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Sacred Locomotive Flies

Chapter  0.

World-wide Roundup

Now this all happened in the year 1985, which is good news right from the start and we all like good news, don't we?  I mean, after all the things that the late Eric Blore had to say about 1984…and when he said them everybody thought it was satire and warning, but well before  the date arrived it turned out that his words were a literal prediction, only he didn't have it figured quite now bad things would be.

So just making it to 1985, you have to say to yourself, "Well the worst is past; maybe things are lousy" (they are)  "but what the hell, they can hardly get any worse so they pretty much have to get better and that's good news, isn't it?"  And isn't it?

Now what's going on in the world of 1985 we can all figure out for ourselves, just about:  look around at the characters as they dance their jigs, pay attention to the hard science in the story, and don't be lazy--read the little unquoted phrases that fall between the lines of dialogue like this:

"These economic statistics for the 1983 alfalfa harvest for northwestern Kurdistan are not sufficiently detailed, Miss Heckinshmidt," mumbled Lemieux fondling her juicy labia absent-mindedly, "so please have Jackson add a breakout by spring and fall acreage, yield, and cultivation techniques."

There, see, if you were lazy you missed the only interesting part, and didn't even know that this book is dirty, therefore worthy of your attention.

So if you're not interested in broad backgrounds and world situations and you decide to read carefully you can go right on to Chapter 1 and you'll be okay.

Har har har, now that those guys have gone on to Chapter 1 the rest of us can  settle back and see the world of 1985, which is really the best part of the book.  We'll catch up with everybody else when we get to the next chapter.  Come along!







****

DATELINE BERLIN:  East and West German officials meeting in heavily-guarded quarters for the past eight months emerged today with a national reunification plan designed to restore the territorial integrity of Germany after forty years of division. The German Democratic Republic (East Germany) and the Federal Republic of Germany (West Germany) will be combined into the All-German Federated Democracy, with its capitol in this city.

Two major stumbling-blocks had to be overcome in order that the negotiations could succeed, and spokesmen on all sides of every curtain had praise for the two delegations for the integrity  with which they worked out differences between the Communist and non-Communist zones of the country. The two great problems were the political arrangements and the economic systems of the two republics.

West Germany's capitalist system, while highly efficient and profitable for owners and key managers, had resulted in corruption, exploitation and other major economic abuses into the West.  The GDR's Communist system by contrast, although producing few luxuries, was designed to assure employment and security for all workers.

On the political front, West Germany's parliamentary system provided for a high degree of personal and political freedom, including free speech and freedom  to form opposition political organizations. The Communist republic's one-party totalitarian system of course permitted few individual freedoms and had rigidly state-controlled media, suppression or worse of political opponents of the regime, etc.

In the treaty announced today, negotiators provide for the new All-German Federated Democracy to adopt the economic system of the West and the political system of the East.







****

DATELINE VIENTIANE:  Government sources today leaked word of an extraordinary meeting between Mr Tran Doc Xuan, foreign minister of the South East Asia League, and Baron Tsin Tsu-Lai, ambassador of the Imperial People's Kingdom of China.  Mr Tran is reported to have presented Baron Tsin with a list of eighteen demands which China must fulfill on threat of the League's giving full support to the Russian Federation in the continuing  dispute between the Federation and the Kingdom.

The list is said to have included the following points;

●  Full recognition of Tibetan independence and the payment of reparations to Tibet for past offenses.

●  Non-interference into the internal affairs of all members of the South East Asia  League, and the granting  of economic aid and trade concessions to Vietnam, Laos, Cambodia, Malaya, Singapore, Thailand and Burma.

●  Withdrawal of Chinese opposition to Nepalese membership in the Asia Common Market association.

●  Guarantee of free access to members of the League's ice hockey team still serving time in the penalty box in Peking.







****

DATELINE LONDON:  Buckingham Palace announced plans for the visit of King Charles and Princess Olga to the official Thames River Depollution Project dedication ceremony, to take place next Thursday.

The King and his consort will share a glass of Thames water, symbolic of the purification process to be applied to the river over the next three years. The glass of water which the royal couple will sip was extracted from the river some six months ago, and has been undergoing treatment by the palace apothecary every since.

Sources close to the  government of Prime Minister Cornelius  have unofficially expressed concern that the water may not be rendered potable in time for the ceremony, in which case the dedication may be postponed. Rumors that a similar-looking substance such as gin may be substituted for the ceremonial quaff have been dismissed as politically  inspired.







****

DATELINE QUEBEC CITY:  Crowds rioted today demanding the secession of Eastern Quebec from the rest of the nation. Placards and banners in French, carried by mobs numbering in the thousands as they marched on government buildings, accused the national government of being Montreal-dominated and of "selling out" to British sympathizers.

Quebec's President Georges de Gaulle denied all accusations, proclaiming himself "more French than France," but rebel leaders remained adamant.   Jacques Sortilege, a separatist spokesman, siad that the de Gaulle government was guilty of accepting "contaminated francs" from the Canadian government in Ottawa, and that  "the damned limey Montrealers" should get out of Quebec and go back to Canada where they belong.







****

DATELINE HOLLYWOOD:  General Entertainment Industries, world's largest manufacturer of home entertainment equipment, announced that their laboratories had developed a new Personal Entertainment Center to be marketed in time for the Christmas season starting next February.  The Personal Entertainment Center, a device about the size and shape of a football helmet, includes loudspeakers for both ears, a special 3-D full-vision color video screen, nasal stimulation devices for odor accompaniment, and microfilament taste bud stimulators

The Personal Entertainment Center can be worn at all times, and has nourishment provided intravenously to the wearer. The standard model is designed to plug into a bedside socket in the home. A portable model is to follow, which can be plugged into an automobile cigarette lighter.







****

DATELINE HATTAHATCHIE:  Local Officials in this Mississippi community denied today that civic priorities were unbalanced. The statement, read on the steps of the village's combined city hall and tavern, was issued in response to criticisms that $4,000,000 in federal founds should  be used to feed starving children rather than to build a new clubhouse of the town's white-only private golf course.

Mayor Claude Jackson reading the statement, said, "There is no hunger in Hattahatchie. This is a progressive community and we would never permit such a thing.  All we ask of our citizens white or colored, is that they got out and work for a living."

Asked by reporters if the $4,000,000 might not be better applied to increase the local  welfare payments of $1.85 per month per person, Mayor Jackson replied, "Why, they'd just spend to money on food and eat it all up if we did that. Use is to build a clubhouse and you've got something to show for your investment!"







****

DATELINE CAPE KENNEDY:  Plans went forward for the United States' first attempted manned Mars shot, despite warnings frorm the Hollow Earth Society of disaster should the launching take place.  Rev. David Perry , president of the Society, declared that the blast of the Mars rocket would, "punch a hole clear through the earth's crust like a fat kid  jumping up and down in a rotten tree-house."

Despite assurances from NASA and other officials, Mr Perry ,who claims the title of High Bishop of the Universal   Holiness Church of Salvation, warned that once the Mars rocket would had broken through the earth's crust at Merritt Island, the waters of the Atlantic Ocean would pour through to the hollow interior of the planet with untold consequences.

"We have documentation as far back as 1759 proving that the earth is hollow, inhabited, and provided with a miniature sun inside. There are natural opening between the outer and inner worlds, and they are in delicate balance. If we create a new opening, the ocean is just likely to pour right through and flood the interior world like a second deluge, and leave us here high and dry on the outside," he said.

The Universal Holiness Church of Salvation, according to Mr  Perry, is several hundred years old and has, "thousand of members, maybe millions," worldwide. Mr  Perry , however declined to give details as to the location of any Universal Holiness Church of Salvation congregations.






****

DATELINE WEYAUWEGA:  Owners of National Football League franchises meeting here announced plains to enlarge the League from its present 850 member teams to 900.  A full list of new teams was not released, but informants say that among the cities in the running for new NFL franchises are Hodmesovasarley ,Hungary; San Fernando de Atabapo, Venezuela, Oodnadatta, South Australia and Teaneck, New Jersey.

Chapter 1.

Music in the Air

Well that's the way it goes in the world of 1985. Not too different from any earlier era.  As for any later one, there's no telling for sure.  Things have to get better, or do they?

There's no warranty, stated or implied that any or all of those factors will reappear in the book. Will we ever encounter Miss Heckinschmidt or the Reverend Mr David Perry again?  How about Mayor Claude Jackson of Hattahatchie,  Mississippi?  Could he be the same Jackson that Lemieux has working on the Kurdistan alfalfa statistics?

Not only do you not know; you do not even know whether you are going to find out.  Oh lord why don't they write nice easy straightforward novels the way they used to?  That might provide subject matter for one hell of an essay; let me know if you come across it because I'd kind of like to know about that myself.

But his is 1985, and the way they write books now is not something that would please fans of Upchuck the Barbarian.  However the PDQ Network has announced an innovation in HEC programming:  a continuing adventure available twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week on your Home Entertainment Center. Just think of that, nothing but bashing skulls from now on  (With an occasional commercial, of course.)  Think  about it.






****

Meanwhile…

Freddie Fong Fine, thirty-year-old pseudo-adolescent man-boy ,gun-toting drug fiend music lover, curly red-haired yellow-skinned mod-dressed symbol of tomorrow's toady, Freddie Fong Fine, hero of a hundred adventures on a dozen continents, Freddie Fong Fine…

…snuggled the warm , flesh-soft plastic pseudo-leather briefcase on his lap, sliding its surface electrically over the thin imitation silk of his red-and-white striped bellbottoms as he waited impatiently for the thousand-passenger Boeing  3707 to be towed into position on the Pacific shuttle launch ramp. He glanced out the hundred-millimeter-thick quartzite viewport beside his first-class lounger, taking a farewell look at  the BART landfill launchport that stood in the middle of what had once been San Francisco Bay.

Out the viewport and to the rear of the shuttle Freddie could see thousand of acres of drive-ins, tract houses,  Co-op Monopoly Stores and the gigantic sprawling university campus fading away into the morning fog toward Knowland City and the mountains beyond.  Ahead, the launch ramp gleamed as it rose slowly toward the towering pylons of the Golden Gate Dam that sealed off the polluted waters of the Pacific beyond the BART landfill and connected the hills of Greater Hashbury with South Mendocino and its giant sequoia preserves.

Freddie smiled uneasily as a naked trip hostess with "Plaf" tattooed over her left breast and "Pat" tattooed over the right one jiggled past, reaching down rows of passengers to give comforting hugs to nervous firstimers. Freddie tried hard to look bored. A feel from a hostess was the last thing he wanted right now. He heaved a sigh of relief as the trip hostess moved  past. Freddie turned to watch her, taking in her crystal-heeled slippers with the embedded light-show generators and the words "Pat" tattooed on her left buttock and "Plaf" on the right.

With Pat Plaf safely past him and the Boeing nearing launch position as the automated ground tractors clanked ahead, Freddie opened the briefcase on his lap by slitting the self-seal edge and slipped both hands inside so his seat-mates could not see the contents.  For a moment Freddie fondled  the contents of briefcase, his eyes misted and a drop of spittle appeared at one corner of his mouth. Then he took hold of himself and set to the quick business of selecting the proper items from the contents of the briefcase and assembling the all-plastic submachine gun inside.

In a matter of seconds Freddie had the gun together. He pulled open the front of his orange-and purple lace-trimmed blouse, lifted off his chain necklace of super-8 caliber dum-dum shells and before the startled passengers around him could react, slapped the chain into the submachine gun's receiver mechanism with clean , professional aplomb.

He thumbed his lounger into vertical position and clambered to its padded arms shouting, "Hold this shuttle!" With all eyes riveted on him, he gestured with his gun barrel towards four ill-assorted and scruffy looking young men occupying a love couch near the front  of the first-class compartment.

"I want everybody off this shuttle except you four and Pat Plaf!  This fight is going up with just us and the hostess and the pilot!  Everybody else off  the plane!"

For a moment the gigantic cabin was filled with shocked murmurs, then the passengers began a frantic rush for the doors but before they could  get beyond their seats there was a gentle hiss and the plane filled rapidly with  a slightly  pungent dark green mist.

In a trice Freddie had filters in his nostrils and a black-absinthe-flavored lozenge in his mouth. He sucked it for five seconds, then as the trip hostesses airliner gigolos, strolling jugglers, prize fighters and magicians who dotted the compartment fell insensible among the 999 unconscious passengers, he shouted again. "Good try, captain but not good enough to fool Freddie Fong Fine!  I've been around too much!  I've been trained by the best!  Now unless you want me to spray this cabin with dum-dums, you'll pump the antidote to that shit through this cabin and you'll order everyone to do as I say!"

There was a period of silence, then Freddie shouted again. "I'm serious captain!  Can you hear this?"  He cocked the plastic gun loudly. "I'll give you to the count of five, than I start killing people one at a time. How would you like to explain a cabin full of dead passengers to the FAA?"

The silence continued.  Freddie began counting loudly and deliberately: 

"Five!"

"Four!" 

"Three!"

HE uncocked the plastic gun, then loudly cocked it again.

A voice came through the plane's speakers. "All right," it said, "here comes the antidote. We'll play your way, whoever you are/"

"My name is Frederick Fong Fine. You can call me Freddie, and get on with the antidote!"

There was another hiss. This time the gas that filled the cabin was a vivd pink, sweet-smelling and tangibly moist.  Within half a minute the 999 unconscious passengers  were moaning and writhing on their loungers. Gigolos, strolling jugglers, prize-fighters, magicians and trip hostesses were struggling to their feet. Pat Plaf, who had fallen across a portly alcoholic millionaire from East Orinda, had to disengage her left breast (it had "Plaf" tattooed on it) from a suction pocket in his yellow and green striped flying tuxedo. As she stood he took a small bite from her right buttock. (It too had "Plaf" tattooed on it.)

"Now get 'em all off the shuttle!"  Freddie repeated his order.  "I just want me and the Sacred Locomotive"--he gestured toward the four scruffies tangled on the love couch--"on this shuttle when we launch.  Plus you and that hostess Pat Plaf, captain!"

Over the speaker system came the other voices. "Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain welcoming you to Trans-Orbit shuttle flight 339."  The speaker hissed and crackled. "Due to unforeseen difficulties we'll have to ask you all to deplane at his time and return on foot to the terminal building. I'm sure that Trans-Orbit will provide satisfactory alternate booking for you all. In the meantime you'll be our guest for brunchion at the terminal cafeteria where today's menu is vegetable cocktail, chipped beef on toast, and cherry cobbler. Please remain calm and exit through the nearest doorway. Your hostesses will show you the way. It's been a  pleasure having you on flight 339 even briefly,  and we trust you'll fly Trans-Orbit again."

Freddie Fong Fine gestured at Pat Plaf with his gun barrel. He pointed is at the four in the love couch and Pat Plaf tottered over to them and sat unsteadily in their midst. The color-generators in her heels were sending out showers of red, white and blue illusion sparks. Within half and hour the passenger compartment was completely empty except for Freddie, Pat Plaf and the Sacred Locomotive.

Freddie faced a loudspeaker and yelled, "Hey, captain!  What's your name?

"Clem Carter," crackled back the intercom speaker.

"Listen then, Captain Carter," growled Freddie, "this 3707 goes on autopilot, right?"

"Our ultramodern Boeing 3707 shuttles are the most fully automated suborbital ballistic craft ever built." The speaker answered.  "We're scheduled for launch in another three minutes, on a great circle suborbital trajectory for Lake Baikal designed for your convenience and safety."

"That's swell," Freddie said.

"However," the positronic computer aided guidance system is equipped with an optional manual override capability developed jointly by the Sperry Gycrocomp Corporation , Boeing , and Trans-Orbit Airlines."

"Leave it!"  ordered Freddie. "Leave the Shuttle on auto and get  back her as fast as you can!  I want you in the passenger cabin!"

There was fumbling , bumping sound from the front compartment of the big Boeing, then the door opened and  a wizened figure emerged. It was clad in an ancient leather aviation suit, zipper jacket, fleece-lined trousers and boots. The skin was stretched, sallow and tight across  the facial bones, with the only life glittering faintly in sunken beady eyes. The  face sported a huge walrus mustache gone entirely to gray, and the whole was surmounted by a leather flying helmet and goggles.

"Captain Clement Carter, Trans-Orbit Airlines, at your service , sir," the apparition croaked.

"You expect to fly  this thing?"  Freddie gasped.

Pat Plaf placed on hand on Freddie's arm (the one not holding the submachine gun). Before Carter could answer Freddie she whispered softly in his ear, brushing aside the curly red locks as she spoke,  "Just humor him, Freddie  Fong Fine. All these flights are automatic.  We just let him ride in the cabin and pretend he's the pilot. All the old pilots ride these flights. It makes them happy and it doesn't do any harm."

Freddie kept his plastic gun away from Plaf with one hand. "Okay," he hissed pulling her close with his free hand so he could feel her warmth through is thin colorful outfit.  "But he'd better stay out of trouble or he's a dead duck!"

"Thanks a lot," Pat Plaf  murmured, her hot mouth touching Freddies's ear wetly.  "Come on Captain Carter,  let's get into a lounger now. We can't take these launches standing up."

With a loud blast and a surge of acceleration that buckled Freddies' knee sent him onto a loungner clutching his plastic submachine gun to his body,  the huge Boeing 3707 slide westward along its glittering launch ramp, pressing its seven occupants down as it rose toward the pyloned summits of the old Golden Gate Bridge that had  provided the skeleton for the present Golden Gate Dam. It lifted majestically through the Cal-Pacific Pollution layer into the sunlight penetrating the upper strata of the Pacific atmosphere.

In a matter of minutes the acceleration was over and the Boeing in 3707 was in its suborbital trajectory, black sky above sprinkled with tiny brilliant stars and fierce glaring sun, gray-brown filth below totally obscuring the garbage-chocked waters of the Pacific. The Boeing's razor-edged delta wings faded from take-off-red back to their usual green-and-white candy stripes beyond the ovoidal quartzite windows.

"Now, before we get down to business…" Freddie let his voice trail off as he opened his imitation leather briefcase once more and removed  a small heavy pressure cylinder. Juggling his plastic-super-8 in one hand, he got the cylinder cradled in the crook of his elbow, pulled a flexible plastene hose from its place, wrapped it around the cylinder and held it so the others could see its tinted mouthpiece.  Freddie opened  a valve on the cylinder and there was a faint but steady hiss.

"Want some?"  He extended the cylinder in  a  semicircular motion taking in Pat Plaf, Captain Carter and the four on the love couch. A couple of the scruffies extended their hands and Freddie tossed the cylinder to one of them, a skinny man with long , unruly hair and beard that hid most of his face, who wore a stained black frock coat with tattered purple frogging.  "Here , Maxie, try a little, " Freddie said.

"Wha, you know us?"  the skinny man asked. While Freddie answered, he clenched the mouthpiece in his teeth and gave the valve a quick twist to the left, then to the right again.  A look of pleasure spread across his face  and he handed the cylinder to the cheerful-looking bruiser beside him as cloudlets of striped and spotted smoke drifted slowly from his mouth. The big man, wearing a one-piece outfit  of wide-weave black net, flung his fingers in a mad random twitching, then took the cylinder and reaped Max's motions.

"Sure I know you, "Freddie Fong Fine said, ruffling his own carrotty curls with his free hand. "You guys in the Sacred Locomotive are what this thing all about. I know you up and down. I've memorized  all your spools. I really dig your drumming, Max Marx. And our blues-shouting , Bonzo Borzoi."  He grinned almost worshipfully at the giant in the net outfit then dropped his eyes in embarrassment as he returned the smile.

"Clark Elmore, sax and vocals."  Freddie pointed his super-8 submachine gun at the little black man whose hairless face immediately went into a dance of frowns, grins startled and angry-looking twitches as random muscles ticced.  Elmore clapped his hands to the sides of his bald pate then drew them down over his cheeks, quieting the twitching. 

"And S. I. Hayakawa, multiplex, I'd tell you not to fret but that would spoil your playing."  Freddie cackled merrily at his pun, then pointing his plastic weapon at the gross musician who joined feebly in the laughter, the pompom on his plaid tam o' shanter flopping in time to his ha's.

Freddie turned to his hostess.  "Miss Plaf, did you know that the world's greatest rock group, the Sacred Locomotive, was on this plane?  Did you know, Captain Carter?" 

"Missus Plaf," said the hostess.

"The last great orchestra leader was Kenny Rankin." Captian Carter gritted.


When that  flaming modernist Kenton came along he destroyed all that was noble and beautiful in music. I stopped listening in 1946 but I have some old 78 RPM Brunswicks  up in the cabin and a genuine crank-wound Atwater-Kent with sapphire needles if you want to hear some real music.    The Ink Spots.  Ginny Sims. Kay Keyser and his College of Musical Knowledge.  Boyd Raeburn. Horace Heidt.  Jimmy 'Dancing Shoes' Palmer."  

The 3707 bucked under an automatic midcourse correction from its tail thrusters. Pat Plaf's said "Oooh" and collapsed familiarly between Max Marx and S. I. Hayakawa. "Just call me Sol," said Hayakawa, grasping Missus Plaf by the thigh.  Bonzo Borzoi was snuggled comfortably between Clark Elmore and Marx, on the other side from Plaf.

The light show projectors in Plaf's slippers were emitting purple and yellow checkerboard patterns of simulated sheet lighting,  punctuated with silent shots of Gene McCarthy reading his famous Second Inaugural Sonnet Cycle.

"Between here and splash-down at Lake Baikal there's enough time for a couple of go numbers," Freddie said. 'Why don't you guys spread out, set up your equipment and  get warmed up?"  Before  the Sacred Locomotive could say anything, Freddie waved his super-8 around two or three times, and said, "No arguments, this is a command performance!"  He giggled a little. "Pat Plaf and I will while away the time nearby."

He waved his super-8; Pat Plaf left Hayakawa with a friendly squeeze and came back to Freddie.

The Sacred Locomotive looked  at one another , Clark Elmore rubbed his bald scalp; as a sine-wave ridge marched from the nape of his neck to the top of his brow and back he said, "Well, I suppose we might as well have little session." They began dragging instruments from under their couch: cracking pressure cartridges to blow up compressed saxophone, tambourine, string multiplexer.

Freddie retired his own pressure cylinder from Max Marx who was about to blow up his drum set with it. Marx shook his mane and beard then cracked their minicylinders built into his drums and cymbals.

Captain  Carter was sitting was next to viewport holding his hands flat in front of his shoulders, elbows extended, swaying his torso and arms in simulated flight, making World War I engine noises through is clinched teeth and interrupting himself periodically to sound like a prop-synchronized .30 caliber or to hiss lines like "Come ahead Richthofen, do your worst!  The Phantom Tanager is ready!"  Or, "Don't  let me down , sweet Sopwith, we need all your horses today!"

Freddie and Pat  Plaf reclined on a double-sized lounger upholstered in lavender and tangerine squares, passing the cylinder back and forth and giggling as they  played grabbies. Every so often the light pattern in Pat's slippers would shift into the new rhythm of strobing flashes in some previously unseen color and Freddie Fong Fine would stare fascinated, one arm holding the cylinder wrapped around Plaf's pliant person, the other holding his plastic super-8 tight through it all.

"If you're missus Plaf  you must have a husband,"  Freddie said between snorts at the hose.

"You are so smart," Pat replied, asterisk and hypnotist's spirals twinkling in her exhalation.

"Well?"

"He's a mechanical pencil feed mechanism designer,  but he really wants to be an actor. He's been getting bit parts  for years and he keeps saying he's going to quit the pencil factory and act for a living, but every time he's ready to quit they promote him and he doesn’t know what to do. He's chief of a whole section of pencil designers now and he says he'll quit as soon as he saves enough money. He's been saying that since 1978."

The Sacred Locomotive began tuning up their instruments.  Even  in the huge cabin of the Boeing the microcircuit speakeramps built into the bodies of the sax and multistring produced a deafening volume of sound, bouncing Pat Plaf and Freddie Fong Fine off their padded lounger and onto the rumps. Fortunately for Plaf, the 3707 was furnished with standard body-temperature lush-piled carpets for the comfort of passengers who chose to travel barefoot. The soft pile kept her from rubbing her tattoos off and the warmth kept her ass comfy.

Clark Elmore and S.I Hayakawa faced each other and simultaneously hit a loud C natural, Clark  bringing it up from the deep curved throat of his glittering green and golden sax, Hayakawa striking a full chord of his multistring. The sax and stringer picked up each other's reverberations and fed them back.  Instead of playing  their stops and strings any more, Elmore, and Sol Hayakawa wove their instruments up and down in the feedback fields they had created, working their amplifier knobs and wow-levels to make drawn-out notes that swooped and wavered around their bodies filling the 3707 with a weird counterpoint melody that grew broader and more complex as it bounded back and forth between them.

Max Marx tapped tentatively on a reconstituted brass cymbals, ran steepled fingers lightly over the goatskin heads of twin contrabass drums, shook his mane and beard once for good measure and worked into a steady beat punctuated with harsh metal work on his rims, and cymbals.

Elmore and Hayakawa cut their wavering duet, flipped toggles and adjusted verniers, upper amps and joined Marx, Sol's multiplex pouring out a series of startling organ-like chords.

Bonzo Borzoi smacked his tambourine once on the heel of his hand, adjusted his mike, amplifier and distorter (all built into caps on his front teeth and powered by tiny batteries inside maxillary fillings), and , by the time the three scruffies had finished noodling, flung his arms in a wild circle,  gave a single convulsive body spasm and was off into the old Peter Sinfield lyric:

Cat's foot/Iron claw

Neuro-surgeon /Scream for more…

Freddie Fong Fine Jerked his torso upright, with Pat Plaf naked but crystal-shod between his brightly trousered legs.  One of Freddies' arms around her clutched her breast (the one with "Pat" tattooed over it); the other held his plastic super-8 against her belly, its muzzle buried into the warm nap between her thighs. They swayed in rhythm to the music, watching Borzoi's jerks and Elmore's tics until the music reached a break and Clark Elmore's  taking off on a soaring solo, tucked one foot under his body and stood, incredibly balanced, for the rest of the number.  When they'd finished "Twenty-First Century Schizoid Man," they took a break and returned their instruments.

Freddie Fong Fine got to his feet and retrieved his pressure cylinder from the floor near the lounger he and Pat Plaf had shared.  Freddie took a deep hit from the mouthpiece, followed by Plaf, Borzoi, Elmore, Hayakawa and Marx, When Freddie got the cylinder back from Max he offered it to Captain Carter only to be waved away.

"That stuff rots  your brain, leads to stronger things, causes moral breakdown, crime, illiteracy, promiscuity and ath-a-lete's foot, sonny.  I have my own poison."  Keeping one hand on the invisible  joy stick of his World War I Camel, he struck all the pockets of his leather flying suit with the other hand. Finally a flat bottle came out, half filled with light brown fluid.  "Here's to Kaiser Bill, damn  his eyes!"  He gulped a hefty swig. "Good hooch!" he gasped.

Freddie turned back to the Locomotive.  "You know 'The Motor City's Burning?'  Sure you do, it's on your second spool between 'How I Spent my Summer' and 'The Bentfin Boomer Blues.' How about it?"

Bonzo Borzoi started a capella ,his always gravelly voice rough and deep.  Soon the others joined and took it straight to the break; then Elmore and Hayakawa jammed until the shuttle tilted over into its plunge toward the waters of Lake Baikal. Before they splashed down everyone  was in a lounger, the Sacred Locomotive was doing a credible imitation of fire engines and gunshots, Freddie was hanging onto Pat Plaf and keeping his super-8 at the ready behind her back and Captain Carter was clutching his chest with both hands, coughing and gasping.

"Is he having an attack?" Freddie asked.

Plaf said, "No, he does that every time we splash in.  Listen to him or he'll be very disappointed."

Freddie listened. Between coughs and gasps Carter was moaning and saying:  "Another brave air pioneer goes to an unmarked hero's grave. Hoist one for me at the escadrille mess tonight, comrades, and turn my picture to the wall. Ask the old man to write a note to dear Mother for me, and send the boys down to break the news at the Boite de Boise. Tell sweet Antoinette that her 'Mericaine will kiss her no more.

"Down, down plunges the Phantom Tanager toward the barbed wire and the trenches, the doughboys and the limeys, the poilus and the huns. Down, down, wind  screaming through struts, flames and smoke trailing behind, his empennage never more to rise over Vimy Ridge into the gleaming rays of dawn, his beloved Clarisse's colors never again to stream from his cap as he roars into combat in those airy lists where charge and fend the last of the true knights."

"Does he always do that?"  Freddie asked.  

"Almost," said Plaf.  "Sometimes on launches and always on splashdown.  Once in a while he forgets to stop and segues from his takeoff sequence right into the landing. The hostesses try to keep his microphone turned off so he won't annoy the passengers. That's why it took him so long to answer you when  you took over the flight. He couldn’t find the switch to turn on his mike."

The Sacred Locomotive were off on another chorus of "The Motor City's Burning," Bonzo Borzoi wailing a combination of grief and glee. Outside the quartzite viewports the delta wings of the 3707 were heating up again, their red glowing surfaces starting to accumulate aerial trash from the Central Asia Pollution zone, setting scraps of corrugated cardboard, newsprint, industrial dump material and miscellaneous flying crap on fire.  As the Boeing approached the murky surface of Lake Baikal it was surrounded by a  huge envelope of flaming  garbage.

With a jolt that drove Freddie and the others down into their color-patterned loungers, the Boeing plunged into Lake Baikal, totally submerged for a few seconds, then bobbed back to the surface like a hollow buoy.  Clouds of steam rose outside The Sacred Locomotive had finished their version of "The Motor City's Burning" on the way down and slouched quietly in their places.  Pat Plaf's pedal light show had subsided into a steady pulsing of vermilion and orange.

As the steam drifted away in a light breeze outside the shuttle, Freddie could see the surface of Lake Baikal lapping at the fuselage and delta wings of the Boeing.  The shuttle's skin had cooled now but the water immediately around had been so heated that the organic waste from industrial Irkutsk and the surrounding neo-Mongoloid housing development had come to a boil, and the bedraggled remnants of the regions's once dense wildlife were variously flapping, gliding, trotting, slithering , rolling strolling, bounding and paddling to partake of the rich instant stew.

Freddie Fong Fine had whiled away the past few minutes with his tongue curled around one of Pat Plaf's nipples.  (When he opened his eyes he found a baroque blue-and crimson tatooed "P" pressing into his left orb and a similarly ornate Barnum "F" squashed against his right.) Missus Plaf had her hands on the back of his head, and was tousling his carotty curls, and rubbing his scalp affectionately.

Freddie put his tongue back in his mouth and siad, "Do we get back on shore and ready for relaunch automatically?  How about refueling?  What would have happened if we'd come down on land or ice, could the craft have taken it?"

Plaf said, "The machinery does it all. Computer control.  It we'd come down into a hard surface we would have put out landing skids automatically, but  wet landings are easier on the airframe. If nobody stops us we'll be airborne again headed for Lake Tanganyika off the Ujiji launchport in fifteen minutes."

"Nobody better try to stop us!  If they do, everybody gets machine gunned and then I start shooting up the expensive instruments in the cabin. You know how expensive they are!"

"I do, I do, so I know that the Irkutsk Trans-Orbit rep won't interfere."

"Amazing!"  Captain Carter siad. "Miraculous! Somehow the Phantom Tanager escaped certain death by bringing his crippled craft home in  the face of damage that would have sent any lesser pilot to that last big aerodrome in the sky!  Some lucky star must have known the day the Tanager was born.  Some hovering fairy  touched the mite as he lay gurgling in his cradle, gave him the blessings  of the sky although he never knew it until years had passed. Someday when the journalists have had their day and history records the great achievements of this tragic conflict, of Paschandaele and Verdun, of the  Meuse  and the Marne, there will be a page--no, a chapter at least--reserved for the exploits of the Tanager and his valiant Spad."

Freddie disengaged from Mrs Plaf, checked his super-8 to be certain it was still in fireable condition, then  walked over to the couch where the Sacred Locomotive were. "Hey, you guys were great!  I've heard your concerts before but this was really outasite!  Tell you what, I've always had a dream concert where you guys went through the whole evening of great classics. Now look, while we get racked up for the next launch, let's have some chow and I'll tell you what I want to hear!

"Hey, Plaf!" He motioned her over with his plastic gun.  "Hit the  galley and see what you can unfreeze for us"

Heels flashing an icy blue-green interspersed with gigantic blows-ups of classic R. Crumb pornographic comix, Pat Plaf made her way to the galley. In a moment her voice drifted back. "Nothing but   a  thousand portions of frozen hyped lobstersicles."

"Okay, bring some back!"

There was the sound of quick frozen foods rotating through the Boeing galley's autocooker. Soon Pat Plaf was back with seven trays precariously balanced on various parts of her anatomy. She gave one to each member of the Sacred Locomotive, one to Captain Carter , and one to Freddie Fong Fine. She put the seventh on her own lap as she lowered herself into a lounger upholstered in Louis XV rococo and art nouveau trim.

From the unoccupied pilot's cabin the shuttle's loudspeaker system announced launch in three minutes.

:Where's the voice coming from?"  Freddie asked.

"Part of the automatic system," Pat told him.  'We used to let the pilots do that themselves but they tried to get too cute so we changed to computer to do for them unless there's a manual override."

Lousy decadent modernist," Carter grumbled and spat. "Take away control of our planes, take away control of our cars, take everything!  Machines run the world. When I was a boy we knew how to handle things.  None of this damned wiseass machinery telling us what to do and what not to do. And we knew about music too!  None of the junk you hear today.  We had Paul Whiteman, Kate Smith, Russ  Colombo, Sammy Kaye, Glenn Grey and the Casa Loma Orchestra. Ted Weems and Elmos Tanner. Anybody who ever heard Elmo Tanner whistle "Heartaches" knows what real music is!

"The last real band leader was Lawrence Welk, and he was after his time. What do you have now?  Just a lot of noisy junk, twing-twang, boom-bang; you call that crap music?"  He cackled triumphantly and began conducting an unseen orchestra while he sang

"Minnie the Moocher" in a cracked voice making suggestive gestures when the words called for them.

The inhuman voice over hte intercom said, "Liftoff in one minute."

Freddie gulped down the last of his lobstersicle, commented, "Singed," disappeared through the door to the crew cabin,  looked back, waved his submachine gun and closed the door. In less than a minute he reappeared, dived onto a lounger with Pat Plaf  and sniggered. He had his pressure cylinder in his hand again, took along deep draught, planted his mouth tight against Missus Plaf's and exhaled until her eyes bugged and. twin jets of vapor shot form her nostrils, yellow from the right and red from the left. He leaned back and giggled. She looked angry for a moment, then joined him.

With a crash  a roar the Boeing 3707 began to race forward on its takeoff trajectory, guided along the Irkutsk launch rails, picking up velocity and heat with each second. By the time  the big craft had reached the end of the rails it was glowing red again, filing the air with cinders of cooked aerial garbage and quick-roasted mallards. The Boeing leaped off the edge of the ramp, pointed its needle nose upward in an even steeper climb and drove faster and faster into the sky.

The automatic loudspeaker said, "please do not leave our lounger until the overhead sign goes off; this announcement is for your safety and convenience," in an April Stevens whisper.

Freddie took another small snort of the cylinder and passed it around the band. Plaf then took a little, Captain Carter lighted a blackened and disreputable looking briar and waved the cylinder away. "That stuff'll  destroy you, you think you can keep is under control but one day you'll find you can't do without it and then it's too late."

Captain Carter kept on but Freddie walked away. He gestured with his gun, keeping his breath in, and the Sacred Locomotive started into, "You Can't  Always Get What you Want."  The Boeing climbed and climbed and the played and played.  When he finished "You Can't Always Get What you Want," they used a few phrases of "Nothing is Easy" as a transition into the theme, Bradshaw's "Hymn to the Sacred Locomotive."  Hayakawa's multiplexer provided bass and lead over Max Marx's steady drumming. Clark and Bonzo, arms around each other, Elmore's face twitching , his foot tucked under him, Bonzo Borzoi writhing to the prods of invisible avenging angels, traded of the two-part vocal:

Glorious annihilator of time and space

Lord or distance, imperial courier

Hail, swift and sublime man-created god

Hail colossal and bright wheel.

On they went until the instruments came to their roaring climax, the lyrics ending with:

Thy axles burn with the steady sweep

Till on wings of  fire they fly!
Crash! Came the chord of S. I. Hayakawa's stronger crash!  The auto-amplified tambourine of Bonzo Borzoi, crash!  the gigantic 42-inch Turkish brass cymbal of  Max Marx's drum set, and the hymn was over.

