was about her that could upset him so much.

“She's been mean to you before?’ | asked.

He shook his head.

“She's got something to do with the Gypsieswho cursed you?’

He shook hishead again.

“I can't figure out what the problem is,” | said. “But what the hell, aslong as we let her know who you
are, it'sinthe bag.”

He pointed his nose at the ceiling and howled mournfully.

“She'sfrom out of town and doesn't know you're awerewolf?’ | asked with asinking fegling in the pit of
my somech.

Hewhimpered and curled up in alittle ball.

“Will the following dogs please enter thering?’ said the announcer. “ Champion Blue Boy, Champion
Flaming Spear, Champion Gladiator, Champion Jericho, and Grand International Champion Basil.”

Widl, we didn't have no choice but to follow these four fluffy little dogsinto thering. Thejudgejust
sared at usfor aminute with her jaw hanging open, and | figured we were about to get booted out, but
then she walked over and knelt down and held Basil by the ears and peered into hisface, and then she
stood up and stepped back a bit and stared at him some more, and finally she walked over to me and
sad, “Thisisthe most handsome, rugged, masculinedog | have ever seen. | haveafemalel'd loveto
breed to him. Ishefor sae?’

| told her that | was just showing him for afriend, and that she/d have to spesk to the Count de Chenza
Lupo about it later. She scribbled down her address, and it turned out that she was staying three rooms
down the hdl from me a the Hotd Magyar.



Finaly she examined the other four dogs briefly and with obvious disinterest, and then she announced
that Grand Internationa Champion Basil wasthe best dog in this or any other show and had won the ten
thousand dollars.

Wil, Basl and me stuck around long enough to have abunch of photos taken for the papers and then
high-tailed it back to the hotel, where we waited until daylight and he became Count Basi| again and we
divvied up the money. Then he walked down the hall to talk to the judge about salling himself to her, and
he came back half an hour later with the silliest grin on his face and announced that he wasin love and
shedidn't mind in the least that he was awerewolf and al was right with the world.

| read in the paper that the other dog owners were so outraged about losing to awolf that they tore the
building down, and with the dog shows canceled for the foreseeable future | couldn't see no reason to
stick around, so | bid Hungary farewell and decided to try my luck in Paris, where I'd heard tell that the
snnerswere S0 thick on the ground you could bardly turn around without making thereal close
acquaintanceship of at least acouple of em.

| never saw old Basil again, but afew months|later | got aletter from him. Hed married hislady judge
and |eft Budapest for good, and was living on her country estate managing her kennel—and he added a
proud little postscript that both hiswife and her prize female were expecting.

7. The Clubfoot of Notre Dame

If you wander down the Champs-Elyssestoday, or mosey over to Montmartre or the Trocadero or the
Latin Quarter, you can till find afew people who remember me, even though | haven't been there since
1933.

Therefore, | think it'sonly fair that | tell youmy side of the story.

| hit Parisin late afternoon of alovely spring day in April, and even before | had timeto line up a hotel
and hunt up aplaceto eat, | found mysdf in amild disagreement with some of the loca's concerning
exactly how many acesthere were supposed to bein the deck | was dealing from, and just asthings
were sarting to get ugly, theloca constabularies rescued me and thoughtfully lined up my room and
board for the next week, dl at public expense.

Now, while | wouldn't never want to complain about such generous treatment, 1'd be lessthan my usud
forthright and honest sdif if | didn't point out that the prison fare in Paris don't quite measure up to the
qudity of grub you get at Maxim's or the Tour dArgent, and the beds weren't quite as luxurious asyou
might expect a the Plaza-Athenee or the Ritz. But given the price, | didn't have no red serious
objections, and | was almost sorry to leave when they gave me my walking papers aweek |ater.

| stopped at asidewalk cafe, which didn't cater to no locals but wasfilled to overflowing with bearded
American writers, al of *em with tortured artistic eyes, and after I'd et some snails and washed them
down with abottle of wine, | redized that | till didn't have no placeto stay.

| couldn't see no sense wasting any money on one of the more expensive hotels, so | started wandering
around, kind of testing the watersto seeif | could rent aroom and a companion of the female persuasion
for the price of aroom aone, and pretty soon | found myself in an dley, and | cameto this big door, and
| could hear dl kinds of laughing and clapping on the other sde of it, like folks were having ared good
time, so | opened it and stepped inside.

It was dark, and there were dl kinds of thesatrical-type props lying around, and about twenty yards off |



could seealight, so | went initsdirection, and suddenly | found mysdlf face-to-face with this beautiful
blonde lady who had evidently dressed in kind of a hurry, because she wasn't wearing nothing but a pair
of high hedlsand abunch of feathersin her hair.

“Howdy, maam,” | said. “I heard the sound of merrymaking out inthedley, and | just followed my
eas.”

Shelooked kind of startled, and shot me aquick grin, and whispered, “Who are you?’

“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones at your service, maam,” | said. “If you ain't got no serious
plansfor the rest of the evening, I'd be happy to escort you to some of the finer night spotsin town.”

Suddenly | heard aroad of laughter off to my left, and | turned and saw a bunch of people sitting at
tables, dl of 'em laughing their heads off.

“Am | intruding in somekind of private party, malam?’ | asked.

“Y ou areintruding on the stage of the Follies Bergere, you fool!” she snapped.
“Doesthat mean youain't available for an evening of fun and frolic?’ | asked.
“Don't you understand?’ she hissed. “Y ou're interrupting a performance!”

“Where | come from, ladies don't perform wearing nothing but asmile,” | said. Then | mulled onit abit,
and added, “Maybe that'swhy | |eft, now that | cometo think oniit.”

The audience laughed again, and then | was surrounded by maybe two dozen more ladies who werent
wearing no more than the first, and it seemed that aslong as| wasthere, and a stranger in town, the least
| could do wasintroduce mysdlf to each of *em. 1'd gotten about hafway down the line when they dl
started dancing acrossthe stage, and | was left standing there dl done, so | figured | might aswell dance
after’em. Now, the watz isjust about the only dance | know, and it's right difficult to do without a
partner, but | done the best | could, and just as | caught up with them abunch of gendarmes started
walking toward the stage, and even though | knew | was innocent of al wrongdoing, | didn't like thelook
inther eyes, so once | got near the curtain | just kept on watzing, but the second | was offstage the
audience started screaming something in French, and aminute |ater the stage manager ran up to me.

“They want more of you!” he said breathlesdy.

“Wadll, of coursethey do,” | said. “With dl the old guyswho stare a ' em night after night, it's probably
been years since they was approached by a good-looking young buck like myself.”

“I don't meanthegirls” hesad. “I mean the audience!”

“| don't think | follow you, Brother,” | said.

“They think you're aclown, that you're part of the act. They want an encore!”
“Anencore?’ | repeated.

“What else can you do?’



“I'm apreacher by trade,” | said. “1 supposeif push cameto shovel could give’em arouser about the
Song of Solomon.”

“Just get out there and dosomething !” said the stage manager, shoving me out into the spotlights.
The audience stopped yelling then, and settled back into their chairs.

“Howdy, folks” | said. “I'm the Right Reverend L ucifer Jones, and I've come to bring the word of the
Lordinto your dull, lackluster lives.”

Wi, for some reason or other, that brought forth aburst of chuckles, and | figured aslong asthey
seemed to be in apartying mood, 1'd warm’em up with the story about the peg-legged whaler and the
fireman's daughter before | got down to serious business, and they liked that one so much | followed it up
with the one about the schoolmarm and the left-handed plumber, and by thistime even the gendarmes
were having agood time, and | figured | might aswell put off any serious sermonizing til Sunday morning
rolled around, and | told’em a couple of moretaes 1'd accumulated during my travelsto distant and
exotic lands, and even though they didn't understand the one about the bow-legged jade merchant and
the mandarin's daughter they laughed anyway, and we were having ahigh old time when the manager
dipped me anote saying the girlswere in serious danger of catching cold if they didn't Start generating a
little body heat, and | writ back that | may well have had the strength of ten because my heart was pure
but I had counted twenty-five of "em and held have to send fifteen of *em home, and he wrote back to
say I'd misunderstood him and what he meant was that he wanted me to get off the stage so they could
go back to dancing.

Wéll, | didn't want none of them frail flowers coming down with a cold because of me, so | thanked the
audiencefor being so friendly to aforeigner, and told them to stop by my tabernacleif they ever fdtin
serious need of salvation.

“Whereisit?’ asked one old geezer.

“l ain't had timeto set up shop yet,” | said. “But if any of you gents or ladies can suggest agood
location, I'mwilling to listen.”

“Notre Dame!” said another, and everyone guffawed, and then | |eft the stage and the girls started
working up aswest, and the manager walked over to me.

“1 don't know whether | should arrest you for interrupting the show, or offer you along-term contract,”
hesad. “I think | shall settlefor politely showing you the door.”

“Wel, youcould do me onefavor, Brother,” | said.
“And what isthat?’

“Tell me about thisNotre Dame,” | said. “1 dways knew they played footbal. | didn't know they saved
souls, too.”

“It isthe greatest church intheworld,” he said, looking & melike | had some kind of raretropical
disease. “How can you not know of it?’

“I' know of it,” | said with some dignity. “But | was under the impression that it was somewherein
Indiana.”



He shook hishead. “Itisat the lledelaCite.” | asked him to tell me how to get there, ancel figured if |
could get in tight with Knute Rockne or whoever was coaching the team these days| might get alittle
ingdeinformation that would help me besat the point spread, and then | thanked him for his help, bade
him afond farewell, and started waking down the lonely, deserted Streets of Paris.

It must have been close to four in the morning when | got there, and let metell you, it was one mighty
impressive Sght, evenif | couldn't gpot the stadium in the dark. There were gargoyles galore, onein
particular bringing back memories of Honor Weinberger, agirl I'd known back in Moline, lllinois, and all
kinds of stained glass windows, including a big rose-colored one, and findly | opened the door and
walked insde. Someone was playing some mighty mournful music on the pipe organ, but | couldn't see
who it was. Infact, it was so dark in there that | couldn't even see the ceiling, and after 1'd looked around
abit and drunk in the architecture, of which therewas an awful lot to drink in, | decided to seeif | could
hunt up the locker room, so | opened adoor and started moseying down this corridor, which led to a
batch of other corridors and doors, and pretty soon | couldn't hear the music no more and | was pretty
well-nighlogt, so | figured 1'd retrace my steps and wait until daylight and maybe hunt up Knute and the
gang a their practicefidd, but as| turned | saw thisugly littlefeller kind of shuffling after me. He looked
like he knew hisway around alot better than | did, so | walked over to him on the assumption that he
might be ableto help me,

“Good evening, Brother,” | said. “Wasthat you playing on the organ?’

He nodded. “I do it to relax, when nobody's around.”

“You'reright good at it.”

He smiled ahomely kind of smile. “Thank you very much.” He paused. “Who are you, by the way?”

“I'm the Right Reverend L ucifer Jones, and I'm looking for the team's headquarters.”

“Team?’ herepeated. “What team?’

“Thevarsty, of course,” | said. “Can't make no money betting on freshman games.”

“We don't have any teams here,” he said. “ Thisis Notre Dame.”

“I'm afraid that you been misnformed,” | told him. “It just S0 happensthat you got atop-notch football
team.”

Heamiled. “That isthe Notre Damein America.”
“Y ou mean theré's more than one of you?’ | said.
He nodded.

“You know,” | said, “1 been thinking dl night that it seemed like you guys scheduled an awful lot of road
games. | guessthat explainsit.”

“Wadl, now that you're here, why don't you join mein aglass of wine?’ he said.

“That's mighty neighborly of you,” | replied.



“It getslonely herea night,” he explained. “ Y ou're the first person I've seen in weeks.”
“Widl, you must see’ em when you go homein the mornings.”

“I livehere” hesaid. “My room isover by the belltower. | haven't set foot outside the church in, oh, it
must be closeto thirty years now.”

We reached thislittle room that had atable and four chairs, and while | sat down, he limped over to a
cabinet and pulled out two glasses and a bottle of red wine.

“Lookslike you twisted your ankle,” | said.
“It isapermanent condition,” he said. “I'm aclubfoot.”
“Wall, | don't suppose it makes much difference, aslong as no one'skicking field gods around here.”
“Ilike you, Reverend Jones,” he said, filling the glasses. “ Y ou are a very understianding man.”
“Andyou areavery generous host,” | said. “1 want to thank you for the wine, Brother...?”
“Quesadilla”
“Brother Quesadilla,” 1 concluded.
“Youdidn't laugh,” he noted.
“Did someonetd| ajoke?’
“No,” hesaid. “But my name ... the Spanish seemto find it amusing.”
“Well, the Spanish are easly amused,” | said. “Usudly adead bull will do thetrick.”
“I like you more and more,” he said. “No one has ever conversed so fredy with me.”
“Why not?’ | said. “Y ou seem like afriendly enough feller.”
“Who knows? They hear the rumors, and ... “ He spread his hands and shrugged.
“Uh ... just what kind of rumors are you referring to, Brother Quesadilla?’ | asked.
“Oh, that | kidnap women and do grotesque thingsto them in the belltower,” he said with ashrug.
“Soundsnoisy,” | alowed.
“On my honor, Reverend Jones, | have never taken asingle woman to the belltower.”
My first impulse was to ask if he took married women there. My second impulse wasto ask if he didn't
take’em to the belltower, wheredid he take’em? Then | took a seriouslook at al the muscleson his

arms and neck, and my third and most reasonable impulse was to change the subject, which | proceeded
to do.



“Brother Quesadilla,” | said, “1 been looking for a place to establish my tabernacle. Aslong as Fate has
brung meto your doorstep, how much do you think your employerswould rent thisjoint out for?”

He chuckled at that. “ Thisis the Notre Dame Cathedrdl. It's not for rent, Reverend Jones.”

“Wadl, hereit is, four in the morning, and not asoul ismilling around except you and me,” | pointed ouit.
“It seems a sorry waste of such anicetasteful building.”

“Y ou preach to your congregation at four in the morning?’ he asked.

“Widl, truth to tell, | had in mind something more in the way of maybe anightly bingo tournament to help
pay the overhead.”

“Bingo?’ he said, puzzled.

“WEéll, if the French don't play bingo, | suppose we could set up a craps table and maybe aroulette
whed.”

“It'safascinating concept,” he admitted with agrin, “but thisis a place of worship.”

“Brother Quesadilla, you'd be surprised how often people cal upon the Good Lord when they got apair
of diceintheir hands,” | said.

He considered it for aminute and then shook his head sadly. “They'd never permit it.”

“Wouldn't nobody have to know about it except you and me and such various sSinners as we manage to
attract,” 1 said. “We could set up shop every night from, say, midnight til fivein the morning.”

“We?" he repested.

“Asinyouandme” | sad.

“Do you mean you'd redly trust the notorious Clubfoot of Notre Dame?’

