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| wandered north and east until | findly cameto Los Blancos, which had two hotels, three restaurants, a
whorehouse, and five bars, none of which felt inclined to extend credit to aman of the cloth. | finally got a
grubstake together when | taught some of the locas alittle game what had to do with Satistical
probabilities and the number 21. It was when they became more interested in the number 54, which was
how many cards there were in the deck once you counted the two aces that dipped out of my shirtdeeve
at amost inopportunetimethat | felt aneed to take my leave of that fair metropolis, and the sooner the
better.

I”d won just enough money to buy passage with an itinerant bush pilot, whose profession was sadly
misnamed as there wasn't asingle bush aboard hislittle three-segter. | figgered | might aswell go to
Buenos Aires, since | wasin Argentinaanyway, but he explained that thiswas carniva week in Rio, and
that’ swhere people from all over South Americawas headed, and | figured if they were going to Rio
probably their money was going dong with them, and | just might get my hands on enough contributions,
fredly given and otherwise, to finally get around to building the Tabernacle of Saint Luke—-and eveniif not,
there had to be apassdl of falen women in serious need of salvation, and taking the sins of fallen women
unto myself was one of thethings| did best, me being one of God' s persond representatives.

“Tdl meabout thishere carniva,” | said after | agreed to let him take methere. “Got alot of sdeshow
games of chanceinit?’

“No, Senor,” hereplied.
“Elephants and lions and other trained critterslike that?’
“Certainly not, Senor.”

“Wadl,” | said, “we can play guessing games dl theway to Rio, or you can tell me what makes carnival
week different from any other time of year.”

“Everyone dresses up in costumes, and they march through the streets, and everywhere there are bands
and dancing. Thewholecity isfilled with revelers”

It sounded alot more like a costume party than acarniva, but | didn’'t want to disagree with him,
especialy not at 7,000 feet of atitude and no parachute, so | just sat back and started making plans. |
figured I’ d go dressed as a preacher what had been stuck in the South American outback for a couple of
months, which would at least save me the cost of a costume, and with people coming from al over the
continent, there figured to be enough sinnersfor me to get right down to the business of saving souls,
snceif you're going to save snnersyou just naturaly got to go to wherethey al congregate, and when
the pilot started describing some of the ladies’ costumes, which sure as shooting sounded alot more like
theladies lack of costumes, | knew that I’d somehow lucked out and was going to the very best place
to find abunch of blackened souls what was in serious need of some spiritua soap and water.

“Not only isit Carniva,” he continued asthis greet big city cameinto view, “but if you are lucky you will
have the opportunity to see the Pebbles of God.”

“I speak to God every day,” | said, “and He ain't never mentioned no pebblesto me. Y ou make ‘em
sound like they’ re mighty specid, at least as pebbles go.”



“That ismerely the namefor them, Senor,” said the pilot. “ They are actualy amatched set of perfect
blue-white diamonds.”

“Youdon't say? Worth alot, arethey?’
“A king' sransom,” he answered. “Maybe an emperor’'s.”
“And they’ re going to be on display during this here costume party?’ | asked.

“They won't be out on the street with the revelers, of course,” he explained. “But they have been moved
to the Presidential Palace under heavy guard where certain select dignitarieswill be dlowed to view
them.”

“How do these here dignitaries get themsalves selected?’ | said.

He shrugged, which damned near sent the plane into atailspin. “Who knows, Senor?” And then he
added, kind of suspicioudy, “Why do you ask?’

“Wdll, Brother,” | said, “asaman of thecloth, | figger | might be offended by dl the drinking and scanty
costumes and thelike. | kind of yearn for something more sedate, like admiring works of art.”

“Thereisan excdlent at museum on San Paulo Street,” he offered.

| shook my head. “Probably filled to overflowing with paintings of shameless naked women,” | said. “No,
| think I’ d better stick to admiring God' s marbles.”

“The Pehbles of God,” he corrected me.
“Whatever,” | said with ashrug.