Captain Carter sat beside  view port watching the glowing wings of the shuttle fade as the atmosphere grew thin.  Pat Plaf had Freddie's cylinder on a lounger and was inhaling fumes of puce and chartreuse.  F. F. Fine, waved his gun in front of the Sacred Locomotive as they stood holding their instruments at  the ready, and the Booing climbed and climbed toward the apogee of its path in the steadily darkening sky.

Chapter 2.

Grossinger's Hotel Exactly It  Isn't ,  But I Ask you What is?

Wow, babies, is sure is a lallapooza, isnt' it?  Guns, sex, rock and roll music and drugs.  You can't get much more 1985 than that, can you? It's hardly any different from an earlier era, only a little worse.  The have some clever gadgets in 1985, metal detectors to keep hijackers from bringing guns and knives onto airplanes and you'd be surprised how many people they catch that way. Ladies with electric combs, gentlemen with microcircuit radios, business types with portable dictaphones and lightweight typewriters…

They don't stop any hijackers, of course. They just switched over to plastic guns, fired-wood knives and the like. You know the French ran into that in Algeria way back in the 50s, but who ever said the society learns by experience?

Meanwhile what about these guys aboard the Boeing?  Take Frederick Fong Fine for a start:  What kind of a man is this?  Did he really take over a thousand passenger aircraft just to arrange a private concert by his favorite band? If so, what happens when they have to splash down and stay down?  Or do they ever, come to think of it. Automatic refueling and launch after splashdown.  A thousand portions of lobstersicle in the freezer--well, 993 now. That can last a long time.

Maybe they're just going to keep on forever, splashing down, taking off, playing rock and roll music and eating lobstersicles. Doesn't sound that bad, actually.

Hmmm.

On the other hand, Freddie might really have something else in  mind .  He said himself that he'd been trained by experts.  Trained for what?  Something besides music appreciation you can bet!  Who's  financing him?  Who put him up to this whole thing?  In the immortal words of Dr Petrie, idiot narrator of and endless series of Fu Manchu  adventures.  What can it all mean?

To tell would be cheating.  Read on.






****

The Sacred  Locomotive went into a great old Sun Ra number, bald black Clark Elmore back on sax, Borzoi carrying the vocal alone, Freddie Fong Fine standing in front of the group waving his submachine gun more and more violently with the growing fury of Marx's drumming, Borzoi's flailing and wailing, and the tension of the song. Fine's thintite striped bells did not hid his arousal as the song built, rising its pitch to its screaming climax, Bonzo Borzoi rasping out Leaving the solar system, Leaving the solar system….

…Freddie Fong Fine screaming with him, pointing his flesh-warm rigid-barreled super-8 all-plastic submachine gun from the hip straight at Bonzo Borzoi and the rest of the Sacred Locomotive, screaming Leaving the solar system  now, Now NOW, spastically jerking the warm plastic form-fitting eageready trigger and crashing sideways under the hurling mass that rose from concealment behind a nearby lounger launched itself across the passenger cabin, collided with  hin, knocked him over.  Freddie felt his gun wrenched away from him, half-saw it flung across the cabin to clatter harmlessly against a quartzite viewport and be captured by Captain Carter as it tumbled to the floor.

Freddie was on his stomach his arns jerked upward between his shoulder blades in a blindling agony and that brought tears to he eyes ,and one despairing moan to his lips. "Who--? He asked.  "What--? Then his arms were released and a heavy weight was lifted from his back. He rolled over and lay helpless gazing up at an apparition.

She couldn't have been more than fourteen but was precociously developed and equipment with excess fat that  must have brought her weight to over 150 pounds. Her hair was long, wiry, and stuck out in all directions from her head. Her face was plain-features but marked with angry encrustations of acne. She wore a ragged T-shirt, her huge sagging breasts and dark nipples protruding through its thin, dirty, cotton weave.

Beneath the shirt,  a roll of fat and a hairy navel protruded, fish-belly white, above bleached and tattered blue jeans two sizes too small to cope with her meaty hips and thick legs.

"I'm Mavis Montreal," she cried triumphantly,  "the Sacred Locomotive's own groupie and greatest fan!  When everybody   got off the Plane I just hid behind a lounger and waited for  a chance get that  silly plastic thing away from  you."

She turned to the band and addressed them in a nasally adolescent voice "How's it hanging, Sol?  You get over the clap, Elmore?  It's givin' me hemorrhoids and trench mouth all at once hyuk hyuk!"  She stopped to pick her nose with one hand, slapped Max Marx's scrawny back with the other and kicked Freddie Fine in the ribs. "Max, how's about you, me and Bonzo making it a threesome next time, just for fun?"

Captain Carter clutched Freddie's plastic gun while he worked on persuading Pat Plaf to try some of the stuff he was drinking.

The Sacred Locomotive started to play another old tune, All Kooper's "You Never Know who Your friends Are," while Mavis Montreal went from musician to musician giving them hugs and kisses.

Freddie lay on the floor sobbing.

The Boeing  nosed over into its descent path, starting far too high and coming in at far too obtuse an angle to splash into Lake Tanganyika.

The band playing, Clement Carter again launched upon a biplane adventure, Freddie weeping noisily into the warm carpet pile, the giant Boeing held her nose pointed for the Indian Ocean east of Madagascar, a thousand miles and more off the coast of Mozambique.  Again the delta wings began to glow with heat generated by friction of magnesium-steel against cluttered air. Again  garbage, ambient throughout the entire gas-envelop of the planet, met the canted razor-edge of the shuttle's wing and sailed off, sliced neatly, leaving behind only a thin detritus that grew first red, then white hot as the 3707 hurtled at increasing speed toward the trash-cluttered waters waiting below.

With a splash that sent plums of fecund  garbage-laden  brine towering  hundreds of feet into the polluted Indian Ocean air, the Boeing  plunged  into the waves. In the last seconds before splashdown Carter and  ands Plaf glanced ahead and below the shuttle, saw darker areas into the murky near-sea level atmosphere and realized that the aircraft was headed into the edges of an oncoming tropical storm.

As the Boeing sliced deep  into the Indian Ocean waters, rows of interior lights clicked on, illuminating a space for a few feet outside each viewport as well as the inside of the cabin.  The Boeing automatically leveled off deep beneath the surface, then curved gracefully in a gentle upward climb and slid smoothly up through layers of fish  kelp, algae, rusting oil drums, rotted corrugated cardboard, old light bulbs and burned-out HEC video tubes.

As the delta-winged 3707 broke surface in its shroud of steam and cooking sea-life, the rain of garbage thrown up by its downward impact was just ending. A few of the heavier chunks clanked loudly as they struck the Boeing's magnesium-steel fuselage and bounced  off to splash back in the ocean

Clark Elmore looked once at Captain Carter. Carter seemed to be conducting a memorial service for the Phantom Tanager, World War I aviation  hero who had gone to watery grave somewhere in the Zuider Zee, Elmore ticced shook his head and turned to Pat Plaf.

"What happens to us now?"  Elmore asked.

"These aircraft are made for water landings so we're in no immediate danger of sinking" she said. "And by now everyone in the aviation industry should be aware of something going on. We must have been traced on radar all the way from BART to Baikal, and then when we overshot Tanganyika so badly they must have gotton a good fix on us.

"But I don't think any rescue craft can reach us here.  Airplanes will stay over this  storm center.  Surface craft will have to stay out of it. If we stay in the Boeing, it's going to break up sooner or later in this storm."

As if to underline her words a huge wave lifted the Boeing's nose skyward for a dizzying dozen seconds, then smashed it back onto the rolling water with a deafening sound composed at least partially of creaking structural members.  A jittering bolt of lightning leaped from the sea to a black low-flying cloud, then fled  back, sizzling the water with its electrical discharge. In a few seconds the roll of bass thunder followed, its volume growing from a barely discernible note to huge peal that filled the Boeing's cabin, setting Marx's drumheads to a steady echoing tone by sympathetic  vibration.

"I don't know how well off we are in here, either," said Elmore.

"Neither do I," Plaf answered  "But there's no point in trying to get out of here in little life jackets.  They're okay to hold you up in quiet water if a regular lake splashdown somehow goes wrong but in this tornado---"

"Hurricane!" Freddie interrupted.

"Typhoon if you want to be correct," Plaf said. Freddie went back to his sobbing. She turned back to Clark Elmore "If we go outside in this typhoon and try to swim around until we're rescued, we won't last even as long as the plane will."

Captain Carter interrupted. "If you youngsters just knew anything about history at all you'd know exactly what to do now. The captain would lead the passengers in singing while the ship's band played 'Nearer My God to Thee'."

Elmore looked at the rest of the Sacred Locomotive. They exchanged shrugs all around, then huddled briefly, took up their instruments began playing another classic tune of twenty years before  Bonzo. Borzoi  neearly  duplicated the thin, hopeless quality of the original voice:

I read the news today oh boy

About a lucky man who made the grade

And though the news was rather sad

Well I just had to laugh

I saw the  photograph…

Again lightning leaped between the moiling sea and darkling cloud, loud thunder drowned the music and in the moment of frightened silence that followed there was a knock at  the door.

Max Marx's drumsticks clattered and banged across the face of a trap drum. The amplifiers of Elmore's sax and S.I Hayakawa's multiplex droned to silence. Bonzo Borzoi's tambourine fell to the rug, its bright metal disks jingling once as it struck.

Dumfounded the four musicians, their groupie, the shriveled air veteran, the naked  trip hostess and Freddie Fong Fine swiveled to face the Boeing's passenger hatch.

The knock was repeated, louder.

Mavis Montreal was the first to recover from her astonishment. She clumped across the cabin in sandals that slipped loose and slapped the bottoms of her feet with each stride. She pulled back the dogs that held the portal shut, turned the control lever and watched the hatchway roll upward into the ceiling of the cabin.

A figure was standing in the open doorway black hood and slicker dripping in the torrents of rain and  splashing  waves, silhouetted against the sheet of livid lightning as he stood on a one-man minifloater magnetically clamped to the side of the"Boeing.  "May I come in?" he asked.

"Uhh, um  yup," said Mavis automatically sticking a ragged fingernail up her nostril, "uh, yh, uck."

The rain-coated figure stepped into the cabin. "I take it that was intended as an affirmative reply to my  question."

"Uh, um, yup." Said Mavis.

The dripping man  reached behind him and  hit the lever that reclosed  the passenger hatch. He looked around the cabin, as he  did  so pulling off his rain hood to reveal a a hooked-nosed, round face surmounted by at thick shock of dark hair and counterweighted by a neatly trimmed but soaked and dripping spade beard. He leaned forward and wrung out his beard so the water fell  on the carpet instead of down his neck.

"Well where is everyone?" he asked.

Simultaneously Pat Plaf,  Mavis Montreal and Freddie Fong Fine launched into variorum versions of the shuttle hijacking. Captain Carter joined with an autobiographical fantasy of the Phantom Tanager's adventures in the North Sea in 1915. The Sacred Locomotive buzzed among themselves.

"Please!" the stranger barked.

There was silence.

"Let me introduce myself, Sergeant Major David  Abramson, Israeli navy."

"Sergeant Abramson!" gasped Plaf.

"Israeli navy!" shouted Freddie.

"You were expecting maybe Prince Namor the Submariner?"  Abramson asked.

"Well, no, only, you see, it's a little startling the way you turned up. I mean, this is the middle of the ocean and..."

"Of course.  My ship the hyponuclear submarine Triaf is on picket duty in the Indian Ocean. We had word of a Trans-Orbit shuttle off course from our base in Addis Ababa. Picked you up on ship's radar as you came over the northern tip of Madagascar. Figured you were goners if we didn't get to you, and even at that that we couldn't take on anywhere near a planelaod of people.

"So--how many of you are there?"  He counted noses  "--five, six, seven eight. Is that all?"

They noded in unison

"Where is everybody else?"

"Back in California,"  said Freddie.

"Then you'd better all come with me," said Abramson. "We can take on eight of you and with a little crowding. You  can bring any small valuables you have. Are you all United States citizens?"

Nods.

"Then there were be no need to intern you for the duration, we can land you at a  friendly or neutral port.  I don't know what we'll do about this hijacking business. Captain Goldberg will have to settle that problem." He looked around the group once more "Every one ready?"

"Okay."

"Then here we go." Abramson hit the lever to open the hatchway again. As the metal door rolled up the sea  visible by the  gloomy yellowish light that struggled through a few rents in the black storm clouds above. Riding low in the water near the Boeing was the darkly sinister bulk of a giant Crawdaddy-class submarine, sea-lights dim, Israeli naval markings barely visible.

Sergeant Abramson stepped through the hatch onto   his  one-man floater, holding to the edge of the Boeing's hull with one hand and raising a laser-flare in the other. Twice  he signaled, each time answered by a brilliant tightbeam   signal from the Triaf. Then , as  the eight men and women in the Boeing clustered around  viewports, a smaller dark shape detached itself from the bulk  of the submarine and began moving through the still-troubled water towards the downed aircraft.

The Sacred Locomotive deflated their instruments and deposited them in their pockets.  Bonzo Borzoi's tamborine shrank to an arm bangle. Freddie retrieved his pressure cylinder and reclosed his briefcase with the cylinder inside. Captain Carter tottered to the hatchway and handed Freddie's super-8 to Sergeant Abramson.

Five minutes later a rubber boat was pulled alongside the Boeing by Traif crewmen who had brought her over. Mavis and the Sacred Locomotive clambered aboard and disappeared into the darkness back toward the Traif.  Sergeant Abramson stayed with the others in the Boeing until the raft returned.

"You are the captain of the aircraft?" he asked Clem Cater.

:The Phantom Tanager at your service, Sergeant!"

"I think I'd better speak  for Captain Carter," Pat Plaf said. She gestured unobstrusively.

Sergeant  Major Abramson nodded. "Of course. Ah, Captain this is a minor administrative detail. "I'm sure your, ah, aide here can give me the assistance I require."

"Very well then, carry on, you enlisted people!"  Carter extended his arms from the shoulders and began hobbling up and down the Boeing's cabin, swooping and roaring as he zoomed unsteadily around rows of loungers.

"Ah, Miss--"

"Missus."


Yes. Well first I thinking you'll be awfully cold and wet by the time we reach the Traif.  Won't you put on my slicker?  I have plenty of warm clothes under it."

He slipped out the slicker and slipped it over Pat Plaf's shoulders. She slid her arms into the sleeves snapped the front the slicker shut.

Abramson  said  "You realize that this shuttle is going to be a total loss.  We have no way to salvaging it from the Traif, and it will go to the bottom long before anyone else could get here."

Pat nodded. "It's insured, Sergeant, you can be sure of that. And   even if it weren't Trans-Orbit can afford an aircraft--they're lucky they'll  have no passenger fatalities out of this mess."

"Excellent," said Sergeant Abramson.  "Captain Goldberg will decide what to do with, ahh--" he nodded in the direction of Freddie Fong Fine who stood gazing abstractedly out a viewport  "--and the rest of you should be all right shortly."

Sergeant Abramson helped them into the returned raft.  Captain Carter insisted on being the last to leave the Boeing, standing on Abramson's minifloater and saluting the shuttle as he stepped out. "The Sea Peregrine is  the last to leave his ship," he said, "downed by vile sabotage, the woman and children safely offloaded into waiting lifeboats. And now the captain  strikes his colors!" He took another step backward and tumbled into the waiting arms of Sergeant Abramson and an Israeli sailor.  Abramson reached across the raft's inflated gunwale and flipped off the minifloater's battery-powered electromagnets. He pulled the floater into the raft and they made for the Traif.

Inside the submarine the eigth castaways threaded their paths through narrow passages and exposed hardware.  Each was given a set of dry   clothing, a glass tea and  a cheese danish. The Sacred Locomotive bedded down. Max Marx, Mavis  Montreal and Bonzo Borzoi in one narrow bunk, Clerk Elmore and S.I.  Hayakawa in  another.

Sergeant Bromson shepherded Freddie, Pat Plaf and Captain Carter into the cramped office of Captain Isaac Goldberg, CO of the Triaf. Abramson conducted introductions and all were seated.  Freddie's pink plastic machine gun lay on Captain Goldberg's desk.

Goldberg had  a thin face, Abbie Hoffman hair and a pair of thick, old-fashioned glasses behind which his eyes glared out, tiny glittering points of mouse gray in a face  bleached snowy by too many years out of reach of the sun. "So," he began, "you three seem to  be the machers in this thing. I want to get to the bottom of what's going on, but you shouldn't think this is any kind of trial and even an official hearing. Later that can come, if necessary, or else maybe we can settle without.

"Grossinger's hotel the Triaf isn't , but then what is; so you should be at home, make yourselves comfortable and just tell me everything that happened."

"If you don't  mind , sir,"  Freddie said, "I should like to talk with you privately."

"I should think so,"  Goldberg said. "Such a thing you did, and  a nice Jewish boy like you, Freddie; aren't you ashamed?"

"You don't understand, sir. This is very serious."

"Ah, Fine, that's where you don't understand.  For the others, this can just be an adventure. They'll be three-day celebrities when they get home, then become bores telling about their experience. But you?  I should give you back to Uncle Sam, it's --zzztt!"  He drew a pallid finger across a stringy neck. "So what should I do?"

"That's  just it, Captain. There's more to this than meets the eye.  But I can't talk in front of the others!"

"So all right, Fine. So for you alone, a private audience." He signed to Sergeant Abramson who led Pat and Clem Carter off to the gallery for a bowl  (of?) chicken soup and  pirogen.

While they were leaving, Captain Goldberg seemed preoccupied with counting the stripes at his cuffs. As the door closed he looked up, gazed sadly at Freddie and said "So?"

"Captain Goldberg," Freddie said, "do I look like a crazy man?"

"How should I know?  What does a crazy man look like?"

"I mean, only a crazy man would hijack a thousand-passenger shuttle just to hear a concert."

"Well, depending how much he liked music, Frederick"

"Granted; all right."  Freddie ran both hands through his red curls.  "I like music fine but if I want a concert I buy a ticket.  Captain  Golderg, I hijacked that plane because I believe some manner of the Sacred Locomotive is carrying secrets inimical to the interests of  the United States and to the security of the entire free world."

"No kidding!"

"Yes!"

"So why didn't the police arrest them before you left California?"

"Because the  police and the FBI know nothing about his matter. I am an agent of an organization so secret that our other intelligence outfits have never even heard of it, except in dark whispers and shadowy rumors. Our agents always walk alone, and when we accomplish our mission no one is the wiser."

"I think maybe you belong in the same bin with the Phantom Titmouse there, with Carter.  I think you are just a nut."

"No, Captain!  You must believe me!  Look, when your country was in trouble a few  years ago, who helped you out?"

"Nobody."

"Well, who offered moral support?"

"Ghana?"

"No."

"How many guesses do I get?  Burma?  The Bronx?"

"You're getting close; look I can see I have to tell you more than I wanted to but this is a critical situation.  Captain Goldberg the Sacred Locomotive may very well be agents of the enemy! I need your cooperation in dealing with them."

"Agents of the enemy?  Who is the enemy?"

"It could be anyone.  Anyone at all!"

"Find, I think you are just a little bit paranoid. I don't like paranoids running around my ship."

Freddie rubbed his chin, reached for a pressure cylinder, didn't find one, changed his mind, and said, "Captain, in today's world you have to be little paranoid to survive. If you don't act as if the world is out to get you, it will even though it's never heard of you."

Captain Goldberg put his thumbs under his chin, steepled his fingers before his nose and looked at Freddie down the side of his knuckles.  "A philosopher you may be , Freddie; but a spy you aren't . A least, I am not convinced,  So I will talk to Missus Plaf and the Phantom Cockatoo and see what I can learn, and get back to your later. Meanwhile this is naval vessel and we have our job too, so you just  join your friends in the galley--third door on the left, down the hall, watch out for hurrying sailors--and have a nice snack.

"I think in a little while we may be meeting an Afrikaan sub-train, and then  you people will have to stay out of the way for  a while."

Chapter 3.

The African Disaster.

Let's say you're walking down the main street (or "Main Street") of a typical small-to-medium-sized American city, such as Orlando, Florida; Tempe, Arizona; or Sioux Falls, South Dakota. Well, let's say Poughkeesie New York, which is just about as small-to-medium-sized as an American city can get.

There on  Main Street as you pass by the town's finest haberdashery (where they sell last year's Madison Avenue rejects at this year's inflated price to rising young engineers, and managers too busy to find out better), pass by the record shop that featured things like the clean version of the Blind Faith record album, pass by the town's only worthwhile restaurant, a really good dago spa that does a land-office business every night of the year except Yom Kippur (when it's practically empty), pass by the big indoor newsstand where they mark up the porny paperbacks with magic markers and the poor local rubes are too dumb (or to horny) to do anything but pay the freight, pass by the bridal shop that's had the same tulle and voile gown in the window so long it's starting to fall apart , pass by the local flick palace that's  been showing the same "G" rated kids' musical for fifty-six weeks, cross Mockit Street and suddenly you're in the Less Desirable section of town where Urban Renewal, god willing, will someday replace ancient and decrepit slums with modern and sturdy slums, and turn a corner onto a certain alley-way which shall be unnamed to find yourself unexpectedly face to face with an apparition such as you would hope never in this life to encounter.

His (its?) face is swathed in bandages, surmounted by a broad-brimmed soft hat pulled down front and back. His attire is a disheveled melange of war surplus uniform items (don't ask which war, threre's only been one), discarded parochial school sports uniforms, ragged work clothes and pale-green surgical gown.

His hands, if they are indeed hands and not claws, tentacle, stumps, twigs, feathers, fins or other less likely items (laser projectors?  Lubricating cans?  Hollowed skulls with small lizards penned inside?) , are mercifully hidden from view.

In a sinister hissing rasp he says, "Sacred locomotive flies."

You recoil ,horrified, fling your right hand up so that it covers your eyes and blocks, momentarily the shock of the sight before you. (If you are left-handed you may fling your left hand up so that it, etc.) You stagger backwards, your left (right) hand thrown sideways and back. It encounters a slimy brick wall. You are brought up with a jolt.

You stare, terror-stricken, at the spot where the stranger had stood to deliver his ominous message. He is nowhere to be seen!

Now, schudents der qvestchun is, What did the fucker mean?  You know when he (it?) said "Sacred locomotive flies."  Could he have been referring to some holy bugs that habitually buzz around the railroad yards?  Or maybe he meant some insect of unspecified spirituality who like to hang around the Papal Pullman?

Probably neither. Tell  you what, let's put the question aside for the moment, and return to it later. I'll try to remember to…Come to think of it, you take care of it. Look, turn to the end of some later chapter--oh, I don't care, Chapter 8 or whatever you like--and jot down your thoughts on this matter of vital concern.

Once you've done that, no fair peeping any more and absolutely no changing your notes. Then when you come to the end of that chapter and see what you said  you'll be able to tell whether you agree with yourself or not.

Meanwhile, a big kiss to the first reader who fails to comprehend the following statement:

Chicago is in Los Angeles so they should be in San 

Francisco  more often  the than they're  in New York.






**** 

Freddie left Captain Goldberg's cramped office and started own toward the galley, surprised to find that he was permitted to move unescorted through the Triaf. He counted doors on his left, noting each one carefully closed and sealed against undersea mishap.  When he reached the third door he reached for the metallic wheel that would undog it, then drew back his hand and impulsively continued in the direction he had been heading.

He moved quickly but as unobtrusively as he could. The Triaf's sailors moved through the same companionways men and women garbed in identical uniforms with insignia of duty assignments to distinguish them.  Looking down at his own borrowed clothing Freddy breathed silent thanks for the anonymity it granted in place of the brilliant tinted and eccentrically cut outfit he had worn aboard the Boeing.

Reaching the and of the hallway, Freddie opened a gray metal hatch and stepped into large,  darkened enclosure. One wall was given over totally to a floor-to-ceiling sheet of transparent smoothness. The murky water beyond was dimly illuminated by light from within the chamber. To Freddie left a group of men and women stood around an oblong table, its top marked in a fine gridwork and illuminated from below. Silhouetted shapes moved almost imperceptibly across the grid.

To Freddie's right a swimming pool caught the dim light  of the room and flashed it from surface wavelets as naked sailors took exercise in their off-duty hours by plunging into the water and swimming vigorously  back and forth. In one corner or the pool a group of younger men and women were engaged in a loud ball game that seemed to consist mainly of  grabbing and splashing one another to the accompaniment of female shrieks and male roars.

As Freddie stood watching a naked figure emerged from the pool and climbed a ladder to a burlap-covered springboard. There was something familiar about the obese folds of flab on  her abdomen, the gigantic pendulous breasts, the puffy hips, the red-spotted faces.

"Mavis!"  Freddie gasped.

"Yaaayy!"  shrieked Mavis, pounding her way to the end of the springboard bounding once as the board gave out a resounding sproing,  and soaring into a high arc near the elevated ceiling of the room. Freddie watched in frozen fascination as she tumbled through the air, arced over the equally petrified ball-players and entered the water at least roughly head first, arms windmilling, legs spread wide, generating a splash that reached Freddie and left his borrowed sailor's uniform soaked again.

Without waiting to see what Mavis's further intentions were, Ferddie hurried to the gridded table and attached himself as silently as he could to the rear of the group studying the picture.

"There she is," a buxom , gray-haired woman was saying. She held a dark plastic pointer, and was extending it toward one of the silhouettes on the table top  "That pretty well has to be Voortrekker, don't you agree, Commander Fawzi?"

A swarthy man with a peculiar  accent, wearing dark glasses answered "Certainly that would appear to be case madame. The image is very clear, and I an think of no other sub-train with that configuration that could possibly be in these waters.  But must we be so formal?  Please call me simply Aziz if you will."

"Isobelle, then."

"Thank you."  He bowed almost imperceptibly then went on:

It would seem that our intelligence reports were entirely correct then. IF that is the Voortrekker, she must have picked up a contraband cargo of petroleum products at  Banjoewangi and just headed due west, round the southern route and straight for home. She'll never see Durban though!"

"That's for sure Simon, what's the condition of the homing missiles?"

"Primed and ready, Isobelle."

"Defensive screens?"

"Ready."

"Morris, is the crew set for action?"

"Everyone at battle stations except people on their day off, strictly according to union rules."

"Good, we surely don't want to face a strike just as we're going into battle. Aziz, you've never been in action with an Israeli unit before have you?"

Freddie watched the swarthy man as he shook his head no. The man said  "it is amazing, simply amazing. What will you do now?"

"Well, it looks like at least ten minutes before effective contact,"  she said gazing at the illuminated grid, "so I guess we should have a nice glass of tea. And I suppose we really ought to bring Captain Goldberg up to date on the situation. He really takes  a great interest in these little actions. Simon , will you stay at the board and call us back a soon as anything develops?  And give Isaac a little ring so he won't feel left out  That' s a dear."

She swung from the table and looked straight at Freddie who blanched. "And who are you?"  she asked him.

"Uh, my name is Freddie Fong Fine. Your Sergeant Abramson rescued us from a ditched shuttle flight and, um…"he trailed off.

"Oh yes, I heard about that."  She burst into laughter. 'Well, welcome again, landsman-of-sorts. I'm Commander Scherer, Call me Isobelle. This is Simon Feldstein ordnance officer.  Morris LeVey, Seamen's and Dockworker's Union delegate. Aziz Fawzi, Iraqi liaison officer representing PSLHQW. I'm operations officer of the Triaf."
"But--but--"

"But what?"

"But an Iraqi--here?"

Isobelle laughed again.  "Of course. On PSL business. Pan-Semitic League. All our countries are in the League--Israel, Syria, Jordan, Egypt, Iraq; oh, more than that."

"But I thought--you know, Israel, the Arab counties--all the wars they had. I never heard of a PSL. Arn't you all enemies?"

"Tell him, Aziz."

The swarthy man regarded Freddie through the tinted lenses. "Ah yes, Mister fine I should think that you would understand this. Arabs and Jews are united by race, by geography by economic interests. It is to our military and political advantage to keep other powers from taking over the eastern Mediterranean area. We are descended from one racial stock.  Our languages are developed from a common source. Our religions quote from many of what same prophets. Why should  we not cooperate?"

Freddie found himself sitting in a canvas and plastic beach chair, a glass of scalding tea in his hand . He said "But still, all the media, even our intelligence reports--"  He stopped himself again.

"To be sure," Commander Fawzi went on, "we do have a certain long-standing tradition of enmity at home and until that has faded away we maintain appearances.  Yes. Otherwise we would have a fully-integrated crew on this ship, would we not, Mister Levy?"

"Your men would have to transfer to his local if we did,"  Morris rumbled  He rubbed a massive paw across his bald head. "But I suppose we could work that out under the union bylaws. I'd have to take it up with the Committee of Shop Stewards."

Fawzi resumed. "And  of course the appearances we maintain are a considerable lever in gaining assistance from the  great powers. Do you think that the Russian federation the French Empire, or the United States would provide the aid they do if we appeared to be good friends of one another?  Not likely."

Before Freddie could absorb these statements, there was call from the chart table. It was the ordinance officer, Feldstein. "Better get over here," he shouted, "they've picked us up and they're flashing a demand for identification signals!"

The group of officers who  had gathered around Freddie rose as one and ran to the grid-topped table. Freddie kept close behind and found a seat for himself between Levy and Fawzi. New Isobelle took command, all business.

"Flash back identification and order the Voortrekker to surrender to a prize crew."

Simon Feldstein gave an order to a sailor standing behind him. The sailor  spoke into a microphone. For a moment he stood holding headset carefully in place, then said, "They  don't answer."

Through the transparent wall of the room movement could be seen. Freddie cried, "Look!"  as a great glowing ball emerged from the distant murky waters and approached the Triaf at an apparently leisurely pace. Closer and closer it came, its color shifting from a nondescript pale shade into a definite  pale pink that grew brighter and more brilliant as the ball grew and grew. 

As is seemed the pink glow was about to envelope the Triaf a shaft of brilliant yellow-green shot out to meet it, moving almost faster than the eye could follow. In utter silence the lighting-like bolt met the glowing globe and pierced it.

For a moment the yellow-green shaft was lost to sight and the  pink globe glowed brighter and than ever, then with slow grace it began to expand, filling a larger and larger portion of the transparent wall of the submarine blotting out the dark  south Indian Ocean waters above and below. The inside  of the room was filled with a searing pink glare.

An electric shock seemed to penetrate the Triaf, and with it a physical jar that pushed the submarine sideways,  sending Freddie tumbling to the floor. Spinning  as he fell he saw the crew around him braced against the shock their faces, clothing and hair illuminated in a glowing magenta.

Freddie hit the floor with a thud, bounced over and felt himself caught in the dripping clammy arms of a flabby apparition. Soaking wet from the pool, hair for once plastered to hear head instead of standing it all directions, her usually fish-white skin a gleaming wet vermilion in the light that poured through the transparent wall, it was Mavis .

"Freddie," she cried, "are you all right?"

He gazed up into her face. In the universal pink glow the acne markings on her skin were almost invisible  "Yeh, yes," he said. A she watched the pink began to fade. Mavis's acne became visible again.

"Freddie, I didn't mean to hurt you on the shuttle before. I really think you're kind of cute. I just couldn't let you hurt those great guys, the Sacred Locomotive. You're not mad are you?"

"Uh, uh," said Freddie, "I guess I'm not."

"Oh, I'm so glad," said Mavis. She reached over to kiss him on top of the head, hugging him to her so his face was pressed close to her, one breast  against each of Freddie's cheeks.

Freddie gasped, It was like being smothered between two plastic baggies filled with rubbery jello. ''Ugh, Mavis!" he managed to grunt. She loosened her grip and he lay back, able to breath more easily.

"Poor baby," she crooned, "you were hurt!"

"No!" he pleaded.

"Yes!" Let me fix you up.."

"No!"

"Here," she helped him back onto his chair and poured a few drops of tea that remained in his toppled glass down his throat. "That  should help," she said.

"Hang on!"  yelled  Freddie. Another pink globe was approaching the Traif. Freddie clutched the edges of his seat with both hands while Mavis clutched him. Freddie closed his eyes.

The submarine rocked once more. Freddie could hear Commander Scherer issuing orders to return offensive fire. Now the Triaf  began to shudder to a new rhythm with the launching of her own weapons against the Voortrekker.

Freddie opened his eyes again looking away from the glass-like wall. The room was still filled with the pink glare of the second enemy shot; it, too, had clearly  been stopped by the Traif's countering bolt ,but the brilliance of its silent explosion filled the room again as had its predecessor's. The Israeli officers and crewmen, the illuminated chart-table, the chairs, Mavis and Freddie himself threw sharp  black shadows against the cerise walls and ceiling of the room.

Freddie looked up at Mavis ; hair and flesh seemingly cast in a single piece of uniformly colored pink softness, she hovered above him, arms extended to comfort him. He buried his face in her clammy flesh until the pinkness again had passed, then rose unsteadily from her arms and his chairs.

"What a trip!" he gasped.

Hand in hand Freddie and Mavis made their way to the grid. He looked down and saw the silhouette representing  the Triaf now near to one that had to stand for the Voortrekker. The Israeli submarine's  image was a small , stylizing version of the classic underwater craft shape: long,  streamlined at the bow, conning tower rising amidships steering and propulsion gear at the stern.

The Voortrekker  was represented by a tubby ,powerful but clumsy looking sea-tractor followed by a series of oblong tank shape. Around the Triaf, a globe  of yellow-green light glowed faintly against the sea-blue of the grid. The Voorterkker carried a cheery-pink aura.

From over Freddie's shoulder he heard the accented voice of Asiz Fawzi, say, "If you want to see the action, get  over the to the wall!"  Freddie turned and saw off-duty crewman and naked bathers clustering at the submarine's transparent wall. With Mavis still clinging to his hands Freddie struggled through the densely crowded bodies until the could press his face close to the shiny surface.

Long-range laser beams shafted out from the Triaf, penetrating the deep, murky Indian Ocean waters for thousands of feet, to pick out the long sinuous form of the Voortrekker. From the enemy craft, Freddie could see similar coherent light beams probing and prodding the ocean in search of the Triaf.

In response to a puzzled incoherency from Freddie, a sailor standing  beside him volunteered an explanation: the hyper-sonar and more advance electronic sensing devices aboard both Traif and Voortrekker were so sensitive and reliable that each must be clearly marked on the other's defensive and attack weapons plots. The use of visible light beams to pick out enemy craft gave away no further advantage, and permitted  crewmen to observe the action taking place.

From the Traif  Freddie saw a clutch of strangely clumsy-looking shapes detach themselves. They floated in the general direction of the sub-train on paths so meandering as  to appear random. Each object danced forward through water halted , rose or fell seemed to drift to left, to right, even to fall back toward the Triaf, to  halt, circle aimlessly, then start forward again.

From the Voortrekker, volleys of sleek interceptor missiles shot toward the Triaf. They headed for the clumsy devices  dancing between the two craft, their streamline speed seeming to give them a total superiority  over the Triaf's drifting projectiles. But with uncanny apparent foresight the clumsy objects slid from the path of the Voortrekker's interceptors; without altering their somnambulistic cadence they manage to rise or drop, to move left or right, as the Voortrekker's speedy weapons shot by.

The majority of the speedy missiles flashed past the Triaf to expend their propellant and sink to the bottom of the Indian Ocean. Those whose paths brought them directly in line with the submarine  were met by the familiar yellow-green bolts exploding into miniature replicas of the shinning pink globes.

And the clumsy objects drifted  and danced toward the Voortrekker, effortlessly evading volley after volley of interceptors; until they reached the sub-train's hull and adhered to it, disappearing in the ocean murk.

Then slowly white stains appeared on hull of the sub-train, spreading and spreading until the entire craft was covered with a sheath of pure white. "What's happening?"  Freddie asked the sailor beside him.

"She's frozen now. Totally sealed, can't navigate. She's  blind and helpless. We'll  just get a line on her and head for home. Just what we need, a few more million barrels of oil!"

By  now the Voortrekker was a single lengthy cylinder of gleaming whiteness. Around him Freddie heard a cheer go up from the crew of the Triaf. Over a loudspeaker the voice of Captain Goldberg brought congratulations to the crew. Man and woman embraced.

Freddie and Mavis looked at each other.  "Listen."  Freddie said, "I think we ought to start thinking about getting out of her. Look, Mavis, you may think you've just attached  yourself to a great band, and the Sacred Locomotive is great but you don't know that you've mixed yourself up in some espionage. You'd better work with me to get those guys back to the United States before they can transmit what they have with them to an enemy!"

"Yeah?"  Mavis responded. 'You mean I have been grouping of those guys and they're a bunch of spies?" Her eyes went round.

"Probably not a bunch.   I mean, in all likelihood there's only one of them who is an agent. The rest are probably legitimate musicians. But wherever that band has traveled there have been security violations and I mean to find out which one of them is the guilty party and bring him to justice.  And it's your duty as a loyal citizen to assist me!"