“Sure” | said. “I just won't go to the belltower with you.”

“Thisisamogt intriguing concept,” he said. “Would we split the profits down the middle?”
“One-third for you, one-third for me, and one-third for the Lord,” | said.

“Asthe Lord'slandlord, I'll hold His share of the money,” said Quesadilla,

“I waskind of figuring on holding it mysdf,” | replied, “me being His pokesman and dl.”
“Ffty-fifty?’ hesad.

| sighed. “Fifty-fifty,” | agreed.

“How do you plan to get word to al the sinners?’ he asked.



“I met abatch of "em tonight,” | said. “I'll just go on back to the same place tomorrow and announce
that we're open for preaching, savation, and craps.”

“WEell need some craps tables and aroulette whedl,” noted Quesadilla.
“Wadll, | figureif I'm supplying the sSnners, the very least the landlord can do is supply the equipment.”
Hemulled on it for aminute or two and then agreed.

We shook hands, and | Ieft him playing on the pipe organ. Then | hunted up anearby hotd, which had
Seen better days and probably better centuries. | figured | was moving up to more eegant quarters the
next night, but | didn't see no need to insult the management, so | registered for aweek and the next
morning | tiptoed out while the desk clerk was otherwise occupied.

There wasn't much for me to do until after dinnertime, so | decided to mosey on over to the Louvre and
soak up alittle culture. | saw everyone clustered around this one painting, and | figured it must be
something pretty specid, so | stood inlineuntil 1 could get agood closelook at it, but it turned out to be
apicture of thiskind of plain woman who couldn't quite make up her mind whether to smile a the painter
or not, and in truth it didn't hold a candle to the picture of Nelie Willoughby in the altogether that they
had hanging over the Long Bar of the New Stanley Hotel back in Nairobi.

| wandered around abit more, and then | came to this statue of alady who wasn't wearing an awful lot
more that the ladies I'd seen the previous night, and it set my good artistic blood to boiling, because
someone had busted off the arms out of sheer malicious mischief, and since it hadn't been covered up or
repaired or nothing | figured the guards didn't know about it yet, so | hunted up a gendarme and grabbed
him by the arm and led him over to the statue and pointed out what had happened and told him he'd
better report it to his superior and maybe double their security until the culprit was caught. He just looked
at melike | posed a serious danger, and right on the instant | redlized that it was an insde job, and he
didn't want to let his superiors know that he'd had any part of it, so | apologized for taking histime, and
made amenta note to come back on hisday off, and lay out the whole plot to whoever wasin charge of
the place after firgt finding out if there was areward for exposing the culprits.

After | left the Louvre, | found | still had some time on my hands, so | wandered over to the Arc de
Triomphe, which I'd always thought was horse race but turned out to be akind of big one arch aswdll,
though for thelife of me | couldn't see how you could bet onit. I saw abunch of Frenchmen standing
around not doing much of anything, so | walked over and told ’em that they looked like asporting lot,
and that they could now do their sinning and their repenting al in the same spot if they'd come to Notre
Dameabit after midnight. Most of *em thought | was kidding, but three or four guyswrit down the
information, and | told " em to make sure they passed the word to dl their friends and relations.

| stopped a asidewak cafe for dinner, and got alittle live entertainment with my mea when a couple of
bearded Americans wearing turtlenecks and berets got into a knock-down drag-out over which of "em
looked more like Hemingway. In point of fact, the only Hemingway | knew was bald and eighty and ran
ahardware store back in Ephrata, Pennsylvania, but | didn't see no sense hurting their fedlings by
enlightening’em, and before long the gendarmes came dong and dragged ' em both off to the hoosegow
just as| wasfinishing my dessert.

By then it wastime to go back to the Follies Bergere. | figured I'd just hunt up M. Bergere and ask him
to make the announcement for me, but nobody'd in the whole place had seen hide nor hair of him, so |
waited until the placefilled up and then hopped onto the stage. Evidently | interrupted the very same
blonde lady | had interrupted the night before, because she bellowed™" You again!™ and took off ashoe



and garted hammering mewith it.

The audience thought it was al part of the show, and | recognized some of the same faces from the last
time, so after | calmed the young lady down | told ’em a couple of more stories, including the one about
the airplane pilot and the Tasmanian belly dancer, and then, when they'd dl stopped laughing, | explained
to them that Notre Dame had anew policy of one-stop sinning and salvation, and even though most of
em laughed at first | kept explaining it over and over until everybody got right serious and the stage
manager kept making agesture with his hand across histhroat, which | figured meant he was choking on
apeach pit or something, and findly | thanked ’em for their time and hospitaity and promised to greet
any and dl of 'em that came to Notre Dame later in the evening, and before | |eft the building I'd hired
half adozen refined young naked ladies to provide alittle entertainment for our parishioners between
midnight and sunrise.

| wasthinking of stopping by the Lido and the Moulin Rouge and making the same announcement, but |
noticed it was getting on toward ten o'clock and | decided I'd better get back to Notre Dame and see
how Quesadillawas coming along with his part of the bargain.

W, somehow or other, he'd managed to find a couple of roulette tables and three craps tables, and
had even hunted up some poker and baccarat tablesaswell. | asked him if he knew anyone in the beer
and wine business, so we could get alittle liquid refreshment into them sinners what was running low on
energy, and he said that he'd aready thought of that, and couldn't see no reason to pay a middieman to
set up abar when we could do it oursalves, and just as he was explaining it to me in came a couple of
deliverymen with our supplies.

We broke out abottle of our best drinking stuff to celebrate our little enterprise, and then we settled
back to wait for the Snnersto start gathering, and sure enough, just after midnight, in they came, and by
three in the morning we must have had agood four hundred evil men and painted women gambling their
money away. Then at five o'clock we closed all the tables, and | stood up on achair and forgave’emin
the name of my merciful and compassionate Slent Partner, and then they al went home, and me and
Quesadilla paid off the young ladies and moved dl the tables and suppliesinto a storeroom and counted
up our take.

“ Sixteen thousand francd!” he said excitedly.
“Theresalot to be said for working on the side of the Lord,” | agreed.
“I never redized how well salvation could pay,” he said.

“Wadll, it'sdl amatter of getting the right class of peoplein your congregation,” | said. “ Them what's
beyond redemption usudly ain't got al that much pocket money, and them what'stotaly without sn are
probably more likely to throw the first gonethan place thefirst bet.”

Wel, | found to my surprisethat he liked talking religion asmuch as| did, so we kept it up til after
sunrise, and then a batch of priests showed up and Quesadilla decided to head off to bed, and | watched
the poorbox for awhile and decided that the priests were missing a bet and that maybe once | got to
know ' em better I'd explain to ’em how to run their church more like abusiness, but for the time being |
decided they probably didn't want no outsiders interfering with the way they practiced their trade, 0|
headed toward the exit, and just as | did | bumped into abig roly-poly guy in priest's robes.

“Excuse me, Brother,” | said. “1 hope | didn't do you no lasting harm.”



“I'mfine, my son,” hereplied. “Didn't | seeyou here very early yesterday morning aswell?’
“It'saposshility,” | said. “I hang around churches alot, me being aman of theclothand all.”
“Episcopdian?’ he asked.

“That'sright generous of you,” | answered, “but it'salittle early in the day for me.”

Hejust stared at me for aminute. “Well, if you should ever need help, I'm Father Gaston.”

“I'll kegpitinmind,” I promised him. “And if you ever fed the need of spiritud uplifting, I'm the Right
Reverend Honorable Doctor Lucifer Jones.”

Well, he kept on staring & me for so long that | figured he was alittle bit near-sighted and had maybe
forgot hisglasses, sofindly | just smiled at him and continued on out the door, after which | decided that
| needed someplace alittle more upscale to hang my hat, so | hopped ataxicab and pulled up at the Ritz
afew minutes|ater. | found out at the desk that they didn't give no discountsto clergymen, but | figured
that aslong as| was aready there | might aswell rent mysalf aroom, and | spent the rest of the morning
and afternoon doing alittle serious degping.

Business was booming that night, asword of our little enterprise seemed to have spread far and wide,
and it kept getting better al through the week. Every morning | would leave just after sunrise, and bump
into Father Gaston, and exchange afew pleasantrieswith him, and every evening | would round up the
ladies from the Follies Bergere and cart 'em over to Notre Dame and make sure that Quesadilladidn't
invite none of *em up to the belltower for alittle hanky-panky, and | was just about sure I'd finaly found
my cdling, and was even thinking about scaring up some other churches and maybe franchising the
sdvation business, when one night, just when the young ladies were doing their artistic interpretation of an
Indian love dance to Quesadilla's accompaniment on the pipe organ, and the mayor himself had two
thousand francs riding on the next roll of the dice, Father Gaston burst into the church.

“What isgoing on here?’” he demanded, and suddenly al our parishioners dropped what they were
doing and high-tailed it for the exits, except for the young ladies, who weren't exactly dressed for going
outsdein the cool evening breeze.

“Wall, howdy, Father Gaston,” | said. “What brings you here at this ungodly hour?’

“Ungodly istheword for it!” he bellowed. “1 had afeding al week that something strange was going on
here. What are you doing in my church?’

“Acquiring afirgt-rate congregation of snful men and loosewomen,” | explained. “ After dl, if they didn't
have nothing to confess, you wouldn't need them little booths, would you?’

“Thisisoutrageous!” he said. “Look at those women!”
“I can hardly take my eyesoff "em,” | agreed admiringly. “Especidly the third from the left.”
“They'red| naked”

“Not much gets past your watchful eye, doesit?’ | said, figuring alittle compliment, one clergyman to
another, might help to cdm him down.



“Why arethey here?’

“Where else are apassdl of naked ladies gonna go to find forgiveness?’ | said. “1'd say Notre Dame has
outdoneitsdf tonight.”

“And what were al those other people doing here?” he continued.

“Getting dl the sin and corruption out of their systems so they'd befit for saving,” | said.
He dared at the tables. “ Do you mean to tell me there's been gambling going on here?’
“No, | suredidn't meantotell you that,” | answered.

“| didn't mean to tell him anything,” he said unhappily.

“I'm cdlling the gendarmesthisingtant!” said Father Gaston.

“It won't do no good,” | pointed out. “All our dedlers and croupiers are gone. Tell em to come by
tomorrow about midnight, and to bring plenty of money with’em.”

“You areimpossiblel” he shouted at me, and then turned to Quesadilla. “1 hold you responsible for this,
you ugly little dlubfoot!”

“I don't care,” said Quesadilla. “ Reverend Jonesis my friend. In fact, heésmyonly friend, and | won't let
you do anything bad to him.”

“Héesacrimind and afraud!” growled Father Gaston.

“Why don't you come up to the belltower with me and welll discussit?’ suggested Quesadillawith a
funny kind of smileon hisface.

“We have nothing to discuss,” said Father Gaston. “1'm having you both arrested.”
“1 don't think that would be avery good idea,” said Quesadilla.
“Nobody asked you your opinion,” said Father Gaston.

“If I goto court, they might ask me more than myopinion ,” said Quesadilla. “They might even ask me
what | saw you doing with Madame Duchard.”

“That was seventeen years ago!” said Father Gaston uneasily.
“Oh, I'll just tell them what | saw,” said Quesadilla. “Y ou canfill in the dates and other particulars.”

“All right,” said Father Gaston with adefeated sigh. “No gendarmes. Just get out of here and don't come
back.”

“That suitsmefine,” said Quesadilla “Thirty years of this place isenough for me.”

“Hah!” sad Father Gagton. “Whereisan ugly little clubfoot like you going to find work? Y oull starve
withinamonth.”



“Father Gagton,” | said, “as one man of the cloth to another, I'm ashamed to hear you carrying on like
thisto a decent Chrigtian like Quesadillawho never meant no one any harm, and we ain't going to listen
to no more of it.”

| took Quesadillaby the arm and led him out the door, while Father Gaston just stood and glared at us.

“He'sright, you know,” said Quesadilla, as we wa ked down the empty Paris streets. “I've been cooped
up therefor thirty years. How am | ever going to make aliving? | don't have any job skills.”

“Sureyou do,” | said. “And with alittle help from me, you ain't gonna have no trouble at all.”
“What did you havein mind?’ he asked curioudy.

“Did you ever hear the one about the bullfighter and the fan dancer?’ | asked.

“No, but—"

“Then shut up and listen.”

Wi, | told it to him, and as depressed as he was, he practicaly fell down laughing, so | told him to get
himsalf apen and paper, and once he did | sat down and told him the one about the poet and the feather
merchant's twin daughters, and then the one about the Sumo wrestler and the circus thin lady, and the
one about the six-fingered gangster and the one-eyed manicurist, and by the time the sun had come up
I've guv him about a hundred such knee-dappers.

Then, after we had breakfast, | took him over to the Follies Bergere and introduced him to the stage
manager, and after he told a couple of jokesthey hit it right off, and the last | saw of the Clubfoot of
Notre Dame, he was providing the musica accompaniment for the dancing girls at the organ and telling
the audience droll stories between acts.

Asfor me, | took my half of the money and headed off to London, where | hoped to find a church that
was more attuned to my particular brand of salvation.

8. The Crown Jeweds

The very firgt thing you notice about London isthat isain't exactly warm. The second thing isthat it ain't
exactly cold. Thethird isthat it ain't exactly dry. Thefourth isthat it ain't exactly sunny. Thefifthisthat it
ain't exactly cheap.

Stll, London'sgot alot of things going for it. For one thing, most of the folks speak akind of American,
which was a pleasant change from Paris, where they don't speak no known language at al. For another,
everyone kept saying that it was a pretty class-ridden town, so | figured if | could just find out where the
gnful classes hung out I'd know right where to establish my tabernacle.

| took aroom at an old, run-down hotel on Basl Street, then went out looking for asinner or two of the
female persuasion, just to test the waters, so to speak. 1'd got maybe three blocks away from the hotel
when | came across alarge crowd lined up to get into some theater, and they seemed so eager and
excited that | decided | might aswell join’ em and see what al the fuss was about, sncein my broad
experience on four continents very few entertainments draw that kind of enthusiasm unlessthey feature a
few fdlen women in serious need of both clothing and redemption.



Widl, wedl filed in and sat down, and while | was looking for painted women, of which there was nary
asign, an announcer came out on the bare stage and said, “ Thank you for coming, ladies and gentlemen.
Our speaker tonight needs no introduction. He has consented to give one of hisrare public lectures, and
so may | present, without any furtheradieu , the greatest consulting detective in the world, London's own
Sherringford House.”

Everybody stood up and started clapping, and then this skinny guy, dressed in tweeds and smoking a
pipe, came out onto the stage.

“Mr. House,” said the announcer, “ before you begin, can we impose upon you to display your
remarkable powers of deduction for the audience?’

“Certainly,” said Sherringford House. “May | have avolunteer, please?’