Then he got busy landing the plane, and the conversation kind of lay there like a dead groundhog, and
finaly we bumped downH was going to say that we touched down, but | wouldn’t want my Silent
Partner to strike me dead for lying to you—and | got out of the plane and wandered over to the Customs
and Immigration shed, which was composed of rotting wood and aleaky roof, and lit by agaslantern.

“Wecometo Rio,” said auniformed man with abushy mustache and atoothy smile.

“Glad to be here, Brother,” | said. “Which way to the diamonds?’

“It isthe wrong time of year,” he said gpologeticdly. “We do not play baseball during Carniva.”
“Okay, then,” | said. “Just point out the Presidentia Palace and I’ll be on my way.”

“l am afraid no oneisalowed in or out of the paace snce the robbery, Senor,” hetold me.

“What robbery are you referring to?’ | asked, hoping that it was something trivid, like maybe someone
stedling Mrs. President.

“The Pebbles of God, Senor,” he said. “Y ou have heard of them?”
“Onceor twice,” | said. “What happened?’

“I do not know, Senor,” hereplied. “1 have been a my station al day. But we received word about an
hour ago that an incredibly brazen thief somehow got past al our security and stole the Pebbles. They are
searching the city for him even aswe spesk, but with Carniva going on...” He shrugged. “Ah, well. We



have the finest police forcein theworld. I'm sure that eventudly they will apprehend the thief and recover
the diamonds. Now then, Senor, have you anything to declare?’

“Just that I’ m as outraged as you are, and that Satan’ s probably warming up aseat in hell for him even as
you and | shoot the breeze,” | said.

“I mean, have you anything to declare for Customs?’

“No,” | answered. “Usmen of the cloth travel light.” | showed him my wallet, which was empty, sncel’d
put whet little money | had left ingde my shoe.

“Thank you, Senor,” he said, looking at it and handing it back to me. “By theway, your driver’ slicense
expired nineteen years ago.”

“Yeah?' | said, taking alook. “You know, | could have sworn it was only seventeen years out of date.
Thanksfor pointing it out to me.”

Before he could answer | was heading through the airport and out into the street, where | caught a
double-decker bus and headed off toward the center of town. | figured since the Pebbles of God were
no longer available, theleast | could do wasjoin the party that seemed to be going on al around me, and
maybe sharealittle carniva knowledge with an obliging lady of quality.

Everywhere | looked people were wearing costumes (or in the case of some of the young ladies, not

quite wearing them), and they al were smiling and laughing and dancing the samba, which for them of you
what ain't never seenitisakind of rhythmic form of pasy where you take aton of steps but don’t get
nowhere.

The bus was dowing down for acorner when my eyesfel on the prettiest morsdl of femininity | ever did
see. She had long black hair flowing down to her waist, and the kind of figure that made you think she
had room for an extraset of lungs, and her hips were vibrating like unto arattlesnake about to strike. |
couldn’t quite figure out her costume, but mostly it looked like anaked lady covered with gold and silver
glitter and maybe a set of fase eyelashes and not ahdl of alot more.

| hopped off the bus and made my way through the dancersright up to her side.

“Howdy, ma’am,” | said. “I hope you don’t mind thisintrusion, but | got to tell you that your beauty done
dazzled me from afar, so | thunk I’d come on over and let it dazzle me from close up.”

She flashed me a amile that would have made me bay at the moon if | could have spotted it amidst dl the
balloons and confetti.

“You arerich Americano, no?’ she said in the most beautiful feminine voice.

“Yeah, that'sme,” | said, because | figured hitting .500 aready put me ahead of Babe Ruth and Ty
Cobb.

“I am Conchita” shesad. “Y ou put mein movies, maybe?’

“Sure, I'll be happy to,” | said, making amentd noteto buy alittle eight-millimeter camera the next
morning, and maybe purchase some film in amonth or two, after dl the tourists went back home and the

prices began dropping.