"Oh!" said Mavis.  She took Freddie's carefully manicured hands between her own fat paws and said, "Just tell me what to do. I really want to help out."  She looked at him with a strange light glinting in her eyes and gave her enchanting confidential chuckle, "Hyuk, hyuk, hyuk!"

Freddie shuddered.

A stocky , bearded figure pressed through the crowded room and stopped at Freddie and Mavis. "Sergeant Abramson!"  Freddie said.

"Mister Fine, Miss Montreal," the sergeant said, "I think there's been  a little mistake. You were supposed to be with the others of your party not in here."

"Not that there was any harm in your seeing our little tussle with the Voortrkker.  In fact, look out the side now." He gestured toward the transparent wall beyond which heavily insulated scuba crews were working on the inert sub-train rigging towing gear and securing lines that ran back to the Triaf. "But Captain Goldberg wants to see you all now," Abramson resumed. "Will you come with me, please?"

Back in Captain Goldberg's office the survivors of the Boeing's ocean landing sat in a cramped semi-circle on tiny folding stools. Behind them stood Sergeant Abramson. In front of them slouched low behind his desk sat Captain Goldberg. His skin was the color of the ice-covered sub-train. His eyes, behind glasses tinted even more deeply than those worn by Commander Fawzi, were pits of midnight black.

"I have considered your situation," he murmured in a voice barely audible above the submarine's subliminal throbbing and humming. "We are going to be running under an extra load from here to Addis Ababa. When we get there, if you are still with us ,we will have to account for your presence.  We would probably have to arrest Mister Fine and he would be extradited to his home country to be tried for  hijacking  an aircraft.

"The remainder of you would be temporarily interned. You would be stalled with paper work for days or weeks, then have to make your way back to the United  States after you were cleared. And I would almost certainly have to leave my ship to attend hearings on shore.

"Captain Carter," Goldberg turned to face the wizened airman. "Phantom Goldfinch, you can maybe understand my feelings even if the others can't. I haven't been out of this submarine for twelve years. In peace and war ,in dock or  at sea, I stay below decks of the Triaf. I don't want to attend hearing on shore.  So here's what I'm going to do.

Phantom Woodpecker, Missus Plaf, Miss Montreal, you four noisemakers,  Mister Fine. I'm going to put you all aboard a skimmer. You will have fuel enough to make land in a friendly country. Your course will be set for you.

"You are on your own--Good bye."

Sergeant Abramson ushered them out of the room.  They received their own clothing again. Pat Plaf was dressed in a borrowed set of sailor's clothes.  Abramson loaded them onto the escape skimmer and sealed the skimmer's hatch behind them.

Freddie looked at the others aboard the skimmer. They all looked at him he said, "Do you think you fellows feel like playing something?"

In unison the four shook their heads no.   

Captain Carter touched a stud on the skimmer's control panel and they were pressed into their seats as it blasted free of the submarine, rose through the Indian Ocean waters and headed into the sky.

Freddie looked back through the skimmer's vision port. The tropic sun was high in the sky and turned the blue-green ocean to a shining glinting  mat that fell away farther and farther as the skimmer rose. The Triaf the Voortrekker, the Boeing shuttle ,the typhoon were nowhere to be seen. Just  vistas of polluted ocean.

Freddie leaned his forehead on the heel of his hand. He felt a heavy hand caress the back of his neck.

Chapter 4.

VE ISS CHUST HARD-VORKING ACHENTINE PIZZNIZZMENZ

Little did we know at the time of the Nuremberg "war crimes" trials, circa 1946, et seq., that the way was being cleared for eventual universal revolution and anarchy, peace marches , draft card burnings and the like, But it was.

Prior to Nuremberg the principle was universally recognized that a soldier acting under military command was not responsible for crimes he might commit. That responsibility lay with the officer who initiated the command--unless he too was acting under orders, in which case the burden rested on him who gave those orders; this upward-directed passing of the buck continuing until it reached (in the case of the Nuremberg trials) the head of state.

In the Nuremberg situation the head of state was not  available for trial, having:

(A)  Committed suicide by poison along with his mistress

(B)  Been shot through the head by an aide as his  own request

(C)  Shaved his moustache and gone into hiding with the local peasantry

(D)  Escaped by means of a network of sympathizers and totally disappeared

(E)  Traveled to a friendly Latin American country and gone into hiding.

(F)  Assumed the fictional identity of "Major General Edwin Walker"

(G)  Rocketed to the moon in a unique space vehicle designed by Werner Von Braun

(H)  [Reader supply alternate solution]

Check one or more of the above and be prepared to justify your answer on the rear flyleaf of this examination booklet. If you find that you need more space, write smaller.

The Nuremberg trials established the principle in international law that even a soldier acting under orders was responsible for his actions if he was ordered to perform a deed sufficiently heinous as to cause the conscience of a reasonable man to rebel. He might thus face the choice between an immediate bullet and an ultimate noose.   Too bad. He was still responsible. 

This was a major advance in the evolution  of humane  principles and in its name the joint British, American. French , and Soviet tribunal  ordered not fewer than fifty-nine hangings and the imprisonment of two hundred thirty persons for periods ranging from two years to life.

The longest prison term actually served as the outgrowth of the Nuremberg tribunals was that of Rudoph Hess, a poor madman who is still in 1985 , secretly held in a weird form of solitary confinement. Reports of his death an/or parole (in either sequence) issued during the decade of the 1970s were falsified. He is actually being maintained on a regular dosage of the late Pope's secret longevity formula.

His jailers  serve in shifts of four. The British kept re(p?)resentative speaks and understands only the Welsh tongue.   The American speaks and understands only degenerate Texanese. The Frenchman speaks and understands   only French. The Russian is deaf and dumb, or at least he claims to be, in a telephone interview conducted by this reporter.

Hess himself knows only the German language.

A highly skillful author and dramatist is chained in my cellar provided only with typewriter, a daily ration of Swanson's Genuine Mexican Tortilla TV dinners (two per day), and crude  toilet facilities. He is obliged to prepare a manuscript based upon the predicament of Herr Hess. When it is complete he will be freed, providing that the manuscript is of sufficient quality.

Take fifteen minutes to think about all of the above; if you are unusually bright, take thirty minutes; if you are of utterly superior intelligence, you will probably not comprehend its significance.

At the and of your period  of contemplation go right on to chapter 4. No questions will be answered at this time.







****

Above the escape craft as is skimmed along  the planar fields separating atmospheric layers, the sun poured down brilliant white light that was turned to  an ugly red-brown by a century's accumulation of incinerator spew, Packard hearse exhaust fumes and additional miscellanea. Below the skimmer the murky Indian Ocean glinted its deceptively attractive blue-green.

Soon the horizon ahead showed the black bulge of the Malagash Republic to the northwest, then the bulk of the African land mass looming black and black-green beyond.

The skimmer's control panel radio beeped and  flashed and Pat Plaf reached to flick a toggle to the receive position. The radio said, "Unidentified aircraft position approximately thirty degrees south altitude forty-five degrees east longitude , identify yourself immediately."

Pat flicked the toggle over to send and explained that they were survivors of a ditched shuttle headed of home.

"We will send manned escort craft to guide you to a landing out Oudtshoorn aerodrome."

"But we don't want to land in a warring country. Let us overfly your territory and head on to the Americas."

"That will be impossible. You will land out Oudtshoorn."

"The we'll just circle around and stay over water, south of your territory."

"You will land att Oudtshoorn!"

Bonzo Borzoi shouted "Here they come!"  Ahead of the skimmer a flight of black delta-wing jets had appeared. They drove straight toward the skimmer, flashed by leaving the smaller craft rocking  in their  slip streams.

The skimmer plunged ahead Plaf leaned toward the radio pickup and said, "Listen, ground this craft is on automatic. Nobody on board even knows how to fly it!"

"Use manual override," the speaker crackled back.

From behind the skimmer the four black deltas rushed by again, splitting to pass on  either side, one above and one below. They skimmer shook again, its occupants tumbling over one another.

"Hey, cut that out!" shouted Hayakawa.

The skimmer was now over Afrikaans territory, green plains clearly visible even through layers at atmospheric junk.  Huge angry patches stood out where Bantustans had been established, then bombed out and defoliate by  the Joburg regime.

At the sight of a new series of glittering specks rising from a blackened Bantustan, Freddie scrambled to a window and peered own. "Look at that!"!  he exclaimed. "How come there are more interceptors  coming from that Bantustan? I thought they were all wiped out!"

"You sure don't  stay very close to what's going on," siad Clark Elmore. He pressed his face to the window beside Freddie's, a tic sending a ripple through the flesh from his forehead back over his bald skull to the back of his  neck. "Those 'partheid mothers thought they could take over Africa but we showed 'em! They' ll never wipe out the real Africans. We go off into the trees, into the mountains they can't take everybody down, and we just keep after 'em, after 'em; somebody they'll fall."

"But  supersonic jets?"  Freddie exclaimed. "They have to have bases and repair shops and pilot training…"

Elmore started whistling, "You Never Know Who Your Friends Are."

From the southwest a second flight of black delta craft was rising, and from the blackened scars on the African earth more and more glinting silvery fighters were screaming up into the atmosphere. All around the skimmer the two fleets were flashing into  battle.  Black deltas with the Afrikaans insignia, a circle divided horizontally, the upper half white, the lower  half black set off  from the black of the jet's skin  by  a rim of white blazoned large on thei fuselages. Silvery Bantu fighters bore the stylized shield-and spear of the black African Force.

The silvery aircraft swooped and darted among the heavier black deltas, the two forces exchanging volley after volley of electronic-seeking missiles. Now a black delta, crippled by a missile, would spiral downward, trailing behind a wake of billowing smoke as it plunged earthward  to its  inevitable doom. Now a silvery  Bantu fighter would turn instantaneously into a huge ball of flame, fragments of wing and body spewed outward from the explosion. 

Captain Carter , spittle glistening on his sunken chin operated imaginary aircraft controls sighted and fired invisible guns through an unseen wooden propeller at the flashing and screaming fighters.

The skimmer fled on toward the  west, leaving behind a gigantic dogfight which had grown from the initial flight of four interceptors and the first silvery challengers into the aerial melee involving scores of aircraft from the contending sides. The skimmer left behind Ladysmith, ,Bethlehem, Bloemfontein, passed over a huge patch of blackened earth where the great Kimberly Bantustan had enjoyed its brief independence, and moved back again over sparkling rivers, high enough in the air that floating garbage and industrial wastes were barely visible. It crossed Kalkfontein Uplington, over the Warmbad mountain industrial center, followed the conformation of the western  land shelf down to the edge of the Atlantic, unintentionally buzzed Port Nolloth and then left behind the African continent and whistled westward over the South Atlantic.

In the skimmer's cabin Freddie  looked around. Clem Carter was chuckling gleefully, describing to anyone or no one the brilliant maneuvers of the aerial battle in which he had defeated and escaped from the combined forces of the warring foes. Pat Plaf was soothing him and manhandling him back into his flight seat.

Mavis Montreal and the Sacred Locomotive were engaged on five-way sequence of hugging and kissing amid mutual congratulations at their escape from almost certain death at the hands of the attacking Afrikaans.

Freddie stood in the midst of the relieved outpouring looking from Pat Plaf and Clem Carter to Mavis Montreal and the Sacred Locomotive, listening to the murmurs and assurances being exchanged. "Doesn't anyone love me?"  Freddie asked.

From the flight seat where she had safely deposited Captain Carter, Pat Plaf whirled, fire flashing from her deep blue eyes.  She faced Freddie, feet spread, clenched fist on her sailor-jean clad hips, her nipples showing sharply through the sailor's shirt , her hair streaming down over her shoulders.

"Love you!"  she exclaimed. "Love you!  All you did was hijack a shuttle and jeopardize over a thousand lives, cause the  shuttle to be sunk in the Indian Ocean, get us carried away on that dumb submarine and into  the middle of somebody's secret war ,get us shot at and almost killed, get God knows how many pilots killed in that dogfight-and I don't care what side of what war they're engaged in, they're still human beings--and we're still far from out of this.  Do you even know where this skimmer's programmed to take us?  And you want to know if anyone loves  you?  You'll be lucky if you don’t get lynched!  As it is you'd better bug out and lie low unless you want to face a trial for hijacking when we get home!"

"Aw, I'm sorry you're mad," said Freddie. "But I had my reasons that I can't tell you now; you'll see."

"Don't bet on it!" She turned to ministering to Captain Carter, who  seemed to perk up considerably, chuckling merrily and pinching Pat through her borrowed clothes. She still had her trip hostess's crystal slippers  on, and they were looping automatically through a light show of the previous season's World Series (Tranquillity Eagles over East Berlin Ulbrichts, seven games to six, disputed calls currently docketed for adjudication by  the International Court within forty years), supered over Pathe Newsreel footage of 1940s American Legion conventions.

Freddie slouched down as far as he could in a corner of the cabin and pretended not to watch the goings-on .  "Wish I had something to shoot up with,"  he mumbled distinctly. No one paid attention. "Wish I had something to shoot up with," he mumbled distinctly. No one paid attention. So he gave up and pretended not to watch the goings-on.

The Legionnaires were parading up and down Seventh Avenue with electric shockers shaped like bamboo canes and goosing girls in dresses with broad padded shoulders and short skirts, balancing precariously on wedgee shoes. Mavis Montreal had the tip of her tongue in Max Marx's naval and one arm each around Clark Elmore and S.I. Hayakawa while Bonzo Borzoi dry humped her from behind. Eleanor Nixon Eisenhower of the Eagles delivered  her famous lunar screwball to Willi Shmelling of the Ulbrichts in the crucial thirteenth game of the series.  Clem Carter was enchanting Pat Plaf with chapter four thousand three hundred seventy-two--or was it seventy-three; well, no matter--of the World  War I adventures of the Phantom Albatross.

Freddie said, "I wish I had something to shoot up with"  out loud. No one paid attention so he stood up and looked out the window. "Land ho!"  he said.

The other seven occupants of the skimmer left off their activities and spread themselves to get a maximum view ahead of the aircraft. Again the dark mass of continent appeared on  the polluted horizon ahead.

"Does anybody recognize that land?"  asked Max Marx.

Pat Plaf said, "I think I do. Commercial flights don't approach from this angle, but it looks to me like the mouth of the Rio Plata. See--that would be Argentina to the south, left and Uruguay to the north."

The land mass grew larger, details beginning to appear even through the lower-layer atmospheric haze. "Yes, that's where we're coming in, " Plaf said "I can see the Hans Langsdorff Memorial Causeway stretching all the way from Montevideo to Buenos Aires. I'll bet when we get closer we'll be  able to make out the old Graff Spee on her tourist cruises around Rio Plata estuary. Hauling that old hulk up was one the smartest things they ever did down here. People pay a fortune to sail under the swastika again just for old time's sake."

Captain Carter had finally realized that they were entering a long , shallow glide to splashdown; an approach very different from the usual high angle re-entery of the sub-orbital shuttles. He made sure that he  had ben securely strapped on his seat by Plaf, then went into narration of the dramatic landing of the captured Fokker Tripe brought home by the daring Phantom Goldfinch following his brief imprisonment and daring escape from the enemy unterseeboat.

The Sacred Locomotive and Mavis Montreal  sorted themselves out into semblance of order and occupied five adjacent (h?)eats, holding hands and humming in five part harmony as they watched the land mass and the flyfot-bedecked memorial causeway swell in the skimmer's canted windows. They started with "Rocket Reducer Number Sixty-Two," then swung over into, "Bridge Over Troubled Water."

Freddie came away from the skimmer window and crawled into a seat beside Pat Plaf, on the opposite side from Captain Carter ,whose narrative style had lapsed into a mumbled undertone punctuated with the sounds of occasional roars and zooms.

The skimmer sank lower and lower into the murky zone  over the southwest Atlantic. Unlike the vastly heavier Boeing shuttle, it responded with a shudder and a soft but audible thunk or shloof to each piece of aerial flotsam that collided with it, but the aircraft's computer-controlled gyro system kept it  on reasonable even course as it approached sea level.

The sun disappeared precipitously  behind the distant Chilean Andes a thousand miles beyond the Rio Plata estuary and as the skimmer descended into growing darkness it began to glow a soft cherry pink from the air friction and ignition of occasional empty cartons and discarded newspaper bieng wafted through the atmosphere. In the approaching distance the  sparking lights of Montevideo and the greater cluster of the more distant Buenos Aires made magic anchors for the fairy chain of the long Langsdorff Causeway, the streaming lamps of the causeway in turn looking like the gleaming diamonds and glittering emeralds of a mammoth necklace setting for the gigantic illuminated revolving swastika mounted atop the pylons at the highest point of the causeway.

With a roar the skimmer cleft the final feet of thick air above the wavetops, then splashed into the waters of the Rio  Plata which carried the wastes and poisons of a hundred tributaries a thousand miles to flush then into the ruined South Atlantic.

The skimmer  bobbed slowly through the muck of the harbor, its self-contained power system perking barely above the idle point to keep it moving under automatic control into the Estada Nacionalista  de  los Trabajadores Descmisados Socialistas de Argentina. As the little craft scraped bottom and came to a halt,  automatic winches hooked its bow and began trundling it from the water.

Overhead  a neon sign flashed in multilingual array;  Welcome to Argentina in the name of the Heroic Working Class  and the Memory of the Holy Saint Evita.

While the eight  occupants of the skimmer watched, a startlingly-uniformed immigration officer clambered onto  the  now-cool wing  and made his way to the aircraft's hatch. His jacket was of military cut, made of black cloth with silver buttons and frogging,  the matching trousers flared high light jodhpurs and tucked into high , gleaming jackboots. His cap rose to a high peak to provide room for large silvered ornaments. Under one arm he carried a black riding crop; it was jauntily tucked between his tunic side and a red armband marked with a white circle and black insignia.

He came to stiff attention clicking his heels together, screwed a monocle into one eye then in clear but heavily-accented English said, "Velcome!  You vill now come viss me undt report to der Kommandant!  You  vill haff your papers ready  undt you vill answer all questchuns promptly truthtfuly undt completely!"

"Hey, wait a minute,"  Freddie began to protest, "who do you think--"but he got no farther.

"Silence, Schwien!  Do  you think you are in your decadent homeland?  Ziss iss der new Archentina undt you vill do as you are told or you vill qvickly regret it!  Now, march!"

Single file they tramped out of the skjmmer cabin, Mavis first, then the four members of the Locomotive then Carter, Plaf and Freddie. As they approached the hatch Plaf produced a bundle from somewhere, tucked it surreptitiously under Freddie's arm and said, "Your briefcase, Mr Fong, don't forget it."

Inside a small dockside building they were ushered into a musty office and introduced to the chief immigration officer, a short harried looking man in rumbled brown uniform.  As soon as the door was closed leaving only  the eight in the room with him he said, "I just must apologize for my assistant. He, ah, forgets himself sometimes and acts as if it were the old days on the other side.

"Well, you have all arrived here under unusual circumstancse. I assume you would like me to contact your nation's consuls. You are all United States  citizens except Mr Elmore, I  take it."

They all agreed.

"And Mr Elmore is a citizen of the Republic of New Africa?"

"No sir, I'm Canadian."

While they spoke Freddie quietly unsealed his pseudo-leather briefcase and began unobtrusively to examine its content by feel. The eight sat in folding chairs four to either side of the battered wooden desk behind which the chief immigration officer had his own chair.

"Very interesting, "the immigration offucer was saying, "I did not know that Canada was encouraging immigration by ah, such diverse ethnic groups since her unhappy experience with the Republic of Quebec"

"My people have been Canadians since 1850," Elmore answered. "The old underground railroad used to run high up the Mississippi and into Canada. They've been of pure black Canadian stock of six generations."

Freddie couldn't  find his precious submachine gun in his briefcase--that bastard Goldberg must have swiped it for himself--but all the other contents seemed to be there. Freddie felt carefully for a small can with a metal cap on one end. If only Elmore held the attention of the official long enough…

Freddie pulled a retaining pin for the can and began carefully to unscrew the lid. Soon it was free in his hand. With  a polish thumbnail he crumbled away  a paper-thin glass dome and held the fleshy pad of his thumb over a small high-pressure nozzle thus exposed.

"Very well," the immigration official said, "as soon as we can get you the required forms to fill out--"

He got no farther. Freddie pulled the miniature can from his briefcase. It was no larger than an old style flashlight batttery. He snapped it across the floor with a wrist-action that had once won him nine consecutive games in the Camp Jivan-Mukta for Boys  Intermediate Softball League. (The streak was ended by  an error by his second baseman who booted  a wrong-side dribbler into the dugout.)

The can spun and skittered under the immigration official's desk,  spewing jets of invisible, odorless, tasteless gas.  "Quick!  Out!"  Freddie exploded , pitching his chair over backwards and heading for the door.  All around him he heard chairs crashing and saw bodies in motion; whether moving with him for the exit or slumping he had no time to notice.

Still holding his breath he crashed through the door, sucked in a quick lungful of fresh  night air tangily scented with the odor of the Rio Plata estuary and the  garbage of the Buenos Aires-Montevideo-La Plata megalopolis with this malodorous blend of stockyards and tanneries He turned up an alley away from the docks running with  the sound of footsteps and panting following behind.

Around  a turn in the alleyway he spotted the form of the assistant immigration official who had come aboard the skimmer at their landing. The official raised a weapon and pointed it at Freddie, Freddie spun his briefcase forward in a flat spin, its trajectory straight for the uniformed figure's weapon hand.

A flash of vivid verdure burst from the black-uniformed hand, going wild in an indecisive moment between the official's attempt to dodge the spinning  briefcase and at the same time get off an aimed shot. Freddie launched himself in a flying leap head pulled down between his shoulders ,his body nearly parallel with the ground.

The emigration official threw up his hands, then tried to duck so that Freddie would sail over him and land on the rough pavement. His duck came an instant too late. As his head  passed through the plane of Freddie's  dive the top of Freddie's head smashed into the immigration official's face driving them through in the direction of Freddie's lap. They landed, a pile of threshing limbs.

Panting, Freddie disentangled himself form the immigration official's convulsive grasp and dragged the body to a point where light from the murky sky made it more possible to see. The front of the official's face had been caved in by the impact of Freddie's skull. His nose was smashed flat, his mouth a bloody mess.  Only the ridge of bone above the his eyes had saved these from destruction; both were already puffed shut. The monocle was nowhere to be seen.

He moaned feebly.

Freddie turned and saw Pat Plaf, Mavis Montreal and Captain Carter clustered in the alley watching. 'Wow!" Mavis said, "that was fantastic. How come I took you in the shuttle?"

"Just a sucker for a good-lokng woman," Freddie replied.  "Come on,  now, let's get out of here before anybody else turn up."

"What about the band?"  Mavis demanded.

"Don't worry about them," Freddie said.  "The stuff I gave them and mister bigshot in there will wear off, and they're in the clear.  They'll get home all right."

"But what about me?"  wailed Mavis.

"Stick with me, kid, I'll take care of us.  Are  you others all right?"

"I'm okay," Pat said. "let's check on Captain Carter."

The pilot stood over the bloody form of the immigration official "He was  a gentleman, " Carter said. "When nations make war, men do the fighting and the dying. He was one of the great ones, but it was inevitable  that he come up against a greater.  And today--" he paused for a moment of drama"--today he came up against the greatest of them all.

"The Phantom Hummingbird, bravest and most skillful of the many knights of the sky, zooming his  fabric-covered falcon through the ether, struts and wires screaming, Brownings chattering their fiery song of death; the end was foreordained.

"I salute you, fallen foeman." He drew himself up to his full height, more than five stringy feet of emaciated airman, and snapped a feeble gesture at the bloody form.

"He's all right," said Feddie.

:What can we do?"  asked Pat Plaf.

"Come on with me. I have a contact here, I think.  Wait a minute while I check on it."

He opened his briefcase again and pulled out a small, limp paper pamphlet. Another quick foray into the pseudo-leather case produced a small panshin light. He set it at eye level, flicked a switch and set the thermocouple-powered helicopter blade revolving. In a couple of seconds the almost silent blade had settled to a low, steady whirring. The panshin light's internal gyroguide stabilizing it, the tiny lamp sent a small, rosy beam of light downward onto the pamphlet Freddie held in his hands.

The cover of the pamphlet featured as full-color hologram of a stocky man with a small trimmed beard grinning widely as he dandled a girl on each knee.  One was black, one was white. One had breasts of mammoth proportions  The other's were bigger.

Freddie seemed to be studying the picture very closely. Holding the pamphlets with one hand, he reached up to the panshin light with the other and turned a small knob on one side of it polished case. The light turned from its rosy color to a deeper shade of maroon, then purple, finally blue.

The picture in Freddie's other hand underwent subtle changes as the color of the light changed. The expression on the bearded man's face altered from a merry grin into a lecherous leer. Just as the light reached a brilliant azure the face seemed to wink

Freddie pulled his hand away from the panshin light and traced the outlines of the figures in the pamphlet cover. After running his fingers along them several times Freddie flipped the pages of the pamphlet, stopped and set the panshin light back to its original color.

The page this time showed the same bearded man, lying on his back in what seemed to be a Roman setting, surrounded by a bevy  of over-endowed women. Again Freddie went through the ceremony of adjusting the light. This time the bearded man winked when the light was lurid green. Again Freddie ran his fingers over the women on the page.

Then he closed the pamphlet and returned it to the briefcase. He reached up to the panshin light flicked it off, switched off the little helicopter rotor that sustained it, folded the blades and put it away as well.

"Okay,"  he said turning to the others.  "Our local contact is at number 215, Avenida del Poeta Ciego, apartment 11B.  We'd better walk it; I think we can be there before dawn and we'll be safe."

They set off through the still-dark streets of Buenos Aires the stygian blanket of night disguising much of the atmosphere's omnipresent burden of waste fumes and drifting trash, only smarting eyes and irritated lungs testifying to the year and planet. From time to time Freddie consulted his guide-pamphlet, leading them through narrow passages and darkened slums, avoiding the neo-hispanic architecture that dominated the new portions of the city built since the great anti--imperialistic revolution and the brief, terrible repression that followed.

Finally emerging from the mouth of a shadowed cul-d-sac Freddie placed his finger to his lips to signal for silence from the others  "This is the Avenda del Poeta Ciego"  he whispered. ""Two fifteen will be in the next block, past that row of store-front dens."  He paused and looked around his party. Mavis and Pat were listening carefully; Captain Carter looked half distracted, off in some fantasy world of sixty years ago.

"Look," Freddie began again, "if they have this place staked out there's nothing we can do but walk right into the trap. But I don't  think they know about this place, and if the don't we can stroll right in. Don't make any unnecessary noise; just stay with me and we'll find out pretty quick if we're in the clear . That okay?"

Pt and Mavis  whispered that it was.  Carter mumbled incoherently and saluted.

The four of them linked arms and began quietly to cross the Avenida. Halfway across Captain Carter began quietly to hum the old air force song. Pat Plaf, beside him joined in, then Freddie,  then  Mavis at the other and of the line. Freddie felt Mavis tug a little at his arm so it rubbed against the side of her breast.

As they reached the entrance of number 215 they stopped  humming. The buildings was  a tall, pale brick structure, one of the few large buildings still standing from the pre-repression days. They entered the lobby, passed chipped  paint, faded murals, peeling mirrors, to reach a self--serve elevator.

A swarthy, short moustached man crouched in one corner cleaning his fingernails with a long-bladed gravity knife. He surveyed them as they entered and punched the button for the 11Th. Floor. As the elevator rose no one spoke. At 11 the swarthy man followed them off.

Outside the door of 11B Freddie rubbed his red curls nervously,  hugged his briefcase and slid his hand into  the lion's mouth visitor signal. He tensed as a ceiling spotlight flashed on and off briefly, then relaxed again as the door opened. The four travelers went in. The swarthy man turned back towards the elevator.

Inside the apartment they were greeted by a gigantic man dressed in a Jesus-suit with flowing golden curls and beard. "Is it time?"  he asked.

"Not time yet," responded Freddie.

:What must we do?"

"Wait."

"How long?"

"You tell me."

"We must wait  some."

"So it shall be."

The huge man and Freddie embraced. Freddie introduced his companions The huge man embraced each  in turn. Then he ushered them to seats on couches scattered around the room. "What's your problem?" the big man asked.

Freddie traced their history from the takeoff of the Boeing shuttle through their experiences aboard the Traif and up to their escape from the Argentine immigration office. Big Jesus prompted with questions whenever the narration faltered. "But I don't understand," Big Jesus said, "why you're after  the Sacred Locomotive. I mean , here you are all chasing each other around the world but what do you want from them?  Why does WAIT SOME want the Sacred Locomotive?  They're just another noisy band!"

"They are not!" Mavis interjected.  "I could tell you some things that the Sacred Locomotive does that no other band I've ever grouped for could even think up!"

"I'm sure you could," said Jesus. "But that isn't' what I meant."

Pat Plaf said, "What's wait some?

Jesus and Freddie exchanged glances. Freddie shrugged.  Jesus said "WAIT SOME is an acronym. It stand for the World Anti-Imperialist Trotskyite Stalinist Orthodox Maoists in Exile. The immediate goal of WAIT SOME is the overthrow of the right wing revisionist regime of the fascist reactionary Castro and his pack of running dogs in Havana. After Castro we go for  bigger game."

"Oh, you 're into radical politics too!  I never knew!"

She threw herself into Freddie's arms. He was pushed onto Mavis Montreal who shoved back with a sharp elbow, one of the few places on her that was not thickly padded with flab.

"All right," Jesus said. "We'll have to get you into Cuba first thing. The Sacred Locomotive will almost certainly be deported for illegal entry into Argentina , they'll crawl under the official portrait of Santa Evita at the airport and be out safe.  Maybe they'll pick up a couple of gigs on their  way out of the continent and they'll be home pretty soon.  Our people will keep close tabs on them all the way, so don't worry about them.

"How about your friends here; are they thoroughly into this thing with you?"

Freddie asked if they would stick with him. All agreed.  "Okay," siad Freddie, "we'll be back in friendly hands as soon as we hit Guantanamo. Then we can decide what to do. Until then you'll have to stick with me."

He turned to Jesus.  "Haw do we get to Cuba?"

Jesus laughed.  "Simplest thing in the world. We'll just smuggle you into some hollow beef carcasses consigned to the U.S. base there. You'll have a chilly little trip but you'll travel fast and as soon as they unpack you, viola, you're home free."

"Viola?" siad Pat Plaf.

"Sure, you know, like  a big fiddle," said Jesus.

Chapter 5

EEF YOU WEEL JUST REMOVE YOUR FEENGER I WEEL TELL YOU WHY I AM CALLED SPEEDY GONZALEZ

If  you really care about Freddie Fong Fine (and you must, or else why bother to read a whole damn book about him?)  you  might want to go into his life-and-times a little further.  Would you like for instance, to receive a Photostatted copy of his birth certificate?  To browse through a copy of his high school yearbook?  (The Merry Daisy, Taplinger's Falls [NY] Consolidated District School, 1968.)  The editor was the first girl Freddie ever laid but he sure wasn't the first guy who'd ever got into her as he discovered to his chagrin one morning some time later. Would you like to know how Freddie entertains himself off-duty, what his favorite reading matter is, would  you purchase  a copy of  The Freddie Fong Fine Recipe Book?  How about The Freddie Fong Fine Drinkiepoo Guide?

Oh, Freddie doesn't drink very much except under severe social pressure and/or  the unavailability of better stuff. Freddie's into a lot of things but hardly booze. Okay, understand.

One day shortly before he hijacked that delta-wing job out on the West Coast Freddie was in New New  New York City, there to see unspecified persons for unspecified purposes but as long as he was in town he brought some Mike Quill head subway tokens (three for five bucks before the price went up), and stopped in the crapper of the Gun Hill Road IRT, and salvaged an abandoned copy of the New York Daily Newsmagazine and flipped through it casually and came to the feature department called "Fifteen Years Ago in the News."

Now this is not to say that you care about every damn thing that Freddie ever read, wrote, heard, said drank, smoked, ate, fucked, sucked, tore, wore, swore, thought, otherwise experienced significant interactions with. No, really; if this isn't your bag just go on to the main narration  you know, like one of these neat Mickey Spillane books where you don't have to waste your time on the parts between the dirty parts because the sex is all in italics.

This is a promise, if you skip the rest of this, um, interlude, you will not miss any of the plots.  Scout's honor, three fingers upraised and if you don't know what that gesture means you're not fit to live in a country where Richard M. Nixon is President. Go ahead, get on  to the meat of it and the rest of us will meet you there later.

Where were we?





"Fifteen Years Ago in the News"

ADAMO CALLS DEALING WITH  RATTENNI CLEAN

Yonkers Councilman and Vice Mayor Frank A. Adamo admitted on the witness stand yesterday that he is acquainted with reputed Mafia chieftain Nicholas Rattenni the Westchester garbage czar, but Rattenni-asked whether he knew the councilman--pleaded the Fifth Amendment on grounds of possible  self-incrimination.

SPOFFORD: THERE'S MORE ROOM

The number of youngsters held in the Spofford Youth Center in the Bronx has been reduced dramatically since a News series aired complaints that the institution was overcrowded,  understaffed and beset with brutality,  homosexuality and dope smuggling.

ADDONIZIO MINDS STORE AS USUAL

Despite rising demands of his ouster indicted Newark Mayor Hugh Addonizio conducted business as usual yesterday at City Hall and, as he prepared for his Federal Court arraignment today on extortion and income tax evasion charges, vowed continued administration of New Jersey's largest city   " in its usual effective manner."

ADDICT FOUND HANGED AFTER LOSING A PLEA

A woman under treatment at the state's drug addiction rehabilitation center in this western New York village was found hanged today.  In Albany, a spokesman for the State Narcotic Addiction control Commission said Barbara Lewis, 30, of  Buffalo was reported to have committed suicide. She was examined Wednesday by a commission psychiatrist after demanding medical care and medication, the spokesman said. The spokesman reported the psychiatrist, Dr Oscar Lopez of a rehabilitation center in Buffalo, had decided the medication she demanded was not warranted.

CALLS CALLEY MY LAI SCAPEGOAT


Rep. Alvin E. O'Konski (Wis.), ranking Republican on the House Armed Services Committee, blasted  the Army today for making a "scapegoat" of lst Lt. William L. Calley, Jr in the My Lai incident. He introduced a bill to provide Calley and any other defendant charged in the alleged massacre with government -paid civilian lawyers.  O'Konski said the Army only decided to charge Calley and Staff Sgt. David Mitchell 18 months after the March 16, 1968, My Lai action "in order to keep peace groups from using the alleged atrocity to discredit the Vietnam war."

FAREWELL TO WHEELUS

Bowing meekly to here's-your-hat urgings of radical military men who recently toppled King Idris I of Libya, the U.S.A. already is pulling out of Wheelus Air Force Base in the big North African country, though a treaty says we can stay through 1971.

SHOP WINDOWS CHRISTMAS WONDERLAND

Each Christmas season the internationally famous shop windows of Fifth Avenue are turned into a dazzling, mile-long treat of Christmas wonderland with sounds and sights to brighten the eyes of any youngster. Filled with sparkling , elaborate display and pouring fourth carillons and carols, the windows are the annual personal magic of Santa's most creative helpers and each deserves a  special gift of appreciation.

HOW NOT TO ENTERTAIN A DATE

Too many girls nowadays are indifferent about attire but concerned about their makeup. Interest in one's appearance is important but it's tactless to concentrate on touching up the complexion, fixing the hair , adjusting eye lashes, etc., in the presence of a date.  A quick dab of powder or a hurried touch with the lipstick is permissible but, for more extensive repairs you need privacy.

"THE DAMNED" A SICK FILM

"The Demand, " subtitled  "Gotterdammerung"  ( Twilight of the Gods), is a sickening drama focusing on the moral disintegration of a wealthy German family on the eve of the rise of Nazi power. Ueder Luchino Visconti's heavy direction, ruthless emotions are bared, leading melodramatically to murder and double suicide.

JEWS DODGE ARAB SUMMIT

Most of Moroccans' 45,000 Jews faded discreetly  from sight as delegations began to arrive for a three-day Arab summit conference opening Saturday to mobilize against Israel. As part of intense security precautions to guard the kings, presidents and ministers from 14 Arab states, Jew living on streets which visiting delegations will use have been told to keep windows shut and to stay off balconies.






*****

It was cold, you know really cold inside the  refrigerated meat transporter, and it was only the speed of the trip from Buenos Aires to Guantanamo that kept it from bieng tragic. As it was, it was a good thing that Clem Carter was  a skinny old crap and Pat Plaf  built more for  grace than comfort because Big Jesus's helpers were able to cram them both inside the same carcass and Pet kept Clem warm on the trips. Otherwise they would have wound up in Cuba with one first world war aviator kaput and no one to blame but themselves.