Wédll, | could seeright off that there weren't going to be no sinnerson display, so | got up to leave.
“Thank you, gr,” saild House, and suddenly everyone started staring at me.

“Youtdkingtome?’ | sad.

“Y ou have recently beenin Paris, | perceive,” hesaid, “and | believeit isnot incorrect to sate that you
toil inthe service of your Lord.”

“Now how on earth did you know that?’ | asked.

He merely smiled, and suddenly everyone started applauding.

“The science of deduction,” he said after they'd dl calmed down, “ can be divided into three separate
parts. observation, andysis, and conclusion. Anyone who has been properly trained can do what | just
did. You ask how | have solved one hundred and three cases without afailure, and | say to you that had
the police learned those three basi ¢ princi ples—observation, analys's, and conclusion—they would not
have needed my servicesin any of them.”

“Rubbish!” said avoice from the audience.

“1 beg your pardon?’ said House.

“| say that's balderdash, and that you're afake,” said the voice, which was suddenly sounding pretty
familiar. “What's more, I'm willing to bet five thousand poundsthat | can proveit.”

“Please stand up, Sir, so that | may seeyou,” said House.

The man stood up, and now that | could get agood look at him, | realized that it was Erich Von Hordt.
“I will put achalengeto you, Mr. House” said Von Hord. “In three nights' time, | will stedl the Crown
Jewds, and I'll wager five thousand pounds that you and the entire London Metropolitan Police Force

cannot prevent me from so doing.”

“Arrest that criminal!l” shouted awoman.



“No!” said House sharply. “This man has challenged my integrity. Were | to back down, | would be less
than British, which isunthinkable.” He turned back to Von Horst. “ Sir,” he said, * have you any
conditions attached to your challenge?’

“I will need one assstant,” said Von Horgt.

“Professor Meanoma, perhaps?’ said House, arching an eyebrow sardonically.

“I need no one elseto help me plan the theft,” said Von Horst. “ To proveit, | will accept someone from
the audience, if you will promisethat he or she will not be prosecuted.”

“That isacceptable,” said House. “1 will speak to Ingpector Mcllvoy, and I'm sure he will agree.” He
paused. “Who do you choose?’

Von Horst looked straight at me and smiled. “It makes no difference,” he said. “It might aswell be the
gentleman from Paris”

“Done, sr,” said House. He now turned to the announcer. “Will you be good enough to hold the
Stekes?’

“Gladly, Mr. House,” replied the announcer. House pulled out a checkbook and began scribbling while
Von Horst approached the stage and handed over ahuge wad of hills.

“It does not bother you that | have seen your face?’ asked House.

“Notintheleast,” said Von Horst confidently, “for you shdl never seeit again.”

“Ladiesand gentlemen,” said House, “1 hope you will forgive me, but | must postpone thislecture whilel
prepare to gpprehend this villain. If the management will agree, your tickets will be honored for aweek
from tonight, at which time| shall tell you exactly how | captured him and saved the Crown Jewels.”

That brought a standing ovation, and then House walked off the stage and everyone except Von Horst
darted filing out.

“Good evening, Doctor Jones,” said Von Horst when we were donein the theater. “ Fancy meeting you
here, of adl places. What asmall worlditis.”

“Crowded ismore theword for it,” | said bitterly.

“Ah,” hesad. “Youretill mad about our little venturein Itay.”

“Y ou might say that.”

“Then thisismy chanceto put thingsright between us,” he said. “I'll let you infor one-third.”

“Things ain't been right between us sincethe day | first met you back in Dar-es-Salaam, and they didn't
get no better in Morocco or Algeriaor Mozambique or Italy. Just get out of my life”

“What kind of attitudeisthat for aman of the cloth?’ he said. “How can | atone for my past snsif you
turn your back on me?’



“VonHorg,” | said, “there's probably a couple of hundred things | might do to you, but turning my back
onyou an'toneof 'em.”

“How can | prove my sincerity?’ he said. “1 have afool proof plan to sted the Crown Jewels. I'm so sure
it will work that | put up five thousand pounds against the greatest detective in the world. Y ou will be
working for me. Y ou'll know dl the details of my plan, the location of my headquarters, everything you
need to turn mein if you should decide that I'm trying to deceive you in any way. Furthermore,
Sherringford House has given his persond guarantee that you will not be held culpableif | succeed. What
more could you possibly want?’

“Everything dwayssounds good when you lay it out,” | said, “but somehow or other you aways get the
money and | awayswind up in the hoosegow.”

“Butyoucan't wind upinjail thistime!” he said. “If I'm caught, you go scot free, and if | succeed, you
get athird of the Crown Jewels.”

| mulled onit for acouple of minutes.

“What makes you so sure you can outwit Sherringford House?” | said. “Evenl've heard of him, and |
an't never been in England before today.”

“Doctor Jones,” he said, “this plan smply cannot fail. | don't care how brilliant Houseis, | don't careif
the Tower of London isentirdly surrounded by police, | will come away with the Crown Jewels” He
paused. “And the beauty of the schemeisthat it requires no specia skillswhatsoever. | don't haveto be
ableto climb the up the sides of buildings or pick complex combination locks or fight my way past an
army of policemen. It took ageniusto conceiveit, but any fool could carry it out.”

It was at that very ingtant that my own plan occurred to me. If any fool could carry out the theft of the
Crown Jewels, well, | could be every bit as much of afool asthe next man. | figured that I'd go dong
with himuntil 1 learned dl the details of his scheme. Then I'd tell House just enough so held be waiting for
Von Horgt, and while he was carting VVon Horst off to the calaboose, I'd use the plan to help mysdlf toa
couple of generous handfuls of the Crown Jewels and findly get around to building me atabernacle
worthy of my preaching taents.

“Waell,” said Von Horgt, “what do you say? Areyou in or out?’

“In”

“Good,” hesaid. “Iknew | could count on you. And you won't regret it.”

“Actudly, | got agood fedling about this here enterprise,” | dlowed. “Like you sad, thereésno way |
canlose”

“Shall we shake onit?’” he asked.
“Just aminute,” | said, dipping off my watch and putting it on my left wrigt. “Okay.”
“Somehow | have thefedling you sill don't entirely trust me, Doctor Jones,” he said, shaking my hand.

“Maybe will after you explain your plantome,” | said.



“Fair enough,” he agreed. “But not here. There'stoo much chance that welll be overheard.” He looked
around. “ Do you know the Garroted Goose?’

“It'sakid's nursery rhyme, right?’
“It'sapub on Bond Street. Be there at noon tomorrow.”

He turned and walked out of the theater, and aminute later | hunted up a phone book and found
Sherringford House's address, and half an hour after that | was introducing mysdlf to his landlady, who
showed me up the stepsto his gpartment. | heard fiddle music coming through the door, and commented
that it sounded right pretty.

“Oh, Mr. Houseisagreat onefor theviolin,” said thelandlady. “ The house isfilled with music whenever
he'sthinking.”

“Hethinks alot, doeshe?’ | asked.

“Practicdly dl thetime,” she said. Then she whispered, “ Just between us, | do wish held vary the
melody every now and then.” We reached the landing. “Well, here we are. It'sthe first door to your left.”

“Do comein,” said House's voice, just before | could knock on the door.

“Howdy, Mr. House,” | said, entering his apartment, which was filled with books and chemicasin equa
proportion.

“Ah, the gentleman from the theater,” he said, turning off hisVictrolaand putting the record back inits
package. “ Please sit down.”

“Thank you,” | said, pulling up achair.

“Y ou have come to me because of the proposed burglary of the Crown Jewels, have you not?” he said.
“Yeah,” | sad. “How did you know that?’

An amused smile crossed hisface. “What other business could we possibly have to discuss?’

“Wadll, it ssems smplewhen you explainit,” | said, “but for the life of me, | till don't know how you
figured out | had just got here from Paris and wasin the service of the Lord.”

“Elementary,” he said. “On the sole of your |eft shoe there remains atrace of horse manure. Benesth
your fingernailsisthe sort of grimethat ismost easily accrued by working with animals. Y our accent is
American. Y our bearing and demeanor is something less than aristocratic, and | therefore deduce that far
from being a sportsman you are acommon laborer. Now, where would an American be most likely to
find work on ahorse farm? In Paris, Kentucky, the breeding capital of the thoroughbred industry. And
why would you suddenly come to England? Becauise L ord Pemberton has only thisweek moved his
racing operation from the Blue Grass country to Britain, and since heiswel-known for rewarding loyaty
in hisemployess, it sandsto reason that he has relocated dl of his American help herein London.
Therefore, it was asmple matter to conclude that you have recently arrived from Paris, and that you
remain in the service of your Lord.” Heleaned back and puffed smugly on his pipe.

“Well, if that don't beat all!” | said.



“It'snothing,” he said, getting to hisfeet. “L et me observe you further for amoment.”

| st il like | was posing for apicture, until he walked once around me, nodded his head, and plumped
himsalf back down on the sofa.

“Y ou are | eft-handed, your mother died during childbirth, you are a crack shot with a .38-caliber
revolver, and your fondest desireisto trandate Shakespeare into Serbo-Croatian.”

“Truthtotdl,” | sad, “I'mright-handed, last time | heard from my mother she was serving hard timein
Colorado for running abawdy house, | ain't never shot apistol in my life, and my fondest desireisto
raise enough money to build the Tabernacle of Saint Luke.”

“Wdl,” he said with ashrug, “it had to be one or the other.” He took another puff of his pipe. “And
now, what can | do for you, Mr...?’

“Reverend,” | said. “The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones.”

“Doctor?’ he said, suddenly alert. “1 don't suppose you'd have accessto ... well, no, never mind. Please
continue.”

“Wdl, Mr. House,” | said, “1 been alaw-abiding citizen and a God-fearing Chrigtian dl my life, and |
just don't fed right helping Erich Von Horst stedl the Crown Jewels out from under your nose, so to
speak, and while | appreciate the fact that no one's going to arrest me no matter what happens, I'd feel a
lot better about thingsif | knew | was helping to uphold the law rather than bust it.”

“A most commendable attitude,” he said.

“So | gottothinking onit,” | continued, “and | figured that the very best thing to do would beto find out
exactly what Von Horst's plan i, and to passit on to you so you'd be ready and waiting for him.”

“Wdll, | thank you very much for your concern, Reverend Jones,” said House, “but it would hardly be
sporting, now that we've made our bet.”

“What's sporting got to do with anything?’ | said. “This man has stolen and finagled hisway dl up and
down Africawithout getting caught, and now he's going after the Crown Jewels.”

“Africa?’ he said with alaugh. “Not a chance, Reverend Jones. | studied him carefully when he came up
to the stage, and | can tell you with tota confidence that he has spent the last seventeen yearsasa
bookkeeper in Brishane, Australia. He is henpecked by hiswife, devoted to his seven children—two
boys and five girls—and spends his Sundays watching cricket matches from a seet that faces
north-north-east.”

“I tell you he swindled hisway acrossthe length and breadth of Africa,” | said.

“Poor fellow,” he said sympatheticaly. “| fear that when that horse kicked you in the head last
November—or was it October? No, November—it must have jarred loose some of your memory.”

“Can wejust agree that wherever he's been, he's here now, and the main thing isto stop him from
geding the Crown Jewels?’



“Certainly,” said House. “And prevent him | shdl.”

“Wouldnt it bealot easer if you knew hisplan?’ | asked him.
House shot me a confident smile. “But | dready do,” he said.
“You do?

“Certainly,” hesaid. “The manisobvioudy amadgter of disguise. At precisdy eleven o'clock three nights
hence, when they change the guardsin front of the jewd room, he will present himsdf for duty, dressed
asasergeant in the Tower Guard. He will take his post outside the door, snap to attention, and patiently
wait for usto loseinterest in him and direct our attention € sewhere on the assumption that he has not yet
gained access to the Tower. Then, when the corridor is deserted, he will digpatch hisfellow guard with a
single blow to the back of the neck—the man is obvioudy an expert at karate; brown belt, | should
think—and will enter the jewel room, prepared to make off with millions of pounds of Britain's greastest
treasures. But |, Sherringford House, will be hidden insde that room, waiting for him.”

“Well, that sure soundslike you got it figured out,” | said. “But if you're right, what does he needme
for?

“In case the police remain in the vicinity of the jewel room after he has taken up his postion, hewill need
you to create acommotion on one of the lower levels, drawing the police avay so that he can have afew
necessary moments alone to perpetrate hisfoul crime.” He paused and relit his pipe, which kept going
out. “Itisabrilliant scheme, ashe said it was, and it isindeed dmost fool proof. He forgot to take only
one singlefactor into consderation.”

“Yeah?' | said. “And what wasthat?’
“Heforgot that he would be trying to fool the greatest consulting detective in theworld,” said House,
who sure wasn't weighted down by no false modesty. “ So you see, Reverend Jones, the Situation is

aready well in hand. | thank you for your concern, but Von Horst will bein jail before the Tower clock
grikes midnight three days hence.”

“You're absolutdy sureyou an't madeamistake?’ | said.

“A migeke?’ hesaid."Me?"

Will, | could see we didn't have nothing more to talk about, so | took my leave of him and wandered on
back to Basil Street. | woke up about ten in the morning, found out that nobody in London knew how to
make a good cup of coffee, and when it was getting on toward noon | moseyed over to the Garroted
Goose, where VVon Horst was waiting for me at atable in the back.

“Good morning, Doctor Jones,” he said. “I trust you dept well?’

“Passably,” | said. “1 had a pretty comfortable room, except maybe for the bed and the mattress and the
springs and the pillow.”

“Wall, three days from now, you can stay in the Roya Suite at the Dorchester,” he said. Suddenly he
grinned. “And Sherringford House will never even know he's been bested!”

“Y ou keep saying that,” | pointed out, “but you don't sayhow .”



“I'm about to,” said Von Horst. “Have you been to the Tower of London yet, Doctor Jones?’
“Nope,” | said. “I thought I'd take agander at it this afternoon.”

“Waell, when you do, you will seethat the jewels are kept in aheavily guarded room at the very top of
the Tower,” said Von Horst. “ There are guards on duty around the clock, the door has alock that it said
to be unbreakable, and the only way down isby asingle saircase. Every grest thief on the history of
crime has atempted to stedl the Crown Jewels,” he added, “but none has ever succeeded—until now.”

“If | was abetting man, I'd go with therun,” | said.
“Ah—but | know something that even Sherringford House doesn't know,” said Von Horst with agrin.
] Y%?!

He nodded. “Most of the jewels on display in the Tower arefake. Thereal jewelsarelocked avay ina
vault below ground level—andthat vault can be cracked. The government has no desireto call attention
toit, soitisnot guarded, not marked in any way, and indeed looks like any storage room. While House
and the police are waiting in the Tower, | shal be directly below them, where | will havedl night to sted
the unprotected Crown Jewelsat my leisure.”

“Yousure of this?’ | asked.