Wil, we got to talking, and one thing led to another, and before long Conchita had samba’ d her way to
alittle hotel on aside street, and then she samba d up the stairs, and then she samba d into the big



double bed, and sometime during the night while | was snoring peacefully she samba’ d back out and
about an hour before sunrise she samba d in back and brung her six brothers with her. One of ‘em
looked like Primo Carnera, only meaner, and he was the runt of the litter. She introduced us and asked
meto namethe date, and | told her | couldn’t rightly remember but | thunk we werein June, or maybe
April, or possibly October, and she laughed musicaly and said that she didn’t mean today’ s date, she
meant the date for our nuptials.

The whole family seemed mildly upset when | explained that offering to buy acheap cameradidn’t
congtitute a bonafide proposal of marriage back where | came from. Then she Sarted crying, and her
brothers began ripping the room apart and looking like they was abouit to |eave the room aone and start
inonme, 0 | kind of rushed out the doorway and down the sairs. By thetime | hit the main floor |
redlized | didn’t know how to get in touch with Conchitain case she wanted to go out on another date at
some point in the future when everyone had calmed down, but them brothers were thundering down the
sairsso fast that | figured that it was better to have loved and lost than to have loved and been
dismembered, so | took off down the street and tried to lose mysdlf in the crowd, which was till there
and gill dancing, even though the sun was thinking of coming up.

“Thereheid” yelled avoice, and | saw that one of Conchita s brothers-the one with stedl teeth and
hobnailed boots-had spotted me. | raced down an dley, turned onto the next street, damned near
bumped into the brother who carried a hand axe for comfort, spun around, and headed off in anew
direction. Beforelong al six of ‘em was hot on my tail, and the only thing that saved me was that the
crowd was getting thicker and thicker, and none of us could make much headway.

Findly | spotted a big building where abunch of gentsin sparkling white suits and ladies in sparkling pink
skinswere gathering, and | made abee-linefor the door. | don't think Conchita’ s brothers saw me,
because they were no more than fifteen seconds behind me, and no one entered the place for the next
half minute. | looked around, and saw that | wasin awarehouse, and that thiswas where abunch of men
were getting into their costumes and abunch of ladies were getting out of them, so to speak. | figgered
the best way to become incognizant was to put on some of the duds the men were wearing, but they
seem to have brung their own, because big asthe placewas | couldn’t find no spare costumes hanging on
thewdls.

Findly | waked up to one of the men and offered him five dollarsfor his sequined tuxedo.
“Ten,” hesaid.

“Okay, ten.”

“And a date with Jean Harlow,” he added.

“I don’t know Jean Harlow,” | admitted.

“Thenthe ded’soff,” hesaid.

“Hangonaminute” | said. “I know aright friendly loca girl named Conchita.”

“Conchitawith al the brothers?’ he said. “Y ou and 500 others.” He crossed himsdf. “ Those brothers
made short work of at least 490 of them.”

“That'swhy | need adisguise”
“You need apriest.”

“lamapriest,” | said desperately. | held up my well-worn copy of the good book.



“Redly?’

“Wdl, aminiger,” | said. “The Right Reverend Doctor L ucifer Jones. Same position, different league.”
“If you'reaminigter, what were you doing with Conchita?’ he asked me.

“Showing her what sinsto avoid if she wantsto move to the head of the line a the Pearly Gates.”

“I think | may convert,” he said with agreet big grin. “Will you bless me, Father?’

He gtill had the wrong religion, but | didn’t have no timeto argue.

“Domino nabisco, my son,” | said. “Now help me find some duds before them brothers of hers bust the
building down.”

Suddenly atrumpet blared and everyone began rushing to the door.

“I an sorry,” he said apologeticaly. “My group is beginning our march through the city now. We must
continue our discussion later.” As he reached the door he turned and yelled back, “If | see Conchita, I'll
give her your regards.”