As is was he was chillier than a barefooted penguin with a bad case of falling feathers, but he came through okay after a while, fortified with his own brand of liquid fuel. Which should be a moral lesson to those guilty of thinking in terms of the excluded middle, and if you don't know what that means just rest assured that it means something and let I go at that; the point is, Captain Carter came through the trip all right.

Freddie and Mavis didn't get to share any carcasses with anybody  Freddie wasn't much bigger around then Plaf, although he'd be the first to admit, and she to confirm, that their respective topographies were hardly congruent. If they'd had another  scrawny kid with them Freddie might have "shared" with him or her as the case might have been (we'll assume that  he would have preferred her to him had he had any choice; in fact he had none, also neither), but the fourth party of their party  being the voluptuous Miss Mavis they took a carcass apiece, did Freddie and Mavis, and it was one hell  of a squeeze getting Mavis into one anyhow.

They used a big old bullock body for her and she near cracked a rib fitting. A bullock rib, that  (it.?)

Traveling as freight they had no particular trouble getting into Gitmo; their containers brought them past the outermost warning signs (in English , Spanish, Russion,  Chinese, Arabic, Hindi, Urdu, Khmer and International  Convention Road Marker), past the outermost approach mine field (explosive-powered flying skewers, HE-APS, acidized footeaters, poison pins), a corrugated cross-hatch storm fence topped with electrified barbed wire, an alligator moat, a ground glass zone,  tripwires, an all-electric fence, a hot radiation  belt,  a piranha(?)moat, guard dogs, Gurkha  mercenaries ,and then the tougher obstacles.

The wound up in the back locker at the Guantanamo Bay Naval Station enlisted mess hall, which was  an error--such good beef should have gone to the Officer's Open but an administrative screw-up like that is of little concern to those involved in an earth-shaking narration.  Consider: What will it all matter when we stand before the golden throne  and have to give  account of our stewardship? Hardly  at all, hardly  at all.

They  did have a hard time explaining their presence inside the carcasses to the CPO in charge of the mass hall; he almost called in the mess officer, who was at that moment thawing out a TV dinner sent by a loving admirer back in CONUS and that might have complicated things more than slightly, but instead Freddie and he worked things our through one of the slickest bits of fancy verbal footwork ever seen on the Pearl of the Antilles, or elsewhere for that  matter.

It went something like this:

CPO
What the fuck is this , stowaways in the meat?


FFF  
Why , hello there , sergeant!

CPO
Don't sergeant me, you  shit, the title's chief. 

FFF
Sorry about that, I saw the  stripes and…

CPO
Up your ass! What  the fuck are you guys  doing in here?

FFF
Classified

CPO
Wise cocksucker hey?  [Hefts cleaver.]  We'll see about that!
FFF
Wait a minute ,chief!  You've got to get us out of here.

CPO
What's in it for me  you little prick?

FFF
[Reaching into ubiquitous satchel.] Lucky bucks.

CPO
Say ahead, cuntlapper

FFF
[Sniggers.] [Unconvincingly.]

CPO
Okay, you ball-less wonder, here I come!  [Advances with clever once again.]  [Showing manifest sincerity of purpose.]

FFF
Two cees apiece.

CPO
Seven fuckin' fifty.

FFF
Three hundred.

CPO
Five hundred.

FFF
Three seventy-five

CPO
Five hundred or I'll bash in your jackoff skull and take it all!

FFF
Five hundred.

Having thus paid the requisite entry fee, Freddie and his friends found themselves with the free run of Guantanamo Bay, providing of course they  avoid getting picked up by patrols of one sort or another.

Huddled under the overhang of a strictly temporary frame office building only slightly older than Caption Clement Carter (and about as  dehydrated), Freddie did his thing with the panshim light and little book, the kind men like, coming to a halt on a full color three dimensional reproduction of S. Clay Wilson's classic portrayal of the critical moment of Julie Nixon Eisenhower's wedding night.

He ran his finger up and down the page for quite a long time chuckling dirty little chuckles, then stopped with look of surprise  on his face and turned to his  three companions.  "It’s the chaplain! He said, surprised.

"What is?"  Asked Mavis, scratching a huge oval nipple absentmindedly.

"Our contact--the WAIT SOME resident agent for Gitmo. It's the base chaplain!"

"I thought(?)  these bases had a set, " Plaf cut in. "You know Catholic, Protestant, Jewish, Muslim, Zen, Two Seed in the Soul Free Will Learies."

"Oh, yeah, no, I think they cut down a few years ago to save money in the military budget and just keep one for each post. Got a lot of praise from the ecumenical press too. But let's see." He felt up Julie Nixon Eisenhower a little more, adjusting the panshin light until she writhed in orgasm, held the page up close to his eye and said, "Yes, you're right, but it's the chief chaplain of the post  that's umm., Commander Diana Prinze of the Woman's  Liberation Temple and  Free Love Spiritual Development League, Incorporated."

"Let's go find her."

Instead they found a telephone, picked it up, punched the "O" button and got a very sleep Cuban voice. "Allo, allo," the voice grumbled, "what the fuck you want this hour of the morning?"

"It's afternoon, " Freddie said.

"I been up all night in La Habana, man, it's morning to me!"

"Oh, well anyway will you connect me with Chaplain Prinze?"

"You and every other hardup bozo on the island."

"No, really , it's ' chaplain business."

"Your ass."

"No, really."

"Okay, okay, I'll play along."

He put the call through. Freddie and Chaplain Prinze played the WAIT  SOME word game, then she said she'd send a jeep for the  four of them. Freddie and the others kept down while they waited.

Eventually a gray groundhopper appeared, bumping across the scrubby palmetto grass of the Guantanamo countryside. Ever since the United States had recognized the residual sovereignty of Cuba over Guantanamo,  permanent improvements had been suspended, including all lawn seeding, and the native flora had been making a slow but inexorable comeback against such gringo innovations as Vermont emerald rye grass and permanent blooming metal Christmas trees planted around the perimeter of the base.

The driver of the groundhopper was tall, tanned, and muscular.  His hair was carefully swept into a sand-tinted pompadour and a sweet odor emanated from his glistening torso. He wore only a pair of khaki shorts cut tight in the crotch to show which way it was hanging today. He pulled the groundhopper to a sighing halt and swung out to face the four newcomers.

Freddie watched the driver eyeing Captain Carter sympathetically and eyeing him with a much stronger brand of interest. For the driver it was obvious that Pat and Mavis weren't even present  "Chaplain Prinze sent me," he said  He took two mincing steps forward and extended a beefy but manicured hand to shake Freddie's.  "Won't you come along with me, please."

He ushered Mavis, Plaf and Captain Carter into  the rear seat of the groundhopper and Freddie into the passenger bucket beside his own driver's station  "Make sure you have your belts secured," he said. He looked over his shoulder to check on the passengers behind him, then reached into Freddie's lap to make sure that his belt was properly in place.

"Off we go now!"  The groundhopper swished across the Cuban landscape, past rows of yellowed paint-peeling barracks, flat-roofed parking areas on top of underground arsenals, Base Art Cines numbers 6, 31, 98 and 11, mess halls, computer centers, laundries, whore houses, PXes, officers' clubs. NCO clubs, EM clubs, medical dispensaries ,gas stations VTOL strips, and finally pulled up in front of the  Guantanamo Bay Women's Liberation Temple and Free Love Spiritual Development League.

They(?)  trooped up the neo-Grecian steps of the Temple past fuming braziers, between pillars and into the chief chaplain's office. The groundhopper driver saluted and gave the chaplain a peck on the cheek.

"Thank you, Steve,"  the chaplain said, "why don't you go down to the hospital now and see if there's anything there for you to play with. I 'll call you if I need you again today."

The big driver brushed past Freddie, touching the back of his neck as he left the room. The chaplain waited until her assistant was gone, then asked Freddie if she could speak freely in the presence of the others.

Freddie said yes.

"Well, then, Jesus really told me very little of what you and your friends are doing here in Cuba.  You'd better fill me in."  She offered them each a serpentine mouthpiece from a huge cut-glass hookah that stood on one corner of  her desk.

Freddie took a long draw and held it in while he decided what to say to her. Finally he repeated the story he'd told Jesus, then added:  "The problem is, while I know that somebody in the Sacred Locomotive has the vital document, I haven't been able to find out which one it is.  And I don't really know what the document says!"

"Do you think I'd better just get you back into the United States so you can go after them again?  I can get you a false set of papers and send you out on a Cuban refugee flight."

"You can?"  Freddie asked in surprise. "I thought we were blood enemies with the Cubans. They have this whole base sealed off to the outside and we have it sealed from the  inside. How could you do that?"

Commander Prinze exhaled a long plume of pink and yellow fumes and handed the hookah mouthpieces to Pat Plaf.  "Don't be silly,"  she laughed.  "That's been over for years, Cuba is too good a source of  raw materials and cheap labor for us, and a market for manufactured goods, and the Untied States is too good a customer for raw materials and a source of tools for  Cuba.  Just because we don't like their form of government--they don't like ours either--is no reason to throw away trade that's profitable for us both.

"So we just let them scream at us, mostly for domestic consumption.  And we holler about them.   For the same reason.  And we trade"

"This all sounds horribly familiar," Freddie mumbled

"What was that?  I didn't catch what you said."

"No, it was nothing, Captain Goldberg.  Err, I mean Commander Prinze."

She leaned back in her chair , lacing her fingers behind her head and pulling back her elbows to make her prominent breasts jut out farther.  Freddie saw Pat Plaf bristle, still in her borrowed sailor's clothes, her projecting slippers turned off.  Mavis put the end of her tongue between her teeth and went, "Braaak!"

"Barbarian!"  exclaimed Diana Prinze.  "In fact, Mr fine," she resumed, "The biggest problem we have in our trade  with Cuba is keeping  it concealed from the outer world. Especially since the rest of the Latin American  popular democratic military republics have cut Cuba off their party lists. But we have a solution for that!

"When that first Mars manned expedition takes off from Cape Kennedy, there will be a simultaneous launch from Sague La Grande on the other side of this island.

"There happens to be a natural geological fault running between Sagua la Grande and Merritt Island, and by carefully timed simultaneous launches from both sites, we're going to set off a little rumble along that fault that will make San Andreas look like a rockslide in a children's playground.  With a little work after that we're going to have tunnel connecting Cuba with Florida and we can do all the shipping we like and not worry about anything!"

"Well, hairy bouncing balls!"  yelped Freddie. "I was reading just the other day in an IRT crapper about some nut named Perry, said that the earth was hollow and the Mars shot would puncture it right through  the skin!"

Chaplain Prinze burst into laughter.  "Well, he wasn't  that far off  at that. Of course he must have been a nut of some sort, but once we get the tunnel in  we'll have Cuba running better for us than we ever did in the old days."

Prinz drew on  the hookah again while Freddie mulled over the prospects. "I don't suppose there's any real danger in the Mars shots, is there?"  he asked.

Prinz shrugged. "People on top say it's okay, is must be."

"Sure," Freddie agreed. "If we can't trust our own government to tell us the truth, who can we trust right? I mean, they always  told us right, never led us into anything we shouldn't have go into, did they?  Anybody'd have to be a madman if not a traitor if he didn't trust his own government.

"Right?"

Lieutenant Prinz said, "right!"

Freddie said, "Right!"  He looked at the others  questioningly.

Pat Plaf siad, "Right , Freddie, sure."

Mavis said, "You bet your ass, Freddie."

Captain Carter siad, "I believed old Woodrow in ought-sixteen when they ran him on  slogan of  'He kept us out of war.' I believed Franklin  in ought-forty when he said, 'I do not propose to send American boys to fight in any foreign wars'  I believed Lyndon in ought-sixty-four when he said 'We do not seek any wider war.' I believed 'em all. Why shouldn't I believe now, and a chaplain telling me too ,for God's sake!"

"Well, I guess that settles that!" said Freddie, feeling some droplets of sweat spring onto his forehead and began to run toward his eyes.

"Fine," said the chaplain.  "Now, you must be tired and dirty for your trip.  How about a soothing dip in the temple pool, with a few votaries to rub those sore muscles out?"

"That sound lovely,"  Pat said.

"I don't know," said Freddie.  "If there's really a natural flaw between Canaveral and Sagua la Grande, I think is would be a dangerous thing to set off those Mars shots at the same time. What if it caused an undersea earthquake--I bet it could cause tidal waves all throughout the Caribbean and Gulf Coast."

"WAIT SOME knows all about that , Freddie; don’t' worry.   You sound as crazy as Bishop Perry."

"Well, I'd still like to see some charts and figures. I think it's awful risk."

The chaplain reached into  a desk drawer and pulled out a folder marked in huge red letters ULTIMATE TOP  SCREAMING SECRET"(EQUIVALENT BRITISH CONFIDENTIAL).  She tossed it to him and he caught it between his knees. 'Take a look," said Diana Prinze.

Freddie opened the folder to a color holo-seismo-graphic print of the Caribbean region. It showed the area from Columbia, Venezuela, to Flagler County, Florida; from Teculutla, Mexico, eastward as far as Barbados. Sunk deep beneath the Caribbean seabed was a gigantic cavern, stretching hundreds of miles from  a point in the Atlantic off Merritt Island, southward to Sagua la Grande ,and beneath Cuba as far south as Cape Gracias a Dios on the border between Honduras and Nicaragua.

"Look at this," said Freddie, "this looks like a natural for a disaster. I think Perry's right. A good shudder at two points on this line, and we're right into the drink!"

Diana Prinze took back the folder and looked at the holo-seismograph. Her face reddened. She looked back at Freddie and siad, "Oh my, what a silly I am, I gave you the wrong file." She rummaged in her desk again and drew out another folder "This is the correct one."

Freddie looked at it and saw a similar pictures, but  this time instead of the sub-Caribbean cavern only a slippage line in the undersea terrain, running from a point off  Merritt island southward to the coast of Cuba was shown.   "What's the gag?"  Freddie asked.

"No gag," said Commander Prinze, "the other shot was wrong, this one is right. Now lets go get cleaned up."

Deep inside the temple Diana led them in a  deep pool surrounded by soft couches  A squad of enlisted Waves helped them out of their clothes and Freddie slipped into the pool, feeling the fatigue and the dried perspiration of the trip from Argentina easing away from his body.  He paddled back and forth contentedly, distracted from his contemplation of the graceful forms of Pat Plaf and Diana Prinze by the occasional walrus-like plunges of Mavis Montreal who kept clambering out of the pool and  leaping in again with shrill whoops.

At last Freddie and Pat settled side by side on a coach, lying prone, each with an arm around the other's waist, while the waves rubbed scented oil into their tired torsos. As Freddie dozed off he could hear Clement Carter nearby happily lecturing some young Waves on the evils of modern decadence and the virtues of those glorious days of yesteryear, when brave men took to the air and….






****

Freddie woke with a start. Through the temple dome he could see that it was night. He was alone now, still on the couch, covered with a terry-cloth robe.   He put it on and headed back toward Commander Prinz's office. The temple was filled with a hubbub as sailors and Waves hurried past each other, up and down hallways, in and out of chambers.

In the chaplain's office Freddie found Diana alone with Steve.  The groundhopper driver was cringing and whimpering on the carpet while Commander Prinze stung his back with a small cat o' nine tails.  "She got away and it's your fault!"  Diana was saying to Steve as Freddie strode into the room.  "How could you be so stupid and trusting!"

"What's  the matter?"  asked Freddie.

"What's the matter?  Your friend Marilyn or whatever her name is--"

"Mavis?"

"She's gone. And this idiot took her through the isolation belt and got her onto a refugee flight  so we can't get her back!"

"How should I know she was lying?"  wailed Steve. "She said it was your orders.  She showed me the pouch she was carrying for  you."

"That's the worst of it," siad Diana.  "She got away with the file on the earth fault. God knows what will happen once she gets to New York with that, and She isn't telling!"

"Which version?"  Freddie asked.  "The one with the cavern or the one with the fault line?"

"The cavern."

"But you said that was a mistake."

"Well of course is ,but how should people know that?  If your friend Millie--"

"Mavis."

"---starts showing that thing around, she can cause all kinds of trouble. That Bishop Perry needs a little help and he'll have tribe of religious nuts filling up the whole or Brevard County.

"Well, why did you have that false file made up then?  Freddie asked.

Commander Prinze did  her hands-behind-the-head thing, exhaled a long sigh and said, "It was a dummy in case anybody got in here. But that was before Perry started kicking up his heels.  I should have destroyed it but WAIT SOME never sent word to get rid of it, so I  hung on to it. Oh woe!"

"Don't worry, Diana, " said Freddie, brightening.  "I've been in New York. Let Steve take me down to the next refugee flight and I'll track Mavis and get  that thing back!"

"Oh, woe!" siad  Diana.

Chapter 6

LOOKING FOR AN OVERWEIGHT LADY

The Russians treasures biographical incidents involving old man Lenin (and used to worship the ground where Stalin walked before he lost his demigodhood); Chretiens go all wowsie over every incident into the boyhood of Jesus  they can turn up (this refers to the last Hebrew heretic, not the fellow who lives in Avenida  del Poeta Ciego); Buddhists treasure the tale of the Enlightened One sitting beneath the Bo tree; loyal Americans learn all about young G. Washington, and the cherry tree and how the pre-pubescent Abie Lincoln stayed up all night ruining his eyes in search of the dubious wisdom to be found in books.

One could go on.  The point is we seem to find  some special merit in retelling instructive anecdotes, often apocryphal in which  the central figure is some historic fellow in his boyhood.

Now this is not to suggest that Freddie Fong Fine is a Lenin, a Jesus, a Gautama, a Washington, a Lincoln, or even a Spiro T. Whitsizname. On the other hand , who's to say that he isn't?

So here is an anecdote from the earlier years of  Mr  F F. Fine. It is certified true and if you ask how true is true  (a question upon which volumes might be written, but not by the author of Sacred Locomotive Flies), the answer is, just as true as anything  else you will find in his book.

Thus: 

So it was that after two years, Freddie found her--in that clean and green-lawned split-level up on a hill near Poughkeepsie. Living with them all, not just with Pindar.   Oh, it was just horrid.

It was April in Dutchess County, the sky a sparkling clear blue, tufted with tiny puffy white clouds; a balmy zephyr ruffled his curly red hair.  Freddie shifted his old canvas duffel bag from his right shoulder to his left, strode up the slate-gray an rust-red flagstone path to the front door ,and rang the bell. As he did so he noted a tasteful America flag decal clinging to the small pane of glass in the door.

After a few minutes which Freddie spent breathing the clean, fresh air of upstate  New York nervously rubbing his unshaven chin and wondering if it was too late to slick down his unruly hair, the door was opened. Before him stood a woman of indefinite age, probably around thirty-five Freddie guessed. She wore a pink terry-cloth housecoat and light blue mules with sea-urchin shaped pompons. Her short henna-yellow hair was trapped in a miniature maze of gold-colored plastic curlers.

"Yes?"  she siad, opening the door a few inches and sticking her face into the opening at an oblique angle.  

"Uh, is Ali there?"

"Well, maybe she is and maybe she isn't. Who's lookin' for her and what do you want?"

"My name is Freddie Fine,"  he told her.  "Alicia used to go to my school back in Oswego and when I was off-planet in the U. S. Geodetic and Lunar Survey.  Alicia's mother sent me a postcard and said that Ali had gone to live with  the Parker family.

"Hmmm," Mrs Parker intoned.  "Sounds all right  to me.  Well , young man, come ahead in an I'll see if Alicia wants to talk to you." She seated him on a flowered couch and departed up a short flight of stairs, casting a disapproving sniff over one shoulder at his dye- and bleach-patterned T-shirt, his tight jeans and low boots.

In a few minutes she appeared at the top of the stairs. No, not  Mrs Parker. ALicia.

"Ali!" cried Freddie. HE leaped to his feet and bounded on to the foot of the stairs.

"Hello Freddie," siad ALicia cooly. "I thought they expected geodetic and lunar surveyors to keep themselves a little neater than that."

Freddie looked down at himself in confusion.  "I--I'm sorry, Ali. I've been traveling for three days and I haven't had a chance to--"

"Its' really all right," she cut him off. "I'm sure you'll clean yourself up as soon as you find someplace to stay. Then I suppose you'll becoming back here."

"Well, Ali I was kind of hoping that, uh--"

"That what?"  It was Mrs Parker who had reappeared over Ali's shoudler.

"Oh," siad Ali, "you haven't been introduced at all properly. Pauline this is Freddie Fine.  Freddie, Pauline Parker.  Mr Parker is at work at the computer factory and the girls, Penelope and Petulia , are at school."

"Um, we've met, Ali, thank, you.  What was I going to say, though, uh, do you think the two of us could speak privately?"

Mrs Parker sniffed disapprovingly but  Freddie and Alicia went into the kitchen and Freddie closed the door. Alicia opened it a crack. Freddie said, "Ali, are you serious about living with these people?  I thought we were going to get a place in the city and have good item together. What's this suburban business?"

"I've changed, Freddie, the Parkers give me a clean room and food just for being a mother's helper.  Pauline is my friend and Pindar is very kind to me even though he pinches me a lot. But I threaten to tell Pauline and he leaves me alone."

"What about me?" 

"What about  you, Freddie?  What are you going to do with yourself?"

"Well, I thought that once I got out of the Survey I would really live a little, you know get a cheap pad, we could move in together have some fun, maybe find ourselves   a little. Then let the future just kind of develop you know."

"I do know, Freddie. I've found myself with this fine family.  Pindar pulses to work in a Camaro electrobot  and Pauline has a big Mercury floateroter on the dock . She has two fur wraps and a whole box of jewels . They dine in fine restaurants and drink good booze and he has a very brilliant future ahead of him at the computer factory.

"Just last month he was promoted from manager of monolithic exclusive and/or flip-flop chip technology  manufacture to manager of the whole and/or flip-flop chip technology department.  He has two other managers reporting to him now and makes more money every month than you ever earned in a year.

"But--but--"  Freddie stammered.

"And Penelope and Petulia  both take ballet lessons and piano lessons  and they're member of the junior sodality and they're  in the class play at the Appian Weigh Junior High School and they both have fur  stoles and Pindar had his three Corporate Manufacturing Appreciation Awards made into diamond-dust brooches for Pauline, Penelope, and Petulia!"

Freddie rose for the table and pushed the door open. Mrs Parker stood outside it her head turned so that one ear was close to the kitchen and a smug expression was on her face.  "Mrs Parker,"  Freddie demanded, "what would you say if I told you I was taking Ali away from here, with me?"

"Why, Alicia is a big girl, Mr Fine,"  wrinkling her nose and sniffing slightly as she pronounced his name, "if she get a letter friom her parents, it's her own business what she does."  She peered into the kitchen and added, "Isn't that right, dear?"

Ali looked up, smiling broadly "Couldn't we let Freddie have my room?" She asked.  "I really wouldn't mind moving in with Penelope and Petulia. IT would e fun, almost like  a girl's dorm!"

"Well," said Mrs Parker, "I suppose is might be all right. I'll just ask Pindar when he gets home tonight. Meanwhile I'm sure Pindar won't mind if Mr Fine--(sniff) used his razor this one time. Do be certain to wash carefully before you shave, won't you, Mr Fine."

So Freddie moved in with the Parker family. Penelope and Petulia arrived home late in the afternoon, complaining bitterly of having to ride on the school robus when so many of their friends had electrobots of their own. Mrs Parker introduced Freddie to them and they mumbled surlily, holding their lips curiously stiff as they spoke to him.

The girls quickly disappeared into the family room from which the voice of Bob Smith was heard   almost immediately, roaring out the lyrics of "Hello Young Lovers Wherever You are."  Freddie turned to Alicia and asked why Penelope and Petulia had held their mouths so strangely when they spoke to him.

"The don't want you to see their braces," she replied.

From the family room there was  a momentary pause in the music as one wire cassette ended and the next fed into position under the reading head. In the silence the voices of Penelope and Petulia  were audibly squealing.

"Ugh! Did you see that  long , greasy hair on him?  I'll bet he hasn't been to a  barber in weeks!" 

"And those horrid clothes!  What does he think this is, a slum or something?"

"Is he really that creep Ali used to think was so groovy?"

"I bet they'll make him take a good bath, that's what!  Then--"

With a rush of violins Larry Morton launched into, "I can't Stop Loving You," and the rest of the conversation was lost benath his lush Danish baritone and forty piece orchestral accompaniment. In the living room Freddie sat  nervously on the edge of  a large  easy chair, knitting and unknitting his fingers as he watched Ali idly turn the pages of Modern Homemaker.  At one point she seemed almost to chuckle and Freddie eagerly asked what she had seen.

"Its Dr Diana Prinz's column," she said. "But, umm…"She closed the magazine. "It has to do with controlling men. I don't think you'd really be interested."

He reached for the magazine but she tucked it under the cushion of the couch she sat on and refused to move again.

"Hey, come on, Ali!"

"No it was really just some recipes."

"Well, I'm interested in food."

"It was fashion."

He gave up.

At dinner that night Mr Parker seemed preoccupied  "You’ve been getting home later than ever since your promotion," his wife said to him.

"I know.  All the paper work  Price of success. Wouldn't want me to go back to first line would you, Pauline?  Course not. Used to get home by seven--eight o'clock, but when you get up in the world…have to be last out, keep tabs on men, set an example."

"Um, Pindar," said Freddie, "you don’t' mind if I call  you Pindar, do you?"

"Course not. Informality.  Verye. Helpful. Aid to communications, useful management tool. What is it, boy?"

"Well, uh, I've been wondering if this is your whole life. I mean, don't you ever get tired of this routine?  Isn't their anything else?"

Parker burst into peals of laughter.  He cackled. He guffawed. After minutes  he looked coldly at Freddie.  "Sorry I laughed. Course you're right, boy. All work. No play No good. No. Leads to poor job performance. Listen.   Last  winter. Went to management conference in Schenectady. All expenses paid. No wives."  He winked at Freddie and dug an elbow into his ribs, then turn away.  "Par'n me a moment Pauline, I’m still hungry.  Pop another 3D dinner in  oven for me, will you, this one is nearly gone."

He belched. "Had a couple of wild times in Albany, boy. Even got over  Troy one night Could tell you a thing or two.  Listen, though, not fit for mixed company, innocent ears y'know." He noded archly at Penelope and Petulia  who were arguing  over a bowel of quick-thawed citrus cobbler  "Just cool it . Afterwards I'll show you by playroom.   Keep my golf clubs there, hyuk hyuk!"

After diner Pindar guided Freddie downstairs to a cedar-veneer paneled room with a padlocked door "Confidential. Nobody else has key to this. Would be a little more convenient to let the wife clean up, but I don''t want her noseying around. Come on, want to show you something you'll really like. Just of us men, hyuk!"






****

That's enough for now. That took place maybe five, ten years before Freddie ever hijacked a shuttle. Maybe tells you something about how he got the way he is. On the other hand maybe it doesn't but look, it's really time to get back to now, you know, to 1985.

Didn't we leave poor Freddie chasing Mavis Montreal to New York ,trying to get that file back for Diana Prinz?  (Could it be that same Diana Prinz? O wutta tangled web we weave when first we venture to believe!  Maybe it isn't.)  And how in the world did Mavis get it from Diana's desk?  Wasn't it awfully careless of the Commander to leave Ultimate Topmost Screaming Secret WAIT SOME stuff around unlocked?  Or was it a decoy that she wanted somebody to swipe?

Or is Diana Prinz in cahoots with Mavis Montreal?  After all, where was Diana when Mavis sneaked off while Freddie was having his little nap with Pat Plaf?  Listen do you think this is a new narrative technique in which the author asks the reader the story instead of telling it?

If not, why not?

Tell you what; you really ought to  go on to chapter 6 now, and we'll finish off our flashback right after, that's a promise. If you just can't restrain yourself then go on to the next break and find out what happened in Pindar Parker's paneled playroom, then come back here and read on, but if you do that we'll all know what kind of guy you are and it isn't really very nice.  

But go on . If you must.

As for the rest of us guys, now that the others have left (again) (this keeps happening)  (plus ca change, etc as the  late  Hugo Gernsback used to say)   today's secret clue is 55-31-13-6  Repeat: 55-31-13-6.  Figure that out on your Oveltine decoder and then go on to the next chapter.







****

Freddie wore his lace and ruffle trimmed shirt and his thintite trousers for the ride to the airport an he did have the darlingest orange-red curls, and while he was hardly a muscle beach physical specimen he tried to keep himself in reasonably good shape and the kind of work he was in actually helped as far as that was concerned as long as he didn't stop a bullet, a bayonet, poisoned needle, onrushing truck etc., so all in all he was  a moderately attractive fellow and if we adopt the attitude that individual  sexual predilections are strictly the personal affair of the predilictors (and predilictees, of course forcing somebody being not at all that nice (a?) thing to do), and we can hardly blame sweet Stevie for making a little pass at Freddie en route to what Captain Carter would call the aerodrome, and Steve did in fact try the old hand-on-the-knee  gambit and Freddie turned him down courteously not angrily or violently (being a smart fella he wouldn't try the latter in view of Steven's obviously superior  musculature) and pretty soon Steven realized that Freddie wasn't angry or anything just not interested so being a decent chap himself (except in the narrow view of certain midwestern farmers [they're all farmers in the midwest ]) he persisted only long enough to ascertain that the negative response from Freddie was real not merely token and then he put his hand back on steering device (not exactly a wheel nor quite a tiller but a little like each with maybe a touch of the old fighter-type joystick thrown in) and they made the plane in adequate time and on went Freddie with a large assortment of Cubans who figured they were likely to do better in the Estados Unidos del Norte than in the Socialist Fatherland and altogether it was nice flight, quick, Freddie watched the dirty ocean and the crapped-up air and when he got dull he read this week's multilingual edition of Sybarris:  the International Journal  of Debauchery  and first thing he knew they were canting into the New New York International  Arrivals Center, the  whole flight taking in toto substantially  less than half an hour and then after climbing off the aircraft (a McDouglas DC 29) a series of local rapid -transit conveyances provided carriage into the  city proper in somewhat more than six additional hours of start and stops, stenches, traffic jams, strikes , pollution emergency drills and other routine delays, Freddie found himself at last in midtown, faithful pink briefcase, clutched under one elbow, snuggling into a pollution helmet purchased from a streetcorner kiosk tended by an old Polish lady in a challis-printed kerchief and wondering where in this gorgeous burg of multiple  burrows and megapersons he might  find one fat, pimply , frizzie-haired, pale-skinned, sloppily-dressed underaged, promiscuous, yet (dast he admit it, even to himself,) strangely appealing groupie, and the answer came to him only after  sufficient mentation to exercise a few of the synapses he had not yet bashed into unconditional surrender, and so he went underground and purchased himself a $3.75 Quill-faced subway token (the price had gone up) an headed downtown to the  New Village,   formerly known as the Financial district until taxes had driven the stock exchange and all its satellite enterprises  into  the welcoming arms of Mafialand across the Hudson thereby leaving Broad 'n'Wall and every other narrow lane above Battery Park a ghost town quickly  squatted into by the Twonkers ,young, musicloving, dope sodden, sexually innovative to incredible degrees and with incredible frequency of action, poets, writers, revolutionaries  in search of a cause, runaway  kids, overage recidivists, in short the scum of society, the hope of the future, even as thee and me. 

Wandering around lower Broadway Freddie  found himself brushing late afternoon shoulders  with the usual variety of gay sand straights, stopped to pet an occasional freakish animal. Poodles and ocelots had given way to afghans and monkeys, then to huskies and mutated giant calicos, and now bonsai orangutans competed for street-space (vehicular traffic having long since disppeared0 with crying peacocks.

Freddie stopped into a drug store and bought a New Village Gazette which he carried into a Sino -Scandinavian  cafeteria to study over a quick snack.  He filled his tray with Swedish meatball egg foo young, Norwegian yak-butter tea and homard  in sweet-and pungent sauce,then found an empty seat at a table opposite a girl whose hair, skin and clothes had been dyed an identical shade of green.

"Hey, man."  (the girl's first words to Freddie)  "what do you like?"

"I'm looking for a girl," said Freddie.

"None of those around here, are there?"

"No, I mean a particular girl. She's ah, quite young and kind  of  fat, and she was wearing a T-shirt and jeans."

"Oh, I know who you men. Sure, I just saw her in Poor Dick's Rag Bin trying on a super hero cape."

"Really?  Hey,  I've gotta--"

I  also saw her in the tape mill listening  to  the new Antimony Oxide cassette."

Freddie looked nonplused.

"And around  the corner in the Hooky Booky Nooky  grokking the new Ova Hamlet scroll."

Freddie made a despairing sound.

"What a I mean is , jock, there must be ten thousand   kids around here like  you describe  You know her name?  Any of her friends?  What  places she hangs out in?"

"Her name's Mavis Montreal. Uh, she groupies of the Sacred Locomotive."

The green girl's eyes went wide.  "That's a good group. I'd like to shack up with them myself! She doesn't' have an exclusive deal with them, does she?"

"Well, the last I knew they were in Argentina and Mavis was just leaving Cuba for New New New York."

"Mmmm," siad the green girl.  "You don't really sound like you have to good a chance. Let's see your Gazette and maybe we can figure something out."

Freddie took a bite of homard  and washed it down with some yak-butter tea. They flipped the pages of the newspaper, looking over headlines and ads.  Demonstrations were reported from most major cities, Quebec City  was feuding with Montreal while Ottawa maintained an attitude of a-pox-on-both-your-chateaus, India was still playing Russia and China off against each other, the Mars shot countdown was going smoothly, prices and wages were rising, so were taxes, the President had announced a policy of reducing foreign entanglements, Maghreb was promising to blast Israel off the map, Tasmania was disputing with Australia, the widow of a gonad-transplant donor was claiming legal fatherhood of the children of the recipient, a musical comedy based on the life of James Earl Ray was packing 'em in off-Broadway with a total unknown named Eric Stavro Gault in the title role, the NFL  New Village Fistfans were playing the Seven Crazy Women Creek Cripplers tonight at the Nuclear Stadium, the NHL season was drawing to a close with the Key West Eskimos and the Montreal Sir George Dragons fighting it out for division leadership and the sex-want-ad page was a foldout that come to dimensions of approximately sixteen by twenty feet.

 "If you don't  have any other idea where to find her, why don't we try the Nuclear Stadium?"  Freddies's new acquaintance asked.

"I'm not so sure she likes sports."

"Doesn't matter. New Village swings at the Stadium. They say anybody  you're looking for will pass thorough there sooner or later if you just keep your eye out."

Lacking any better suggestion Freddie assented to trying the Nuclear Stadium They bought tickets and went in through the lobby of what had once been the Chase Manhattan Bank.. THE atmosphere inside was conditioned and  people were going around with their  pollution helmets cracked or even  removed.

The walls were painted in patterns of abstract colors, faces of culture heroes, Tim Leary , Joe Namath, Bill Graham, Abbie Hoffman, Che Guevera, Jorge luis  Borges el Poeta Ciego, Paul Williams, Billy Batson, the Armstrong boys Jack, Neal, and Alan, Valentina Tereshkova, Harry Anslinger, Jerry Cornelius, and obscene collages of men, women, children, animals, and objects, needles, capsules, stalks and leaves

Lights flashed in random patterns making the pictures on the walls writhe and alter their composition.  Scents wafted to Freddie, sharp, sweet, sour.  Clouds of varying colors and shapes floated about the huge room.  A fluffy little pink one hovered overhead for a moment, murmured "I am God" and drifted away. On the floor a spiral of inlaid lamps pulsed sequentially, making the milling crowd seem to dance.

Freddie and the green girl made their way to the edge of a huge submerged area where the Fistfans and  the Cripplers were already under way.  The Fistfans had the balls and were juggling them behind the line of scrimmage while the Cripplers strained at their leashes waiting for their chance to charge the opposition.  An official dressed in a business suit and homberg blew a golden trombone and the Cripplers charged while the Fistfans chanted tantras and tossed the balls around enticingly.  

Several Fistfans disappeared into trapdoors behind the line of scrimmage as the Cripplers approached; they started popping up downfield. The Fistfan backs had set up mortars and before the Crippler linemen reached them   had fired all the balls downfield.  One overshot and landed in the crowd killing a high school (from?) chaperone from Syosset (her charges were upstairs torturing each other and missed the big bang).  One was intercepted.  One was caught by the Fistfan loose left yellow fish who fell into the end zone wrapped around it in foetal position.

