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CONQUEST OF 1HE POLES

(A la Conquete du Pole)
1912, French, Star Films. Silent, 650 feet (25 minutes).
Pro iucer: Ceorze Melies, Director: George lMelies. Cast: George

M=lies.

» ailent classic, made by George Melies (who also made A
Trip to the Moon among other films- for more on him, see A e
Trin to the Moon) It concerns an early voyage to the pole.,
Uron reaching their destination, the explorers meet a Snow
giant, A very rare film.
"Melies as Angineer Mobouloff flying his Aerobus ‘to battle the
siant of tne snows, an ogre articulated to the eyebealls and
operated by a score of stagehands."-A Pictorial History of Horror

Movies by Denis Gifford.
"His (Melies) last and best known film"-Budget Films.

DESTINATION MOON

1950, Eagle Lion films. Color, animation sequences., 91 minutes.
Producer: George Pal. Director: Irving Pichel. Screenplay: Rip
Van Ronkel, Robert A. Heinlein & James O'Hanlon. Art Director:
Ernst Fecte. Astronomical Art: Chesley Bonestell. Animation:
Walter Lantz. Cinematography: Lionel Lindon. Editing: Duke
foldstone. Music: Leith Stevens. Cast: John Archer, Warner
Andderson, Tom Powers, Dick Wesson, Erin O0'Brien-HMoore.

Scripted in part by noted science fiction author Robert
Heinlein, this is one of the best "serious" science fiction films
of the fifties. Great optical effects, it concerns the first
"tr»ip to the moon", One of Pal's best films.

"Destination Moon is the superior 50's space exploration film, &
attempted, by 1950 standards at least, to present an accurate
visualization of what the first flight to the moon would be like,
While not altogether scientifically prophetic, producer George
pal % Adirector Irvine Pichel should recieve credit for a good

«f adventure story."-John R. Duvoli, Gore Creatures #2u

DEVIL BAT

(Killer Bats)
1940(1941). PRC pictures. 69 minutes, black and white. Exec
Producer: Siemund Neufeld, Producer: Jack Gallagher. Director:
Jean Yarbrough. Story: George Bricker. Screenplay: John Thomas
Neville. Art Director: Paul Palmentola. Cinematography: Arthur
Martinelli., Editor: Holbrook N. Tod.i. HMusic: David Chudnow.
Cast: Bela Lugosi, Suzanne Kaaren, David O'Brien, Hal Price,
Guy Usher, Donald Kerr.

Aclaimed as one of the worst horror films made of all time.
Made by PRC films, which are known for their bad movies, it stars
Bela Lucosi in his worst film. (Next, of course, to Bride of the
Monster, 3 ,
"One of %is (Lugosi) worst films is Devil Bat, a PRC production.”
_Mike Dobbs, CineMonsters #2. | :
"Mons trous blood sucking bats hurl across the nignt sky, trained (:)




'DEVIL BAT (continued)

by a mad genius to perform his mission of vengence. Shrieks of
norrer fill the soundtrack as the creatures perform the reflex
thev h-ve been taught-- to kill at the smell of perfume."- Filwp
Pranrram, Salt Lake City Library.

THi FLY

195%, Fox, color, scope. 94 minutes. Producer and Director:

Kurt Neumann. Scresnplay: James Clavell. Art Directors: Lyle
Wheeler and Theobold Holsoprle. Make-up: Ben Nye., Cinematograpny:
Karl Struss. Special Effects: L.B. Abbott. Editing: Merril G.
White. Music: Paul Sawtell, Cast: Al (David) Hedison, Patricia
Owens, Vincent Price, Herbert Marshall, Kathleen Freeman, Charles
Herbert, Betty Lou Gerson., Based on the story by George Lanzelaan.

This science ficticn classic is about a man who nas discoverea
now to transmit matter. But all goes wrong when he tries the
experiment on himself. A fly, unnoticed by our scientist, gets
into the transmitting device just as the scientist transmits
nimself across the room. The result is horrifyine: A human body
with a fly's head and arm, and a fly's body with a hunan head
and arm.

",..this is a quiet, uncluttered and evan unpretentious picture,
puildine up an almost unberable tension by simple suggestion."-
New York Times.

FORBIDDEN PLANET

¥GM, 1656. Color, 98 minutes. Producer: Nicholas Nayfack.
Director: Fred lMcCloud Wilcox. Cinematography: George Folsey.
“creenplay: Cyril Hume, based on a story by Irving Block and

1]len Adler, Editing: Ferris Webster. Art Directors: Cedric
Gibbons & Arthur Lonergram. Electronic tonalities: Louis/Bebe
Barron., Recording supervisor: Dr, Wesley lMiller, Special Effects:
Arnold Gillespie, Warren Newcombe, Joshua lieador, and Irving Reis,
tnination: Walt Disney Studios. Anne Francis' costumes: delen
Hose. Men's costumes: Walter Plunkett. Cast: Walter Pidgeon (Dr.
Morbius), Anne Francis (Altaira), Leslie Nielson (Commander Adams),
Warren Stevens (Doc Ostrow), Jack Kelly (Lt. Farman), Hichard
Anderson (chief Quinn), Earl Holliman (Cook), George Wallace
(Bosun), and Robby the Robot.