“Would | have bet five thousand poundsif | had any doubts?’ replied Von Hordt. “I got it from an
embittered woman who once thought she had a chance to marry Edward and become the Queen of al
England. He toyed with her affections and then left her, and for years she has been nursing her bitterness
and waiting for her revenge. It was after we were introduced by amutua friend and | admitted some of
my youthful indiscretionsto her that she decided to impart this knowledge to me, in the hope that after |
had accomplished my mission | would makeit public and thus make fools of the entire Roya Family.” He
smiled. “ And what better way to publicize it than to defeat and humiliate England's favorite son,
Sherringford House?’

“Just where dol enter into these here plans?’ | said.

“Y ou must convince House that, for some unfathomable reason, you have taken astrong didike to me
and wish to thwart me. Y ou will give him some cock-and-bull story that we will concoct about how |

plan to sneak into the jewd room, so that al his efforts are concentrated there, and he never redizesthat
while heiswaiting for me, | have arrived and stolen thereal jewels directly below where heis standing.”
“Andthat'sit?’ | asked.

“That'sit,” hesaid. “What do you think?’

What | thought was that he'd be out of the country with the jewelswhile | was stuck in the Tower and he
had never had any intention of paying me my one-third, but | just grinned at him and said, “Y ou were

right; it sounds fool proof to me.”

“I'm staying at the Savoy,” he said. “ Come by tomorrow night and well work out the bogus plan that
you can relate to House and which will keep dl his efforts and attentions confined to the Tower.”



“What time?’ | asked.

“Shall we say eight o'clock?” suggested VVon Horst. “We could do it sooner, of course, but | want
Houseto think it took me afull two daysto confidein you. It ssems moreredigtic thisway.”

| got up and told him that I'd see him the next night. Then | went right to a bookstore and bought amap
of the Tower of London. Thered jewed room wasn't onit, but | found the stairs leading down to itslevd,
and it looked like VVon Horst had figured things out pretty well. There were plenty of escape routes, and
if things got redlly tense, he could open awindow and just jump into the Thames. Infact, it was such a
good planthat | decided I'd keep it for mysdlf.

| spent the rest of the day getting my first good look at London, which wasred long and strong on
museums and stuff, but right short on gambling houses. | figured | might takein alittle culture, so | went
to athesater in the evening, but instead of moving pictures they had abunch of red live people on stage.
Stll, it was a pretty entertaining comedy, and when this here prince started talking to askull, of al things,
| broke right out laughing, which led meto the redlization that Londoners ain't got no sense of humor
because everyone else just turned and stared at me and began trying to shush me up, so | got up, red
dignified-like, and walked out, feding right sorry for dl them poor actors who were probably wondering
why no one else gppreciated all their jokes.

The next day | dept til noon, and figured 1'd spend the day at the races, so | asked the desk clerk where
| could find Ascot and Epsom, and he gave me two addresses, but evidently he didn't understand
plain-spoken American real good, because the first address turned out to be a men's clothing shop and
the second was adruggist, and al | had to show for my hopeful afternoon at the track was an Ascot tie
and abox of Epsom sdlts.

| stopped at aloca restaurant and had what they assured me was atypica British dinner, which led me
to understand why | kept running into expatriate Brits dl over the world. The lemonade could have used
alittle sugar to make up for not having no lemons, and with no ketchup to bring out the subtle nuances of
flavor in the Dover sole, | decided they sold the leftovers to cobblers who had appropriated the word for
shoe bottoms.

When it was getting on toward eight o'clock | went over to the Savoy, and found out from the desk
clerk that Von Horst was in room 533 and was expecting me, so | took the elevator up to the fifth floor
and began waking down the hall. Just as| passed room 531 | thought | could hear Von Horst's voice,
and as| walked up to hisdoor | could hear him, plain as day, speaking on the telephone.

“Yes, it'sal working out beautifully,” he said. “The man isacomplete and total fool. By now he has
doubtless decided to dert Sherringford House to what he believesis my true plan, and to appropriate it
for himsdlf a sometimein thefuture.” He chuckled at something, and then continued. “ No, therésno
way it can fail. Half the London police will bein the Tower, and the rest will be watching the storage
room, and whilethey are dl occupied,| shall sneak into Buckingham Pdace and stedl dl the jewelsthey
have taken out for the King of Norway's state dinner. | never did saywhich Crown Jewels| planned to
stedl, and while they're watching one s, I'll make off with the other and deliver them to you before
aunrise ... You'l haveto st on them for acouple of years, but since I'm only asking thirty percent of
market value, | think it'sfair to say that well both make out like, shdl we say, thieves?”

He laughed again, and | knocked on his door.

“I'll beright with you!” he ydlled, and then | heard him say into the telephone, “1 have to hang up now.
Y ou won't hear from me again until after thejob isdone.”



Then | heard him walk across the room, and the door opened, and he greeted me with agreat big smile.
“Good evening, Doctor Jones,” he said. “I'm sorry if | kept you waiting, but | wasin the lavatory.”

“Quitedl right,” | said, walking in and sitting myself down in alesther chair. “ Quite a spread you've got
I’He_”

“It'scozy,” heagreed. “Can| get you anything to drink?’

| allowed asto how aglass of whiskey might wash away the taste of atypica British dinner, and he
poured somefor each of us, and then he sat down opposite me and while finished my drink he
ingtructed meto tell Sherringford House that he planned to impersonate a Tower Guard and have me
create acommotion on the lower levels, and that when House and the police went down below to
investigate he would disable the other guard with akarate chop, pick thelock, and ted thejewes
before anyone returned.

“It'sthe stupidest schemeintheworld,” he said with a chuckle. “But I've been reading House's
adventuresin the magazines, and he'sjust dumb enough to buy it.”

“Yeah,” | said. “I'll bet | could get himto go for it.”

“Your job,” he added, “isto lead them amerry chase without ever going below ground level, where I'll
be stedling the redl jewelsfrom the storeroom. Do you think you can manage it?’

“l can't seewhy not,” | said.

“Fine. Well meet at Westmingter Abbey at four in the morning, where I'll give you your share of the
jewds”

“Fair enough,” | said agreegbly.
“All right,” he said, getting to hisfeet. “Isthere anything € se we have to discuss?’
“Not that | can think of.”

“Good. Then I'll see you gpproximeately thirty-two hours from now, at which point we should both join
the ranks of Britain'srichest men.”

| walked on back to my hotel and sat down and started mulling on everything | had heard. Obvioudy
Von Horst was using his bet just to divert the attention of Sherringford House and the L.ondon police so
that he could have aclear, unhindered shot at dl the jewelsin Buckingham Paace, and | had known dl
aong he planned to double-cross me, though | didn't know until | overheard his phone call exactly how
he planned to doit.

So | got to sorting things out, and it seemed to me that since House aready believed in Von Horst's
phony scheme even though | hadn't yet told it to him, there wasn't no sense at dl disappointing him, so |
would lay it out just the way Von Horst wanted me to, and that would take care of the world's greatest
consulting detective and the whole of the London Metropolitan Police Force.

Then, since | knew that the gems at Buckingham Palace would be unprotected, and that VVon Horst had



arranged everything so that he could sneak in and stedl them at eleven o'clock, al | had to do was get
there ahead of him, at maybe 10:30, and once I'd gotten safely back to my hotel | could cal the Tower
and tell ’em VVon Horst was lurking in the Palace grounds, and that would take care of him once and for
al, snce hed publicly promised to sed the jewels and they would sure as shootin’ get themselves stolen.

The more | thought about it, the more | couldn't see no way it could go wrong, so finaly | moseyed over
to House's apartment and told him that he was dead right about what Von Horst planned to do.

“Wasthere ever any doubt?’ he said with a contented smile.

“Then, if it'sall the sameto you, I'd rather not be anywhere on the premises, snce Von Horst hasa
pretty vile temper and | don't want him taking no pot shots at me when he finds out | spilled the beans.”

“Certainly,” said House. “Y our job is done, Reverend Jones. | commend you for your citizenship and
your service to the Crown, though of course | knew all dong what Von Horst was planning, asyoull
recall from our conversation two nights ago.”

He waked me to the door and bid me good-night, and then | went back to Bristol Street, and spent the
rest of the night and most of the next day resting up. | knew better than to try another British
home-cooked dinner again, so | went out in search of ahealthy meal and got mysdlf two egg rolls, a
chocolate donut, and astein of ae, and at ten o'clock | started walking over to Buckingham Palace.

When | got there | saw that the whole building was dark, and | figured that al the kings and queensand
arigocrats were indulging in their party games alittle early, and that | might have to go from one bedroom
to another collecting their treasures, but I'd brung aflashlight aong with me, so that didn't bother me
none. | waked up to one of the back windows, and since | didn't want to make no noise, | took off my
shoes and then climbed in.

| found myself in some kind of drawing room, and since it was empty | opened the door and walked out
into a huge corridor, and started opening doors and inspecting rooms one by one, but | couldn't find no
jewdry or people or nothing in’em, and after afew minutes | was beginning to wonder if maybe there
was more than one Buckingham Palace, and if Edward and al the royal folks wasin the other one and
this one was owned by akindly old couple named Buckingham who were adegp on the second floor.

Findly | madeit to the living room, which was maybe a hundred feet long and half aswide, and | figured
that if there wasn't no gemsto be had, maybe | could at least pick up aknick-knack or two o it
wouldn't be atotally wasted evening, and just as | was reaching for alittle statue of alady who was
dressed asif shed just stepped out of a shower and didn't have no towels nearby, al the lights came on
and avoice shouted “Y ou're under arrest!” and suddenly | was facing four hundred members of the
London police.

“What are you guys doing here?’ | asked. “Y ou're supposed to be over at the Tower of London.”

“We had atip that someone would try to rob Buckingham while the Roya Family was vacationing at
Windsor Cagtle,” said the officer in charge.

“Wdl, somebodyis gonnatry to rob the Pdace,” | said, “and if you'll just stick around afew minutes you
can catch him red-handed.”

“Wejust did,” said the officer with alaugh.



“Yougotital wrong,” | sad. “I'm the Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones. Don't that mean nothing to
you?’

“It meansyou'l probably be thrown out of your church when they find out what you were doing,” he
sad.

“But you can't arrest me!” | said. “1 got an agreement with Sherringford House!”
“Sureyou do,” said the officer. “Now put your hands behind your back.”
“But | do!” | said asthey dipped on aset of handcuffs. “Just ask him.”

“Sherringford House is much too busy protecting the Crown Jewel s to be bothered right now,” said the
officer.

And that wasthat. They led me off to the British version of a paddywagon and took meto the local
station and photographed and fingerprinted me and booked me and locked mein acdl just likea
common criminal. They even took away my cigarsand my hip flask and my persond pair of
custom-made dice, and left me with nothing but my well-worn copy of the Good Book, which wasn't as
comforting as it might have been, sinceit wastoo dark to read or swat flieswith it.

Will, | findly drifted off to deep, and in the morning who should show up but Sherringford House. He
nodded to the guard, who unlocked my cell.

“I'm terribly sorry for thismisunderstanding,” said the consulting detective. “ Y ou are, of course, freeto
go. The London police have agreed to honor my promise to you.”

“Thanks,” | said.

“It wastheleast | could do for you,” he said, “considering that | won the five thousand pounds.”

“You caught Von Horst?’ | said, surprised.

He shook his head. “He never showed up. At the very last minute he must have redlized that he could
never hope to elude Sherringford House.” He turned to me and shook my hand. “1t has been most
interesting working with you, Reverend Jones. | hope you enjoy the remainder of your stay in London.”

Hewalked off, and | went over to the desk to pick up my belongings.

“You're Lucifer Jones?’ asked the desk sergeant.

“The Right Reverend Lucifer Jones,” | corrected him.

“Herésyour gear,” he said, handing me asmall cardboard box. “ And this|etter was hand-delivered for
you about an hour ago.”

| opened it up and read it. My Dear Doctor Jones:
Once again | have found collaborating with you to be a stimulating and enriching experience. |

had been planning to steal the Crown jewels for almost a month, but | had to wait until the
perfect partner showed up, so you can imagine my elation when | saw you walking into



Sherringford House's lecture three nights ago.

After | had arranged the wager and convinced you to join forces with me, | knew it would only be
a matter of time before you betrayed me and tried to steal the jewels yourself. | also knew that
House would have most of the London Metropolitan Police Force gathered at the Tower. The
trick, of course, was to let you overhear me talking to myself as you approached my room at the
Savoy, because | knew that the police would hold a few men in reserve to protect the rest of the
city, and | had to find some way to get them all in one place, far from where the actual crime was
being committed.

That iswhere you came in, Doctor Jones. Once you heard me say that | would be stealing the
jewels from the Palace at eleven, | knew that | could count on two things: first, that you would
keep this information to yourself and not divulge it to Sherringford House, and second, that you
would show up sometime before eleven to rob the jewel s your self.

It only took a phone call to the police to alert them to the fact that someone would be breaking
into the Palace between ten and eleven—and while they were apprehending you and Sherringford
House was wasting his time in the Tower of London, | was free to commit the robbery that | had
planned from the beginning.

If you will walk over to Bond Street after reading this letter, you will find a jewelry store owned
by a Mr. Alastair Crown. Prior to last night, he had the Moons of Africa, three perfectly matched
diamonds, on display in his window. They are now in my possession, and by the time you read this
| will be out of the country.

As for the five thousand pounds, if you can convince House that he lost his wager, | happily
forfeit all claimto it and gladly giveit to you. It was a small enough investment, considering that
it resulted in my acquiring some three million dollars” worth of diamonds.

| realize that you may feel ill-used, but the fact of the matter isthat | told both you and House the
truth: |1 did in fact steal the Crown jewels exactly when | said | would do so. If you don't believe
me, just ask Mr. Crown, who must be somewhat distraught at this moment and could doubtless
use such spiritual comfort as a man of the cloth such as yourself might wish to bring him.

Yr. Obdt. Sut.,
Erich Von Horst

| crumpled up the letter and threw it on the floor, and then went out into the wilderness—which in this
case happened to be abench in Hyde Park—and had along heart-to-heart with my Silent Partner, and
we decided to pull up stakes and try our luck in some other municipality since we hadn't done al that well
gnceariving in London.

Then He went off to tend to other Godly business and left me to wonder why, where Erich Von Horst
was concerned, | could be so stupid when | am so smart.

9. The Loch Ness Monster

| hopped anorthbound train out of London, got involved in afriendly little game of chance with three of
the conductors, and when | looked up we were not only out of England but had left Glasgow far behind
us. | figured the next stop was probably the North Pole, but one of the conductors assured me that the



train didn't go no farther than Inverness, which was plenty far enough asfar as| was concerned, sincel
hadn't never heard of it.