The green girl smeared honey on Freddie's chest, licked it off, said, "That's cause I like you.  Look, man, gotta split, hope you find your shickerdee.  If you feel like it crash with my group here."  She stuck a business card in his trousers and disappeared.  

Freddie took the card back out and read Moon Child and the Cyclamates and the address supered on DA-glo 3D letters over a stereopic of a rock group.  The musicians were the usual motley crew.  In front of them, looking as if she was about to eat an old-fashioned microphone, was the girl in green.

Freddie watched the NFL game for a little longer. THE Seven Crazy Women Creek Cripplers were colorful but clearly no match for the New Village Fistfans.  Freddie wandered away, found a small bar where Twonkers in search of new thrills sampled the ancient vice of alcohol, downed a couple of quick shots, paid up, took his change in vibrant colored blotter squares and wandered back out into the street chewing a couple.  

Somewhere along the way he picked up a girl in light-mask, stood enchanted by the multicolored streaks moving around her features. Red, yellow, blue, they flashed and danced creating the illusion of a whole spectrum of colors. Tiny stars of light shone fiery bright in her long, coppery hair. Her body was tall, lithe, built for  grace and delicacy.  Freddie offered her to of his last three tabs, popped the final one in his own mouth and ran his hands over her firm, pretty ass as they chewed.

Hardly speaking they strolled through Chase Manhattan Plaza, past Sweet's restaurant, and hand in hand, almost unconsciously, found themselves climbing the steps of the address the green girl had given Freddie.

They knocked at the door and were admitted by a huge man wearing a violet afro and beard and carrying an electronic bass.  Freddie peered over his shoulder, spotting the green girl and the other musicians.  "Hey, Moon Child invited me," he said, showing the big man the business  card.  The big man stepped aside and Freddie and the girl in the light-mask walked in.

.

The place  was dimly lighted, the red eyes of big old-style amplifiers  burning out the darkness. The only furnishings were a  few mattresses scattered around the floor and the musical gear.

Moon Child  came over and gave Freddie a quick friendly feel, said "This isn't your fat shickerdee, is it?"

Freddie put an arm around the girl in the light mask and said "No, just a  very good friend. I didn't see Mavis."

They sat on the edge of a mattress.  Moon Child and the Cyclamates noodled for a while, then did a long melodic number.  At the end the vibes man passed around an old-fashioned joint.  "Gives you the  feel of what it was like before things got turned around," he said, Freddie took a deep pull at it, passed it to the girl beside him, watched it go around the band and come back to him.

Three joints later the Cyclamates started to play again and Moon Child took off the  on another vocal. Freddie reached into his never-fail briefcase and pulled out a pressure cylinder.  "Hey don't mind, do you?" he asked nobody in particular. 

Nobody in particular minded so Freddie set the gauge on max and pulled in a   full, full lungs worth of stars and stripes. Light-mask did the same, then the cylinder was gone, ceiling began to glow with shifting swirls like   a Bonestell painting of the galaxy.    Moon Child and the Cyclamates turned into a gorgeous mixture of rippling  waters, vibrating wires, drums ,reeds, angels' voices.

Freddie and light-mask moved off to a mattress farther from the band, tugging at each others clothes and lay back nude. 

"Want to fuck?"  asked light-mask.

"Oh, yeah" said Freddie, "by not quite   yet," He found an opening between the cometing lights and touched  her tongue with his, ran his mouth down her chin and neck and took one small, exquisite tit in his mouth while the held the other one in one hand and tickled her ass with the other.

She writhed under him, pulled his face to her body, then pushed down.  He let her direct his kiss to her sternum, down to her belly, all around her pelvis before pressing his tongue fully into her.  Moon Child and the Cyclamates filling his ears, the dark temple of God filing is life, he pulled back before she came, worked back up to lie by her side. 

The cylinder was back.  They grabbed a snort, passed it on, then light mask worked Freddie over once with her tongue, came back, they inhaled again, gave a long mutual sigh.

"Now," light-mask whispered, "come into me.'' 

"Yeah," said Freddie,  feeling the warmth of her body  the comfort of the  mattress.   Moon Child and the Clyclamates were off on a long dreamy riff from the classic.  "Who Do You Love," guitars singing high, swooping, rising again, Moon Child's voice seeming to come over  vast distances, singing of her friend who lived by the roadside in a house made of rattlesnake hide, drums going softly, mostly just brushing cymbals, some sort of echo effect making the sound more  and more distant without actually diminishing its volume.

"Don’t you want to fuck me? Asked light-mask.

"Oh, yeah, sure," said  Freddie. "I'm sorry. Gee, that's good stuff!'

He turned to lie  half on her, his face pressed to the soft graceful curve of neck into shoulder, he long hair showing dark and warm with the minilights embedded in it, long strands tracing wavy paths, forming at once a halo against the mattress and a sweet contrast to the pale skin of her shoulder and breast and the darker circle of her nipple. Freddie snuggled happily, watching the lights wink on and off, on and off, making the endless liens of her hair appear  and disappear, closer and farther, seeming almost to light and dim in synch with the even more distant music. 

"Well?" asked a voice from the distance.

"Uh?  Well what?"  asked Freddie.

"Well I thought you wanted to fuck."

"OH, uh, I do , yes."

"Well come on."

"Yeh."

Freddie's eyes were close to her ear. The ear was small, graceful its convolutions running in some subtle geometric pattern that his  eye tried and tried to  follow but lost, tried again and lost again, ridges and valleys, hadn't he read that no two were exactly alike, ears were as individual and distinctive as finger prints, every persons' unique.

"Freddie!  Freddie!"  The voice was sweet, beautiful supered over Moon Child and the Cyclamates, seeming to come from infinitely far off. "Goddam you Freddie, I need it, "I'm dying, will you stick your prick in me!"

She was talking to him .  Yes, Freddie remembered, the girl  in the light-mask, she was here with him on the mattress and she wanted something from him, something, yes,  he remembered. "Okay," he said.

He rolled onto his back beside her watching  the galaxies whirl and burn on the dark ceiling above feeling the texture of the cotton mattress cover with his finger, his feet warm, his head almost rising from his body. 

He felt a fist in his side. "Come on!"

What did she want?  HE tried to remember.  Blotters and joints and stars and stripes in his lungs, Moon Child and the Cyclamates singing and Mavis Montreal at the Nuclear Stadium. No, Mavis hadn't been at the Stadium that was the green girl, Moon Child. Now somebody else was here  with him.

"What do you want," Freddie asked.

He heard a moan. "I want you to screw me, Freddie, now.  Please?"

"OH, okay, yeah,  I remember that.  Look, uh, um, I'm really kind of, uh," galaxies whirling, "too, um, uh, stoned to, uh," made out of rattlesnake hide,    "too stoned to, uh," lights and groovy hair against  pale skin, "uh, to do very much. Uh, Mavis,  uh, Pat," sparkles in his blood and tingles in his limbs, "could you, uh, get on top?"

"Oh."

He watched the ceiling for a while.  Tiny space ships, chains of BBs with needles of green-white flame pushing them, moved from star to star.  Men emerged, disrobed in the vacuum, turned into women, into aliens.  Dopelle was there with the lunans. Thrubs, Tharks, Thurbans.

Freddie said, "Well?"

There was a long pause. Then light-mask asked

"Well what?"

Freddie thought about that for a while, then said, "I thought you wanted to fuck."

She signed. He waited. She said "Yeah."

"Well?"

"Uh."


"Well baby, I thought you wanted it."

After a long time she said, "I do."


"So?"

"Soon."

Freddie listened to the music for a long time, watching the spaceman and aliens pirhouette  on the ceiling, seeing Black DuQuesne  join forces with Kimball Kinison, Hawk Carse smash the sinister Ku Sue, star wolves raid and raid, Jon Jarle pilot his tiny one-man scout to rescue Dos Tev and Mae-Quin from Ay-Artz of the green gel while Gullivar Jones battled huge odds and win the princess Taia from the jackal-headed  Thoth.

Soft breathing filled Freddie's ears.  Somehow the music had ended long ago.  His body seemed to melt and flow like honey, soft, golden, sweet.

In the morning one the Cyclamates tuned up a hot breakfast from the nearest  digger restaurant and the light mask removed her wiring to eat. 

Freddie choked on a mouthful of coffee and gasped.

"Pat!"

Pat Plaf said "Good-by Freddie. Last night was the end of it. I'm going to find my husband and learn  to love mechanical pencils." 

"Aw, don't go," Freddie pleaded. Anybody can get stoned, and it was kind of fun, wasn't it?"

"Maybe so, maybe not.  But its not the life for me!"  She scrambled back into her clothes and was gone.

Freddie turned to Moon Child,  who was a harlequin pattern  of blue an red today.  "What do I do now?" he asked.

"Weren't you looking for somebody called Mavis?" said Moon Child.

Chapter 7

WHO YOU CALL A NIGGER, CHINKIKE?

Another way to struggle through this thing would be to read all the regular stuff and skip these digressive watchamacallits at the start of each chapter, and then maybe go back and read all of the them at shot. Or, alternately, and on the other hand, that is to look at things a different way, maybe vice  versa.   Which is to say, read all the digressive watchamacallits and then the rest of the uh, you know. 

Neither of  these is recommended, but what the hell, it's a free country, just ask Julius Hoffman if you don’t believe it, and as long as you plunked down your  $12.95 you 're entitled to do anything with the book that you want to. (You got it for less than $12.95?  No kidding!  Look, just quietly edge out the door before the storekeeper realizes he's made a mistake and--too late! Here he comes now!)

Anyway, if you're playing it straight, you will recall that Freddie Fong Fine, several years younger than the chap whose degradation you have followed with such vicarious pleasure, was last seen entering the basement den of Pindar Parker in Poughkeepsie.  If you exercised sufficient restraint not to proceed directly to the following material, you deserve a reward--go to the refrigerator and pour yourself a mug full of foamy delicious Ovaltine.

Now, back to Poughkeepsie:






****

Inside the room Pindar turned and locked the door behind them.  Freddie looked around as concealed fluoros blinked on.  "Have an eyefull," he heard Pindar say.  The walls of the room were covered with foldouts clipped from girly magazines, the new feely-smellies covering layers of the older simple three-dee printed pictures. 

Freddie turned  and turned, and wherever he looked he was confronted by  breasts, buttocks, smiling salacious faces, long seductive hair, women on beds, women on rugs, women posed nude in front of fire places, women posed nude on the hoods of sports (?) robes, nipples, thighs, mouths, smiling invitations, pink tongues, exposed enticingly, soft arms extended eagerly, smooth legs open invitingly.

Freddie turned at a sound behind him and saw Pindar emerging from a huge walk-in closet. He was garbed in the Navy-and-yellow costume of a late-1960s Chicago police officers, a white  protective helmet set low on his head. On one hand he held a glistening cylindrical container of Mace.  On the other was a bottle of whiskey.

"Go ahead," he said toe Freddie, "step into the wardrobe and pick something that appeals to you.  I  have Getapo (?) uniforms, tight leather and rubber, scuba, an aviator's suit compete with helmet and goggles, cowboy clothes with high-heel boots, everything!"

"UH, no thank you sir," said Freddie. "I think I'll just keep on my own clothes."

"Well, then, at least have a drink with me than I can show you my private photo collection."

"Well, I don''t really drink very much. Most of my friends, we don't go in much for liquor any more. We, uh--" from the family room came the loud tones of Herb Albert and the Tijuana Brass playing , "Girl Talk."

Freddie heard Pauline's voice loudly cutting through the fuzzy trumpets.  "Will you brats turn that thing off for once!  You know I wait all week to see Englebert Humperdinck and I want to hear him too!"

"But mother, if that's all you want we can put on a tape and you can hear him all you want."

"You know it's not the same thing!  Now turn off that tape!

Back in the playroom Pindar had reached into his police uniform pocket and pulled out another key with which he unlocked a gray enamel box on a shelf in the walk-in closet.  He opened thte lid and began shuffling three-dee phototprints.  "Would be a little reluctant to send this out for commercial finishing." he said.  "Take 'em myself and have a friend over in the photo services department.  Slip him a fifth every now and then and he does my finishing for me. Discreet. Met him down at the county 'Merican Independent Party headquarters. Go hunting together sometimes but we have to be discreet about that too. Good man but not a member of management.  Sorry case."

He showed Freddie a three-dee of Petulia. It was dark and the focus was off. She was lying on three back on a bed spread with tiny elephants embroidered on it.  She was naked. She had his Mace can in her hand was dandling herself with it.  Her other hand extended towards the camera with a finger cocked in invitation to join her among the elephants.

Next three-dee showed Penelope. Sitting on a toilet, unaware  of the camera (was it aimed through a concealed peephole? Pindar looked at Freddie, Freddie looked at Pindar.) Penelope was reading a battered old copy of Naked Came the Stranger.  Her expression was extremely intent.

"Say, boy,  you're looking pale, " Pindar  expostulated. "Better have a drink!"  From somewhere he produced a tumbler and filled it.  Dazed, Freddie downed it at a throw, the fire in the back of his throat distracting him  from the pictures.

Pindar showed him three-dees of Petulia and Penelope together, then of Pauline, finally of himself in a variety of poses with his wife  and daughters in various combinations.  "Taken by m'friend."

Freddie extended his tumbler for a refill.  From the family room he could here the 42-inch superchrome DeeVee spewing commercials.  A young female voice overrode the loudspeaker with, "Now that  Engelbert Humperdinck is over can I put on my new Glen Campbell cassette?"

Another voice: "Absolutely not! "It's time for Doris Day and her guest star is Debbie Reynolds tonight!  Don’t you dare--"

Two shrieks of feminine anguish followed by loud stompings headed upstairs.

"Alicia, you'll just have to do something with those two girls. I get so little pleasure around here, I have to have my regular shows, at least!"

"Say, you really like that Ali, don't you, boy?"  Pindar had been matching Freddie drink for drink, and was slumped against a wall, his blue-and-yellow uniform picking up dust from the color pin-ups.   He  extended the bottle and filled Freddie's glass.

Freddie downed the drink.  His throat no longer burned but a warm glow was radiating from his stomach to every part of his body.  "Yeh, Pindar, I really loved her.  Before I went into the Geodetic and Lunar Survey we decided we were gonna fuck the establishm(e?)nt and live with poor people and just dig life  But she seems so…so…"  He gestured vaguely.

Pindar poured them each another drink.

"Look, Freddie boy, I'm gonna tell you some'ing.  When you first come here I din' like you,  y'know?  Long hair, blue jeans.  Wiseacre, I told myself, that's all he is, a wiseacre. Probably a pinko at that.

"But I know men, that's a management skill. You're really a good boy.  Look , tomorrow you tag along wi' me. Take you down to my barber,  my tailor, really fix you up.  After that you come down to factory wi' me. Get you fixed up wi' job, you'll be arright!  Whayya say?"

So Freddie started working in the computer factory.  Reimbursements accounting audit clerk machine operator trainee.  Ali said if he did well  she'd marry him.  He couldn't recall asking.  Pindar took him under his wing, introducing  him around, helped him make the right contacts, sign up for the right after-hours educaiton courses.

One Thursday afternoon at the computer factory the loudspeakers squawked and hummed, then a voice came on.  "Ladies and gentlemen, this is the general manage of the factory speaking. It is my great pleasure to introduce the chairman of the board, speaking from worldwide cooperation headquarters in Teaneck, New Jersey."

Another voice:  "My fellow employees.  Many years ago my father founded this company on the twin principles of good work and good rewards. Those principles made this company great, and since my father's death I have tried to keep this company great through unswerving adherence to those principles.

"As a result of faithful loyalty to the thought of the chairman, it is my pleasure this afternoon to announce that as of four twenty-five pee emm we will have built our one millionth  computer. In recognition of this magnificent achievement all of our facilities will be closed tomorrow.  Enjoy your extra holiday, and we'll see you bright and early Monday morning."

Freddie and Pindar rode home together in Pindar's shiny Camaro.  Although the town had only a few hundred residents, the traffic jam leaving the computer factory tied up highways for three hours after quitting time. Fortunately for Pindar and Freddie they didn't leave work until eight o'clock, as usual, so their delay was minimal.

To celebrate the unexpected holiday Pindar told the wife to scrap dinner and he sent Freddie and Ali in the Mercury to fetch pizza for all.

After dinner they listened to Tom Jones and Anita Bryant tapes and then, since the was no work the next day, after Penelope and Petulia  had gone to bed the adults broke out the booze and sat drinking and watching the Johnny Carson show. The show was especially good this night, almost as if the network had known about the forthcoming computer holiday.

Johnny bantered with  Doc Severinson,  the band played, "Our Love Is Here to Stay," segued into "The Object of My Affection" followed by a dandruff commercial and a starvation appeal . After the station break Johnny introduced his two guests of the evening, Representative Gerald Ford, and the Reverend Dr Billy Graham. After hearing Dr Graham advise the nation's young people to get high  on. Jesus,the members of the Parker household had their seventh round of drinks.

Freddie, whose stomach was acting quesy from the combination of pizza and whiskey and whose head was beginning to spin and buzz, excused himself and made his way through the darkened room to the lavatory. Inside the shut the door turned down the light and leaned against the sink.

Looking into the silvered mirror above the sink he gazed into his own reflection.  Inch-long hair, trimmed to a lawn-like surface, rose straight from his scalp.  His clean-shaven face showed lines of tension and despair. He looked at his dark gray suit, his white shirt and bow tie, his hands tightly gripping the edge of the bowl.

From the family room he could hear the loudspeaker.  Another set of commercials had ended and Ed  McMahon was announcing the next night's guests, Chief Justice John N. Mitchell and Baseball Commissioner Bowie Kuhn.

Freddie staggered one step backward and saw himself, full-view in the mirror. He looked deep into his red-rimmed yes, sniggered once, and smiled in great contentment.

****

Now if I were a fat, acne-marked fifteen-year-old groupie, Freddie thought to himself as he dodged the sting of a giant turquoise-and-amber butterfly floating at the end of a Twonker trio's helium-plastic leash, where would I be?  New Village was the obvious answer, but after searching the old Cocoa Exchange, Customs House, Fraunces Tavern, after endless tramps up and down Church Street, Whitehall Street, Coentes Slip, after spending numerous house ridding the Staten Island Pleasure Barge, prowling the Nuclear Stadium, searching the small print in the back pages of the New Village Gazette, buying and selling everything that  a depraved imagination could conceive of, and in general enjoying an hilarious holiday for himself, Freddie had turned up no trace of Mavis Montreal.

Scores of other fifteen-year-old fat acne-marked et ceteras: Moon Child might have exaggerated but she had certainly not lied, and there is a considerable differentiation to be noted between the two phenomena, for all that  the one is sometiems used as a technique for the accomplishment of the other; possible there were hundreds, even if not the thousands that Moon Child had alleged to throng New village, and given a sufficient time dimension even the claim of numbers might well prove valid.  

But no Mavis.

Freddie consulted every reference work he could think of:  Chairman Mao wasn't very helpful:  "Inevitably, the bourgeoisie and petty bourgeoisie will give expression to there own ideologies."  What  the hell did  that that mean?  President Liu was  little better:  "Marx, Engles, (?)  Lenin Stalin, and Chairman Mao have made many mistakes."  Thanks  a lot, President Liu Hakluyt:  This night because the people were very near unto us , the Lieutenant caused the Trumpet to sound a call, and every man in the Island  repayring to the Ensigne, he put them in minde of the placee so farre form their country wherein they lived, and the danger of a great multitude which they were subject unto, if good watch and warde were not kept, for at every low water the  enimie mighe come almost dryfoot from the mayne unto us, wherefore he willed every man to prepare him in good redinesse upon all suddon occasions, and so giving the watch their charge, the company departed to rest."  Right on Dick!

The ultimate oracle, the I Ching: Western Kumquats divining the scent of parallelepipeds; the shoe-repairer."  Beautiful.  

The one thing that a lot of wild kids did was sneak across the border into the Republic of New Africa.  The Renwaks kept the border sealed officially, but they often looked the other way when kids crossed the line at 34th Street, and the New Village seemed half-full, most of the time, with kids either telling wild stories of the past adventures across the line or hatching wilder plans for what they would do when they  did cross the line.

Actually is was a kind of hairy scheme:  Freddie wasn't exactly a pubescent kid any more:  one of the reasons he wore his ochre-toned curls so long was they tended to flop over his bald spot, which was not very large, to be sure, but was larger than it used to be, to be equally sure, and was getting no smaller with each passing year.

Freddie thanked all the Cyclamates for their dope, music and general hospitality and invited Moon Child for a farewell snack at the Fulton Fish Market, one of that New Village's poshest non-phony spots, which is drawing a pretty fine distinction too. She went all in pink which kind of hit Freddie although he didn't show it if he could; Freddie purchased a new set of clothes at the New Village's best non-phony toggery, also a pretty fine distinction.

The place was called Brook's Other Brother, and Freddie squeezed the dinero out of that magic cornucopia he lugged around wherever he went. Moon Child helped him pick, and he emerged in a stylish set of blue tights decorated in a sliver-lighting motif with silver boots to match and psuedo-navel stripes running around is wrists. A tasteful matching sash around the waist completed his outfit, and as he pirouetted between Moon Child and  a multiple mirror they both agreed that the tightness of the glistening cloth made him look like something straight out of a Mac Raboy story. He did have the figure to bring out that kind of thing.

SO from Brook's Other Brother to the Fulton  Fish market  and over a platter of baked striped bass a bottle of  soave  ever  so slightly doctored with stuff that couldn't have been used that way a few lustra earlier Freddie and Moon Child got almost maudlin; she asked him about Pat Plaf and he said she'd gone back to her husband the automatic pencil machine  designer; he asked her about what it was like with Cyclamates and she told him. She was  somewhat younger than he was; after all, Freddie remembered the Nixon Era and  a lot more about the bad old days that were just ancient history to Moon Child.

Finally he asked her real name and she told him:

"Pansy Parker."  

Mmph, I used to know a family of Parker's,"  Freddie said.

"It's a very common name," said Moon Child.

By now they were on to dessert, key line pie with sweet whipped cream on top and a crust as flaky as baklava to set off the delicious-looking acidly-flavored green filing. Freddie let the flavors mix and run over his tongue, sipped a cup of hot coffee and said, " guess right after we leave here  I'll take the first Avenue Line right up to the border and see if I can get across." 

 "I'll walk you over there," said Moon Child. "We have gig tonight but it's for late orgy and no hurry to get there for a long time."

Freddie paid the bill and they strolled along the East River , helmets on , watching the light along the fortifications in Brooklyn and Queens. 'Do you really think you can find her in New Africa?" Moon Child asked suddenly.

"I dunno. It's big place but Mavis should kind of stick out there. Especially if she stays in Malcolmhattan."  

"It's funny,"  Moon Child said, kicking a rat corpse over the edge of the promenade into the riverbed, "when I was a little girl we used to live in what's  new Renwak. Up in Dutchess County. My father worked in  a factory there. I hardly remember it  They called me a bonus baby.  My  sisters were almost grown up and my parents were looking forward to living in an apartment again and all of a sudden there was mama pregnant.  Was she mad!  That's probably why I have so many engrams."

Freddie said, "Of course if she leaves the city she'll be even more conspicuous. But on the other hand I'll be more conspicuous too and I'll have to search a much larger space to find her."

"Hey, " moon Child demanded, " I never have figured out why you're so hot for this shickerdee. You aren’t just after her pussy, are you?"

Freddie shook his head.

"Cause if you are, you know, I mean if you just like 'em fat and fifteen, then the Nuclear Stadium is full of that stuff. C'mon to  tonight's gig and the place will be crawling with kids who want to be groupies.  You can become a Cyclamate for a while, the jocks won't mind. What the hell, it's been kind of gassique having  and old guy like you around who's still in touch with things."

"No, is isn't that.  It's , uh, delicate." He stopped and shrugged.

"You're not a runaway- tracer are you?  You're not her papa?"

"Oh no, nothing like that. Look, there's the subway entrance.  You better go back and play your gig. I better go an and see if I can get into Renwak and try and, mmm…" He let his voice trail off. He gave Moon Child a squeeze, surprising himself  and headed into the hole in the promenade quickly.

At 34th. Street where the subway line ended he got off and scouted around the deserted tunnels of the station until the found an abandoned passageway, narrow and filthy, that led northward.

He emerged on the uptown side of 34Th.  Street and Looked back at the barbed wire barrier that ran from riverbed to riverbed down the center of the street, dividing the minefield into U.S. and Renwak halves.  He started strolling west, keeping to shadows and trying to look inconspicuous, continually  astonished  at the proportion of non-black faces among the passers-by and at the fact that  nobody seemed to pay any particular attention to him.

At the  corner of Third Avenue a burly black in work clothes stepped in front  of Freddie and he prepared to think fast and move faster if this meant a challenge but the man admired Freddie's new blue-and silver outfit and asked where Freddie had got it.  Freddie told him Brook's Other Brother and the man said "that's really nice,  I'll have to slide down there one time and pick  up a set. They oughta pay a premium for strong Renwak wampum anyhow, thos U. S. bucks aren't in such good shape."

Encouraged, Freddie said, "Listen, I'm looking for a girl and--"

The man glared angrily.  "Hey , Charlie, were do you think you are, the U.S?  Renwak women won't want any part of you!"

"Oh, hey, I'm not buying. I'm after one particular girl."

"Honk?"

"Yeh."

"What makes you think she's in Renwak?"

Well, I traced her from Cuba to New New New York, and in the New Village I think I got a lead on her headed here."  It wasn't much of a lead, he added silently, but is was  a try anyhow.  "She's young, kind of full of ideas.  

"Probably wound up at the Recsent."

"What?"

"Reception Center. You know where Orhbach's used to be, opposite the Empire State Crater?"

Freddie nodded.

"In there." The man pointed  west.  "So you got that outfit down at Brook's Other Brother huh?  Maybe a little flashy but if you got the guts to wear it you honks sure have an eye for high fashion."  The man walked way, checking  himself out in reflecting storefront armor.

Freddie headed west.  At Fifth Avenue he looked across 34th. Street into United States territory, looked at the deep, glowing Empire State Crater.  A few first downs farther on the uptown side of the street he came to a building with four-story-tall color portraits on its façade. High neon letters spelled out Republic of New Africa--Reception Center.  At either end of the sign was a huge replica of the Renwak national crest rendered in full color and illuminated from behind.

Downstairs Freddie found himself in a standard government office.  Before anybody would talk to him he had to wait in long, slow-moving lines, fill out length forms in multiple copes, carry them to the tail of other lines, have them inspected, rejected, corrected, accepted, rubber-stamped, shuffled, folded, opened, copied , stapled, punched, and finally placed in a bright orange folder marked in black block letters:  ILLEGAL IMMIGRANT--HOLD FOR PRETRIAL HEARING AND/OR DEPORTATION.

HE sat on a bench between an old woman crooning a tuneless song wordlessly and an old man humming a wordless song tunelessly. The man looked over Freddie's  shoulder at the orange folder and stopped humming. "One of the lucky ones," he siad in a cracked voice.

"Lucky?"  siad Freddie.  "I just came in here looking for somebody and now I may wind up in jail!  This is lucky?"

"You think you have trouble?"  said the man. "Those folders don't mean anything. They're just bureaucracy in action.  I came in here as a young man, to get a marriage license, and they've been playing games with my papers ever since.  That's my fiancee on the other side of you."

"Oh, I'm sorry," Freddie said, "I beg you pardon.  I didn't know the two of your were together." He stood up and switch spaces with the old woman.

A guard came over and said, "You can't do that! Seats are assigned by number!  You'll mess up the whole system!  The computer wont' know what to do with you if you aren't in the proper sesat!"

"But," said Freddie, "but this man  and woman, they, they…"

" I know all about it," said the guard. "We put through a request for seating assignment medications for them years ago. That's why they're still waiting for their wedding license. The computer can't take care of that until it settles this problem with the seating, and the programming task assignment algorithm hasn't assigned a task force to write the module yet."

"I'm sorry," said Freddie. He and the old woman switched back.

"See," said the old man. "I told you were one of the lucky ones.  "If I were you, sonny…" He bent and whispered in Freddie's ear.

Freddie beckoned to the guard, whispered a question, received his answer and strode back into the corridor. He jammed his orange dossier into a trash bin and headed out the Recsent door as fast as he could go. Outside in the street again he kept his tail sailing along so he'd be out of sight before the Recsent guard started to wonder why he was staying in the crapper so long, pointed his  hybrid sino-semitic nose toward the Hudson Riverbed and followed it assiduously.

Before he crossed Sixth Avenue he was vaguely aware of the big black presence beside him. He legged it cross the complex intersection of Broadway and Sixth at the 34th Street deadend barrier, passed a couple more storefronts and stopped in front of a calendar shop and studied the art on display; sweaty-faced black farm workers waving hortatory  banners with slogans like OVERTAKE SOVIET GEORGIA IN ONE MIGHTY STRIDE, scenic shots of downtonw Albany, good -looking women in a variety of poses, photos of New and Old African dignitaries embracing  heroic portraits  of Bishop Fard, Elijah Mohammed, Stokely Carmichael, Malcom X, air-to-air photos of sleek combat planes bearing Renwak markings. The date was Zu'ikadah 31, 2006.

Freddie raised his eyes and saw the big man in work clothes standing behind him looking over his shoulder.  "You admiring our national heroes," the big man asked, "or just checking out the skin pix?"

Freddie didn't answer.

"How'd go at the Recsent?" Th. big man asked.

"Not so good," said Freddie.  "I got marked for illegal entry so I just split. Hey, how come those calendars all say 2006 when it's only 1985 in the rest of the world?"

"That's the Muslim calendar."

"SO how come?"

"Man,  you're really not with it for a fella who dresses so sharp and tries to act up-to-date. I better guide you around the town a little  bit.  Come on."

Freddie stepped away, suspicious.

"Hey man, don't  be afraid of me.  If I wanted to squeeze you I'd just lay one hand on your ear and carry you off.  I’m just feeling sort of kind-hearted and gregarious tonight.  Why don't we go get a drink?"

"I thought you guys were dry."

"Strict Muslims are, but it's  a personal conscience thing. I know a nice place just a few blocks away."

They buck-and winged a couple of blocks farther west and headed uptown, Freddie taking in the sights, his new pal (Marvin Manion, he said, introducing himself--Freddie Fong Fine--they pressed palms) patting as they went.  The bar was the New Salty Dog on West 43rd. Marv introduced Freddie to the bartender, a small man named Champ. "Freddie's an ill-ent from the United States," Marvin told Champ. "He's looking for somebody."

Champ picked up a glass and towel and polished the glass for a few seconds so he could put down the glass he was polishing and asked Freddie who he was looking for and why.

Freddie, sipping a beaker of boisenberry julep, siad, "A fat honk girl. Young, frizzy hair.  Usually wears blue jeans and a dirty T-shirt."  

"Scudo a score," said Champ, "you'll have to do better than that."

"Pimples on her face."

Champ laughed.

"Loves sock-n-growl music."

Champ laughed harder.  "I'm sorry, friend, those honk girls all look the same to these old eyes. must see ten or twenty a day like you describe. You'll have to do better than that. What's her name, anyhow?"

"Well, I don't know if she's using the same one .  Last I knew she was Mavis Montreal."

The bartender seemed to wince momentarily as he heard the name, but before Freddie could say anything more he felt  himself lifted painfully by both ears and carried through a curtained archway in the back of the bar. Manion carried him up a flight of stairs ,down a darkened corridor, kicked at a  wooden door, waited for it to be opened, carried Freddie inside a low-lit room and deposited him on  hard chair facing a desk.

Freddie rubbed his ears ruefully and said, "You could just have invited me, Marvin. This does nothing to promote interracial understandings."  Freddie looked around. A stern-looking black man was seated behind the desk.  Marvin Manion was standing behind Freddie.  Against one wall was a huge, ornate couch of Farouk-era Egyptian design.

In the poor lighting of the room Freddie could barely discern a figure lolling on the couch, gross, rotund, clothed in a white top and dark trousers with pale skin and frizzy long hair.

"Hyuk," went the figure on the couch. "Hyuk-hyuk!  Hyuk-hyuk-hyuk, hyuk-hyuk-hyuk!"

Freddie held his head in his hands. "Aw, come on," he moaned, "this is ridiculous. What the fuck is going on around this looney place?"

The man behind the desk spoke for the first time.  "Did you ever hear of an organization known as DEAD HONK, Mr Fine?"

"OH yeah, " said Freddie.  "Develop Ecology And Deploy Honesty Of Negro Kids."

"Right," said the man.  " I think too many people lean over too far to make acronyms any more, don't you?"  He didn't wait for an answer but went on.  "DEAD HONK is a nice name, or you might just think of us as the opposition, or the other side, or your counterparts across the border, or even your co-professionals. Anyway,  you've found the girl you were after.  What do you want to do now?"

Freddie scratched his red curls, rubbed his sore ears, threw Marvin an offended look over his shoulder ands said, "Jesus  Christ, buddy, what do you think I want?  Her  pulsating white body?"

From the Farouk-era couch there was a cascade of grating laughter.

The stern-looking man said, "I should think  not but you and the  and the lady have been traveling around the world quite a bit lately together and in sequence. Now you've gone to the trouble of entering another country illegally--is this the third or...well, no matter--of getting into trouble with the immigration people which seems to be a specialty of yours and which will cost us a fair amount of  wampum  and trouble to clean up, not to mention what it will do to the programming staff of the Recsent.

"Incidentally, that little matter will probably delay the wedding of poor old Mr Murphy and Miss Riley for another couple of years.

"Now if you never emerged form Renwak or if you emerge minus a few little parts there will be no repercussions from your government or anybody  else. Your superiors at WAIT SOME will just say 'Poor old Fine has finally gone to the great spymaster in the sky,' and move another file from 'Active' to 'Inactive.'

"You knew you were running that risk and yet you followed Mavis into Renwak and tracked her here, not without a little help from my friends of course, but here you are.   And if you want to get out of here without your pretty blue and sliver suit and the contents thereof getting very badly ripped up, you'll talk to me."

He pulled open a desk drawer and pulled out a small package whose sides were covered with wavering patterns of light, opened his mouth  and pointed the box at it ,squeezed the sides and tuft of shifting, glittering lights moved from the box into his mouth. He closed his mouth, put the box back in the desk, and gave Freddie an expectant smile.

"Okay," said Freddie.  "I need the map Mavis stole from Diana Prinze in Guantanamo."

"But you've been chasing her since you left the BART takeoff ramp!"

"No I haven't. I was following somebody,  I didn't know who. All I knew was that wherever the Sacred Locomotive appeared there were fishy  little incidents involving security. I figured the source for one of the musicians and only found  out it was their groupie after we split  in B. A. and Mavis stole the map in Guantanamo."

Freddie saw the stern man shoot an inquisitory look at Mavis, then nod at her presumed answer.  "Why so jangled about the map?"  the man asked  "It just looks like an ordinary map of the Caribbean to me, the sea,  the islands and the tip of Florida, a little of the sea-bottom and undersea. You could really buy one at Rand  McNally."

"Not one like that one!  Every Caribbean undersea map I've ever seen shows a simple earth fault ruining from Kennedy to Sagua la Grande.  Diana Prinz's map shows a gigantic cavern. If those two Mars shots go off, It'll mean disaster, but nobody seems to know about it or else they're not telling, except for that nut Bishop Perry.  Either he has access to another leak or he's just made one freaky right guess.

"Look, I don't know DEAD HONK's  object in this thing, but if you won't help me blow the story, or at least let me, we're due for a mess of death and destruction when those rockets go up that'll make Krakatoa look puny!"

The stern man, Mavis and Marvin all burst into laughter. 

"Ah, well, " said the stern man, "that's what I wanted to hear. So you know what this is all about. Unfortunately, I'm afraid we really  are the other side. We've been doing all we can to suppress the information about the Caribbean fault.  When that thing goes the seabed will crumble like a sand castle, the United States will be trouble with the whole world and will have disaster in the whole southeast.  

"By the time the dust clears, the Republic of New Africa will have taken over at least half a dozen states.  Maybe even  your whole coutnry.  How would you like to be a citizen of a Renwak colony?"

"Hyuk-hyuk!" heard Freddie, coming from the figure on the couch.

Chapter 8

IT WAS THE WORLD'S LONGEST UNFORTIFEID BORDER

One of the perquisites of fame and/or infamy is the accretion of apocryphal stories to one's imago.  That little bit about the cherry tree alluded to a couple chapters back really did happen, research reveals, but it didn't have young G. Washington as its central figure at all.  A biographer of Mr W's, writing well after the death of his subject, had heard the story  and thought that it had a great plot but kind of lackluster casting and just drafted Georgie Boy for the lead.

Oh, this kind of thing happens all the time.  There are some things that even if they aren't true ought to be, and the sort of fantasized history under discussion performs this service admirably.