Then hewas gone, and | wasdl donein the building. At least | thought | waswhen | heard avery
cultured, very familiar voice say, “| see Fate has brought us together once again, Doctor Jones.”

| kept my eyes on the door, because | didn’t want to turn around and find out for sure that the voice
bel onged to who | thunk it belonged to.

“Have you no word of greeting for an old friend?’ it said.
“Show mean old friend and I'll let you know,” | said.

“But it sme, Erich von Horst,” he said, waking into my line of vison, looking astrim and elegant asever,
kind of like a headwaiter without ahair out of place.

“Soitis” | said, walking around him and heading to the door. “And it’s sure been nice seeing you again,
but | got urgent business e sewhere.”

“I overheard what you were saying,” hereplied. “If you go outside, you' Il run into the girl’ sbrothers.”

“Theworst they can do is bust my arms and legs and maybe break my back and gouge out my eyeballs,”
| said, still walking away from him. “That makesit an easy choice”

He grabbed my arm. “1 believe the heat has gotten to you,” he said. “ Y ou redly should start wearing a
hat. Y ou know what the vertica rays of the sun do to Englishmen.”

“I"'mfrom Moling, lllinois”

“Samething,” hesaid, kind of pulling me over to achair and Stting me down. “Y ou look well, Doctor
Jones. How haslife been tregting you?’

“Judt fine until about two minutes ago,” | muttered.

Hethrew back his head and laughed. “ Good old Doctor Jones!” he said. “ Always Johnny on the spot
with awitty remark.”

“I hope you didn’t come here dl the way from England just to bamboozle me again,” | said. “Because if



you did, | got to tell you on thefront end that | ain't go no money.”

“When did | ever try to relieve you of your money, my good friend?’ he asked innocently.
“Tanganyika,” | said. “Morocco. Mozambique. Greece. England.”

“Y ou may have emerged the poorer party, but you were not the innocent one.”

“Wean't neither of usinnocent of much,” | said bitterly, *but every timewe hook up | wind up
un-innocent and broke and you wind up un-innocent and rich.”

“Then perhapsyou |l let me makeit up to you,” said von Horst.

“I don’t want to hear this,” | said.

“Therearemillionsinvolved.”

| got up. “I’m going out into the street and chalenge Conchita s brothers. I'll be safer.”
“The Pebbles of God,” he said softly.

| sat back down.

Hegrinned. “| thought that would interest you.”

“Only becauseI’m ardigious man, and | won't have you robbing my Silent Partner.”
“Oh?’

“Well, not done, anyway.”

“What if | told you that | know who stole them?”’

“If I'd known you were in the country, | could have given 500-to-1 oddsthat | knew too.”
“S0...arewe partners?’ said von Horst.

“Youdready got ‘em,” | said suspicioudy. “What do you need a partner for?’

“The police are watching my every move,” heexplained. “If | try to leave the city, they’ll stop me and
searchme”

“No,” | said.
“No, what?' he asked.

“No, I an’'t gonnatry to smuggle them out of the city for you,” | said. “I’m aforeigner too. They'll search
me, find the diamonds, and I’ ll rot in some Brazilian jail whileyou go freeasabird.”

He shook hishead. “ Oh, ye of little faith.”
“| got faith, and to spare,” | shot back. “What | ain’'t got is a death wish.”

“Everything has been arranged,” he said. “Y ou will be able to leave the city right under the nose of the
police”

“Andthey’ll ignoreme, huh?’ | said sarcadticaly.



“No, my dear friend,” hereplied. “They’ |l gpplaud you.”
“What in tarnation are you talking about?’ | demanded.
“ItisCarniva!” hesaid. “And you arein a costume warehouse!”

“The most vauable diamondsin the country have been stolen, and you think that anyone wearing a
costume can danceright out of town?”’ | said. “ That’ sthe stupidest thing I’ ve ever heard.”

He shook hishead. “No, they’ |l search you top to bottom,” he said. “But they’ll never find the Pebbles of
God.”