Well, let metel you, Inverness ain't one of the glittering capitals of Europe—or even of Scotland, if push
comesto shove. One of thelocas suggested | stay a Culloden House, which he told me wasright where
Bonnie Prince Charlie had been defeated, so | moseyed over and rented aroom, but | couldn't find hide
nor hair of no prince, 0 | reckoned held given up whatever fight he'd been in and gone on hometo lick
hiswounds.

The chambermaid was a girl named Anna, whose father worked as the gameskeeper for loca laird who
owned most of the nearby property, and hit it off right quick for two people who didn't have muchiin
common—I liked women and she hankered after men. It was after our idyllic little tryst that | asked her
what the locals did to amuse themsel ves, which seemed like a perfectly innocent and harmlessthing to
ask, but her only response wasto climb out of the bed and threw alamp a me. | took thisasagentle
reproof to theway | had worded my question, but after she threw a chair and both my shoesat mel
could see that shewas mildly displeased, so | smply thanked her for showing astranger some of the
brighter glories of Scotland and alowed that | would mosey on down to theloca tavern and see if
anyone there was more of amind to direct me to such action as might be taking placein Inverness of a
Tueday evening.

Dueto my little interlude with Anna, it was getting on toward midnight when | reached the tavern, and
there weren't more than haf adozen old men sitting around, al staring at this great big clock over the bar.
There were abunch of nasty-looking fish mounted on thewalls, with little metal plagues saying who
caught them and when, and here and there were photos of some Brit wearing a.crown, which | thought
was probably King Edward but | didn't want to ask, just in case it turned out to be this Prince Charlie
and hedtill had friendsin thevicinity.

“Good evening, stranger,” said the bartender. “I haven't seen you here before.”
“I just got into town today,” | said, and since everyone waslooking at me, | turned to face’em. “The
Right Reverend Honorable Doctor Lucifer Jones at your service, weddings and baptisms done cheap,

with agroup rate for funeras”

“Pleased to meet you, Reverend Jones,” said the bartender. “ And since you're aman of the cloth, the
first onewill be on the house”

“Wadll, that'sright generous of you, brother,” | said. “All them millions of people who swear the Scots
areamean, stingy, miserly race of tightwads obvioudy ain't beento Invernesslately.”

“Thank you,” said the bartender. 1 think.”

“Y ou plan on being herelong, Reverend Jones?’ asked one of the old guyswho was sitting doneat a
table.

“I doubt it,” | said. “Three of four hours of hard drinking and | ought to be ready for bed.”
“I meant, do you plan to stay in Invernessfor any length of time?’

“I @n't made up my mind yet,” | said. “I've spent the last few years wandering the world, looking for the
right spot for me and God to build our tabernacle.”



“Judt getting thelay of theland, en?’

Wel, | thought I'd dreadygot the lay of the land with Annaback at Culloden House, but it seemed
ungentlemanly to mention it to strangers, at least until they started bragging about whatthey'd caught
lately, so | just kind of nodded in agreement.

“If there's anything we can do to help, placesto point out, thingslike that, just let usknow,” he said.

“Wéll, aslong as you're being so open and honest to anewcomer, what do you fellers do for excitement
of aweekday evening?’ | asked.

He looked around. “ Should wetel him?’

The othersal stared at me, and one by one they nodded.

“Frg,” he sad, turning back to me, “you have to promise not to tell anyone.”

“You got my word asaman of thecloth,” | said.

“All right,” he said. “ After midnight, when the constabl€'s gone to deep, and thelaird and his

gameskeeper are all locked up in their castle for the night, we sneak over to the Loch and poach
sdmon.”

Well, if poaching salmon was their idea of agood time, | could see that Inverness wasn't the most
wide-open town I'd ever been to. Persondly, | couldn't see that it was any more exciting than poaching
eggs, which isaso not the most thrilling sport in theworld, and | couldn't figure out why they had to wait
until the constable and al them other people were adegp, unless there was some law on the books that
the only way you could cook salmon wasto fry or brail it, but it occurred to me that | hadn't esten sincel
got off thetrain and that alittle poached salmon on toast might just hit the spot, so | asked if | could tag

dong.

“Areyou sure you want to get involved in this, Reverend?’ asked one of the men.

“Why not?’ | said.

“Ian't it againg your reigion?’

“Show mein the Good Book where it saysyou can't poach saimon in Inverness,” | replied.

“Reverend Jones,” said one of the men, getting up and putting an arm around my shoulders, “Ilike your
brand of Chrigtianity. Y ou build your tabernacle, and you've got your first cusomer in Angus McNair.”

We had a couple of more drinks, and then Angus McNair decided it was time to go poach the salmon,
and we wandered out of the tavern and walked through town, and then we started going across some
bog outside of town, and just as| was wondering why we couldn't have used akitchen that was alittle
closer, we cameto thisgreet big lake,

“Herewe are, Reverend,” said McNair.

“Y ou're gonna poach the saimon right here?’ | asked.



“Couldn't very well poach it back in town, could we?’ he said, and everyone laughed, so just to be
polite | laughed too, though for the life of me | couldn't figure out why not, unlessthey figured it tasted
better over an open fire.

“Let's get the boats out,” said McNair, and suddenly they pushed back a bunch of dead branchesand
brought out three boats. “Y ou can come with me, Reverend Jones.”

“Weregoing out on thelake?’ | said.

“Unlessyoufed likerowing on dry land,” hereplied.

Wédll, | didn't have no answer to that, so | just climbed in dongside of him, and we rowed out to where
the current was mighty swift, and then he tossed a net over the side, and rowed back to shore
hell-for-leather, and once we got there he climbed out and started gathering in the net, and there were
four or five big smoninit, and | noticed both of the other boats had done the same and were gathering
intheir own salmon.

By thistime | was hungry enough to eat one raw, but | decided that | might aswell be polite and wait til
they got around to poaching em.

“Ain't you gonnabuild nofire?” | asked.

“And dert the constable and the gameskeeper?” said McNair. “ The whole reason we come here after
midnight istoavoid them.”

“Whatare you going to do, then?’ | asked.
“WEell chop off their heads and gut them, and then bring them back to the village.”

“I don't want to appear unduly forward,” | said, “but does anyone ever get around to actually eating
ie,n?7

“Certainly,” said McNair. “Weéll feast tomorrow, eh, men?’

The othersal chuckled and nodded, which left me to wondering what we were doing there tonight, bui |
didn't want to say nothing that would make me appear ignorant, so | just kept my mouth shut and
watched while they went to work on the salmon. They tossed dl the heads and gutsinto abig metd pail,
and then McNair handed it to me.

“Here,” hesaid. “Tossthisinto theloch, and be careful .”

| walked to the edge of the water, and suddenly | heard a bunch of birds screeching and squawking and
looked to see what the commotion was al about, but there wasn't nothing happening, so | turned back to
the water, al prepared to dump the pail, when | found myself face-to-face with something that was
awfully green and mighty wet and plenty big and mosily scarey.

“Giveit to her quick, Reverend,” said McNair, “before she decidesto takeit right out of your hand.”
This here creature was maybe a couple of hundred feet long, and covered with scales, and it kind of

reached out this enormous neck until its head was hovering right over me, and if its face was nothing to
write home about, let metdll you that its bresth was even worse.



| tossed what | was holding, pail and dll, at the creature's face, and it just opened up its mouth and
swallowed, and after | finished counting itsteeth | looked down itsthroat and decided there was plenty
of room for aman of the cloth to dide right down without causing no serious problemsat al, so | did
what any reasonable man would do and raced back to the boats like unto an Olympic sprinter.

“Wheat the hell wasthat 7’ | asked.

“Ah, that was only Nessie,” said McNair with ashrug.

“Therewasn't nothingonly about it!” | said. “If | didn't know better, I'd swear | just saw a sea serpent!”

“Youdid,” answered McNair. “Y ou've heard of the Loch Ness Monster?’

“As has been writ up in song and story?’ | asked.

He nodded. “ Thisis Loch Ness, and that was the monster.” He paused and looked at theripplesin the
water, which were the only sign that amonster has recently come around begging for table scraps. “We
get dozens of scientists out here every year, looking for her, but old Nessie, she'sgot an aversion to
people. Only time she ever breaks the surface is when she knows we're going to throw her the leftovers

from our sdlmon poaching.”

Which was precisdy the moment that my hunger for alittle poached sdlmon got itself overtook by my
hunger for alittle easy money.

“You mean al you got to do is cometo the lake here, and go out on your boats, and she knows you're
going to toss her somefish guts?’ | asked.

“That's pretty much the way it works,” agreed McNair.

“And aslong as you feed her, she don't never molest you, or breathe smoke and fire, or gobble up your
boats, or nothing anti-socid likethat?’ | continued.

“She'saniceold girl, Nesseis,” said McNair. “We don't bother her, she don't bother us. The way we
seeit, the salmon innerds and heads are her commission for letting usfishin her loch.”

“Wall, that's right interesting, Brother McNair,” | said. “And you say she don't never show herself to the
august members of the scientific community?”

“Nope,” hesaid. “ She's got no more use for ' em than we have.”
“There wouldn't be any such members around here, would there?’ | asked.

“I hear tell theré'san American Staying over at Glen Mohr,” he said with achuckle. “Been on theloch
for two weeks now. | believe he's due to stay here for another week before he goeshome and tdlsdl his
peersthat the mongter isjust amyth.”

Just about that time one of McNair's colleagues pulled out ahip flask, and we all had alittle nip to keep
the cold night air at bay, and then we went back across the bog to Inverness, and while they al went to
deep, | lay on my bed in Culloden House and tried to see where the most likely profit wasto be had
from the monster's existence.



| figured that no scientist, no matter how gullible, would pay me good coin of therealm to lead them to
Nessie until they knew beyond a doubt that she existed, but if they saw her, then they didn't needme to
proveit to them. | mulled onit til daybreak, and as| was having breakfast the solution finaly dawned on
me: | would buy a cameraand take some pictures of Nessie, and once | showed them to the scientit,
held be more than willing to pay me afinder'sfeefor leading him to her.

| hadn't never taken a picture in my life, but as soon asthe stores opened | picked me up a cameraand
haf adozenrallsof film. Annawasfeding alittlelessangry inthelight of day, so | had her show me how
to work the shutter and apertures and such, and just to make sure | had the hang of it, | took a practice
roll of her stlanding on the front porch of the hotdl.

Then | stopped by afish market, of which there were an awful lot in Inverness, bought a bunch of heads
and guts that the owner was going to throw out, stuck ’emin apail, tried not to notice the smell as|
carted it off to Loch Ness, and went out in Angus McNair's boat. | spent afew minutes on the lake, then
rowed to shore and waited—and sure enough, Nessie showed up aminute later, al two hundred hungry
feet of her, and | took awholerall of film of her gobbling up the fish heads and innerds | had laid out all
nice and neat on alog between me and her. Then she belched once, and disappeared beneath the surface
of thewater.

| stopped by the camera store, gave him al my exposed film to develop, and went back to Culloden
House, where | tried to catch up on my deep and Annatried to catch up on her romancing, and though it
was anear thing, | got ’em both done in the proper order.

| just kind of loafed around the next day, and in midafternoon | stopped by and picked up my pictures.
Everything had come out clear asyou like, and | decided that if | ever gave up preaching, | could
probably make aliving taking artistic photographs of ladiesin their unmentionablesfor usein calendars
and other such vitd publications.

First thing the next morning, | left a package of Annas photoswith her and told her to send ’em to her
father with my compliments, just so he'd know anew and thoughtful preacher had set up shop intown. |
passed Angus McNair and his cronies coming back from ahard night'sfishing as| moseyed over to Glen
Mohr, which was an old Tudor house that had been turned into ahotel, and | sat myself downinthe
lobby and waited until the guests started moving around. Findly ayoung feller with thick glasses and
bushy hair walked down the stairs, said good morning to the desk clerk in perfect American, and headed
off for the dining room, and | got up and followed him.

“Excuseme,” | said, walking up to him once he'd been sested. “ But I'm the Right Reverend Doctor
Lucifer Jones, out of Moline, Illinais. | been preaching my way across the world for closeto adozen
years now, and hearing your accent made me redize just how much | missthe green hills of home.”

“Therearent any hillsinlllinois” hesad.

“But if there were, they'd sure be green, wouldn't they?’ | said. “ Anyway, I'd be happy to buy you
breskfast in exchange for the pleasure of taking to afdlow Yank after dl thistime.”

“Wadll, that's a different matter,” said the man. “Pull up achair and join me, Reverend Jones.”
“Gladto,” | sad, stting down opposite him. “Y ou up hereto do alittle fishing?’

“No,” said the man. “My nameis Norbert Nelson. I'm ascientist, here to collect data on the Loch Ness



Monger.”
“Nokidding?’ | said. “What have you collected so far?”’

“About three hundred mosquito bites and abad cold,” said Nelson. “Buit at least I'm on the verge of
proving conclusively that the monster doesn't exist.”

“Yeah?

He nodded. “I'm due to stay another five days, but asfar asI'm concerned, | might aswell pack up and
go home now. | can't imagine where this monster myth got started, but there isn't any basisfor it.”

“What ashame,” | said, shaking my head. “1 suppose finding the monster could have made you rich and
famous?’

“Well, let's put it thisway, Reverend Jones,” said Nelson with asmile. “I'll never get rich and famous
proving thet thereisn't amongter.”

“Right,” | said. “'Y ou could have proved that about Lake Michigan and saved abundlein travel
expensss.”

“Wadl,” he said with ashrug, “at least science will soon be able to state conclusively that it'sjust another
legend with no basisin fact.”

“Seemsapity, though,” | said, “ after dl that effort.”

“I agree,” he said. “Finding the monster would have been the biggest news since Stanley found
Livingstone”

“Bigger,” | said. “Doctor Livingstone was merely misplaced, but everybody knew he existed.”

“All right, bigger,” agreed Nelson. “But it doesn't exi<t, and that's that.”

“Brother Nelson,” | said, “my heart goes out to you, as one Christian to another. | appreciate dl the
hard work you've goneto trying to scare up the monster, al the expense and privation you put up with,
and | have it within my power to do you afavor for which | think you'll be everlagtingly grateful.”

“Oh?’ hesad.

“Yeah,” | said, pulling the packet of photos out of my pocket and shoving them across the table to him.
“| got something here that just might interest you.”

“You do? hesaid, picking up the packet and opening it.
“Wdl?" | said, as he thumbed through the photos. “What do you think?’
He stared at mefor along minute and then said, “All right. I'm interested.”

“I kind of thought you might be,” | said, shooting him agreat big Sunday go-to-meeting grin. “What
would it beworth if | wasto put you right next to her?’



“I've never indulged in thiskind of transaction before,” he said. “What do you think it'sworth?’

“I know scientistis ain't exactly loaded down with cash,” | said sympatheticaly. “1 think five hundred
dollarswould do for now. We can renegotiate after you're rich and famous.”

Helooked at acouple of the photos again. “Five hundred seems alittle steep,” he said.
“All right,” | said. “Because | got nothing but trust in my fellow man, three hundred.”