All of which is by the way of telling you that it's anecdote time again, and a couple-three incidents of Freddie Fong Fine's younger manhood will slide in here very nicely. Now you are not required to believe this.  The main thread of this volume, yes: at the end of the book there will appear a blank page upon which you will be required to write a statement swearing that you have  read, understood, and believed every word of the main narration . These interlocutory interludes are specifically excepted from that requirement, and belief in the veracity of their content is matter of individual judgment and conscientious evaluation. If you can't recognize the truth when it's right before you, that's your problem.

On the other hand you can accept it as an iron-clad pledge and guarantee that this book contains a least one monster of a lie.  A lie of such proportions that one authority, uopn viewing it recently was heard to mutter under his breath, "Anybody who'd believe that whopper would believe anything. Yes, I would."  Raising once again that ubiquitous question.  What the hell does that mean?

Dear Reader: What indeed!

Incident at a Literary Picnic:

The blond lady set her  beer can down in the morning-damp grass and pushed her sun glasses up on her forehead, sighing with relief at the coolly dappled shade provided by the generous maple leaves that held the sun's direct days (?) off her face. Stretching out on the woven plastic lawn lounger provided by her host she delivered her literary judgment to the eager young novelist seated expectantly opposite her, Ferderick F. Fine.

"I am so tired" she sighed, "of reading books about Jews!  I don't have anything  against Jews and I don't mind reading about one once in a while, but I'm starting to think that every author in this country  must be Jewish, or at least secretly wishes he was, and if I have to read one more novel about a Jewish girl coming of age or a Jewish businessman two-timing his wife or Jewish  anything doing anything I think I'm going to scream."

"I wouldn't worry to much if I were you," the eager young novelist replied. "Its just a passing fad.  One day soon you're going to find that the hero of every story you read is black. I wonder if you'll like that better."

The above anecdote is:

(a)
anti-semitic

(b)
anti-negro 

(c)   
anti-women

(d)  
anti-literary

(e)  
anti-beer

(f)   
anti-picnic

(g)   
all of the above

(h)  
none of the above

(i)   
other

Then there was the one about the literary agent and the lady editor who got married and consummated a great deal on their honeymoon.

Incident at the James Knox Polk Memorial Auditorium:

Freddie and Ali almost didn't get to the show at the Polk that week. Freddie's lunar separation pay was running low and he and Ali were both out of work ,but the lead group was Freddie's momentary favorite, Curtis Newton and the Futuremen, with Newton himself on electronic strings and vocals, Simon Wright on theremin, Otho Protean on rhythm guitar, Gardner Grag on drums on Joan Randall playing  the crystal spider and looking beautiful and singing like an angel.

Freddie was in love with Joan.

They'd never met, understand, and Freddie was living with Alicia at the time and they had a good, satisfying relationship, turned on together, fucked a whole lot, had mutual friends and common interests,  and were in general a well-matched couple but Freddie was in love with Joan Randall. 

He'd blown a  week's worth of grass-loot on a pair of front-row tickets a month in advance, and the week of the concert he came down with  a godawful case of hacking cough, sore throat, laryngitis and by Saturday night while he was off his ass and on his uppers again he was feeling substantially better but far from hunnert per cent.

Saturday afternoon Ali poured the last of the grass into a bowl of fudge batter and cooked it up into a delicious  concoction and they had a late dinner of bread soaked in leftover gravy (which is really better than it sounds , rather tasty and nourishing; try it some time) and instant coffee made with hot tapwater, and they bundled into warm clothes and stood in freezing slush on South Salamander Street for an hour waiting for the early show to break.

So inside, shivering blissfully in their front-row seats, they gobbled down their Dutch Maid Easy Bake and started up. Freddie still was coughing and could hardly talk at all, but the curtain-raiser group was a pretty good English blues band and during the intermission  Freddie got a sip of cold water and managed to comment appreciatively  to Ali about the pocket-trumpeter's performance.

Second up was another of those groups with only  fair material and mediocre technique but pleasant, relaxing vibrations and Freddie and Ali were getting up nicely now and sat back and grooved on the light show, mostly green and yellow swirls with occasional multiple exposures of city lights, and after the second act was over there was  a cartoon (happy sunshiners turn on the frowning  grouches) and then Curtis Newton and the Futuremen.

First they did an up-tempo thing, pretty loud, and Freddie and Ali sitting up there close to the giant amplifiers and with their senses fine-tuned by the fudge caught a giant earful of Newton and Wright showing off a little. There was a lot of applause and  they went into another thing, a little quieter, with John Randall featured, that spider of hers glittering like diamonds in the white spotlight, then turning to amethysts, to ruby to emerald, and back to diamonds as the lights changed, Joan's voice coming through sweet and clear, Freddie in some kind of musical heaven. 

They played long, beautiful set. They must have rally warmed up at the early show, and by around three o' clock Sunday morning they were letting out all the stops.  Freddie sat there  with his mouth dry and his throat burning but he was clutching Ali's hand, loving every second of it. Otho Protean did wonders on rhythm guitar, wild double and redoubled rhythms, counterpoints. Gardner Grag rose above his usual competent but unimaginative style and took off on a solo that brought the house down when he finally called the others back on stage.

Their last number was a brand new song, "The Protestant Ethic Blues," with wild theremin music and  a long solo lyric by Joan. Freddie was transfixed. And after about fifteen minutes of it, as she reached that the soul-wrenching line repeated over and over.

Waddaya wannamee/God God God

Waddaya wannamee/God God God

Joan started across the front row of the audience, leaning over the edge of the stage, holding a hand-mike down in front of every guy, getting a God from each, and Freddie's sitting there in love with her and loving the whole damn Futuremen and here's Joan Randall coming slowly across the front of the auditorium toward him, each guy given a God in their assorted unmusical croaks, squeaks moans , glee-club baritones, former-choirboy tenors and Freddie can't even get up enough spit to swallow and suddenly there she is.

And Freddie  looks up about one foot into Joan's face and she looks allasudden concerned and he realizes what agony must be showing in his face and he smiles reassuringly--all of this in about one third of second--there's the mike in front of his face and he opens his mouth  and whether it's cause he's high and as a pollo(?) or faith can move mountains or whatever the reason Freddie gives Joan not just a God but the full line, and  it's fantastic, gorgeous, he can hear himself coming back through the amps.

Waddaya wannamee/God God God

with Newton and Protean both stroking away and Simon Wright's theremin giving out its eerie wails and Gardner Grag staying mainly on the bass drum.

Whatever well of strength that Freddie dredged that line from, whatever reserve he'd called out,  that was  all he had. Even as the last bits of God came out Freddie could feel that spell fading.  By the end of the last word he knew he was dumb as if he'd had no mouth; but what a few seconds it had been, and there  was Joan Randall looking into Freddie's face, her own features speaking volumes: Who is thus guy--he can really sing--wow!--come on up, fella.

And she gestures with the mike more, and through Freddie's  mind there flashes an instant fantasy: He gives Joan  a couple more lines they're as good as the first one, and next thing he's up on the stage of the James Knox Polk Memorial Auditorium, standing with his arm around Joan Randall's waist and Futuremen are playing, Freddie and Joan are rapt in a complex duet; he can hear Curt Newton's electronic strings almost feel the beat from Grag's drums and--

But his voice is gone, totally, he can't even whisper no, he has to wave Joan Randall on, and she can't stay to discuss, she's gone, and some guy a couple of seats down past Ali is offering his crack-voiced little God  and Freddie's coughing into two hands, Ali's patting  him on the back; she can read minds a little.






****

Freddie looked around the upstairs room of the New Salty Dog, calculating his chances of getting away with Mavis and the fatal Caribbean map. Of getting away with Mavis and abandoning the map.  Of getting away himself.

None of them looked very good. Marvin Manion was still hovering around, and any sudden move of Freddie's would almost certainly  win him another ear job if nothing more, and didn't want  another  job from Marvin. Even if  he could evade Manion, the stern-looking man who seemed to be a substantial  power in DEAD HONK was on the other side of the desk and would almost certainly be armed.

And if he could  somehow get away from them both how could he got out the Republic with Mavis, with or without the map?  Freddie reached into his trousers warily with one hand . Th. stern-looking man said, "What are you doing , Mr  Fine?"

Freddie scratched himself,  tapping out a coded message against a devilishly clear miniaturized organic  transmitter implanted at the edge of his scrotum. The range of the device was limited but if any WAIT SOME operative was within its broadcast limits Freddie knew that he would get a quick fix on the point  of transmission and do whatever could be done to relieve the situation.

"I’m , uh, just scratching,"  Freddie said. "Nervous.  Underpants don't fit right. New threads. Aheheh"  He pulled his hand back out of his pants.

"Well," said the stern-looking man, "we're going to have to do something with you.  I suppose I could just sent  you. away without Mavis or this map you want, but you'd only come back and make more trouble for me, so I'll have to do something else.

"A soon as Marvin spotted you coming out of the subway he tried to get rid of you kindly by sending you to Recsent, but you wouldn't play games with them. I really don't know. Any suggestion, Mavis dear?"

Mavis made her snorting laugh. Freddie watched her lying on ornate couch, scratching her huge breasts and her crotch. She said, "It think he's really kind of cute for honk.  Maybe we could keep him alive for something."

"Whaddaya mean cute for a honk?"  Freddie demanded. "What do you think you are,  you fat sell-out bitch?"

Mavis made her snorting  laugh. "YOU think I’m white, Freddie?   Yer silly ass I'm white.  It's been anti-melanin pills for me since I started banging around with the Sacred Locomotive.   I don't like what they do to me besides turning me white either, but they seem to work pretty well--even that dumb Canadian saxophonist Clark is fooled, and he ought  to know if anybody does

"But we'll think of something nice for you  After all, anybody who appreciates Sacred Locomotive music can't be all rotten inside."

 She walked over from the couch and squatted in front of Freddie's chair, staring into his face. Neither of them spoke. Then Mavis rose and walked back to  the Egyptian couch and lay down again.

"I almost think I'd miss you , Freddie, if we had to knock you off. I'd do it if we had to for the cause, but I'd be sorry."

Freddie looked away from Mavis and gazed into the face of the stern-looking man. "So you see," the man said, "we have to devise something for your sake, Mr Fine."

A hammering sound came from the door and Freddie turned his head to see the bartender, Champ, enter and walk to the desk. He bent over  and whispered in the stern-looking man's ear. The man looked up, stared at Freddie for a moment, whispering something back to Champ. The two blacks gestured and whispered to Mavis.  She listened quietly for a few seconds, then grabbed the bartender and gave him a huge hug.  Freddie heard him gasp out an agonized "Ugh! Mavis!"

He staggered back as she released him, then stood midway between the couch and Freddie's chair.  Marvin Manion  still hovered somewhere behind Freddie's chair.  Marvin Manion still hovered somewhere behind Freddie, sending pain radiations towards Freddie's still sore ears.

"All right, the stern--looking man said, "Get him out of here. Marvin, you stay with me"

Champ and Mavis  advanced to Freddie's chair and stood on either  side. Without a word they grabbed him by the ears and lifted him from the chair. In lockstep the three of them marched to the door downstairs out the  back of the bar, into parking lot,  and to as small car covered with a canvas shroud.

"Just stand still. Don't move," said Champ.

He and Mavis uncovered the car. Freddie gaped in astonishment. It was a perfectly preserved MG-TD thirty-five years old, its red paint and chromium trims gleaming as they had the day is left the factory three thousand miles  to the east.

"Where did you get that thing?" Freddie exclaimed.

"Never mind. Just a hobby," said Mavis

"Okay," sad Champ, "get in it." He prodded Freddie over to the passenger side of the TD. Freddie lifted his left foot into the car, gazing in amazement at the unworn leather upholstery. He got both feet in, lowered his rump onto  the seat so his knees were almost doubled against the dashboard then stretched his legs in front of him into the leg-well.

Champ said "Here!"  and tossed Freddie's briefcase, produced from some concealment, into  his lap.

Mavis fitted a key into the ignition of the car, pushed the starter button, shifted deftly into first gear, reached out a hann  to tweak Champ in the crotch, got a kiss from him, let out the clutch and moved the TD from the parking lot into Eleventh Avenue.

She headed uptown to 57th. Street, cut over westward again and climbed the ramp onto the John Sinclair Highway.  She cut into the fast-moving traffic, flickering her headlights to high beam and back, squeezing between a battered Douglass convertible full of writhing adolescents and an imported Moskvitch microbus with curtains down and music pouring out of it.

Freddie said, "Mavis, what's going on?"

She clung tightly to the TD's wheel, scurrying the sportscar in and out of breaks in the eight northbound lanes.  "First of all, " she swerved around  a swaying Mercury Mentiroso Airider, "nothing is what it seems, Freddie,"

Some help that was!  He tried again. "Well look, which side are you on?  What are the  sides? Are the Renwaks really hoping for a disaster in the Caribbean so they can grab U.S.Territory? If they are, why are you trying to help them?  You're white!"

"Am I?"

"Of course.  Aren't you?"

"In the words of the immortal General George Custer, Freddie 'where'd all the fuckin' Indians come from!"

"I don't follow you, Mavis."

"They always told me you honks were dumb, but chinks and kikes are supposed to be smarter. Not by you they're not. Okay, by the goddam numbers then, Freddie. First of all, my name  isn't Mavis Montreal. That's a…call it my nom d'groupie.  My name is Mavis Mombassa, I can trace my black blood farther back than friend Elmore. I take anti-melanin pills so I can pass--it makes my work a lot easier and saves me from answering a lot  of questions when I'm in honky countries.

"Look out, here we go!"

She gunned the car from the center-lane position it had filled, across a tiny opening in three more lanes. Air brakes hissed and slammed, old-fashioned tire-bearing vehicles screamed.  Mavis swung the car onto an exit ramp, slowed just perceptibly at  stop sign, shot into a ninety-degree turn and roared onto to the third level of the Crispus Attucks Bridge. 

Freddie kept his silence as they sped  across the high span, watching the gleaming lights of New New New York behind them, the dark waters of the river passing beneath, the beautiful Palisades ahead, stark and tree-grown where eyesore construction had ben ripped down in the First Renawk(?) War and had never been rebuilt.

He tried to absorb what Mavis had told him. If she was a Renwak by birth, a spy in the role of Mavis Montreal the Sacred Locomotive's groupie, then she was, as he had lately suspected, the party responsible for all the incidents he had been trying to pin on some member of the band..  But if the Republic wanted the Caribbean disaster to take place, when why had DEAD HONK release him from the New Salty Dog bar, and where was Mavis Mombassa taking him in the antique MG, and why?

As if in answer Mavis said, "Across the bridge we'll get off and head up the Matt Henson Highway. There's a spur at the old Tri-City Blowup Site, and we can head straight for the border station on the St. Lawrence. We should be there--"  she raised her eyes and studied the sky for moment "--by mid-morning"

"By why?"  Freddie pleaded.  "You act as if we were fleeing!"

Mavis only shrieked laughter for a reply.

An hour later Mavis pulled the car off the highway and headed into a little town.  As they rolled down its quiet, tree-lined street, the red rays of dawn turning the polluted eastern sky into a temporary glory, Mavis said, "You know where we are, Freddie?"

"It looks familiar, I used to live across the river from here when I worked in the computer factory.  I can remember it, yeh, this is New Paltz."

"Right!" New  Pauls now, named for Paul Robeson.  Let's get some grub."

In a few minutes they were in a booth in the New Modern Diner, ordering grits 'n' greens (Mavis) and bacon and eggs (Freddie).

"It thought you guys didn't eat bacon," Mavis said.

"Yeah, well don't tell on me," Freddie replied. "Look, I don't want you to think I'm ungrateful to get away from Marvin the ear-puller and that creep behind the desk, but I still don't know what the hell is coming off. That bartender even gave this back."  He held up his now battered briefcase for a moment, then dropped it on the imitation leatherette seat and picked up his fork again.

"What if I just pulled a weapon out of there and took you back to U. S. territory?  What if I shot you and took the MG?"

"Har!  Listen, Freddie, if those Mars shots get off   and the big bustup comes, things may not even be as calm  as DEAD HONK thinks. There's going to be one hell of a scramble and it's likely to be every man for himself. Woman too. So we're headed north to  see some friends of mine. Maybe even DEAD HONK, isn't all of one piece, see what I mean?  Besides, Champ told me a couple of interesting things back into New Salty Dog and I figured I didn't want to hang around there any more than you did.

"So just  don't rock the boat. Eat your honky food and let's get back onto the highway. We still have a long way to go."

They finished eating. Mavis slipped a wad  of Renwak wampum under the table and he paid and they went outside.  The sun was fully up by now; an early breeze had cleared an unusual hole in the pollution so they could see the blue sky and yellow Ra disc although more distantly gray storm clouds were moving in from the east.    

In the street once more Mavis stopped to wipe the square grill of the TD tenderly, then asked Freddie if he'd like to drive for a while.

"Wha?" siad Freddie, "Are you serious?"

"What's the matter,"  Mavis asked, "don't you know how to work on one of these old cars?  It's really easy, they steer just like airiders, the only trick is learning the gearshift."

"No, I know how to drive it.  I mean , when I learned how, most of the cars around were these old gas-burning four-wheelers. But how do you know you can trust me?"

"That again?  Listen , honky, first of all I'm not worried about handling you and I haven't been since the Boeing.  But mainly, there's no place you can go and very little you can do except trust me.  Now if you want to drive the car, let's go, and if you don't want to, I will."

"Okay, I'll do it."

He climbed into the driver's seat  and Mavis handed him the keys.  Freddie started the engine, worked the floor-lever and moved the car away from the curb and back onto the Matt Henson.  At the entry ramp he looked at Mavis, "Uptown?" he asked.

A grin spread across her face. "Hyuk!" she snorted "Right on!"

Freddie rolled the TD onto the Henson, accelerated in third and fourth, breezing along, belly full, slip-stream whipping over   the MG's windshield to tauten the skin on his face. He settled deeper into seat, threw a happy grin at Mavis  and said, "Got any music in this thing?"

Mavis reached under the dashboard to small switch and clicked on a radio. Instantly the little care was filled with sound, the noise of the passing wind cut out by the radio's tones "The radio isn't quite authentic 1950, " Mavis said. "I had to think about it for a long time before I put it in. But I couldn't stand the old squawker that was in here before, so I finally  gave in. I'm glad."

The music was a classic Watts 103rd single.  Neither Freddie nor Mavis spoke until it was over.  Then Mavis sai, "Sometims I think if I had an antique radio in here I'd be able to hear programs from the year it was built.  Father divine preaching, Mister B and Joe Williams singing; those must have been the days!"

"Don't kid yourself," Freddie answered. "Those were lousy days. All they had was mono  radio, gray TV, Joe McCarthy  and no Republic of New Africa at all."

"Sure, " said Mavis. She shook herslf  brushing again Freddie." I know, I know that. But it must have been…."  She trailed off.

The radio was into a series of news bulletins now, something about the 1984 alfalfa harvest in Kurdistan, sports scores, purges in the All-German Federated Democracy, a world-wide round-up.  The Imperial People's Kingdom of China had granted visitation rights to the South East Asia League's consul in Peking so he could verify complains by League ice hockey players still in the penalty box.

King Charles and Princess Olga of England were reported out of danger in their Courage House hospital beds following an unfortunate experience with some Thames drinking water. 

Hattahatchie, Mississippi, officials were defending their decision to divert Federal funds from food relief programs to the landscaping of the city hall on the basis that the food relief helped only the hungry but the city hall was the property of all the people of the town. It made sense.

Renwak news consisted entirely of glowing reports of agricultural and industrial triumphs, quotas exceeded, the completion of the third or fourth four or three-year -plan  ahead of schedule and excerpts from dull  hortatory speeches from party leaders.

Back in the U. S. leaders of the Men's Liberation League were threatening demonstrations if the  announced crew of the first Mars shot was not revised to include at least a token male . The chairman of NASA stood firm, however. "We simply picked the best-qualified astronauts in the program and they just happened all to be women. There was absolutely no discrimination based on sex or anything else,"  said chairman Mary Alice McGillicuddy.

In Buenos Aires,  Argentina, authorities were discounting rumors of the  appearance of Christ on the Avenida del Poeta Ciego,  as simply mistaken identity on the part of  ignorant descamisados.
Mavis twirled a dial and  the news broadcast gave way to a French language program touting the brothels of Montreal as the finest in all the Republic of Quebec. The station switched to  a global broadcast of "Liver(?) than You'll Ever Be" in the original with translated lyrics subliminally dubbed.

"We must be getting near the border,'  Freddie said.

"Naw they just have  a long  throw and  this car has a good radio."

In the east the path of storm that had hovered far away had not moved closer until the sky was dark gray, far darker than its usual pollution-brown.  A cold wind swept into the open TD, pushing out  the sound of the radio for a moment, then rushing on, letting music pour back out of the micro-speakers and again fill the passenger space.

Ahead of Freddie and Mavis the Henson Highway took on  a dark, gleaming appearance as rain threw heavy ovals on the TD's windscreen. In a moment the full rush of the storm was on them, and with a tentative look at Mavis, Freddie swerved the car off the highway, onto a grassy shoulder and drew it to a stop.

Without a word Freddie cut the ignition and they both climbed out of their seats.  Freddie's  splendid blue-and-silver threads were soaked, his red curls plastered to his heads. He looked at Mavis and turned to fumble for the car's gray-white canvas top. From inside, the radio drew on low-power carryover circuits to provide a continuing serenade as they struggled, buffeted by wind and huge, pollution-carrying raindrops, to close the car.

Finally they had the canvas in place, clamps solidly dogged.  The radio was playing "Look into the Sun," the flautists seemingly stationed on either side of the passenger compartment.   Mavis and Freddie ignored the open sides of the car, leaving the curtains stowed behind their seats. They collapsed into their laces, drenched and winded.

They stared at each other for a speechless moment, then collapsed in gales of laughter fell toward each other, giggling through an icy-wet embrace.  Freddie put his hands behind Mavis, working them  up her back beneath the dripping T-shirt.  He rolled it from its bottom edge, pulling it up over rolls of pale flesh and dragging it over her straggling hair.

Mavis  pulled away, crawling back out of her side of the TD. She yelled, "Come on, honky!"  and began to struggle out of her bulging jeans.

Freddie climbed out of  his side, drew his blue-and-silver shirt off, climbing  out of the tight matching trousers.  Whooping wildly  they raced through grass beside the Henson Highway, rain pounding their flesh like a gargantuan cold shower. Mavis dashed ahead, surprisingly fast for her bulk, the turned and charged back to meet Freddie. Yards short of him she leaped into the air, feet first, crashed into Freddie taking him around he waist between fat spread legs.

They tumbled together on the grass, sliding under the impetus of Mavis's momentum  like a baserunner and an infielder racing  for the bag. They rolled over and over arms and legs tangled. He radio in the TD was paying "Sympathy for the  Devil."  The wind filled Freddie's ears, gave way to a loud  chord from the music, then to Mavis's hot tongue..   They stopped rolling, Mavis on the bottom. She pulled Freddie down, holding  his hips between her thighs, her hands on his ass as he got deep into her.

The radio was mixing music with the storm. Freddie found himself, matching happy  vertical rhythms with "Lawdy  Miss Clawdy,"  came along  with  a wild electric guitar twang and lay panting on Mavis, his forearms and lower legs resting on  the grass.

After a couple of minutes he pushed up onto the heels of his hands and said, "Wow, Mavis, what  great fuck!"

She grabbed a handful of  his curly hair.  "You're okay for a honky, Freddie, especially an old guy like you." They pulled their clothes back on got into the car. The radio was playing "Feeling Alright."  "That's all right!"  Freddie said.

The shot up the highway again, Freddie driving, Mavis holding her hand in his lap the radio playing. In another hour  the sun was out again struggling through pollution layers to warm the ground. They stopped at a fuel station that still carried a supply  of hydrocarbon fuels  and had the car filled while they took down the canvas top. The station attendant looked suspiciously at the two pale skins until Mavis whispered something in his ear, landed a fast sneaky right in his stomach, and turned  back to the car hyukking. Mavis took over driving again..

Before lunch  they reached the St. Lawrence, passed Quebequoise customs and zipped across the Claude Pompidou bridge into the enlarged city of Montreal. Mavis was driving still, and pulled the car up University  past posh hotels and small restaurants, crossed the Rue Ste. Catherine and Maisonneuve, swung left on Sherbrooke and geared down in keeping with midday traffic.

Past pink and purple palaces fronted with  political posters and flower clusters then onto to Pee Noof Boulevard, watching the city's skyline against crap-screened mountains, Mavis pulled up at an exit marker, double-checked and bugged down the exist ramp onto Rue Ho Chi Minh. 

Mavis led the way into a sleazy joint called the Café Maurice Thorez, sloshed her ass onto an antique ice cream chair, flopped her elbows onto the miniature round marble table top and picked up a menu.. Freddie sat opposite her.  A character bearing an uncanny resemblance to Sidney Greenstreet rolled from behind the bar and snarled at Freddie and Mavis in Nouveau Franglais.  Mavis spat back.

The fat man rolled away.  Freddie said, "What was that all about?"

Mavis said, "I had to  find out where to go next."

"You mean--he---"

"Yup!"

Rue Verde le Gross brought back a bowl of snails from which waves of garlic and butter flew up Freddie's nostrils, played gaily upon his olfactory nerve, did a Pavlov thing to his brain.  He and Mavis pitched in, threw back the shells, sopped up the sauce with the crisp-crusted brown bread,  turned to see Sidney approach with a huge green salad and a bottle of wine, demolished the salad, emptied the bottle, sat back, belched at each other, shook hands, headed for the men's and ladies' respectively, came back, thanked bigbelly, listened to his snarling Nouveau Franglais response, strolled back into Rue Ho Chi Minh and stopped beside the MG-TD.

"Now what?"  Freddie asked.

"Now we take  a nice ride around the pretty city."

"And then?"

"I dunno. Want to go see a hockey game?"

Freddie snorted, "Look Mavis you and Champ got me out of tight squeeze in the New Salty Dog, and believe me I'm grateful. But what in the  crazy world is going on here?  Why are we in Montreal?  What are you tying to do?"

Mavis punched him in the stomach, hard enough to hurt, not hard enough to bring his lunch back up, not hard enough to convince him that she was really angry, hard enough not to convince him that she was not angry. He looked puzzled through his pain. She swept one hand under his legs and the other behind his back and dumped him into the MG again.

They really spent the afternoon seeing the pretty city. They even brought new threads.  Mavis  ditched her T-shirt and jeans in favor of a one-piece siren-suit in bright yellow. Freddie reluctantly let go of his damp and stained blue-and-silver in favor of a deep red doublet with puff shoulders an gold flashing over  a set of skintight white breekies that Mavis said  showed  off his equipment  to good advantage. He bottomed his new outfit with pair of rolled-tip fairy slippers from Sarosi's.

They threw down crepes for dinner and afterward Mavis buzzed them out the Pee Dicks to the Ste. Bertrille Arena. They went inside, inhaled a shot of chartreuse nifty from the refreshment stand, bought two banners using cheap local currency, one banner pledging support for the Key West Eskimos, the other  for the Sir George Dragons, and found their seats.

When the area was full an ice schooner sailed once around the white oval in the center of the building, drew off into the dark reaches beneath the grandstands, the Quebecois national anthem  was played over a tinny loudspeaker while the grandstands at opposite sides of the area hurled imprecations at each other and amidst the turmoil two hockey teams skated onto the ice garbed in full battle dress and ready to play.

The referee dropped a net from her minicopter onto the struggling mass of armored skaters, grappled it off  the ice so she could see who had recovered the fumble and awarded a base on balls to the Eskimos. The Sir George grandstands erupted into hysterical screams  while the Eskimo stand yelled approval.

Freddie watched as a Dragon  supporter leaped from the grandstand onto the ice and charged a knot of Eskimo skaters.  One of them opened fire before the fan could reach anyone and he went down in a mess of red chunks.  The referee flashed her stasis signal and all the players levitated a few meters off the ice as the schooner circuited the floor once again, smoothing scars and carrying off the mess.

In a minute play resumed.  An Eskimo go hold of a puck long enough to load it into bazooka and fire through  the Dragon goal tender scoring as touch down for the Eskimos and increasing the opposition attrition position simultaneously.

Freddie turned to make a comment to Mavis but she  wasn't sitting next to him.  He grumbled to himself and looked around for a narc vendor, spotted one, bought something in fractured Nouveau Franglais, got high fast, looked around , saw Mavis was back, asked where she'd been, pissing she said, he offered her the last pinch he had and she said wow yes and took it

Down on  the ice things were getting a little bit messy. The Dragons had begun using miniature flamethrowers firing through the face plates of their armor.  Eskimo complaints to the referee brought a ruling that the flamethrowers were an appropriate bit of showmanship in keeping with Sir George team theme.  She started to reverse herself when  the ice began melting, but by then it was too late.

The Eskimos brought in asbestos-coated armored igloos and began crunching toward the Sir George bullseye clanking noisily over anyone who got in their way.  The Dragons called for reinforcements and mobs of hometown fans began pouring out of the grandstands. A human wall formed in front of the advancing igloos, tacitly relying on the Eskimos' unwillingness to violate the sanctity of human life in pursuit of a mere game.

Wrong, wrong, wrong, wrong, wrong.

Freddie turned from the sight  of the firebreathing  Dragons fighting  the animated igloos over the walls of crushed and burning fans and rose to leave the arena.  Mavis was gone again. Freddie couldn't wait to see where  she  was: he levitated or felt as if he did, down a row of clanking metal seats, down concrete stairs through corridors lined with mysterious characters wandering in all directions, found his way out of the Ste  Bertrille back into Pee Dicks looking for the MG-TD and collided with Sidney Greenstreet.

Freddie asked where Mavis was, Sidney grabbed, Freddie tried again in Nouveau Franglais, Sidney said, "Maurice Thorez," Freddie said "Merci," and  headed for the cafe on foot. He got there, the place was dark; he rapped on the window the door squeaked open; he slid in;  the door shut; a warm fleshy hand grabbed him by the crotch an guided him into back room.

"Wha?"  said Freddie.

"Don't worry," whispered Mavis, "but keep quiet.  How are you feeling?"

"Mostly down," said Freddie.

"Okay, this place is getting too hot to hang around.  Get into this and we'll head for the airport." She  handed him a clever plastic disguise.

"What about the car?" he said as he pulled the  disguise over his new costume.

"DEAD HONK will take care of that. We have  to get out of town!"

"But--but--I still don't understand---"

She sealed his lips with a lingering kiss.

Back in new New New New York Mavis split  for Renwak and Freddie, deducing that he might be wise not tag along, spent an hour riding a baggage carousel to settle his thoughts while he tried to figure out what (if anything) to do.

Chapter 9

IS DIS DA WAY TO FLEEGLE STREET?

At least one absolute whopper, that was the promise, wasn't it? Which is not to say that there aren't two, five-and-a-half,  or any other growing number.  Just at least one.

Trouble with  whoppers being that it's hard to tell one when you see it. Give you a couple examples. Would   you believe it if somebody told you that most human diseases are caused by invisible demons that  invade your body and try to destroy you; that you are defended by equally invisible  troops that attack the invaders and try to destroy them; that the invaders multiply right in your own body and enlist their offspring in the fray; that you in turn  make more defenders and hurl them into the struggle; that depending who wins this titanic contest is the matter of whether you die or live?

'Course you would  You do!  Not many folks  believed old whatsizname the frog-eater when he theorized that, but people come around in time. Hell, for quite a while the finest minds called all sorts to reliable witnesses liars rather than  believe that stones fell from the sky.  Straight out of Chicken Little, that's where they were getting their stories.

Yep.

Or--here's one for  you. This question is directed  at residents of North America; not that others are excluded, anybody anywhere else in the world will probably  have to make some geographical adjustments to the  wording, but that's okay too, don't be afraid to mark up the book if you happen to live in Kabul, say, or Pinsk, or on Chen Pao Island.

Sorry, make that Damanski.

Chen Pao

Damanski!

Chen Pao!

Warmonger!

Revisionist!

Liar!

Sellout!
Yellow madman!

White-eyed running dog!

Whoops, sorry about that folks.  Let's not just assume that you live in, let's say, mentor Ohio, or some such similar center of culture and industry.  Yeh, Mentor Ohio will do fine.  Assume, assume mein kind, and don't  worry.  Maybe that's the whopper, who knows?  Further, it's now six P. M. Don’t' worry, it just is. 

Anyway, what you really ought to think about very seriously for a little while is the following formulation.  Right at this very moment--remember,  it's six peeyem and your'e in Mentor O--you are standing (sitting/lying down) on a spot on the surface of a big ball that is rotating some scores of millions of miles from a white-hot hydrogen furnace, and as it is evening in Mentor Ohio, on the opposite side of that spinning ball it's morning, and there in a country called China there are better part of a billion  (one-zero-zero-zero-zero-zero-zero-zero-zero-zero) Chinese people, and they are variously working in tractor factories, rice paddies, etc., going to school practicing for war with the Russians and/or you (yes, you, in Mentor, Ohio), making love, studying quotations from Chairman Mao, demonstrating, giving birth, dying, etc.

Now--do you believe that?

Don't say yes to quickly. You know, a quick and facile affirmative will get you off the hook for now but it may come back to haunt you in the middle of the night. You know, you wake up to go potty and while you're standing (sitting) there a stray thought enters your mind:  What are they doing in China right now?
How are things in Sereneb?

How goes it with the Cristopeds?

All right, you really scout's honor cross your heart and so on believe in China (You're the first person asked that question to claim that he did after he'd really thought about it for a while.)  How about the moon?

Mars?

Alpha Centauri?

Horse's Head Nebula?

Dinosaurs?

Any war fought before your birth?

Anything that happens after your death?

That you really started life the way the biology books say? No, really, be honest, isn't it really  easier to believe that the stork   brought you, naked and wailing, dangling  a sheet from his beak?  Or, if you prefer, that the doctor carried you in his little black bag? (So that's why babies are so little; they have to fit in that bag!) Or that you were found under a cabbage?

Anything is easier to swallow than that stuff about the sperm and the ovum clumping together  with the half-set of chromosomes to make a zygote (even the terminology is absured!) and the blastula, glastula, good grief it sounds like  college cheer from a 30s musical with Betty Grable and Don Ameche.

Look, do you really believe   in yesterday?  How about five minutes ago?

Forget it.  Back to Freddie.  Much easier to believe. 

                                                              ****

Freddie hummed a few bars of "Spinning Wheel," stripped off his clever plastic disguise (he'd felt kind silly wearing the artificial lobster carapace in incandescent pink anyway, for all that it got him out of the Republic  of Quebec  with his ubiquitous briefcase safely  stowed inside) and  hopped from the carousel. He made the trip back into the city again, got himself another pollution helmet, brushed an assortment of airborne flotsam off his puff shoulders and dirt-repellent  pants and went looking or somebody to talk to.

He wandered into  the Instant Karma Joint on Maiden Lane and spotted a familiar figure drinking hot raki with bean curds. She was reading the New Village Gazette comic supplement, digging the porny strips in a new threedee color. Her skin was tinted golden to match her tights and hair, except for the emerald trim on her clothing and the green tips that haloed her head.

She looked up as he stood by her table and gave him a big smile.  "Freddie!"  she said.  "I thought you'd gone off to Renwak in search of your lost baby love."

"I found her all right," he said glumly.

"What happened, she found  somebody she liked better?"  Moon Child asked.

Freddie considered briefly.  "No, not quite that. In fact…"  He thought of the trip up the Matt Henson Highway and their stop during the rainstorm.  "In fact, I think she really digs me in a weird sort of way.  Only there's something wrong, something bad happening that she's involved in, and I'm trying to figure out what to do about it."

Moon Child offered him a sip of raki. Freddie turned it down but put his briefcase on the table between them and pulled out a glassene packet containing hypodermic spray ampoules. "This ought to help me think this thing through," he said. "You want one, Pansy?"

She grimaced at the name and shook her head no.

Freddie took one ampoule out of the  packet  put the packet back in his briefcase and slid the briefcase  under  his chair. He held the hypo spray next to his ear lobe and sneezed.  An incandescent stream played on his ear for a few seconds, then winked out.  Freddie dropped the empty ampoule in an ashtray and held his head in both his hands.

He muttered on the table-top:  "What would Peter Fonda do, what would Peter Fonda do?"  Finally he looked up again and said to Moon Child, "Can we go on up to your place for a while?  I need a little privacy and quiet and somebody to hash things out with."

She said "Sure, I don't thing any of the Cyclamates will be up there this time of day. Anybody who isn't out scoring on the street  is probably  up at the New New Yorker for the Guy Kibbee retrospective."