“If they'rethat well hid,” | said, “why don’'t you take ‘em out yoursalf? What do you need mefor?’

“While you' re taking them to our gppointed meeting place, I’ m going to be convincing the policethat |
gill havethem,” he explained. “I have been hiding since | stole them, but once you' re on your way, | plan
to show myself and lead them amerry chase in the opposite direction, which will take most of their
attention away from you, and result in at best a cursory examination. Possibly the police will catch me,
possibly they won't—but even if they do, they will eventudly haveto let me go sincel won't have the
diamonds.” Helooked sharply a me. “Y our fee will be one-third of the take.”

“Seemsto methat the guy what’ s carrying the diamonds is taking most of therisks,” | said, “and ought to
be making most of the money.”

“All right,” he sad. “Fifty-fifty.”

“Sixty-thirty,” | said.

Hefrowned. “That' sonly ninety.”

“God getsten percent. As His spokesman on Earth, I'll hold it in escrow for Him.”

He consdered it for amoment, then shook his head. “Fifty-fifty or it' sno ded.”

“What about God?’ | demanded.

“Y ou can split your half with Him any way you want,” he said. “Now, areyou in or out?’

“Firgt show me how you think I’'m gonnawatz right by the policeand then I ll tell you.”

“Here” he said, pulling aglittery togaand apair of gold sandals out of a pocket. “Put these on.”
He began walking off.

“Whereareyou going?’ | said.

“Just get dressed,” he answered, opening aside door | didn’t even know wasthere. “1’ [l be right back.”

| doffed my duds and clambered into the toga, which truth to tell felt alittle drafty down at the south end
of it, and then strapped on the sandals. I’ d just finished when | heard a snort that sure didn’t sound like
von Horg. | looked up, and there he was, leading in a smart-looking chestnut horse what was attached
to agold chariot.

| took a deep breath and wrinkled my nose.

“What' sthe matter?’ he said.



“Your horsesmdlsof fish,” | told him.

He amiled. “That’s not the horse. It’ s part of your costume.” He reached into the chariot and pulled out a
trident with apair of fish onit. “Y ou’ re Neptune, King of the Ocean.”

“Couldn’t I lose the fish and be King of the Desert?’ | said.

He shook hishead. “Look at al the fish designs on your chariot. Y ou’ ve got to be Neptune. We don't
want to draw any unnecessary atention to you.”

“I’'magringo riding a chariot, wearing askirt, and carrying abunch of dead fish,” | said. “Don’t you that
that will draw attention?”

“Not inthemiddle of Carnival,” he said, pulling aphony beard out of his pocket. “Put thison.”
“No on€e' s ever seen the King of the Ocean,” | said. “How do you know he wears a beard?’

“Maybe he doesn't,” agreed von Horst. “1 supposeit al depends on whether you want every policeman
intown to know exactly what you look like.”

Which ishow | wound up wearing abeard.

“Y ou seem awfully well-prepared for this,” | said suspicioudy. “Why do | get the fedling that you were
waiting for meto come dong?’

“Because you have asuspicious nature,” hereplied easily. “I was waiting for someone to come aong that
| could trust. It was just serendipity that it wasyou.”

“Okay,” | sad. “I look like an idiot and smell like afish. What has al this got to do with God's
Tedicles?’

“The Pebbles of God,” he corrected me. He reached into the chariot one more time and withdraw a
glittering gold crown encrusted with diamonds. “Herethey are,” he said triumphantly. “Y ou’ Il wear them
right out of town under the noses of the police. There must be five thousand crownsin the parade, dl
covered with cut glass. There will be no reason for anyone to suspect that thisiswhat the entire city is
searching for.”

| took the crown from him and studied it. “What do you think they’ reworth?’ | said.
He shrugged. “ Three million, four million, who can say?’

“The fence you're going to sal themto can say.”

“Why guess?’ hesaid. “You'll be standing right beside me when we makethe dedl.”
“Where are we gonnameet?’ | asked.