He conddered it for amoment, then dug into hiswallet and pulled out sx fifty-dollar bills.
“Brother Nelson,” | said, “you ain't gonnaregret this.”

“I'd better not,” he said. “ Shall we go right now?’

“She'sjudt finished egting,” | said. “Let'sgive her afew hoursto digest her medl, and then well go get
her. Why don't | meet you at your boat &, say, two this afternoon?’

“I don't fed likewaiting,” he said.

“I'mtdling you, she'sbeen egting dl night,” | said. “She'sgonnabe dl duggish right now.”

“| don't care,” said Nelson stubbornly. “A ded isaded.”

“I'll tell youwhat,” | said. “I can understand you being so anxiousto get alook at her, after being up
here done on thelake dl thistime. Since you're so dlfired eager, why don't you go looking for her now,
and if you ain't found her by two o'clock, come on back to your boat.”

“Sheld better bethere,” he said, getting to hisfeet.

“Y ou got my word on it, Brother Nelson,” | told him as hewalked out of the dining room.

| spent most of the morning walking around town, looking for the best place to build my tabernacle, and
findly hit on aspot right between two taverns, which seemed alikdy placeto atract Snners asthey
staggered from one bar to the other, and then | had lunch and went on down to Loch Ness. | found
Nelson's boat, and waited next to it until sunset. | couldn't figure out what was kegping him, since | knew
he didn't know how to attract Nessie but finaly | went back to Glen Mohr and asked if heéld returned
there.

“Actualy, he checked out a noon, sir,” said the clerk.

{3 Y%?!

He nodded. “ And the young lady waswith him.”

“What young lady?’

“Anna, the gamekeeper's daughter. | believe they were going off to Glasgow to get married.”

“Well, if that don't beat dl,” | said. “I wonder how in tunket he managed to runinto her?’



“I believeyou can claim the credit for that, Sir,” said the clerk with asmile.

“Me?’

He pulled out afew of the photos | had taken of Anna. “Mr. Nelson showed these to me on hisway
out, and asked meto identify the building in the background. Well, as anyone could havetold him, it's
Culloden House. Heleft in rather ahurry, and returned afew hourslater with Annaon hisarm.”

Just then akind of pudgy gentleman in a constable's uniform burst into Glen Mohr and walked up to me.

“Areyou Lucifer Jones?’ he demanded.

“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones, a your service,” | said.

“Doctor Jones, you're under arrest!”

“What the hdll for?’ | demanded.

He handed me a batch of photos of Nessie edting the fish guts.

“Did you take these?’

“Aint nothing illegal about taking pictures, isthere?’ | said.

“Butitisillegd tofishinthelaird'sloch,” said the constable. He sighed and shook his head. “What | can't
understand iswhy, if you had to break the law, you added insult to injury by sending the photographic
proof of it to his gameskeeper.”

Wil, we argued back and forth for about five more minutes, but in the end | was carted off to the local
hoosegow, where| languished alone until dinnertime, when Angus McNair and his buddies heard about
what had happened and snuck me in some poached salmon, which truth to tell wasn't worth al the
buildup they had giveniit.

Then, just before midnight, the constable unlocked my cell and escorted me out to the front door of the
jalhouse
“Doctor Jones, you'refreeto go,” he said.

“You findly figured out that you got no legd right to hold me, huh?’ | said, brushing mysdf off.

“I have every legd right to hold you,” he said, “but the laird's gameskeeper, in celebration of his
daughter's pending marriage, has declared an amnesty for dl thelocal poachers.” Helowered hisvoice.
“I've donealittle bit of digging around, and if | wereyou, I'd get out of town before her father, who's
about the best shot in the county, finds out exactly how and why his daughter met her future husband, and
what her relationship wasto the matchmaker.”

It struck me asright good advice, and truth to tell, 1'd had my fill of rainy weather and fish guts, and me
and the Lord decided it was time to set off once again to find the perfect location for our tabernacle.

10. A Tabernacleis Not aHome



After my little misadventures with the Clubfoot of Notre Dame and the Crown Jewels of England and the
Loch NessMongter, | wasfast running out of European countriesin which to establish my
tabernacle—and even before that, | wasin serious danger of running out of continents on which my
presence was alowed. I'd heard tell that Germany had asteady supply of good beer, and since
preaching can be mighty thirsty work, | made up my mind that no matter what happened, | was setting up
shop there.

The newspapers were full of the antics of some little housepainter who had aready corralled most of the
snnersin Berlin, so | decided to head over to Hamburg, where | was assured 1'd find apassel of soulsin
serious need of savation.

Assoon as| got there, | started wandering the streets of the city, looking for the proper location for my
tabernacle. It didn't take too long to figure out that most of the folks were heading for the Regperbahn,
which was an arealoaded down with bars and nightclubs, and | figured that it didn't make much sense
bringing Mohammed to the mountain since Mohammed was having a high old time right where he was, so
| decided to look around for some For Sale signs, and after afew minutes| turned onto alittle Street
caled Herbertsirasse, the likes of which | ain't never encountered before or since.

What it was was a bunch of buildings, each with three or four great big windows down on the ground
level, and in each window was a pretty young German lady in her unmentionables, and for some reason
not asingle one of 'em had remembered to pull the shades down, and whenever I'd look in and offer em
asmile of detached artistic appreciation, they'd smile right back at me.

Well, | hadn't gotten halfway down the block when | decided that Herbertsirasse seemed just the place
to establish my tabernacle, sinceit was close to the Regperbahn, which would supply mewith a steady
sream of snners, and it wasfilled with abunch of friendly neighbors of the femal e persuasion who kept
amiling at anyone who happened to walk by.

Aslong as my mind was made up, | figured there wasn't no sensein wasting time, so | walked upto a
blonde lady who was sitting by an open window, enjoying the cool evening breeze, to ask her if any of
the buildings on the Street happened to be for sale.

“Good evening, maam,” | said.

“Hi, handsome,” shereplied in athick German accent. “| am Helga”

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Helga,” | said. “I'm the Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones. Do
you know if any of these here hogtelriesisfor sale?”’

Shejust stared at me and frowned, like she couldn't understand ssmple American.
“Thebuildings, Helga,” | sad.

“Buildings?’ she repested.

“Yeah,” | said. “Areany of "em for sade, and if so, for how much?’

“Ah!l” shesaid, her face brightening. “How much?

“Ya,].”



“Thirty marks” said Helga.

“Thirty marks?’ | said. “You'rekidding!”

She shrugged. “Okay, twenty-five marks.”
“Twenty-five marksforeverything 7’ | asked.
“Foreverything , thirty marks.”

Wéll, | didn't want no one to move out the furniture or the refrigerator, so | figured | might aswell buy
the whole place, lock, stock, and barrel, since it was such a cheap price for such anice building.

“Whodol pay?’ | asked.

“You payme,” said Helga. “Wait and | open door.”

A minute later the front door opened and she grabbed me by the arm and yanked me in off the Street.
“You pay menow,” shesaid.

“I kind of thought I'd take alook around first,” 1 said. “Y ou know, kind of inspect the plumbing and the
heeting and the necessariesand all.”

“You pay me now,” she repeated.

“Wadl, what the hell,” | said, counting out the money and handing it over, “for thirty marks, how badly
can | get took?’

Wadll, take my word for it, | never in al my experience found a person to be so grateful to make a
cut-rate real estate sale. She practically dragged me up the stairs and into her bedroom, and before too
long we got to know each other about aswell as two peoplecan get to know each other on such short
notice. Helga kept shrieking and screaming like al get-out, and | kept trying to shush her up so we didn't
bother the other tenants, but when | findly got her to keep quiet | heard dl kind of yellsand giggles
coming from down the hdl, and | figured either dl the young ladies were entertaining their gentleman
friends at the sametime or else they had contracted some rare but contagious disease in which screaming
and laughing were the two main symptoms.

When wewere al done, Helga climbed back into what she was wearing when I'd made her
acquaintance and walked back downgtairs, but | figured now that | owned the building I'd take alittle
tour of it, so | walked down the corridor, hoping | wouldn't catch no giggling disease, and pretty soon |
came to akitchen where about haf a dozen blonde German ladies were gathered, most of *em drinking
beer or coffee.

“Good day to you, ladies,” | said.

“Who areyou?’ asked one of em in somewhat better English than Helgals.

“I'm the Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones,” | said. “Areyou just visiting, or do you al live here?’

Wéll, shelaughed aoud at that, which made me figure maybe | was right about the disease, and when



shewasal through giggling she said, “Wework here”

“Inthekitchen?’ | said. “Just how many cooks does this place hire?’

Wéll, she cracked up again, and thistime she trandated it into German, and everyone e se started
laughing, and | figured that thefirst thing I'd better do the next morning was stop by adoctor's office and
get somekind of vaccination if it wasn't dready too late.

“Now let me ask you, Reverend Jones,” said the lady who spoke English, “what areyou doing here?’

“I just bought the place,” | said.

“You?" shesad, looking kind of surprised.

“Right,” | said. “1 waskind of hoping for something with maybe a steeple, but there just wasn't noway |
could turn it down for the price.”

“Do you know what this place is?’ she asked.

“Asnear as| cantdl, it's an gpartment building what's badly in need of windowshades and
sound-proofing,” | said. “But once | clean it up and giveit apaint job, it's gonna be the Tabernacle of
Saint Luke”

“A tabernacle?’ sherepeated. “InHerbertstrasse 7’ Suddenly she started laughing again.
“What's so rib-tickling about that?’ | asked.

“Reverend Jones, there is nothing in Herbertstrasse but whorehouses!”

“Yeah?

“yes”

“You know,” | said, “Ithought al them young ladiesin the windows was dressed alittlelight for this
timeof year.”

“Now that you've bought the place, what isto become of us?’ she asked.

“Wadll, | wouldn't never want it said that a place of worship threw the flowers of German womanhood
out into the street,” | answered.

“Y ou mean we can keep on working here?’
“Why not?’
“It seems somehow incons stent with running atabernacle,” she said.

“Nonsense,” | said. “A tabernacle can't function without sinners. If there's a better way to attract "em, |
an't never come acrossit.”

“Reverend Jones,” she said with agreat big grin, “1 think wereal going to get dong just fine.”



“Never occurred to me that we wouldn't,” | replied, grinning right back at her.

“Weve been turning over fifty percent of our earningsto the former owner,” she said. “How much will
you charge?’

“Asagesture of goodwill, the Tabernacle of Saint Luke only wantsforty percent,” | said.
“It'saded.”

“You know,” | said, “now that | cometo think of it, | ain't got no placeto stay. I'll be happy to lower it
to thirty percent for any one of you frail flowerswho'l give meanight's shelter.”

Wi, once she trandated it | was overwhemed with offers of shelter dong with friendly, nurturing care,
and my faith in the generosity and compassion of my fellow man—or inthis case, my fellow
woman—was reaffirmed.

| got up bright and early the next morning and went to aloca sign-painter and had him fix meup asign
that told one and all that they were about to enter the Tabernacle of Saint Luke, and | had himdo it in
German, French, Itdian and English, just so we didn't lose no sinnersthat couldn't read aforeign tongue.
Then | had him add that the casual sinner who entered the Tabernacle could find savation, free beer, and
abatch of friendly, caring young ladies who would be happy to listen to his confessons and even help
him come up with some new ones.

Once the sign was up and we were open for business, | took over the ground floor living room, set up a
pulpit, and let it be known that | planned to spread the word of the Lord from 8:00 to 8:05 every
evening, and maybe even oftener if the Stuation called for it. Hamburg was another town that hadn't
never heard of bingo, but | found an old roulette whedl in a second-hand shop and announced that every
Tuesday and Thursday we'd be indulging in friendly little games of chance to raise fundsfor our overseas
missons

Things went adong pretty well for the first week, and even better the second, and | got to thinking that if
business kept up like this, | was going to have to start four or five more tabernacles on Herbertstrasse.

| took to spending my morningsin the city's parks, recruiting handmaidens for the congregation, and |
did my serious deeping in the afternoons, when the salvation businesswas at its dowest. Then word got
out that the Tabernacle of Saint Luke was charging ten percent less overhead for such business
arrangements as the local females were inclined to make, and suddenly we had a steady stream of blonde
ladies applying for pogitions with the tabernacle. Interviewing ' em was exhausting work, if you catch my
meaning, but | figured it was my own specia burden, so | doneit with nary acomplaint, and pretty soon
we had three full eight-hour shifts of handmaidenstoiling away in the service of the Lord, and an awful lot
of the windowsin the other buildings were temporarily boarded up.

Then one night | came down the gtairs after avigorous afternoon's nap, and who should | find waiting for
me there but Rupert Cornwall.

“Wdll, howdy, Brother Rupert,” | said. “1 ain't seen you since we was both courting Lady Edith Quilton
back in India”

“Doctor Jones!” he said. “What in the world areyou doing here?’



“Just spreading theword of the Lord,” 1 answered. “How about yourself?’

“Wadl, it'sagtrange Stuation,” he said. “lown thisbuilding. I've been away for amonth, tending to other
matters, and | just arrived back not ten minutes ago to find some interloper claimsto have bought it.”

“I hate to correct you, Brother Rupert,” 1 said, “but | ain't no interloper, and it just so happensthat I'm
thelandlord of these here premises.”

"You?"

“That'sright,” | said.

“Who do you think you bought it from?’ he demanded.

“Hega”

“Helgas agoddamned progtitute!” yelled Rupert.

“I'll thank you not to use the Lord's name in vain when you're in the Tabernacle of Saint Luke,” | said.
“What the hell makes you think Helgahad any right to sell thisbuilding?’ he continued.

“I negotiated it fair and square,” | said.

“How much did you pay for it?" he asked.

“Thirty marks.”

"Thirty marks?" he screamed. “It'sworth seventy-five thousand!”

“| thought it was amite inexpensve myself,” | said, “but that don't change the fact that it'smine.”
“Whereisyour hill of sde?’ said Rupert.

“It wasaninforma transaction,” | said.

“Itwasanillegd transaction!” heydled. “ This place belongsto me!”

“Why don't we let the tenants take a vote on who they want to be their landlord?’ | suggested.

“They have nothing to do with thisl Thisismy building, and | want you out of herein the next thirty
minutes”

“Look, Brother Rupert, | don't see no reason why a couple of old friends like you and me can't work
thisout.”

“We canwork it out just fine,” he said. “Get off my premises.”
“WEell, | suppose| could clear out,” | said.

“Good.”



“Of course,” | added, “1 ain't got no placeto go, and | imagine the loca constabularieswould pick me
up for vagrancy before long, and being the good-natured and friendly man of the cloth that | am, I'd
probably try to entertain’ em with some amusing stories while they were fingerprinting me down at the
gtation, and one of the onesthat comes to mind is how you stole the Empire Emerald back in Hong
Kong, and after we'd shared alaugh or two over that, | might tell *em how you tried to get your hands on
the Flame of Bharatpur when we was in Rgjasthan, and sooner or later wed share adrink or two and I'd
tell ’em why you can't never go back to Audtrdia, and that there's still half adozen warrants out for your
ares.”