The strolled through narrow New Village streets, Freddie turned on a couple of casual Twonkers who asked and replenished the stocks  in his briefcase from a couple of thoroughly  reliable street dealers. When Moon  Child suggested a side trip to the High Time Book Basement Freddie assented and spent  a happy half-hour poring of dusty editions of Anne Warrington  Witherup and Dorcase Bagby.

Finally they got back to the Cyclamates' pad. Nobody was home. Moon Child found a note and read is aloud.  "Going to see Scattergood Baines in the American Legion Parade.  See you tonight at the Stadium." 

"Another football game?"  Freddie asked.

"Not tonight Got  a gig."

Freddie sprawled on a mattress and leaned against the arc-painted wall. "Playing for a bunch  of kids again?"

"Not tonight," Moon Child said.  She was excited. The Sacred Locomotive is due back from touring through Latin America  and it's a welcome home concert. We're supposed to  jam with them. I'm really excited about it. They’ve always been one of my favorite groups!"

"Wait a minute!  They're back in New Village?"

"I don’t know if they're here now. But they're supposed to be at the stadium tonight.  We were going to book the James Knox Polk Memorial Auditorium but it won't hold enough people.  So we're going to play one set at the stadium, then they play a set, then we jam!"

She danced over  to the global sound rig and put on a batch of spools.  "Off the Tracks" by the Sacred Locomotive, the classic "Silver Beatles Stoned," "Cat Mother's Third,"  the "People's Park Triumph Concert."

She came over and flopped on the mattress with Freddie, lit a joint and handed it to him.  "Talk to me," she said.

"I used to think that any girl who gave a man coffee in the morning had  a good chance of his falling in love with her. I guess I still think so, but it's sure hard to  resist a girl who turns me on." 

"Thanks a lot, you love me for my dope."  She threw a leg around him, friendly.  "Is that all you want to talk about?"

"No. Look , this whole thing is so loony…." Goldberg had said that, it seemed, centuries ago. Actually it had been only a couple of weeks.  "Damn it," he tried again, "I'm trying to save this country from a major disaster and all that happens is I keep getting in trouble with weird people.  

"Okay. For quite a while I suspected that some member of the Sacred Locomotive was a spy.  All sorts of things went on wherever they toured.  Things that shouldn't have happened.  Intelligence leaks.  Suspicious accidents.

I tried to find out which one it was, only it turned out that they're all innocent.  The person I was after was their groupie, Mavis Mombassa, better known as Mavis Montreal."

"So that's who you were chasing!" Moon Child  said. "Well doesn't that fix everything up?"

Freddie shook his head despairingly, drew on the joint, let a few bars of music soothe his brain.  "Nope.  Not at all.  For one thing, Mavis got away from me in Cuba, wound up in Renwak.  I found her there, got caught myself, wound up in Montreal with her---" 

Moon Child's laughter  interrupted him. 

Freddie said angrily "What are you laughing about?"

"Just the idea of your chasing a fifteen-year-old shickerdee around the world like and old Rigg & MacNee rerun!"

"Well I think she's a lot older than she looks, and anyway it's serious business."

"Why?"

"Did you ever hear of Baron Holberg?"

She looked blank,

"John Cleves Symmes?"

Nothing

"Reverend David Perry?"

"Oh yeah, yeah, isn't' he that religious nut who's pissed about the Mars shot?"

"That's right. Universal Holiness Church of Salvation.  You know why he wants the launch canceled?"

"Something about punching a hole in the earth?"

"Right."

"So he thinks the earth is hollow.  So he's a nut.  I suppose those other two, what, Jack  Barron and Cleveland--?"

"Baron Holberg and John Cleves Symmes."

"Right.  Thanks." She took a deep drag  on the joint and held her breath for a chorus of "Track in C" by Cat Mother.  Then she exploded the used stuff from her lungs into one of Freddie's curled-toed shoes.  "Hey, those are cute," she said.  "I think I'm a little high." 

Freddie said mmm.

Moon Child said "Oh, uh, Holberg and Simpson--"

"Symmes."

"--Are buddies of Perkins."

"Perry."

"So what?"

"Actually they're dead."

"Oh, that's too bad.  All three of them?"

"Perry is alive.  He never knew Holberg or Symmes; they both lived centuries ago."

Moon Child rolled over and gazed at Freddie with a puzzled expression.  "I'm sorry Freddie. I just don't follow you. You rather just screw for a while?" 

"No."

"Oh, that's right, you like 'em fat and fourteen.  Who was that shickerdee with the lights you had up here last time?  She wasn't fat or fourteen.  You make a mistake?"

"No; look, my sex life as nothing to do with this!  What  I'm trying to tell you, anybody, is that Perry and Holberg and Symmes all believe, ah, believed that the earth is hollow."

"So?"

"Well, it isn't, exactly.  But there's  a big flaw line running from off the coast of Florida down to the Caribbean and passing right under Sagua la Grande in Cuba. In fact, it's more than a flaw line, it's a gigantic cavern.  Nobody knows what's in it.  Possibly nothing.  Probably nothing. But if that Mars shot goes off on schedule, and another that's being planned in Cuba, that whole cavern just might collapse, and we're in bigger trouible than River City, Iowa."

"Who?"

"Never mind. Just a generation gap thing.  We're in bad trouble."

"Okay, why don't they just cancel the shots?"

"Oh God, you do have a way a putting your finger on it.  Sure, the shots should be canceled but nobody with the authority to cancel then knows about the danger. There's a secret map that shows the cavern but it was stolen  by Mavis and now I don't know where it is--probably somewhere in Renwak--and without the map I don't think I can convince the people I'd have to convince to prevent the shots from going up."

"Sure sounds rotten."  Moon Child sang along with her spooled voice for a couple of bars of "It Better End Soon."

"I just feel like a boy not a man," Freddie said.  "It's going to be one of history's great disasters and if only I could convince the right people it could be prevented but I need that map or something and…"  He took a deep hit off the joint and squinted at the ceiling, listening to Moon Child hum along with "Teen Age Lust."

"Meanwhile,"  Moon Child said, "I have to get down to the Nuclear Stadium for that gig.  Want to come along?"

Freddie said, "I think I'm going to make another try at this thing.  You go ahead, I'll get in touch with you later."

They bisected the roach and ate it, washing it down with some bubbly wine, then Moon Child headed for the stadium and Freddie stuck his briefcase under his arm and headed for the entrance to New Battery Park in the old Stock Exchange landfill area.

He passed Niccolo's Berkeley East, the Jewel Spa, Ira's New Gramophone, Renton's Dairy Restaurant, Lunar Earthside (with a twinge from some long-forgotten engram or other), the Lindsay Memorial Monument, Villa Pensa II, Sam's Woe, and finally reached the park itself.  At the gate he swung over the top of the iron fence, the guards studiously looking the other way as was local custom. He dropped softly to the blacktop walk inside the fence.

The sun had dropped behind the Hoboken skyline; a full moon struggled to push some light down through layers of cloud, a dust and dirt.  Off to the west a flame-colored streak moved across the sky, some suborbital liner trailing a wake of burned  garbage as it cut through the semi-plasma of junk  held in atmospheric suspension miles above the earth.  The grass beyond the blacktop walk gleamed oily with evening dew.

Freddie sprinted along the blacktop, carefully counting paces and ticking off landmarks in his mind.  Three playgrounds and a public bathhouse after entering the park he cut ninety degrees onto the wet grass, his curled toes moving like the prows of Venetian gondolas in the days before the canals had grown so caustic that gondola hulls  were eaten away and the gondoliers and their passengers poisoned by the noxious waters.

He took a half-right at a coin-operated fresh air dispenser, nearly killed himself by inadvertently treading on the back of a naked man and was rewarded with mixed curses in a male voice and sounds  of enthusiasm in a female one, swung across an ornamental glass-topped stream by using an artificial overhead tree limb, and stopped dead in the middle of an old-fashioned manhole cover.

He pulled a flat sheet form his briefcase, laid it on the center of the manhole, smoothed and stretched it until its contours matched those of the metallic disk and its edges coincided  with those of the cover.  He reached in the briefcase again, drew out a small nozzle-ended tube, squeezed a few drops of viscous stuff onto the center of the sheet and hunkered back contentedly to watch the gunk glow in patterns of pink and yellow. 

While Freddie watched the goo slowly spread across the now round sheet, its pink and yellow luminescence slowly spreading until the whole manhole cover glowed with seemingly random lines and blotches.  With deliberate grace the lines and blotches wavered and slid, appearing to try one arrangement after another, patterning and repatterning themselves. Finally they become stationary.

With a small grunt of satisfaction Freddie tapped out a series of  paradiddles on selected blotches.  He ran a fingernail down a line, tapped another blotch, ran several more lines, heard a low tone from the sheet and leaned back agaisn. The manhole cover and the sheet on top of it seemed to waver in the weak moonlight. They grew translucent, seemed to turn to mist.

Freddie stepped back onto the pink and yellow sheet and sank slowly into the ground.

Beneath the manhole  he found himself in a small room.  Walls gleamed an enamel white.  There was a monopodal chair, its support faired (?) into the level floor.  Light poured into the room from the walls, ceiling and floor undiscriminatingly.  Freddie looked back at  the area above his head where he had entered the room.. The pink and yellow mist turned translucent as he watched, then solid, then faded entirely as the white gleam of the room spread overhead and restored its uniformity.

He took two steps and hoisted himself onto the armless chair.  Sitting in it, his feet did not quite reached the floor.  He looked down, saw a few traces of dew and blades of grass that he had tracked in waver and dissolve into the whiteness.

A faint sussuration filled his ears.  He was unable to determine  whether is was the hiss of air passing through the small room or the rush of blood through the capillaries of his ears.  He found himself fidgeting on the chair, lifting himself off the warm seat with his hands, reaching the floor with the toes of his shoes, settling back onto the seat with his feet swinging a  couple of inches above the  floor.

He cleared his throat, opened his briefcase, peered in, inventoried its contents, closed it again, swung his feet, discovered that the chair could swivel, spun once widdershins, once again clockwise, cleared his throat  again, hummed a phrase from "Woodstock," kicked the base of the chair once with his heels, found the sensation unpleasant, sat still.

He looked around, checked out the ceiling and floor once again, and said "Um, well…."

In another twenty-two  and three eighths seconds a metallic voice said "Well what?"

"Well what if it's the end of the whole Caribbean area and the southeastern United States?"

"What is?  Why are you here?  Have you completed your mission?"

Freddie said "I know WAIT SOME expects agents to complete assignments unassisted but this is an exception.  I need help.  This is a gigantic case."

"Tell me everything," said the voice.

Freddie began with his suspicions, recited the incident of the takeoff at the BART landfill site and the hijacking, his adventures in the Indian Ocean, over South Africa, in Buenos Aires with Big Jesus, in Cuba with Diana Prinze and her chauffeur , in the new Village, Renwak , Montreal, and back in the New  Village.

At the end of Freddie's narration the metallic voice laughed.  The white walls around Freddie darkened and wavered, took on new form, new colors.  He found himself in the back room of the New Salty Dog tavern.  Facing Freddie across a wooden desk was  stern-faced black man. The black man laughed and laughed, his voice sounding metallic through the speakers of the underground room.

Freddie's feet began to feel wet. He looked down and saw water creeping into the room. He looked back at the black man, saw him and the back room at the New Salty Dog waver and fade. The  room went back to its gleaming white. The water continued to rise.

Freddie clambered onto the  seat in the middle of the room. He stood up, his head four or five  feet below the white enamel ceiling.  He pulled open his briefcase, took out a softball-sized cann(?)ister and pointed it to a spot on the ceiling directly above his head. He steadied himself  as best he could on the chair, held his breath, closed his eyes and pressed  stud on the cann(?)ister. There was a solid thunk.
He opened his  eyes and looked down. The water was most of the way up the support of the chair. He turned back to the ceiling.  A sapphire-blue speck was revolving on the ceiling, moving in small but slowly enlarging spirals. Round and round  the brilliant point moved, its pattern reaching the size of an old Kennedy half-dollar, an Eisenhower dollar, a Julian Bond scrip-piece.  Freddie followed the blue gleam round and round until he jerked his eyes away, nearly tumbling from his perch. Water was up to the edge of the chair. 

Above Freddie there was a creaking sound.  The blue spiral's circumference had reached a size of a manhole.  Freddie held his hands above his head.  With a screeching noise the manhole cover tipped inward, hung for a moment, then fell into the white room.  Freddie managed to get both hands under it, holding his briefcase crunched between his white-tight clad knees.  He weaved sideways.  The manhole cover splashed into the water. 

Freddie tossed his briefcase up through the hole  onto the ground outside.  He crouched on the chair-seat, leaped upward, caught the edge of the hole with both hands and heaved up, dragged himself through the hole, rolled gasping onto the ground.  He found his briefcase by crawling in circles around the hole, and rolled over, clutching it to his chest and cursing.

Chapter 10

AND THEN IT'S  GOING TO WHAT? 

Driving home from the computer factory one night Freddie ran a slightly-trembling hand through his brush-cut and heaved a big sigh.

Pindar Parker blew a cloud of cigar smoke at the Camero electrobot's air conditioning valve and chortled at his momentary triumph over the device. He blared his klaxon at an old VW microbus that had somehow got caught in the masses of shiny new vehicles pouring out of the computer factory's parking lot and laughed again.

Freddie coughed nervously.

"Sompin matter, boy?"  Pindar Parker asked.  "Sompin getting to ya?"

"Not exactly," Freddie said. "I'm just a little bit puzzled."

"Well then!" said Pindar conclusively.

Freddie fidgeted.

"Maybe you just need a good belt of something strong.  A little drinkie-poo to fix you up."

Freddie remained silent , watching the traffic.

"Not just horny, are ya?"  Pindar roared with laughter. "Maybe fix ya up with sompin if that's  it, but when I was your age I  knew where to find what I wanted."

"Actually, is has to do with work," Freddie said.

"Oho! Does it!"  Suddenly Pindar was entirely serious. "Out with it boy!  You know, management know you live with us now, and your behavior reflects on me.  Don't step out of line! I have career to think of. What's wrong?"

"Well it's this Ray Collins businees," Freddie siad.

"Collins?  Who's that?"

"You must know him, Pindar. He was director of systems strategies. There was big writeup on him in the last issue of the company paper."

"So?"

"So today there was an announcement on the bulletin board that he was leaving the company."

"Wouldn't know about aout that. Don't read bulletin boards.  Too busy doing my own work..  Advise you to do the same, boy,  keep out of trouble and don't ask questions."

"Gee, Pindar , I thought  I could talk to you."

Pindar reached across the dashboard in front of Freddie and tapped the glove compartment with one finger. "Reach  in there and hand me what you find, boy."

Freddie complied. He handed the bottle to Pindar. Pindar  held the wheel with one hand, looked around to assure himself that no driver nearby  was a member of his management reporting chain, tilted back his head, took a healthy pull at the bottle, handed it back to Freddie. Freddie put it away while Pindar wiped his mouth with back of his hand.

"Now that you  mention it, boy, I do recall that we used to have some fellow with a name like that. What's it to ya?"

"Well, the announcement said that he has resigned for personal reasons and was leaving effective immediately. All the guys in my department say he was fired for sleeping with his secretary, Jan Standard."

"Nonsense. Private conduct of employees is there own affair. Says so in the manager's manual, black  and white, gospel, absolute truth, company policy."

"Then everybody who told me was wrong?    He wasn't sleeping with Jan?  I've seen her and I don’t really see the appeal, but then she must have something  or she wouldn't be married  to that fellow down in medium cool assembly technology.  Way did Collins leave?   Everybody seemed to think that he had a bright future with the company. Then all  of a sudden, good-bye."

Pindar  tapped the glove compartment again, leaving his hand on  Freddie's knee afterwards.  Freddie got the bottle and put it in Pindar's hand. Pinde(?)r took another long pull and kept the bottle.

"Okay boy , you didn't hear this from  me and if you pass it on anybody asks where you got it and you tell 'em it was me, I'll have your ass, understand?  What happened was Jan Standard was on overtime.  Ray Collins could rent a hotel room for a staff conference, Standard would tell her husband she had to stay over for work, and the two of them would shack up with a bottle or three and come back to work in the morning." 

Freddie looked puzzled.  "Is that what Collins got fired for?"

"Now you're catching on," Pindar  said. ""Right, he got fired, he didn’t resign, and that's why."

"But I thought private morality…you know…manager's manual , all that stuff."

"Of course!" blurted Pindar.  "Look , Freddie you're  in accounting. The company didn't  care who was screwing who as long as it didn't impact their work effectiveness. But Collins had Standard on overtime. Management didn't care if they wanted to go to bed, but when he started paying her time and half out of the company funds for the time they spent in bed, that's when the shit hit the fan!"

"Oh," said Freddie.






***

Freddie made it back uptown to the Nuclear Stadium in quick time. He dodged a lady tourist's big blue frog on a glittering leash, jumped when somebody's pet orange iguana nipped him on the ass, entered the stadium and stopped for a quick bit of food.  A flatchested and narrow hipped girl in a toga learned against him and said, "Your place or mine?"

He said "Neither. Go home to Syosset and grow up first, then come and ask me."

She threw a sticky popcorn ball in his face and stalked off crying. Freddie tasted the popcorn,  subvocalized "Nice hash," bought a cup of Mother Maid cocoa to go with it and had a hash popcorn cocoa to eat. Somebody had left a copy of the latest Sybarris  on the counter and he leafed idly as he ate, flipping for a story on the all-female crew of the first Mars expedition to one on an anthropology professor at the University  of Celebes who claimed to have discovered a new position  for intercourse (turned out to be a minor variation on Old Hundredth; Freddie snorted and shook his carroty curls) to a recipe for chocolate sour cream waffles in cannabis sauce.

He finished his  snack, left Sybarris behind without even bothering to look at the porny strips and want ads and headed upstairs to the concert hall.

When he came in the light show was flashing heroic portraits of the Chicago Conspiracy trial  defendants in reversed color while Moon Child and the Cyclamates finished a long chorus of "Only the Beginning." When  they finished there was a pause for applause, the house kipper came on stage for a quick announcement or nine and the Cyclamates started a slow, low instrumental buildup. For a couple of minutes Moon Child started singing. 

It was the "Ode to the Secret Locomotive."  A huge cheer went up as thousands of people in the room recognized the piece.   By the time Freddie could hear again Moon Child was up to the famous metallurgy verses of the Ode:

Thy wheels adamant thy  frame platinum, thy cells terradium, aquadium!

Thou  art lightning  shivering on the metals ,thy breathless  flights  affright the Nuclear Stadium!

The song went on, the light show switching to scenes of the battle of Lhasa, red and green lamas contending for control of the city. From behind a dizzying op proscenium painting, preceded by the sound of his electronic sax , emerged Clark Elmore, his black skin shining a luminous blue in the Nuclear Stadium's show lighting.  A cheer rose; Elmore's sax wove into the Cyclamates' music as Moon Child sang "The influence of life animates thy form, that flashes through valleys and on mountains high!"

A sound like a harp, a banjo, a balalaika, a guitar, a mandolin, a viola di gamba and dozen more stringed instruments combined joined the Ode:  S. I. Hayakawa pranced onstage, twanging wildly on his string multiplexer. Another cheer rose, Moon Child sang 'The Forests roar as thou goest past, the gorge echoes thy thunder!'

To Freddie's right a young girl with her hair done into solid shaft rising vertically two feet over her head burst into tears and collapsed sobbing, "It's so beautiful I can't stand it!"

Stagehands rolled Max Marx's drumset onstage. Max seated behind the  biggest bass, thumping away with a pedals and drumsticks on the heads and cymbals.  Another cheer, ands Moon Child sang  'Thy savage wheels ravage space; convulsed with life, thy tireless form devours the heights of heaven!' 

Now Moon Child paused swaying slightly with the rhythm of the Ode while Cyclamates and the Sacred Locomotive worked out of the standard arrangement of the song into a wild jam, the Cyclamates playing tight, solid riffs, the Locomotive swooping, roaring, crashing, Elmore and Hayakawa taking off into wild duets, leaving the others on the Stadium  stage while they soared high among the rafters raining notes in intricate weaves down onto the audience.

At last the solos ended ,the  jam quieted into a rhythmic vamping that set the entire stadium into a stamping response.  Bonzo Borzoi strode onstage ,embraced Moon Child  for a moment, then they stood, arms around each other and hit their final lines of the Ode. Borzoi shaking his head and twitching his free hand as if he were fingering a keyboard resting on Moon Child's navel, Moon Child with both arms around Borzoi, her cheek pressed against him.

His voice was a gravelly blues shout hers had a high, almost  antiquely romantic sound. He bulled into each  note, she slid in and around, letting him provide the structural rod of the singing while she turned her voice into a musical filigree round and round his. 

Labor and Glory and terror leap as thy thundering feet go by;

Thy axles burn with steady sweep, till on wings, till on wings of fire they  fly!

The song was over, the stadium filled with cheers and cries from the audience. Freddie struggled through the crowd, found his way to side exit from the auditorium, squeezed through a door marked No Admittance and found in a narrow, dingy hallway. 

He followed the corridor in the general direction of the stage, trusting to his location sense to tell him if he was headed  right.  The corridor led to a short ramp through a couple of sound and  light  baffles, then opened up and Freddie found himself where he had hoped to, in the stage wings.

To the side he could see the stage, the two bands still intermixed. For a moment as he watched Bonzo Borzoi and Moon Child singing together  his mind flashed across the years to another night the one when Curt Newton and the Futuremen had played the James Knox Polk Memorial Auditorium and Freddie had sat in the front row nursing laryngitis and sharing illegal fudged with Alicia Ashkenazi.

A stagehand brushed him and the fantasy was gone, he was back at the Nuclear Stadium in New Village and he had a bald spot no larger than a speck on the horizon.  He strolled farther backstage, watched the light show crew performing their arcane art with opaque projector, film loops, videotape players and the rest of their tools.

He spent the rest of the performance watching the light show and the musicians alternately.  When the show ended after long encores he collared Moon Child and started to tell her what had happened underneath the park.

"Not here," she said.  "We're all going to an afterhours place and hear a great group play.  You're invited."  She reached inside her clothes, scrabbled around, came out with a scrap of wrinkled paper and the stub of a nearly deceased pencil.  "Turn around," she siad.  Freddie did and felt Moon Child writing something, leaning against his back. She said "Okay."

He turned again.  She handed him the slip of paper.

"That's the place.  Be there in about an hour.  If they won't let you in show them that slip and if they still won't let you in ask for me. It's strictly a closed door party for pros--no fans allowed.  We don't meant to be snobbish or anything, it's just that once in a while musicians like to lie around and talk to other musicians with nobody else there.  But they'll let you in on my say so."

"Thanks," said Freddie, " I wouldn't intrude but this is important."

She disappeared into the milling backstage crowd.  In the mob Freddie recognized several familiar figures--fat Hayakawa, black ticcing Elmore--but decided to wait for later to ask for help.  Instead he wandered back into the slowly disbanding audience in the Nuclear Stadium, borrowed a few drags from generous Twonkers as he moved toward the exit, then found himself back in the street.

He strolled aimlessly, finally wound up drinking on-the-house coffee at Birnbaum and Tilden's all-night bookstore.  A radio was playing old music softly, the store's ancient wooden floors and shelving were lit with incredible incandescent lights--they had to be the last ones on the island of Manhattan.

Freddie wandered into the Literature section and examined tattered copies of classics by Panshin, Junior Atheling, Knight, Rogers, and the rest of that crew.  HE strolled on to humor, ran his hands over the dusty bindings of a complete set of the works of John Kendrick Bangs, moved on to fiction and coveted a beautiful first edition of Seaports in the Moon, a thick Again Dangerous Visions marked "50¢--as is"   with one long story defaced on every page, a hand-tooled leather set of the Zanthar books marked with an astronomical price. 

His hands dirtied and his nerves soothed by an hour among the stacks he returned his empty cup to a vigorous old man with a pure white moustache and went back into the New Village street outside   the store.

On the way to the address Moon Child had given him he dodged a tiger-striped mutated lungfish on  a cart and supposedly tame bonsai bald eagle belonging to some Twonkers, narrowly avoided being run down as he crossed streets against pedestrian control signals and finally stood on a cracked sidewalk outside an ancient commercial building long since converted to loft apartments.

He checked the building number  checked the  intersection--Beaver between Broad and Whitehall--and looked up to at the grimly undistinguished façade. He pushed through an ornamental grill clearly designed to keep out intruders but now left unlocked, waited for a slow elevator and rode to the top story in a dimlit car filled with the remembered odors of last night's delights.

The elevator opened onto a hallway with a single door marked "PH." He pressed the small button beside the door and heard a chain rattle as the door opened a crack, closed again, then opened wide as Moon Child welcomed him in.  "Come on," she said, "everybody's here.  All of the Locomotives and the Cyclamates, some stray shickerdees, and the great ones are about to start." 

She pulled him through the door. As he passed the jamb from the dingy hallway it was like stepping into a Gilbert Morosco party.  Lines wavered, planes warped, colors blended and changed and formed unfathomable patterns; odors   penetrated his head, drove openings through passages that had been dead for years from pollution atrophy; strange tinglings   came and went in his organs; his skin seemed almost to move with a will of its own; his hair rose and danced. 

 "What?" said Freddie.

"Don’t you love it?" said Moon Child. "It's Simon's new environment show. The group's been inactive of a long time, but for their comeback he invented the TES.  Instead of just a light show at their concert they'll using this."

She took his hand and it felt as if an animate rose had grasped him.  He looked down at their hands, saw that she had as well and asked, "What does it feel like to you?"

She said  "I'm not sure.  Either purple or middle C."

They walked into the room.  It was large--if that much was reliable in the TES--and almost bare, but the walls persisted in performing as if they were alive and full of creative energy, flashing colors, pictures, textures, abstract geometrics.  Freddie watched the musicians setting up their equipment on  a low dais and stopped, frozen.

"Wait a minute," he said.  "You told me Simon invented the TES, Simon who?"

"Wright."

"Of the Futuremen?"

"Didn't I tell you it was an old group coming back?  Sure, you must remember Curtis Newton and the Futuremen."

For a moment Freddie felt weak. He sat down, pulling Moon Child beside  him onto a reupholstered park bench or maybe the back of a silently bellowing hippopotamus.  "Sure," Freddie said, "I remember Curt Newton and the Futuremen." 

He felt a gentle tugging at the curled toe of one of  his shoes.  He looked down and saw it there, glittering, flashing back the multiple colors of the total environment show from its own diamond-like crystals, its faceted eyes and jointed legs now and again dazzling the eye as a ray of light happened to be reflected at a critical angle.

Freddie said "Excuse me, Pansy," and stood up. The crystal spider seemed to understand  that he would follow and started striding across the floor on its eight jointed legs that made sweet tinkling sounds as they  moved.. Freddie followed it carefully, watching  the spider move confidently across a floor that changed from haunted green  seabottom to grassy meadow  to the sere surface of the moon to the carpeted plushness of an emir's harem.

The spider stopped at the edge of the dais and a long, graceful arm reached down for it.  The spider jumped into the hand, was lifted to a flowing grecian gown and settled contentedly with a final tinkle as it was nestled to the light-covered bosom.

"I know you," the beautiful woman said, You're the man who sang so well for once , but wouldn't sing more.  What's your name?" 

He blushed like a schoolboy.  "Freddie Fong Fine," he said.  He looked at the floor and scraped his toe in a temporary field of solid ice.

Joan Randall said  "Well  I'm  glad to meet you at last, Freddie. Come on up and I'll introduce you to everybody."

He did and she did. They were all older but all the same-Curt Newton with his electronic strings, Otho Protean the lithe rhythm guitarist, massive Gardner Grag the drummer, Simon Wright with his theremin.

Freddie stood beside Joan Randall talking  to Simon. "How much do you know about electronics?" he asked.

Simon  said he knew a lot  "Worked in it long before I got into music, kept its up on the side all the time I was  playing , and since I started tinkering around with the TES I've really kept abreast of the state.  In fact, I've got a few thing in my gadgets that I don't think anybody else has at all, not yet!"

Freddie said "Look, this just might be a lot more important than just an environment show to go along with a concert."  Simon looked wrathful.  "Uh, I don't mean the show isn't important," Freddie siad, " but there might be another application for your, uh, developments, other than in the field of entertainment." 

"We'll see about that," snapped Simon.

"Why don't you sit down by the stage," Joan said, "We're about to start our set."

Freddie sat on the edge of the dais.  His eyes never left Joan Randall until they turned off their instruments and Newton siad, "Now let's just join the party."

Later Freddie managed to round up Curt Newton, Simon, Moon Child and Bonzo Borzoi.  "Look," he said, "this is something that some of you already know parts of.  The rest of it will sound strange, but it's all true and it is incredibly important.

Then he recited his whole story, up and to including his narrow escape form the underground eggshell in the park.  At the end of it Newton said, "Wild story, man, but what do you expect us to do about it?  I mean, we're all just musicians, you want the swinies or the forgodsake army or somebody don't you?"

"Simon, I'm no scientist but just from hanging aroudn music halls a lotplus my own work of course--I can recognize a few things.  This TES of yours works by electronic induction, right?"

"Curt Newton and Simon Wright both nodded.

"Okay, what's unusual about your stuff is that it doesn't need a receivng device--it works directly on the nervous system.  Do I still have it doped out?"

More nods.

"Okay.  Now the problem is, my own organization has been infiltrated by a group that wants this disaster to happen, so I can't work through them, and any other government body would put me on the funny farm if I went in with my story.  First thing they'd do would be to check with WAIT SOME and second thing it would be Freddie goes bye-bye."

"I still don't see what you want from us, " Newton said.

"What I want is first the answer to two questions.  Question number one"--Freddie held up the fingers of one hand and ticked off with the other--"Can you directionalize  that gadget , Simon, and transmit to a particular individual, one who's far away?"

Simon scratched his head for a minute.  "Yeah," he said.  "I could do that. In fact I'd have to wire up a person at one end, and he could act as a direction finder."

"Great," said Freddie.  "Second, instead of using your rig to transmit these generalized, random sense distortions, could you use it to transmit specific messages?"

"Oh, easily,"  Wright said.  "We could do that now by feeding in different stuff instead of the random stimulations we use. If you were wired in as direction finder, you could , ah…say!"  A big, startled grin  crossed the musician's face.  "I never thought of that before. The TES could be used as kind of wireless telepathy telephone!"

 Freddie threw both arms around Wright and hugged him.  "Simon, I'm not sure but I think you've saved the world form cataclysm!"  HE let him go.

"I still don't see now this is going to avert that disaster,"  Newton said.

"Okay, look.  We have a stop at least one of those launches, preferably both. There've been hundreds, thousands of shots from Merritt Island but never one of this scale.  And Sagua La Grande has been used less, and certainly only for smaller shots. If these two giants go off, especially if they go of simultaneously--"

"We know, we know," said Moon Child.  "How can the TES stop them?"

"Right.  First of all, normal WAIT SOME channels are useless to me, but if Simon can get me into telepathic contact with Big Jesus in Buenos Aires, he can mobilize a strike force and have a fighting chance against the Sagua launch.  And as for Merritt…this may sound crazy, but I think I can convince Captain Goldberg to pick us up and get us to Florida in time to stop that one ourselves.

"The Reverend Perry will have his followers whooping it up on the mainland, and all the security that the government can muster will be laid on against them. That'll be mostly or entirely on the land side.  Maybe they'll have some small craft pickets out in the Atlantic, but nobody for  sure would expect an Israeli submarine to land an attack party at Cape Kennedy!"

Newton, Wright, Borzoi and Moon Child stood starring at Freddie.  For a moment there was a dead silence.  Freddie looked at the four faces, then down at the floor which had turned to the surface of a giant hot fudge sundae with the thick syrup flowing among hillocks of chilled whipped cream and an occasional peak of ice cream sticking up into the prismatic pseudo-sunshine of the loft.

"Absolutely insane!"  said Curtis Newton.

"I love it!"  said Moon Child.

"You can give me a hand with the circuit modifications, Freddie," said Simon Wright.

Chapter 11,

THIS CAN'T BE THE END OF THE WORLD, I JUST RENEWED MY SUBSCRIPTION!

Friday nights the bar at Treasure  Island was full of highly-paid professionals from the computer factory, tired, tense , ready to explode into a few megapieces if  they didn't do something to unwind. In 1985,  of course, not many of them would be boozing any more, assuming of course, that the computer factory were still in the  United States  and not in the Republic  of New Africa, but back when Freddie Fong Fine was still mooning after Alicia Ashkenazi, rooming with the Pindar Parker family, and working  as an employee information and communications specialist (third class; he'd been promoted diagonally out of his job as a machine operator) they still drank a lot, smoked a lot of tobacco, had a lot of cirrhotic livers, cancerous lungs, heart ailments, automobile wrecks, people suffering from the DTs, and assorted  other alcohol and tobacco related miseries, which was undeniably unfortunate but part of the unavoidable price of civilization, which must be paid as cheerfully as possible, especially as long as youth was protected against dangerous drugs.

Anyway it had been an unusually  trying week, and although Freddie had by now purchased himself a set of fans (used, modest, in keeping with his position as a third class professional man, not too posh, not too spartan) he got finished at the factory about the same time as Pindar Parker and they drove separately and met at  the swinging doors of Barnacle Bill's bar, the downstairs section of Treasure Island.

People mostly just ate dinner upstairs, in the Bluebeard Room, which was full of bored tense sophomores from nearby Valerian College dinning with their rich worried parents, the girls wondering how many martinis it would take their fathers to work up enough courage to ask, "You haven't experimented with that awful marijuana or heroin or anything like that, have you, darling; because if you have Mother and I are behind you one hundred per cent of the way but you must be honest with us,"  and how many manhattans it would take their mothers to work up  enough courage to ask, "You still do have your chastity, don't you, dear, because if you've done anything  foolish your father and I are behind you  one hundred percent of the way but you must tell us now and not come crawling home next Easter pregnant and expect us to do anything for you,."  And what to say when they did.

But downstairs in Barnacle Bill's Bar it was school's out night for  the computer factory people, not the guys who actually built the things but the engineers and programmers and managers, men and women, and when they got away from the puritanical environment of the factory they did tend to overreact just a wee tiny bit.

Felix Gremmilion the bartender knew it.  Every Friday at 4:30 or so he would phone upstairs for reinforcements  and one or two associate bartenders and a couple of waitresses would meander down the narrow wooden stairs, duck under the swinging sign at the foot of the stairs, and station themselves near Felix ready to lend a hand when the business got too hot for one man to handle alone, which is did from time to time; in fact, every single Friday night when the computer factory let out for the week. 

This particular week Pindar and Freddie met at the swinging doors and dived together to establish possession one of the few small tables that dotted the floor of  Barnacle Bill's; most of the patrons stood, initially at the bar, feet up on a traditional brass rail, later, as the crowd grew larger and consequently (since the dimensions of the room were fixed) more dense, covering the entire available floor space with vertical bodies, a fortunate stroke at that as it held people upright on most Friday nights who in more spacious quarters would surely have found themselves in a horizontal posture (if they were conscious of posture at all).

This particular table had been occupied by the parents of a valerian junior who had arranged to meet her parents at Treasure island rather than her room (she was a little worried about what they'd have to say when they met her roommate  and decided that it would be better to avoid their meeting her roommate at all--at least indefinitely if not foreer).  Father and Mother arrived early and decided to await their  offspring downstairs in Barnacle Bill's bar (Mother remarked on the quaint décor and father commented favorably on their brands of liquor) but when the computer factory people arrive before their daughters they decided. that it would be best to move upstairs and take their table in the Bluebeard Room, and wait for her up there.

Not a  bad decision.

Freddie and Pindar sat clutching the edges of their  captured table possessively, exchanging dirty looks with a lady programmer and her managers who had dived from the opposite direction at the departure of Father and Mother but lost, when Freddie's and Pindar's  expressions slowly altered into clenched-jaw grins as their defeated foes shoved back into the standing crowd, the programmer's manager muttering just audibly, "I'll get that bastard's man number, and once I do he'll regret this shit!"

Pindar picked up the tab for the first  round of drinks, Freddie for the second.  After that they were both unwound enough to exchange obscene evaluations  of their retreating waitress although Freddie noticed that the tense tremors in Pindar's hand still made it tough for him to hold his drink and Pindar noticed that Freddie still rubbed his brush cut nervously and sprayed dandruff onto his shoulders.   "Maybe you ought to wear lighter suits, Freddie. I know that dark is better generally, but sometimes there's a tradeoff and you have to make a choice."

"Thanks," said Freddie, "I'll think about that."