“There satavern named Carlita s two miles south of the city limit,” he said. “Meet me there two hours
after sunset.”
“Carlitds” | sad. “Got it.”

“And don't forget to feed and water the horse,” added von Horst. “If he dies on you, they’ |l probably
arrest you for animd abuse, and if you'rein jail for afew days, even these unimaginative minions of the
law will figure out that your crown is more than it appearsto be.”



“Right. Feed and water the horse, follow the parade south out of town, and meet you at Carlita s after
dark.”

“Two hours after dark,” he said. “If you arelate | will assume you have betrayed my trust, and | will
report you to the police and claim ten percent of the Pebblesas my finder’ sfee. We will both be alot
wedthier if you smply do aswe have planned.”

“| am shocked that you could think such un-Chrigtian thoughts about me, Brother von Horg,” | said.
“Just seetoit that you get to Carlita’ son schedule. If you' re more than afew minutes|ate, I'm going to
assume that the police have picked you up and I’m on my own.”

“Fair enough,” he agreed.

| climbed into the chariot and grabbed the reins. “Has this nag got aname?’ | asked.

“Dobbin,” said von Horgt.

“How about that?’ | said. “We used to have a horse called Dobbin back on the farm in Moline, Illinois.”
“A family pet?’

“Until my father got drunk and mistook him for amoose, or maybe atax collector.”

| clucked to Dobbin, and he trotted out of the building, and aminute later we werein the thick of things,
surrounded by dancers and singers and drummers and alot of ladies what was dressed for extremely
warm wegther. | stayed with them for amost amile, until | was sure van Horst wasn't following me, and
then | turned Dobbin into a side street, pulled him to a stop, and clambered out of the chariot.

If there was onething | knew, it wasthat Erich von Horst didn’t hand an honest bonein hisbody. This
was the guy who sdlted the Elephant’ s Graveyard in Tanganyika, stole the Crown jewelsin London, and
otherwise flim-flammed hisway around the world, usudly taking unfair advantage of innocent trusting
soulslike mysdf. But | was onto him thistime. | knew if he told me the diamonds were in the crown, that
was the one place they weren’t. They looked like cut class because they were cut glass.

Still, hewouldn’t have goneto dl thistroubleif he had the diamonds on his person, so they had to be
here somewhere. | knelt down and pulled the hubcaps off each whedl, but there wasn’t nothing to be
found. | went over the chariot with afine-toothed comb, but | couldn’t find no diamonds. Then | thunk of
checking Dobbin. | went over every inch of hisbridle and harness, checked histeeth for shiny fillings,
even pried off his shoesin case von Horst had hid the diamondsthere, but | kept coming up empty.

I’d wasted an hour and till hadn’t found the diamonds. The sun was getting alittle higher in the sky, the
day waswarming up, and the smell of the fish was making me sick. | figured aslong as Neptune had a
trident hedidn’'t need no fish oniit, and | was about to pull *em off and toss‘ em to a couple of stray cats
that had mosied over to admire ‘em close up.

And then it hit me. What was the one place von Horst was sure | wouldn't ook for the diamonds? Inside
the fish, which were getting so high and off-putting that he figgered | wouldn’t want to have nothing to do
with them, but | wasjust alittle too smart for him.

| pulled one of thefish off the trident. The cats started meowing up astorm, figgering | was about to toss
it to them, but instead | manipulated the trident and cut the fish’ s belly open with one of the tines, and
sure enough, out fell half a dozen perfect blue-white diamonds. | tossed the empty fish to the cats, cut
open the other one, picked up another six diamonds, and gave what was left over to the cats.



| knew | couldn’t bring the diamonds out of town with me, because von Horst would be waiting at
Carlita’s. | looked around and redlized | was standing next to alamppost. | moved Dobbin right up
againg toit, climbed up onto his back, removed the top of the lamp, and put the diamonds there, where
they couldn’t be seen from the street. The guyswho lit the lamps at night did it with these long-handled
candles, so none of them ever climbed up there or got aclose look, and | knew the diamonds would be
safe until 1 got the opportunity to come back and collect them.

| got back down on the ground, hopped into the chariot, and turned Dobbin back in the direction of the
parade. When we passed a fish market alittle farther down the street, | stopped, bought a pair of fish
that smelled dmost as bad asthe two I’ d left behind, and stuck ‘em on the trident.