“That's outrageous” he said. “Does our friendship mean nothing to you?”

“I cherish our friendship, Brother Rupert,” | told him. “But on the other hand,| ain't the onewho'strying
to throwyou out into the Street.”

“Doctor Jones,” hesaid. “Lucifer, my old friend. Suddenly | fed certain that we can work something

“Wdll, that'sright friendly of you, Brother Rupert,” | said. “And | want you to know that despite our little
contretemps, | never doubted that you was a decent Christian who would do the right thing sooner or
leter.”

“All right,” he said with asigh. “Promise not to go to the police, and you can have aquarter of the take.”

“I'm ashamed of you, Brother Rupert,” | said. “When you flim-flamme , you're flim-flamming the Lord.
And betwixt us, me and the Lord have tripled the busnessin lessthan amonth.”

“All right,” hesaid. “A third.”

“Sixty percent,” | said.

“I can't let you buy more than haf my businessfor thirty marks!”

“Yourelooking a it dl wrong,” | said. “I'mgiving you dmost hafmy businessfor nothing.”

Widl, we argued and haggled for another hour, and in the end it was decided that | owned fifty percent
of the voting stock in the Tabernacle of Saint Luke, Rupert owned the other fifty percent, and the Lord
held an option on three hundred shares of preferred non-voting stock.

Things went along pretty well for the next week. Rupert had taken aroom for himself at the Vier
Jahreszeiten Hotdl, which was afancy place in the center of town, but | couldn't see no reason to move
out of the tabernacle, where | could keep in close contact with al them flowers of German womanhood
who weretoiling day and night in the service of the Lord, and whenever it looked like one of *em might
fdl from gracel saw toit that | was adwaysfirg in line with an uplifting word and alittle missionary work.

We were making so much money that | decided some new preaching clotheswerein order, 0|
stopped by aloca tailor and had him make me up awhite silk suit, which | figured would reflect the
purity of my thoughts, and | dso got acouple of nifty green and red and gold Hawaiian shirtsto go with
it, just to make some of the sailors from the South Seas who stopped by fed more at home.

Then | figured that as since | was now sharing the take with Rupert Cornwall, it wouldn't hurt noneto do



alittle advertisng to bring in even more sinners, so | made up abunch of signs directing peopleto the
Tabernacle of Saint Luke and posted’em dl over the Reegperbahn, so folks would know whereto go to
get their sinsredeemed.

All thistime| was swesting and toiling in the service of the Lord, | hadn't seen hide nor hair of Rupert
Cornwall, except for hisnightly visit to collect his share of the money, and truth to tell | wasfeding alittle
resentful that me and God were doing al thiswork for only half the profits, but being the big-hearted
Chrigtian gentleman that | am | kept my fedingsto mysalf, except when the handmaidens would ask why
he was till hanging around after | had bought the place, and | had to explain to ’em that the Lord teaches
usto be charitable to sinners, though it wasn't apiece of advice | necessarily wanted themto live by, so|
further explained that that particular passage was only in the Audtrdian trandation of the Good Book and
since Rupert wasthe only Austradian they knew, it didn't redlly apply to none of the other snnerswho
vidted the tabernacle with money to spend.

Then one night, while Rupert was upgtairs counting out his share of the money, agroup of ten red
well-dressed guyswalked in dl at once, and each and every one of 'em looked kind of unhappy, likelife
hadn't been treating ’em none too well of late.

“Welcometo the Tabernacle of Saint Luke, gents,” | said, walking over to’em. “Most of our
handmaidens is otherwise occupied at the moment, but if you'd like, | can whip through aquick service
and get you a head start on your savation so'syou'll have afew sinspaid for in advance.”

“Never mind that,” said thelittlest one of the group. “ Do you know who we are?’

“1t don't make no difference to the Tabernacle of Saint Luke,” | said. “Wetreat al snnersthe same,
regardless of race, creed, or politicad affiliation.”

“We are the other landlords of Herbertstrasse,” continued the little guy, “and it is not inaccurate to say
that we are serioudy digpleased with this establishment.”

“You gtole our girlsl” shouted another.
“And our customers!” yedled athird.

“In other words,” said thelittle guy, “we don't mind alittle friendly competition, but you, Sir, area
monopolig.”

“That'salie” | said. “I ain't never shot aking or aprincein my life!”

Hejust stared at me for aminute and shook his head.

“We have cometo buy you out,” hesaid at last.

“The Tabernacle of Saint Luke ain't for sde” | said.

“You're quite certain of that?” he asked me.

“Lemmeput it thisway,” | sad; “If | wasyou, | wouldn't go laying no serious betsagaingt it.”

“Y ou have complicated our task,” he said sadly. “We came here to make you alegitimate business offer,
and you refuse even to listen to it. That leaves us no other choice but to take over your business by other



means.
And suddenly | was staring into the business ends of ten pistols.

“It just so happensthat the judge of the local probate court ismy brother-in-law,” said thelittle guy. “If
something were to happen to you, something shal we say permanent, | think it not unlikely that he would

decide to award your possessionsto mysdlf and my associates.”

Just then Rupert appeared at the head of the stairs, having counted out and pocketed his share of the
previous day'sincome, and suddenly | saw away out of my predicament.

“I'm sorry, gentlemen,” said Rupert, climbing down to the main floor, “but we don't dlow firearmsin
here”

“Who'she?’ asked thelittle guy.

“Gents” | said, “thisisMr. Rupert Cornwall, formerly of Austraia, Hong Kong, and India. Brother
Rupert, these here fellers are associated with the loca court system, and are looking into the ownership
of the Tabernacle of Saint Luke.”

“Oh?" hesad, with akind of greedy smileon hisface.

“Yeah,” | said. “Just tell "em | bought it fair and square and you can be on your way.”

“| hate to correct you, Doctor Jones,” said Rupert, “but | am, and always have been, the owner of this
building.”

“Y ou don't have to pretend for my sake, Brother Rupert,” | said. “Just tell em the truth.”
“Thetruth isthat you are amountebank who has no lega claim to these premises,” said Rupert.
| turned to thelittle guy. “Wdll, | done my bet,” | said.

“You arefreeto leave,” he said, and then turned to Rupert. “Mr. Cornwall, | wonder if my associates
and | might have aword in private with you. We have a business proposition to make.”

“Oh?’ said Rupert.
“Wadll, two propositions, actudly,” he said with agmile.

Rupert led’ em into the next room, and | figured that whichever proposition he took, my stakein the
Tabernacle of Saint Luke was up in flames, so | went up to my room, collected my money, kissed Helga
and the other handmai dens good-bye, and headed off for fresh territory, confident that having got my feet
wet in the Tabernacle business, so to speak, 1'd do even better with the next one.

11. Desth in the Afternoon

There are alot of waysto see Spain. In my expert opinion, the very worst of them isto be standing in the
middle of the arena at the Plazade Toros while abull named El Diablo is pawing the dirt about twenty
feet away and planning to use you for target practice.



But I'm getting alittle bit ahead of myself.

If you ever go to Madrid, you're going to make two discoveries right quick: al the women wear black,
and al the men think they're bullfighters. Beyond that it's pretty much like any other city, except that the
people there don't speak much American, and they al go crazy for thiskind of Spanish tap dance which
isaways being done by guysin tight pants called Juan or Jose or Diego.

I'd left Berlin with a hedthy supply of money in my wallet, so | decided to check in at the finest hotdl in
town, which back in them days was the Palace. There were posters dl over the lobby about something
called the Fiestade Toros, which as near as | could trand ate meant that the restaurant had bought too
much steak and wastrying to find waysto get rid of it, but | wasn't hungry anyway, so instead | moseyed
out onto the street and wandered around until sunset, and then, because wandering can be pretty thirsty
work, | stopped by alittle tavern about amile from the hotel.

The place was just about empty, except for thistall, athletic-looking feller with dicked-down hair and a
big black mustache who was sitting at the bar, and when he saw me he sort of waved me over tojoin
him.

“May | buy you adrink?" he asked.

“Why, that'sright neighborly of you, Brother,” | said, Stting down next to him.

“You are English?’ he asked.

“American,” | said. “The Right Reverend Honorable Doctor L ucifer Jones, at your service.”

“Y ou have come aday too soon,” he said morosdly. “ The service will be held tomorrow night.”
“Yeah?' | said, wondering what service he was talking abouit.

He nodded. “ The women will be wailing in the streets, and they will throw themsel ves upon the coffin.
Ten thousand candleswill belit a the cathedra, strong men will weep, and little children will lose their
fathin God. The lineto the cemetery will be two mileslong, and the Cardina himsalf will speek at the
gravesde”

“Soundsimpressive,” | alowed.

“It will beafunerd they will talk about for years,” he agreed.

“Uh ... pardon my ignorance, but I'm astranger in town,” | said. “Who's about to die—some president
or generd or such?’

“Meg” hesaid glumly.

“you?

“| am Pablo Francisco de Varga,” he said. “ Perhaps you have heard of me?’
“Didn't you used to play third base for the Brooklyn Dodgers?’ | said.

“| am the grestest bullfighter of dl time,” he said.



“Excuse apersona question, Brother Pablo,” | said, *but why are you figuring on dying tomorrow?’
“El Digblo,” hesaid.
“What isthat—some kind of disease?’ | asked, backing away abit just in caseit was catching.

“El Diabloisthebull I must face tomorrow inthe Fiestade Toros,” he said. “He has dready killed three
matadors.”

“Wadll, I'm right sorry to hear that,” | said. “But if you're the grestest bullfighter around, what makesyou
think you're gonnalose?’

“I have broken abonein my foot,” he said. “I am completely unable to move to the side. El Diablo will
kill meonmy very firsveronica .”

“Why don't you cdll it off, then?’ | said.

“Tens of thousands of people have cometo see Vargaface El Diablointhearena,” he said with dignity.
“I will not disgppoint them.”

“Seemsto meyou're just about guaranteed to disappoint them what ain't rooting for the bull,” | said. “If |
wasyou, I'd get adoctor's excuse or whatever it takes to postpone thisthing.”

“That isbecause you are not a Spaniard,” said Varga. “Y ou do not understand the concept of honor.
Thisisameatter between El Diablo and mysdlf. | will not be thefirst to back down.”

Wéll, we got to talking and drinking, and he kept explaining the Spanish concept of honor, which

seemed an awful lot like the American concept of stupidity, but after acouple of hours | gave up trying to
talk him out of it, and after held finished awhole bottle of whiskey and paid for mineaswell, | figured the
least | could do to thank him was help him hobble back to hishotel. He was right insistent that no one see
him limping, so we snuck around to the back door and went in through the kitchen and found a freight
elevator, and afew minuteslater | left him and returned to the Palace.

It seemed to methat aslong as| couldn't talk him out of canceling the fight, there wasn't no reason why |
shouldn't make alittle profit out of it, snce me and God till planned to build our tabernacle and | didn't
know what construction costs were likein Madrid, so | walked up to the desk clerk and asked him
where thelocal bookmaker had set up shop. He must have misunderstood, because what he sent meto
was a publishing company, but as| waswalking back to the hotel | passed by acasino, and | figured if
anyone knew where | could lay some bets on the bullfight, thiswas the place.

| walked in, and sure enough, along with poker and craps and roulette tables, they had aguy in the
corner taking bets on the big bullfight, but the only odds he was giving was on whether Vargawould be
awarded one ear, both ears, or both ears and the tail.

“Good evening,” | said, walking up to him.

"Buenos noches," hereplied.

“Well, that'sright kind of you, but I've dready et,” | said. “I'm just here to make a sporting wager on the
big bullfight tomorrow.”



“Yes,senor 7’ hesad. “And what do you choose?’
“| don't see no odds on El Diablo winning,” | said.

He laughed so hard | thought he was gonnafdl right off his chair, and when hefindly got ahold of
himsdlf, he wiped the tears from hisface and smiled at me.

“Y ou have awonderful sense of humor,senor ,” he said.

“Yeah, | been told that many atime,” | said modestly. “But | still want to lay abet on El Diablo.”
“Do you know that El Diablo isfacing the great Pablo Francisco de Varga?’

“Who'she?’ | said.

Suddenly he got agreedy gleamin hiseye. “All right,senor ,” he said. “1 will give you odds of tento
OrE_”

| pulled out my wad and counted out all but about two hundred dollars of it.
“Okay,” I sad. “I'll put twelve thousand on El Diablo towin.”

Suddenly there was a hushed silence in the room. The guy I'd been talking to looked at melike | was
crazy, but findly he shrugged, took my money, and wrote me out arece pt.

“Youareafool,” hesad. “Vargaisthe greatest matador of al time, greater even that Juan Belmonte.”
“Wadll, for dl you know, El Diablo is greater than Babe the Blue Ox,” | said.

“Thanwho 7’

Wédll, | could tell | wastaking to aculturd illiterate, so | just bade him good-bye and went back to the
Paace, where | had a couple of drinks to wash down the whiskey I'd had with Varga, and then went up
to my room and took ashower. | had just climbed out of the tub and dried off when | heard the door
open, so | looked out from the bathroom and found three well-dressed Spaniards sitting around the
room, one of 'em normal-sized and two of em |looking like gorillas with suits on.

“Howdy, Brothers,” | said. “What can | do for you?’

“Y ou are the Reverend L ucifer Jones?’ asked the normal one.

“The Right Reverend Doctor Lucifer Jones,” | corrected him.

“Then we have cometo theright place,” he said. “We have some businessto discuss.”

“Wadll, given thetime of day, I'm afraid I'm gonna have to charge you time-and-a-haf for savation,” |
sad. “Though if any of you arelately bereaved, | got agroup rate for funeras.”

“Allow meto introduce mysdlf,” hesaid. “I an Manuel Garcia, and these are my two associates. You
may call them Mr. Crush and Mr. Smash.” Mr. Crush smiled & me, and from where | sat it looked like



he had sted teeth; Mr. Smash just glared sullenly. “Did you just bet twelve thousand dollars that Pablo
Francisco de Vargawould bekilled in the arenatomorrow?’ continued Garcia

“Y ou make it sound kind of morbid,” | said. “I didn't so much betagainst him as| betfor El Diablo.”
“My colleagues and | would like to knowwhy you bet against the great Varga.”
“Because | think the bull will win,” | said.

“Do not play gameswith us, Reverend Jones,” said Garcia. “We represent some of the most powerful
menin Madrid.”

“You'rethe lawyersfor abunch of weightlifters?’ | asked.

“Enough of thisfoolishnessl” snapped Garcia. “ Y ou have bet a substantial sum on El Diablo. We, too,
are gamblers, and we want to know if you are privy to some insde information that would lead you to
make awager that, on the face of it, seems laughably foolish.”