Then Freddie paid for the third round of drinks and they both started feeling (as they put it) "almost human again," which was not a bad way to feel either, in view of the fact that the weekend was upon them and Pindar wouild have to face Penelope, Petulia, and Pauline for the next two days as well as nights, it being that godawful time of year when it was too late for hunting, too early for golf, the ski slopes were bare, sailing season hadn't started yet, the bowling league wasn't  active, and even the pro sports playoffs weren't  to be seen on TV.

Furthermore the Chairman had sent around a manager's bulletin about not spending too many overtime hours at work in view of a man's obligation to his family (what had provoked that letter was the murder of a circuit designer by his wife who told the cops:  "It's that *****! Computer factory and their ninety-hour weeks; they turned him into a monster and I killed him!") and the company's well-known traditional emphasis on human values, so poor Pindar figured he'd better not spend this weekend in his office.  Of course there was always his playroom; he'd had  a great time in his John Mitchell disguise last week.  But still , he'd probably have to talk to Penelope, Petulia, and Pauline, not just issue his usual orders but actually engaged in verbal intercourse (a worthless kind, he knew), and Barnacle Bill's Bar was without question the best place to get one's self prepared for that kind of ordeal, so he ordered a double round, silently decided not to tip the waitress when she pointedly shoved his hand off the front of her peasant blouse, and grumbled almost subvocally, "Is this how I want to spend my life?"

"Wha?"  said Freddie Fong Fine, grabbing a handful of pretzels from a plastic bowl being carried by a waitress with two streaming mugs of beer in her other hand.

"I said 'This is the life, isn't it, boy?'" Pindar Parker ground out between molars well filled under the provisions of the company's humanitarian employee medical and dental benefits plan.

His stomach hurt, though..






****

"Crazy I said you were the first time I met you, Fong Fine," said Captain Goldberg. He gazed at Freddie through gold-rimmed, darkly tinted glasses. The pale light of his cabin, nearly the same color as his corpse-white skin, glinted malevolently from the lenses of his spectacles.

"And yet, Freddie, when you first spoke to me through your friend Simon's amazing device, I began to think maybe that I was the crazy one. You know I was sound asleep.  I woke up and started talking to you and that woke up Isobelle.  She said 'Isaac,  you're dreaming!'

"'No,' I said, 'Isobelle, I am definitely not dreaming. There is definitely a voice in my head, you remember, Freddie Fine who was here with the Phantom Dodo and that whole weird bunch.  Crazy I might be, but not dreaming.  Either crazy or Freddie Fine is putting his voice in my head somehow."

"And Isobelle, uh, Commander Scherer, what did she do?"  Freddie asked.

"She said 'Isaac, if you're crazy or if you're sane, in any case a cup of tea wouldn't hurt,' and she went and brought me tea.  Also she brought Commander Fawzi so our allies wouldn't think it was an Israeli trick, and Morris Levy from the union, the sailors should be kept informed what's happening to me .


"I said 'Isobelle, Azizile, Moishe, if I'm not crazy we have to go to New York and pick up Freddie Fine and a bunch of his rattle musician friends and take them to Florida.'

"Morris says 'Isaacle, from New York to Florida Freddie wants to go, so he can't take an airplane like everybody else?  We have to operate Goldberg's Atlantic Coast Submarine Line?'

"Freddie, I tell you, it wasn't easy convincing them."  He stopped and sipped his tea.  "Ah, that's good.  Nothing like tea.  It wasn't easy convincing myself either.  It's very strange to think you're maybe going crazy.  Everything seems normal and sane except you.  At one point I think Isobelle and Morris and Aziz were ready to have Sergeant Abramson put me in a strait jacket . But once you convinced me that it was really you and not some engram from before I was born talking in my head, then I could convince the rest of them.

"So here we are."

"We all really appreciate it, Captain," Freddie said.  His sweeping gesture included the dozen men and two  girls who clustered behind him in the captain's cramped office aboard the Traif.  "If you don't mind, sir, I think we'd all like to take on last look at New New New York before it goes out of sight.  After all, we don't know how many of us will ever see it again."

Goldberg waved a pallid hand in dismissal and they filed out of the cabin, down a companion way, upladders, through hatches, and onto the deck of the surfaced submarine.  In a few minutes they stood lining the edge of the deck, watching New New New York seemingly sink into the Atlantic while the evening sun silhouetted most of the tall buildings, glinted a golden  red where it reflected off the windows and girders of the very tallest.  Standing proudly in the harbor, rolling pin upraised in one gigantic hand, skillet at her aproned side, the great Statue of Aunt Jemima was the last part of New New  New York visible to ships bearing out to sea.

"What took you so long?"  Freddie mouthed silently.  He looked down the line of his cohorts.  The Sacred Locomotive, Moon Child and the Cyclamates, Curtis Newton and the Futuremen.  As a triple bill at the James Knox Polk or even at the Nuclear Stadium  they would be positively mindglowing.  As a task force to head off a world disaster….He shook his head to clear away the despair, looked back to watch the tip of Aunt Jemima's rolling pin sink beneath the garbage-clotted waves, and turned, with the other, back toward the hatch and into the Traif.  

Belowdecks the Traif's communications officer was waiting for Freddie.  "We've been monitoring Cuban broadcasts," the Israeli said.  "Captain Goldberg said you'd be interested in their  evening news bulletin, Mr Fine.  Would you like it in the original, or a quick English gloss?"

"Wha, oh, in English please."

"Uh, basically, sir, the Cubans claim that they captured an invading force this evening off Sague la Grande. It's quite a confused report, I think it must have got  garbled with another item altogether because there was mention of a Great Jesus leading the invasion.  Anyway, and this is the oddest part, the Cuban radio says that the invasion was prevented  largely through the help of an American chaplain named Diana Prinz at Guantanamo Bay.  Does that make sense, Mr  Fine?" 

"Yes it does.  Tell the captain thanks for me, will you?"  Freddie stumbled away. That night he borrowed some blankets and made an impromptu sleeping bag for himself on the floor beside Joan Randall's bunk, and moaned and writhed in his sleep, and reached up and grabbed Joan's hand, and subsided. In the morning  he visited the ship's pharmacy very very early, then joined the Locomotive and the Cyclamates and the Futuremen in the galley for a light breakfast and then got outfitted along with the others in light, comfortable clothes.

They assembled in the prow of the Traif.  Captain Goldberg met them, wished them luck, reminded them that once he beached the Traif they had less than a minute before the submarine would back off and head out to sea again; then they would be on their own. 

Everyone nodded and mumbled their understanding.

They turned back to the forward observation screen as the captain left the  room.  The  Traif was near the surface level, the sun coming from behind it lightening the Atlantic waters and highlighting the the larger chunks of flotsam--masses of floating  garbage, abandoned and woterlogged houseboats that had broken away from the abortive Sargasso Colony, an old Mercury space capsule, miscellaneous junk.

Now the shallow sea bottom was visible, and ahead the edge of land rising bright into the polluted morning, and across an invisible  expanse of scrub vegetation and  sand, the skyscraper stages of the Beladon, one of the first two ships destined to carry men--or rather woman--to another habitable planet.  And in the process, along with her clandestine sister ship at Sagua la Grande, the doom of a major portion of the world!

The sea bottom rushed closer beneath the hull of the Traif.  There was a heavy scraping sound, the deck beneath the feet of Freddie and his companions pitched upwards.  They grasped stanchions for support, the extreme end of the cabin tipped forward and down and they sprinted out, carrying their light equipment with them.

They scurried up an oil-slicked beach, cleared a ridge of hummocky growth and threw themselves to the ground.  Freddie looked back and saw the great jaw of Traif clamp shut again.  The ship shuddered, seemed for a moment to pause, stuck aground, then wrenched again back from the land and within second disappeared into the Atlantic waters. 

Freddie looked around.  To his left was Simon Wright, TES projector clutched to his chest.  To Freddie's right lay Moon Child, looking at him.  Beyond, in both directions, were all the rest, waiting for Freddie's signal. 

"Uh, thirty-six, twenty-three, thirty-five, hike!"  he half-shouted, giggled, and started forward.

They came to a wire fence after a hundred yards or so, looked left and right, saw no guards.  Freddie had hooked his faithful briefcase onto his belt with a little plastic gadget; now he opened it and pulled out of a quick-heater. He melted a foot-diameter hole near the bottom of the fence and crawled through. On the other side he started off again, slowing to let the others catch up.

In another hundred yards there was another fence, this time with an armed soldier paced up and down.  Freddie advanced as far as he could before the soldier noticed him, then stopped at the soldier's shouted command.

You guys all together?" the soldier   yelled.

Freddie hollard "Yeah!"

"What the fuck you doing here?"

We came to watch the Beladon launch."

"Holly smoke, you're not allowed out here.  This is the abort area.  I get hazardous duty pay just for patrolling here.  You belong over on the mainland.  How the hell did you get out here anyhow?"

Freddie looked covertly at Simon. He was fiddling with the controls of the total Environment Show Projector.

"And what's that thing?' the soldier demanded.

"A movie camera, " Simon shouted.

" Oh, wow,  you're really a bunch of bad guys!  No cameras allowed on the island itself without agency camera passes.  You guys come over here while I call for help."

Simon advanced toward the soldier; Freddie, Joan Randall, Moon Child and the others arrayed themselves behind him like kickoff tacklers behind the latest Hungarian soccer wizard.  Simon turned on the projector. Even though he tightbeaned it at the soldier there was enough sidewash to turn the ground into purple play-dough for Freddie, patterns of sinister ridges rippling from every step.  He looked at the others around him.

Simon had turned into a sinister Dr Cyclops, Joan into a version of the bride of Frankenstein  strikingly resembling Elsa Lancaster, Moon Child slithered forward as Dracula's daughter, beyond them to left and  right the musicians had turned to a leaping, roaring armada of night creatures:  werewolves, zombies, gorgons.  The air was a dark blue.  It crackled with terror and electric potential.

The solder was turned into an oversized Hansel, lederhozen and embroidered shirt provided by Simon's machine and Freddie's brain. The soldier cowered, nearly fell to the ground, then threw down a child's pack wrapped in a bandana and tied to the end of a stick (his rifle? Wondered Freddie) and fled screaming.

Freddie looked down at himself and saw a lurching shambling, linen-shrouded mummy.  He saw his form waver, seem to dissolve back to his normal appearance wearing borrowed submariner's clothes.  He looked at Simon and saw that he had turned of the TES projector.

"Wow!" said Freddie.  "Did we get that much just from leakage?"

"Mostly leakage," Simon said.  "And a little feedback from that poor sentry.  Sort of a contact high."

They cut through the fence and continued on.  Sand and scrub gave way to hard-packed soil and stunted trees.  Across the flat island Freddie could see the Beladon's rising, stage after stage, from a base as large in diameter as a football field, each succeeding stage narrower and narrower until the needle-like tip was lost in the low-hanging cloud and pollution layer.

Behind the heavy cement blockhouse that stood at the edge of the Beladon's pad was an empty 3707, sheltered by the blockhouse from the anticipated launch blast of the Beladon, fueled and ready to carry the official VIP observers back to the capitol after the launch.

Loudspeakers mounted on the roof of the blockhouse carried the final minutes of the countdown to the millions of sightseers, hollow-earth fanatics, and Male Liberation Front demonstrators on the mainland opposite Merritt Island. The amplified voice of the chief launch officer boomed over the islands and Cape Kennedy. Freddie heard the officer say "We are now in a brief scheduled hold. While we wait for the final countdown to resume, the commander of the Beladon may wish to say a few final words to us.  Miss Ashkenazi?"

Amplified to a million times its usual volume, the voice of Alicia Ashkenazi rolled across the flat, dry earth and filth-caked water.  "A dear friend once taught me a great lesson," she said.  "find out what  you really want to do and then do, it I didn't understood that, then, but I learned to later, and now we're going to Mars.  If that friend can hear me now, thanks."

Freddie and the others were crouched low, Freddie handing out small devices form his skin-like briefcase. "Let's go," he grunted after the last device had been handed to S.I. Hayakawa.

They started across the tarmac at a run, headed for the base of the Beladon.  Timing was critical--if they arrived too soon their damage would be repaired; too late and they would merely be crisped in the  flames of the launch. They had to reach the base of the spacecraft in time to set off melting charges at the base of the first stage just before it could be ignited.

Feet pounding on the hard concrete surface of the pad, breath starting to come in gasps ("I'm not twenty any more." Thought Freddie; "In fact, I'm not thirty any more") Freddie led the charge across Merritt Island.  They were within two hundred yards of the Beladon. There was  a stirring around the blockhouse.  They kept running.  They were a hundred fifty yards from the Beladon.

From behind the blockhouse a flat airider appeared.  Armed figures sat or clung to it.  Freddie kept running, eyes scanning the airider, counting the figures on it--they were outnumbered.

The airider swerved to a halt squarely between Freddie's squad and the space craft, the armed interceptors  drooping off the airider and forming a line to face Freddie's squad.  The defenders wore nondescript khaki.  Simon flicked on the TES projector but to cover the number of defenders he had to fan it wide, diffusing its effects so it did little good.

Freddie saw the leader of the defenders grinning widely. She was a gross, young-looking girl, her meaty hips straining her khaki trousers and rolls of belly fat and pendulous breasts oozing between the buttons of her shirt.

The defenders began firing stun-pellets at Freddie's men.  Freddie tried to hurl one of his melting charges over the heads of the defenders, hoping it would roll to the base of the Beledon and do its fiery work.. It fell far, far short and instead started a blaze that quickly reduced the airider  to melted rubble.

To Freddie's left he saw two, three of his men lying inert.  A few of the defenders facing them had gone down, seriously injured by the heat of charges hurled by Freddie's troops. To Freddie's right more of his volunteers had been stunned.  Their injuries would be slight once the charge wore off, but for now they were totally out of the fight.

Ahead of him the leader of the defense was running forward, shouting back over her shoulder, "Come on, get them!' but her soldiers chose to stay put, picking off Freddie's men one by one.

From beyond the close-packed multitude across the strait on the mainland there came a roaring sound, starting so faintly as to be barely discernible against the shouting and confusion on the Merritt Island pad. It grew closer and  louder and finally its source appeared, swooping low over the ground, staggering and shaking through the air:  a gaint Caproni bomber of nearly seventy years vintage, its three squared-off fabric covered wings held in place by dozens of struts that sang and hummed in the morning air.

Two in-line 300-horsepower engines pulled it through the murky atmosphere while an even larger 400-hourspower engine drove a wooden pusher prop behind the crew nacelle.  Two figures were visible in the front of the plane as it wavered over the gasping multitude; one an ancient, wizened man whose huge, faded walrus moustache  was visible even from Freddie's position, the other easily fifty years younger but otherwise made up to look like a rejuvenated edition of the first.  

The old man flew the bomber over the blockhouse, buzzing the squad of defenders who opposed Freddie's group; the young man threw hundreds of silvery objects about five inches long, peppering the defenders with them..

Behind the giant Caproni bomber the Beladon belched flames from its base , stood shrouded in red and golden streamers for a few seconds, then rose majestically from the ground, moving with barely perceptible velocity at first, then more and more rapidly, climbing almost straight into the air, its huge bulk and the heat of its exhaust flames punching a huge hole through the Florida-Atlantic pollution layer, leaving behind  a streamer of exhaust vapor topped by the huge fireball of the burning stage, the Beladon, itself hidden by the blinding brilliance of its great engine.

For long seconds the deafening thunder of the Beladon rocked and echoed across the island, and the bright morning sun poured through the temporary iris in the pollution layer bathing the land in a rarely seen pure golden light.

The Caproni circled around the launch complex, dropped lower to the ground, then came in once low and level and landed behind the concrete blockhouse beside the gleaming 3707. Two figures, one old and slow-moving, one younger, climbed down from the bomber's nacelle.

On the pad itself Freddie and Mavis stood gazing at each other.  "You know what it means?"  Freddie finally said.

Mavis merely nodded, reached into a khaki pocket and drew out a handful of glass ampoules.  "Help me," she said.  She and Freddie ran along the row of stunned attackers, administering antidotes to the stun changes they had all absorbed.

They stood up.  Mavis looked at Freddie, then around at the others. "This place is going to go any minute," she said  "There 's one small chance!"  She started to run toward the blockhouse . Freddie and the others hesitated only seconds, then followed her around the corner of the blockhouse, past the still creaking Caparoni triplane, pounding up the plush VIP ramp into the 3707.

The huge cabin was almost entirely empty. Only a trip hostess stood near the door in her official undress costume, her name tattooed front and rear. "Hurry in and dog the port," she said, "Captain Carter and his  assistant have cut in the manual override and they're ready to take off as soon as we're all in."

Freddie whirled back toward the door, saw Gardner Grag lumber through the open hatch, turn, slam it shut and begin working the seals.

From the 3707's speakers system a voice said, "Everybody hang on!"  They all threw themselves into flight couches.  The big Boeing lurched once, then shot eastward across the island, rising from the pad, climbing quickly through the dirty air, its exteriors going through the familiar cycle of collecting garbage, setting it afire, then launching white-hot through the pollution.

Finally it rose above most of the atmosphere, achieving a nearly stationary sub-orbit above the Atlantic near Florida.

Freddie and the  others crowded the quartzite viewports along the side of the huge shuttle. They looked down at clouds and pollution , straining their eyes to see the surface of the earth.

Instead a voice crackled through the speakers again. "I'm setting the master viewscreen to show you a radar-reconstructed shot of the earth.  Take a look at the screen."

They did.  In full color and deep dimension they could see much of the earthly disk spread below them.  A huge line had appeared in the sea, stretching from a point off the coast of Florida to the northern coast of Cuba a hundred and fifty miles away.

Chapter 12

THE ONLY JEW ON MARS?

It wasn't exactly the greatest lovers' lane imaginable; in fact it was pretty bad, the main road passed close by and the distractions of the headlights of cars passing and noise of heavy trucks made it pretty hard to establish and maintain just the delicate mood that  a lovers' lane was supposed to provide.

But it was the only one yhe town could lay claim to.  Most of the kids around weren't that interested anyhow; they seemed to be about equally divided between career orientation that meant taking part-time jobs at the computer factory which tended to leave little energy for romance and dope which had a set of requirements and rewards of its own.

But it was  a lovers' lane of sorts and Freddie took Ali there in his new old VW Spyder, having paid out of his pocket for a sitter for the Parker brats for the evening, and they necked, not heavily, listened to some fair stuff on the radio which fortunately picked up stations from the big city nearly a hundred miles away, and when Freddie suggested that they share a joint Ali only said, "Thanks, not now," rather than launching into her tirades as of recent months.  All in all it was almost like the old days before Freddie'd left for the Geodetic and Lunar Survey.

Now they sat together, arms  around each other, Ali's head rising lightly on Freddie's shoulder, and he figured it was a proper moment to tell her what was on his mind, so he screwed up his courage to its maximum, swallowed dryly a couple of times, and said, "Ali, I'm going to quit my job at the computer factory very soon.  I'm going to move away from this crummy town and go somewhere where there's some life, and I'd like you to come with me."

"Freddie, no!"  she gasped and drew away from  him.

"Yes, Ali, why not?  That's what I was going to do before and you kind of talked me out of it, but after living up here and working in the computer factory I'm convinced that it's right."

"But Freddie, your good job, your career!  You could be a manager in a couple of years. You have real ability."

"Sure I could be a manager.  But I'm quitting anyhow."

Now tears were glistening in her eyes.  "But why do you want to throw so much away?  You've got a lifetime job, they give you all kinds of benefits, stock, everything!"

"Well partly, Ali, it's this crummy town and all the other crummy towns where the computer factory seems to put its branches.  There's hardly one branch of the factory that's in  a living, vital city.  They always go out in the sticks somewhere."  He paused a moment.  Well, there is the planning center in the Sybarris magaizne building, but you know they're dying to close that down and drag the people from it up here."

"So just because you don't like the town you're going to quit."

"No, I didn't say that.  That's just one part of it, and not the main one.  Mainly, Ali, I'm quitting because I just don't like being part of that big, cynical, half-a-million employee machine, grinding out stuff that's full of half-truths and selected truths and truths that lie.  Even if our communications were honest, which they aren't, I still wouldn't want to do this work, or any other that the company can offer me."

"Then what do you want to do?"

"I want to live in a city, for one thing, where I'll feel as if I'm alive and a part of a living society, and not part of this exurban zombie world.  I want neighbors who are school teachers and garbage men and shopkeepers and musicians and maybe even a few bums, I don't want to live in a community made up of computer factory hands.

"And I want to do something creative with my life.  Paint a picture or sculpt a statue or write a drama that people will go to see because they want to, and will enjoy because it's good work, true  or funny or beautiful in its own right."

"But you do creative things now, Freddie."

"No I don't.  What I do now is funczionalarte, you know?  Functional art. We tell the employees what management wants them to know, so they'll think what management wants them to think and do what management wants  them to do.  Mainly, work hard and don't make waves. We pretty much tell the truth  to them, but that's because truth is a useful tool, not because we have any admiration for truth. 

"So I'm quitting."

"You'll starve."

"Maybe.  I doubt it, but I may."

"But you can't quit.  Freddie, you get so much from the company.  Don't you have any sense of responsibility?  You can't just go through life doing what you want to.  Who do you think you are?

He grabbed her by the wrists.  "Listen to me, Ali.  I can do what I want and I will do it, I'm just asking you to come along.  Anybody can do what he wants to, if he just believes that and has the guts to perform an act of will.

"Every person controls his own destiny--or could if he would. But most of us are too lazy, or too dumb, or too cowardly to do it.  So we don't control our fate, and so somebody or something else does.  Ali, look, life is a real thing, you know that?  If you don't , you can drift along all right from day to day, and from year to year.  You may even be happy, or think you are.

"And you get older, and you advance in the world, and eventually you stop and they bury you and it's all okay, and you've never lived at all.  Not really. 

"That's how your friends the Parkers live.  The computer factory is full of people like that. This town is full of people like that. I look in the mirror and that's what I see I'm turning into.

"I have to get away form it and live.  And  you ought to, too, but that's up to you."

"No, Freddie, I…."  She made a little gesture that he recognized and fished in his pocket for a handkerchief.  She wiped her eyes with it and tried again. "People struggle for generations to escape from poverty, to get some education, professional standing, a good job and  nice house and  you just want to go the other way." 

"Maybe so.  Maybe it's all futile.  Maybe my parents built it and I'm throwing it away and the next generation will curse me for that and set out to get it back."  He shook his head as if to rid himself of a troubling thought.  "But it's my life and I have to live it, and I'm going to."

"All right.  Let me think about what you've said.  I can't decide on a moment's notice."

"That's okay, Ali, how long will you need?"

"I don't know.  A while."

"A couple of days?  Weeks?"

"Maybe we could get away for weekends sometimes. O r find more interesting things to do in the evening."

"No halfway, Ali, it won't work.  When I go, I hope you'll go with me. If not--if you ever change your mind, look me up."

"All right, Freddie.  Please take me back to the Parkers' now.  And if you ever change your mind---"

" I won't."






****

The 3707, on low power in stationary sub-orbit, for practical purposes stood still over the Atlantic southeast of Cape Canaveral despite its speed of approximately a thousand miles an hour.  Freddie and the others gazed out the window, horror-stricken.

The line that had appeared ran almost due north and south in the ocean.  Bimini Island, Orange cay, Cay Sal, Anguilla had all disappeared.  In their place a long, narrow strip of blackness marked the eastern edge of the Straits of Florida, dividing the Atlantic from the Gulf of Mexico. For the moment no further motion was visible.

Freddie turned to the person nearest at hand--it was Curtis Newton--and said, "Look at that.  The fault was there and it opened right up.  That means that the Cuban rocket got off all right too. Now I  guess the world will be treated to a real space race, if they're not all busy watching footage of that thing down there."

He looked down again. The black line seemed to have broadened a little. The waters were pouring over its edges, into the crevice below, given the black fissure an edging of white as huge waves formed and poured  into the hole in the earth.  Great walls of foam and spray rose as tons of sea water roared and crashed inward, plunging with vast power over the newlymade cliffs.

"I guess we ought to call that Carter's Fissue," Freddie suggested.  "He made that last attempt to save the world from a Beladon takeoff, even if he failed.

"Say, wait a minute.  We've all been so busy since this started--who's that other pilot, the one who was with Captain Carter in the old bomber?"

Pat Plaf, coming through the door form the crew cabin, said, "He's my husband.  He finally quite the pencil plant and started acting for real. He was studying for a role in an old-time aviation movie  and he had Clem Carter for technical advisor. Captain Carter talked him into stealing the Caproni triplane to try and help us."





                           ****

"Wow!" said Freddie.  

Look!"  yelled Curt Newton.  "It's growing!"

The black scar--Carter's Fissure--had broadened and lengthened.  It's northern tip had stretched almost to the coast of the mainland at Charleston.  Its southern reach had cut directly across Cuba, obliterating Sague la Grande, creating a canal through the island and emerging in the Caribbean between Cienfuegos and Trinidad, pointing a menacing black crack at the Cayman Islands and threatening Honduras and Nicaragua beyond.

The great walls of water building on the labia of the slit were growing into virtual mountains, sweeping eastward form the offshore waters of North America, the Gulf and the Caribbean, westward from  the Atlantic, moving faster and faster, plunging toward each other in a mad tropism that drew them into continuous collision over the crack, the mighty roar of the meeting so great that it carried upward through even the attenuated upper atmosphere and provided a steady rumbling background tone inside the Boeing.

Newton said, "How big is that cavern?  How long will it take to fill it?"

Freddie looked around, locked eyes with Pat Plaf,  turned farther, locked with Mavis Mombassa standing pale and shaken in what should be her moment of triumph. Freddie turned back to Newton and said "According to the map I saw in Guantanamo, is should be filled by now. Those waves should have nowhere to go and they should start to roll back. There'll be still more death and disaster when they slam into coastal areas, but the real cataclysm should be just about finished."

They turned back to the quartzite viewpoints and looked down again.  The cataclysm was not over.  The crack had grown again, sea bed crumbling away under the pressure of rushing waters, falling into Carter's Fissue and drawing still more massive inrushings of waves into the hole. The line had now crossed the coastline of South Carolina and penetrated as far inland as Camden.  To the south the Caribbean was rent open, the gap in central Cuba had spread so that only two islands remained, one reached from Cape San Antonio to Pinar del Rio,  the other from Cape Maisi to Manzanillo The entire central region of the island was gone, totally lost beneath the frothing mounds of murderous, seething spume.

"My God!"  Freddie gasped.  "How big can it get?  How far can it go?"

With a titanic jolt central American parted.  Most of Honduras, all of Nicaragua and Costa Rica crumbled away.  The fissure leaped southward into the Pacific. With ponderous majesty the waters of the great ocean and those of those of the Caribbean Sea, began  to heave themselves upward and forward toward each other.

With a shock wave that shook the Boeing the sound of the newest occurrence reached the aircraft.  Freddie and the other were jolted, thrown to the floor for a moment.  By the time they rose and made their way back to  the windows, Carter's Fissue had extended itself as far as northern West Virginia and was creeping inexorably northward toward Lake Erie.

A new finger of the opening had appeared, stretching northeastward form the main gap, tearing away gigantic chunks of Pennsylvania and menacing the Republic of New Africa, the region that had once  contained New York State, New England, and the ceded Canadian province of New Brunswick.  Freddie watched Mavis as she gasped and involuntarily drew the back of one hand to her mouth.

Carter's Fissue grew more.  It's southern end was well into the Pacific now, the entire nation of Ecuador gone, huge pieces of  Columbia and Peru had tumbled, the tip of the crevice had swerved in a more westerly direction and was moving out of sight of the Boeing, the disappearance over the horizon  toward New Zealand marked by a miles-high tower of greenish white where Pacific waters met and poured into the gap, throwing spray and mist upward and outward in a form that suggested a mushroom in cross-section, but that was hundreds, no, thousands of miles on its horizontal axis.

Over the plane's speakers the voice of Pat Plaf's husband, vibration and self-assured, said, "We're getting too much buffeting now. Captain Carter is going to take us up higher."  The craft's engines belched loudly, the passengers pressed backward and down for few second as the Boeings increased its altitude and its speed in order to maintain its position above the crumbling earth.

By now North America had been ripped in two.  The northern end of Carter's Fissure had passed  west of Hudson's Bay, Victoria, Prince of Wales, and the Parry Islands and was headed for the North Pole. The northeastern branch of the fissure had eaten away Cape Breton and Newfoundland, moved across the Atlantic south of Greenland and Iceland disappeared over the eastern horizon headed for the western coast of Ireland.

In Freddie's mind a hideous suspicion was formed.  He moved his mouth once, twice, made an incoherent sound like and uggh, then before he could speak Simon Wright provided the statement.  "I don't think it's going to end.  I think that gap is going to grow and grow and the land and the  seas are going to fall into it until there's nothing left."

Horror-stricken, Freddie turned back to the window.  Beneath the 3707 the Americas were an unrecognizable jumble of seething, crumbling land and rushing, foaming water. The continental outlines were totally lost.  Gigantic seas rolled forward from east and west, wiping away what mountainous chunks of the continents remained.

The sound of the onrushing waves had  faded when the Boeing climbed, but now it was back even louder, the roar augmented by that of titanic winds screaming madly on paths dictated by the convulsed land and seas. In the center of the gigantic cauldron  areas glowed an angry dark orange.  "Fire," Freddie heard someone gasp.

Then "No, that's not ordinary flame, that's the molten magma pouring up form the center of the earth!"

The scene below became one of total nightmare.  Masses the size of continents writhed, smashed, crumbled, disappeared into the fissure. The waters of the earth's surface had now been virtually consumed, churned forward over the edge of the gap or stirred into mud with lumps of land the size of great nations.  

The winds rushing across the surface of the giant earth stew had fanned the molten rock into a bright, angry shade of near white.  Now, as more and more of the earth tumbled into the crevice, areas of black were beginning to become visible through newly-appearing cracks in the mass.

"Wha,"  Freddie gasped, "Wha, what's that?"

"That's the night sky, that's empty space on the other side of the world," someone said.  "We're seeing right through the earth, through wells, through tunnels, through sink hotels eight thousand miles deep.  We're looking right through the entire planet!"

The black areas grew, from dots to blobs to huge gaping gaps in the churning brown-green-orange-white mass that was the earth.  They grew, they spread, the brown became less, the green, the orange, the white subsided, became smaller, less massive.  The violent churning of the crumbled planet continued as violently as ever, but it grew to fill less and less and less of the sky.

Soon instead of filling the window of the Boeing it only half-filled it, then a quarter, then was the size of a man's fist, then a baby's, then a Mike Quill subway token, then, with a tiny( and perhaps hallucinatory) sound like a barely audible  pop! it was gone.

Freddie looked all around through his viewport, then walked to the other side  of the aircraft and looked out the nearest port there.  Above the Boeing the sun shone as serenely as if noting had happened.  Below, reflecting pallidly, was the moon.

Captain Carter and Pat Plaf's husband appeared through the cabin door. Pat Plaf's husbands said, "Clem has the plane on automatic.  We're going to into lunar orbit in a while and we're safe, but what in hell are we going to do?"

"We could land on the moon," Freddie said.  "Ask for help.  I was stationed there once, that should help." "Can't do it,' Clem Carter said.  "This thing needs atmosphere to land.  Even the Phantom Ostrich needs atmosphere to land."

"Argh!  You're right."

"Listen," Mavis interrupted, "if we're going to settle our fate.  I think  I want to be myself first. Can you hold it a few minutes while I get my color back?  I'll need a few towels, too."

I thought you just stop taking anti-melanin pills and you change back after a while," said Freddie. 

"Well, yeah, but there's  a much quicker way."  From her straining khaki pants she produced a huge, glittering g capsule. "Hold this  for  me, will you?"  She handed it to Freddie.

She pulled her stained and tattered shirt open, the buttons popping in sequence from neck to navel, threw it down, opened the fly of her khaki trousers and tugged them down around her ankles.  She stepped out of them.  By now Pat Plaf had brought a pile of thick towels from the washroom.

Mavis took her capsule from Freddie's hand, popped it in her mouth, bugged her eyes as she gulped it down without water, and exhaled a loud breath.  Within seconds she had begun to tremble and perspire. She bent and spread a mat of towels for herself on the aisle of the Boeing.  With a moan she sat on the towels.

"Some of you could help me," she said.  Her teeth were chattering and she was clutching towels in trembling fingers.  "J-just k-keep me as d-d-dry as you c-can."

Her skin was beginning to darken and great waves of sweat were pouring off her face, running down her neck, between her breasts, between her legs.  Freddie grabbed a towel and began mopping Mavis's face. "Th-hanks," she gasped. Pat Plaf and Clark Elmore grabbed towels and began dabbing at Mavis's body and limbs.

Water was pouring from her now, sopping into the mat of towels she sat on.  Freddie held her gross face between towel-covered hands.  The moisture oozed from her pores, she seemed to be melting away inside, pouring out through her own skin.  He mopped her forehead, her cheeks, her neck; as the puffy moisture-laden skin gave up its extra water it darkened, turning from the usual acne-angry red-pink to a smooth tan, then to a deep mahogany brown.  Mavis's hair, its mouse-toned tangle soaked and matted with sweat, was itself turning  darker, finally showing a glossy blue-black. Freddie mopped at it, found it hanging more straight and glossy with each wipe. 

Mavis writhed, stretched lengthwise on the towels. Plaf had gone for another huge batch, tossed the soaked towels onto a heap.  Mavis' body was now dark;  the towels had carried away huge amounts of water.  The  flow of perspiration slowed   Freddie, Clark and Pat swabbed her even drak skin. She lay quivering, dry on the towels.

For a few minutes they stood or squatted around her. Then Mavis reached up with one hand. Someone reached for it and helped her  stand.

She was tall, taller than Freddie remembered her being. Her hair hung glistening down her black skin. Her face showed prominent cheek bones that Freddie had never seen before. Her eyes flashed as she glanced down at her own body, then back at the others. Her flesh was firm, her breasts a quarter the size of the huge pendulous masses that had bulged her shirts. The rolls of fat were gone from her belly, her hips were generous but graceful, her legs long and slim.

"Say, it's a little chilly in here," she said.  "Can anybody lend me a shirt?"  Big Gardner Grag took his shirt off and passed is to Mavis.  It fit her like a  dress.

"Now," said Pat Plaf's husband, "any suggestions?"  

"I think there's only one thing to do,"  Freddie said.  "If we can't land on the moon---and now that I think about it, the lunar bases won't  last long anyhow now that there are no supplies going to come from earth--there's one other place we can go."

Everyone turned their eyes to him.

"Mars."

"Mars!"  someone gasped.  "We'll never find it!"

"Yes we will," Freddie said.  "I used to be in the U.S. Geodetic and Lunar Survey.  I'm not the world's greatest astrogator, but I can find a planet."

"But we can't reach escape velocity!"

"Escape velocity?  Escape from what?  We just avoid the lunar orbit we're headed for now, point in the right direction and coast."

The two pilots nodded in unison.

"But we'll starve."

"Pat, how many frozen meals does one of these things carry?"  Freddie asked.

"Couple thousand," Pat Plat(?) said.

"Okay," said Freddie.  "And only….umm…eighteen of us.  We may get bored with the cuisine, but we won't starve."

"Do we have enough fuel?"

Captain Carter said.  "We only need a little to get started and the rest to land with.  We'll coast for practically the whole trip."

"Air?"

"Plenty," said Pat Plaf. "They always load these shuttles with tanks of compressed air in case they get into orbit and have to stay in holding patterns for a week or two.  You know, when traffic's heavy."

"Well, all I can think of is, go!"  siad Pat Plaf's husband.  "But, ah, I can see one problem after we land.  Even if we can survive on Mars, as all the probes proved."

"Well, there are eighteen of us. But here are only, um, four women--Pat, Mavis, Joan and Moon Child--and fourteen men. You know, something's going to have to give."

" I wouldn't worry," Pat said  "Old fashioned possessive one-and-one marriage was just abou dead on earth anyway. On Mars, let's bury it once and for all and make ourselves a real community."

"Besides," Mavis put in, " we won't  be the only people there!"

"What?"

"Did you forget about the Beladon?  Its crew is all women!  And the Cuban shot. They'll all arrive about the same time  we do. Going in their fancy umpteen stage rockets and we're going in a plain old shuttle-craft. Hyuk!"

"But look , "Bonzo Borzoi said, I still don't understand  what happened to the earth.  I mean, I saw it destroyed, but where did it  go? 

"Easy," said Freddie. "Once the two launches opened the big crack and  that hole appeared, the earth just fell in,"

"Oh," said Bonzo.

He looked distractedly at the blackness where earth had formerly whirled.  For a moment there was silence in the cabin, then he began to hum a tune.  It was "Wooden Ships."