Then it wasjust amatter of joining the revelers, who never seemed to run out of energy, asthey danced
their way through the streets of Rio. | even saw a couple of Conchita’ s brothers, but of course they never
thought to look a Neptune, so we didn’t have no unpleasant or deadly encounters. In midafternoon |
struck up a conversation with amildly-naked young lady what was dressed as a harlequin from the neck
up and the ankles down. | invited her to join mein my chariot so'swe could get to know each other a
little better, and for aminute there | thunk she was going to oblige, but then she wrinkled her noise and
said that she was happy to share the chariot and other things with me, but not with thefish. It wasatough
decison, but | couldn’t be sure I’ d pass another fishmonger before we | eft the city, so | rdluctantly bid
her farewell. | never saw agorgeous underdressed lady look so surprised in al my born days, and I've
had some pretty surprising encounters with apassdl of ‘em.

Inlate afternoon | let Dobbin graze on apair of fruit stands what’ s owner were off dancing. Pretty soon it
started getting dark, and | realized that first, | was about three miles from Carlita's, and second, | was
getting powerful sick of sambamusic, so | turned Dobbin south onto the exit road. | let him stop and
munch on some grass and flowers and the like, and we pulled up to Carlita’ samost exactly two hours
after sunset. | didn’t want von Horst examining the fish too closely whilel was till around, so | laid ‘em
down on the floor of the chariot, hopped out, tied Dobbin to a hitching post, and walked into the tavern.

There was so much cigar smokethat | amost didn’t see the sultry girl doing kind of adow dancein the
corner. She was barefoot, she had a cigarette dangling from her mouth, and she was kind of doing asolo
rhumbain dow motion. The bartender was maybe 400 pounds and drenched in swest, but just the same
he never rolled up his deeves, unbuttoned his shirt, or loosened his bowtie. There were haf adozen
tables, most of *em filled by people who looked like they either didn’t know it was carniva week or
didn’'t much care.

| sat down at an empty table. A couple of friendly young ladies wandered over from the bar, but before
they could reach me von Horst entered the place, carrying abrown paper bag, and walked right over to
me, waving them away kind of disdainful-like.

“Any trouble?’ he asked.

“Only withthefish,” | said, just to see hisreaction.

Hisfacegot dl tense. “What about the fish?’

“They smelled so bad that | couldn’t get any young ladies of quality to ridewithme,” | said.
“But you gtill havethem?’ he said kind of urgently.

“Y eah, they're out therein the chariot.”

He suddenly relaxed. “I’m glad to see everything went off without a hitch.”



“I don't suppose you brung my clotheswith you?’ | said. “I don't like the way a couple of these guysare
garing a my legs”

“Asamatter of fact | did,” said von Horst. He handed me the bag. “Maybe you should go changein the
men’sroom.”

And that was when | saw how I’d make my getaway.

“Thanks, von Horg,” | said. | put ahand to my stomach. “1 was about to head off there anyway. | been
feding amite queasy dl day. | think it wasthe smell of them damned fish.”

“Takeyour time,” hesad. “My fenceisn't due herefor another haf hour.”

And then, because | didn’t want him coming looking for me, | had another stroke of brilliance. | took the
crown off and guv it to him.

“Here” | said. “Y ou hang onto this.”
Hejust looked kind of surprised, and abit curious.

“What'spastispast,” | said, “and | just want you to know that there ain’t no hard fedlings. | trust you not
to run off with the Pebbleswhile I’m in thejohn.”