“Wall, | don't seeno pointinlying to you,” | said. “But to be totally honest and even-handed about it, |
don't see no point in confiding to you, neither. | mean, it ain't asif you was regular parishioners who had
promised to donate, say, five thousand dollars apiece to the Tabernacle of Saint Luke once thishere
contest betwixt man and beast reachesits possibly tragic concluson.”

“All right, Reverend Jones,” said Garcia. “We agreeto your terms. Give us your information, and if we
€lect to make our wagers based upon it and Varga should lose, we will deliver fifteen thousand dollarsto
you a the concluson of the event.”

“Wéll, that's mighty agreeable of you,” | said, “but how do | know | can trust you to keep your word?’

The three of *em looked like I'd just stabbed their mothers.

“We are Spaniards,” said Garcia. “We live and die by our code of honor.”

“All right,” | said. “But | want to gt with you guysat the bullfight, just so it don't dip your minds.”

“Men have died for lesser inaults, Reverend Jones,” growled Mr. Crush in broken English.

“Painfully,” added Mr. Smash.

“And men have gone hungry for lesser precautions,” | said. “Have we got aded?’

They whigpered amongst themsalvesin Spanish, and findly al threelooked at me and nodded.

“Okay,” | said. “1 happened to run into Pablo Francisco de Vargain abar earlier tonight, and he's
dready making plansfor hisfunerd.”

“But why?’ demanded Garcia. “ Surely the great Varga has not lost his courage!”
“Unthinkable!” added the other two.

“What he's done is gone and busted abone in hisfoot, and for some crazy reason he don't want to tell



no one or call the match off,” | said.
“Wall, of coursenot,” agreed Garcia. “He haslived by the code; he will die by it.”
“You don't find that amite peculiar?’ | asked.

“Absolutely not. We shall pass along your information to our principals, and I'm sure they will act
accordingly.” He stood up. “Thank you for your time, Reverend Jones.”

“Wherewill | meet you guystomorrow?’ | said.

“Wewill be waiting outside the box office at the Plazade Toros,” said Garcia, and then the three of "em
walked out, and | finished drying mysdlf off and spent alittle time figuring out just how much money I'd
be worth after poor Vargawent off to the great bullfight plazain the sky, and findly | climbed under the
covers and went to deep and dreamed about building my tabernacle right next to Vargas grave asaway
of thanking him for putting me onto this opportunity.

| woke up bright and early at about noontime, got dressed, and caught a cab out to the Plazade Toros,
wheretrue to hisword, Manud Garciawaswaiting for me with Mr. Crush and Mr. Smash. Thefour of
uswent to his private box, where we had afew beers and watched a couple of warm-up fights, and by
the time the Big Event rolled around the score was Matadors 2, Bulls 0.

We sat there and chatted about this and that, and after awhile we became aware of akind of uneasy
murmuring in the crowd, and when half an hour had passed Garcia said something to Mr. Crush, who left
the box and returned about five minuteslater to whisper something in Garcias ear.

“Comewith me” said Garcia, getting to hisfeet.

“I think I'd rather stay here, Spping my beer and getting alittlesun,” | said.

“Comewith me!” he repeated, and suddenly Mr. Crush grabbed me by one arm and Mr. Smash
grabbed me by the other, and | didn't have no choice but to accompany them, since they were holding
me afew inches off the ground and rushing to keep up with Garcia.

We came to adoor beneath the grandstand, and Garcia nodded to the guard, who let the four of usin.
Then we went down along corridor past anumber of dressing rooms, and stopped at one with Vargas
name on the door. Garcia pushed it open, and there on the floor lay Pablo Francisco de Varga, till in his
gStreet clothes.

“Ishedead?’ | asked.

“Drunk,” said Mr. Crush.

Garciaknelt down next to him and dapped hisface afew times. He didn't move amuscle.

“We have aserious problem,” said Garcia, standing up and facing me.

“Seemsto methat Vargas the one with the problem,” | said.

“We have bet more than haf amillion dollarson El Diablo,” he said. “If Varga does not appear in the
arena, they will cance thefight.”



“Well, it an't aconsummeation devoutly to be wished,” | dlowed. “But on the other hand, it beatslosing
our money.”

“You do not understand,” said Garcia. “1 have promised some very powerful men that they would
increase their money tenfold by wagering on El Diablo. These are not men who like to be disappointed.”

“Wdll, El Diabloisgonnawin by aforfeit,” | said.

“The bookmakers do not pay off on forfeits,” answered Garcia. “No,someone must go into the ring and
loseto El Diablo. The questioniswho 7’

Suddenly | became aware of the fact that he and Mr. Crush and Mr. Smash were dl staring intently at
me

“Oh, no,” | said. “You an't gonnagetme in aring with El Diablo! | ain't never fought abull before!”

“Then you are precisely the person we need,” said Garcia. “| have guaranteed my principasthat El
Diablo cannot lose”

“Then you tdl your principalsthat they're gonnahave to learn to live with disappointment,” | said.
“Nothing's gonna get meto step into that ring!”

“My dear Reverend Jones,” he said, and suddenly Mr. Crush and Mr. Smash were pointing their
revolversright betwixt my eyebdls, “you have two admittedly unhappy choices. you can dieinthe arena
amid the cheers of thousands, or you can diein the next ten seconds, done and unmourned. | am afraid
that thereissmply no third dterndive.”

Whichishow | cameto be standing in the middle of the Plazade Torosin Madrid in afancy bullfighting
outfit while El Diablo stared a me through his beadly little eyes and pawed the dirt.

Since | was supposed to lose, Garcia hadn't seen fit to give measword, so al | had with mewasared
cape called amuleta . | was more than alittle bit nervous at the prospect of hobnobbing with the Lord in
person in the next few minutes, and my hands were shaking, and this made themul eta shake, and for
some reason this annoyed the bejabbers out of El Diablo, who snorted and drooled a bit and then let out
abdlow and ran straight toward me.

Widll, | figured if he wanted themuleta dl that badly,| sure wasn't going to argue none about it, so | just
dropped it on the ground and ran to the far side of the arenawhile he shredded the thing with hishorns
and everyone started whistling, though truth to tell | couldn't spot no melody.

After hed worked off alittle excess energy on themuleta , El Diablo lifted his head and |ooked around,
and when hiseyesfell on me he pawed the dirt a couple of more times and then lowered his head and
charged, and | made a dash for the grandstand and reached it about two steps ahead of him and flung
myself into the first row while El Diablo plowed into the concrete wall that protected the customers and
busted off one of hishorns.

Helooked alittle bleary-eyed as he backed off, and | figured | might aswell stay where | wasfor the
rest of the afternoon, but then Mr. Crush and Mr. Smash made their way through the crowd and reached
my sde and tossed me back into thering, and El Diablo shot them an appreciative look and started Sizing
meup agan.



| climbed back onto my feet just as he charged, and as he lowered his head | grabbed ahold of his
remaining horn on the assumption that he couldn't stab mewith it aslong as| kept it at arm's length, but
then he tossed his head and lifted me way off the ground, and suddenly | found myself sitting on his back.
He cameto astop and stared al around the arena, looking for me, while | stayed where | was and tried
to figure out what to do next.

Weél, neither of us moved for the next couple of minutes, and al of a sudden the crowd started throwing
popcorn boxes and beer bottlesinto the ring and whistling some more, and findly El Diablo charged a a
piece of paper that was fluttering on the ground and | fdll off with athud, and he whedled around and
gtarted snorting and drooling and bellowing at me again. Since | didn't have nomuleta left, | quick dipped
off thelittle jacket they had made me wear and held it out to see if maybe he wanted to eatit instead of
me , and he bellowed again and charged straight at it. | let go of it just before he reached it and started
running again, only thistime I didn't hear no galloping footsteps behind me, so | turned to see what was
going on, and what had happened was that he'd stuck his horn into the deeve of the jacket and pierced
right through it, and the rest of it was covering his face so that he couldn't see nothing.

| figured this was as good as time to take my leave as any, and probably better than most, so | walked
back to the door through which Mr. Crush and Mr. Smash had dragged mein, but when | got there |
found abunch of guysin bullfighting outfitsdl laughing their heads off.

“I never knew you could be so funny, Pablo Francisco!” guffawed one of “em.

“It has been wildly amusing,” agreed another, “but now | see that you have come back for your sword.
Hereitis.” He handed methislong sword and kind of pointed me back into the arenaand gave mea
friendly shove.

El Diablo till hadn't gotten the jacket off hisface, and | figured if | was ever gonnakill him and get out of
thisin one piece, now was probably theided time, so | walked cautioudy up to him and got al ready to
run him through when it occurred to methat | didn't know where his heart was. | had afedling it was
probably somewhere inside his chest, but there was an awful lot of chest in front of me, and | was pretty
sure | was only gonnaget one chanceto do it right before El Diablo findly got rid of the jacket.

| findly made up my mind whereto stab him, but then Mr. Crush jumped into the arenaand pointed his
pistol at me, till determined to win Garcias betsfor him, and just as hefired | ducked and then El Diablo
jumped like he'd been shot, which he had, and fell over dead.

Wéll, the police surrounded Mr. Crush right quick, and he started jabbering something in Spanish and
pointing a me, and by the time I'd finished taking a couple of bows and walked back to the dressing
room there were apassel of police waiting there for me, and they took me down to thelocal calaboose
and | spent the night there, till in my bullfighting outfit.

They left mein the cdll for three days and three nights with no comfort except my well-worn copy of the
Good Book, and let metell you that it was a pretty morose time, since | soon redlized that thanksto
surviving my orded with El Diablo | was destitute again, which was getting to be acommon condition but
gill not one that brought me any great comfort.

Then, on the morning of the fourth day, | was pulled off my cot and out of my cell, and then handcuffed
and brung into court and made to stand before the bench, which was being presided over by ajudge
named Alberto Coronado, who had kind of alean and hungry look to him, like maybe his shortswere
too tight or someone had just got him out of bed.



“Soyou are Lucifer Jones,” hesad.

“The Right Reverend Honorable Doctor Lucifer Jones,” | corrected him. “ Pleased to make your
acquaintance.”

“Areyou redly?’ said Judge Coronado. “1'm fascinated to make yours.”

“Wadl, I'mright flattered to heer it,” | said. “Maybeif you could seefit to remove these here handcuffs,
we could dip off to aloca bar and lift afew and swap stories.”

“I think not,” he said. “ It ssemswe have alittle businessto get through first.”
“Wedo?

He nodded. “Y ou have been charged with conspiring to fix the outcome of a bullfight, and to make an
enormous profit thereby. How do you plead?’

“I didn't make no profit at al,” 1 pointed out. “El Diablo lost, may the Lord have mercy on his poor
bovine soul.”

“That in no way dtersthefact that you did everything within your power to predetermine the result. 1 am
afraid | am going to haveto find you guilty. Y our three friends admitted everything, and are currently
serving their own sentences.”

“Wél, it ssems mighty single-minded and unfair to me, Y our Honor,” | said, “consdering that | wound
up dead broke and almost got killed in the process.”

“I have taken that into account,” said Judge Coronado. “1 have even made inquiriesto seeif one of our

European neighbors would let us send you there on the condition that you promise never to return to
Span.”

“Sounds good to me,” | said.

“It sounded good to me, too,” admitted Judge Coronado. “Then we started receiving replies from the
various governments we contacted.” Helooked at me and smiled. “Y ou lead quite an interesting lifefor a
man of thecloth.”

“Wdl, you know how itis” | said modestly.

“I truly had no ideahow it was,” hereplied. “Though | do now.” He began riffling through some papers.
“It seemsthat you are wanted in Roumaniafor grave-robbing, and in Germany for running a bawdy
house.”

“Yeah, wdl, | canexplainthat,” | sad.

“The Itdianswant you for pretending to be an exorcist, and the Hungarian SPCA wants to question you
about your trestment of a certain showdog.”

“A seriesof misunderstandings,” | said.



“The French are after you for running an illegal gambling operation in the Cathedra of Notre Dame.” He
paused and looked at me." Notre Dame?"

“I thought it was afootba | stadium.”

“The government of Crete wishes to speak to you about your complicity in the death of a Professor
Zachariah MacDonald, the Scotch claim you are an undesirable who |eft the country over a
game-poaching scandd, the British have decided you had something to do with the break-in at ajewery
store on Bond Street, and the new democratically-e ected government of Sylvaniais after you for
impersonating amember of the former Royd Family.”

“Theyasked meto!” | said heatedly.

Judge Coronado held up ahand for silence. “Finaly, the government of Greece hasissued awarrant for
your arrest for illegaly removing salvaged treasure from their country.”

“I didn't remove nothing!” | said. “Wait til you hearmy sdeof it!”

“Doctor Jones, I'm sure hearing your side of the story would prove most entertaining,” said Judge
Coronado, “but it doesn't negate the fact that you are awalking disaster. As arespons ble member of the
European community, | could not in good conscience turn you loose upon our neighbors.”

“Then send me somewheredse” | said.

“That ismy intention,” he said. “ Unfortunately, it appears that you have been barred from the continents
of North America, Africaand Asa” He paused and stared at me. “Y ou have lived lessthan half your
aotted span of years, Doctor Jones, and you are dready in danger of running out of land masses that will
accept your presence. Fortunately, no one in South America seemsto have heard of you, and since that
issufficiently far from Spain, | have dected to send you there. | must confessthat | fed enormous
sympathy for the remnants of the once-proud Aztec and Mayan civilizations, but thisis amatter of
surviva, and | would be betraying my high office were | to turn you loose in any Western country. Case
closed.”

“Whendo | leave?’ | asked.

“Y ou will betransferred to Barcelonatomorrow morning,” he said. “Y ou ship leavestwo days later.”
Suddenly he smiled. “And now that the caseis officidly closed, let me say that | would be delighted to
stop by your cell this afternoon and listen to you explain how thirty-three governments on four continents
have so erroneoudy interpreted your good intentions.”

Wéll, true to hisword Judge Coronado stopped by, and we lifted afew while | told him of al my
adventures and exploits and encounters, and the next day they shipped meto Barcelona, which | heer tell
isalovely town but ain't much to write home about when viewed from the insde of aprison cell, and then
they put me on aboat bound for Brazil.

| had done my best to bring the Word of the Lord to the depraved citizens of Europe, and thiswasthe
thanks| got for it. Still, | ain't oneto discourage easily, so | started making plansto build my tabernaclein
South America, which | findly did do four yearslater. But before me and God set up shop, | sumbled
upon more than my share of logt civilizations and high priestesses and strange voodoo ritesand
revolutions and the like, and | plan to tell you about ' em someday, but writing your memoirs can be
pretty tiring work, so I'm heading off now to find some friendly and sympathetic soul of thefemae



persuasion and renew my artistic energies.

THEEND