“| appreciate that, Doctor Jones,” he said.

| picked up the bag and walked to the bathroom. I’d call it the men’ sroom, but from thelooks of it it
served men, women, children, and the occasiona mule what wandered in to get out of the wesather. |
took off the toga and sandals, got into my clothes, and then climbed out through the narrow window.

When | was about ablock away | took a peek back. Dobbin was still tied to the post, and von Horst
either hadn’t come out to check on the fish, or had maybe got asfar as the front door, took a deep
bresth, and satisfied himsdlf that they were il there.

| hitched arideinto Rio in the back of atruck what was ddivering afew hundred live chickensto market,
which certainly got the smell of fish out of my nose. | hopped off when we were ablock away from the
lamppost where I’ d | eft the Pebbles of God, then waited afew minutes until | was sure no one was out
on the street where they might see me.

| climbed up the lamppost, reached in, and found to my relief that the Pebbles were till there. | pulled
‘em out, stuffed ‘em into my pocket, clambered down to the ground, and headed off in search of aplace
to spend the night, preferably one what wasn't frequented by none of Conchita s friends and relations.

| passed abunch of Brazilian hotels, and finaly come to an American one, and the reason | knew that
wasthet it had asmall tasteful sign, written dl in American, what said: Bed and Broad, $7.

“Howdy,” | said, waking into the lobby, which was about the Size of acloset, only maybe alittle
better-lit. “'Y ou got any roomsfor rent?’

“Nah, wejust rent airplanes and gorillas here,” said the clerk, which wasthe kind of answver what
convinced me beyond any doubt that he was American.

“Y ou need a better Sign painter,” | said.

“That' sasbig asign aswe could afford,” he said.



“I wasn't talking about the size of it,” | replied. “But it says Bed and Broad.”
“I know what it says,” hetold me.

“And you got no problem with it?’ | asked.

“None,” hesaid.

“Inthat case | just may stay hereamonth,” | said, pulling off my shoe and reaching for my folded-up hill,
which | shoved acrossthe counter to him.

“What'sthis?’ hesad, frowning.
“My last ten dollars” | said. “But don’'t worry; I’ [l have more tomorrow.”
“If it' slikethis, | won't take it tomorrow neither,” he said, shoving it back to me.

| picked it up and redlized that it wasn't no bill at all, but instead afolded-up letter. 1t was too dark to
read in there, so | took it out and stood under a street light.

My dear Doctor Jones:

If there are three certaintiesin the world, they are degth, taxes, and the nature of Lucifer Jones. If my
reading of your character is correct, and thus far it dways has been, you instantly assumed that the crown
contained nothing but cut glass. It would have taken you less than an hour to examine your costume, your
chariot, and Dobbin’ s harness, come up empty, and findly redlized that | must have had an ulterior
motive for inggting that the fish be part of your costume. Y ou of course would have cut them open, found
the faux “diamonds’, and secreted them away before meeting me at Carlita' s. (Y ou are welcome to keep
them as amemento of our partnership.) | knew you would want to take your leave of the place beforel
could examinethefish, so | brought your clothes dong, giving you the perfect opportunity to escape,
which of course you took.

It may interest you to know that you were indeed in possession of the Pebbles of God al day long. They
were precisaly where | told you they were-embedded in Neptune' s crown—but | knew that a man of
your deceitful nature would never trust aman of honor and integrity like mysdf to tell you thetruth. | fed
your behavior in this endeavor clearly disqualifies you from your share of the profits.

And profitsthere will be. The diamonds are only part of thislittle enterprise. The creature you know as
Dobbin is actudly the champion racehorse Phar Cry, whom | borrowed for afew days and am now
returning for dmost as much money as| will redize for the Pebbles of God. All inal, agood day’ swork,
thanksin no smdl part to you.

Y our obedient servant,
Erich von Horst
A trio of amiable young men wandered up and asked meif I'd liketo join them in asamba.

| kicked each of them in the shins.