Not much can be said about tais film that hasn't been said already.
in interesting fact though is the rumor thit Star Trek was locdeled
after Forbidden Planet. Note the characterizations, set desisn, ’
etc. (For more on the similarites between fthe two, see lMovie

Monsters #3.)

GIGANTIS, Tdk FIRE MONST:R
(Gojira no Gyakushyu. Godzilla's Counterattack: Godzilla n iyak-
ushvu: OJounter-Attack of the Monster: Godzilla Raids Again: 7hp<:)
Volcaro Monster,)



GIGANTIS, THE FIRE MONSTER (continnued)

1955, Released in 1959 by Warner Brothers. 82 minutes (78 in
American version) produced by Toho., Producer: Tomoyuki Tanaxa.
Director: Motoyoshi Odo. Story: Shigeru Kayama, Screenplay: Takeo
rurata & Sigealki Hidaka. Art Director: Takeo Kita. Cinematography:
S~iichi @Endo. Special Effects: Eiji Tsuburaya, Akira Watanabe,
Yiprshi Mukoyama & Ma~so Shirota. Music: Masaru Sato, Cist: Yukio
Fasarma, Hirohi Koizumi, Setsuko Wakayama, Takashi Shimura, Mayuri
Mokusho, Minurn Chiaki, Sonosake Sawamura, Masao Chimizu, Takeo
Cikawa, linosuki Yamada. Gigantis played by Haruo Nakajima.

The first Japanese "monster vs. monster" movie., OK special
efrects hichlicht this film., Japanese monster fans: don't miss
it, but if you are not into Jap monster movies, bring a piillow,
"Gicantis followed Godzilla with continued 1igh production qualities.
And despite the monster vs. monster theme, the character develop-
ment of tne human actors was a major part of the scenario. 1In fact,
one of the heroes of the film lost his life when the final attempt
to destroy Gizantis was made. It all helped the film overcome its
"monster meets monster" status."- Greg Shoemaker, CineFan #1

INVADERS FrOw# MARS

1953, 20th Century Fox, color, 78 minutes, Most original prints
red uced to black and white for some unknown reason. Producer:
Edward Alperson, Director and design: William Cameron ilenzies,
Sereenplay: Richard Blake. Art Director: Boris Leven. ..akeup:
Gen= Hibbs & Anatole Robbins. Cinematography: John Seitz. Special
Effects: Jack Cosgrove. Editine: Arthur Roberts. Music: Raoul
Krau~haar. Cast: Helena Carter, Arthur Frantz, Jimmy Hunt, Leif
Erickson, Hillary Brooke, Max ;

Wasner, Morris Ankrum, Janine R

Farreau, Milbern Stone. '

An unsung science fiction movie,
although not in the same class
358 Forbidden Planet or The Day
the marth Stood Still, it still
holds its own, Tnis 1s the
color version, which is a rare
treat.

"Invaders from Mars goes beyond
the kididie matinee sf film fare
this seems to be aimed at,
givine some incredible hypothe-
sie of a child's dream fanta-
sies, The film was originally
shot in color, having been
since dubbed to a black and
white print...The film may come
across with a schloky apperance
(ie., noticeable zippers on the
backs on the Martians outfits),
but evervthine seems to have
be=sn intended by uirector Men-
zies to simulate the "realness"
that often accompanies a night-

mar»=."-Film Con 3 program hook (:)

% iy

Fantastic but Possible!f

{t Could Happe
Tomorrow!




- LAST AN ON EARTH
(Vante di Monrte: Winl of Death: The Night Creatures)

1963. Rel»ased 1964 by AIP. Produced by La Kegina/Alta Vista. o
minntes, Producer: Robart Liopert. Director: Sidney Salkow &
Ubaliio Ragona. OScreenplay: Logen Swanson & William P. Leicestzr.
£ir Director: Giorzio Giovannini, I[lakeup: Piero Mecacci. Cine-
matorraphy: Franco Delli Colli. Editing: Gene Rugfiero. Mos.ic:
Paul Sawtell 2 RBert Shefter. Cast: Vincent Price, Franca Bettoia,
Emma Danieli, Giacomo Rossi Stuart, Umberto Rau,

A wind-borne plague turns everyone on the face of the Earth invo
vampires except for one man (Vincent Price). Based on Richard
Matreson's novel, I am Legend, (which was also filmed again as the
Cnega Man with Chadton Heston) it is a fine adoptation.  lluch of

tae photogravhy of Nieht of the Living Dead appears to be inter-
chanrible with this film, because of the black and white photo-
sraphy, the lizhting, anl an almost identical plot.

Wi scientist finds himself to be the sole survivor of some strarge
rlacue which has devastated the world. As a result of the strange
placue, zombie-like creatures having the characteristics of vampires,
foraze in the night seeking his death. This chilling story tells
how tne last surviving man stalks the streets by day searching for
the creatures to rend=sr them harmless dy driving stakes througn

their hearts."-United #ilms

THE LOST WORLD

8 i . Tl silent, 50 minutes (9700 feet). Producer: BEarl Hudson &
Watterson R. Rothacker. Director: Harry O. Hovt. Scenario: barion
Fairfax., Chief Technician: "red W. Jackman. BResearch & Special

Bf Williz O0'Brien, Architecture: Milton Menasco. Animation
models built by Marcel Delgado. Cinematograpny: Arthur Edeson,
Editinz: George McGuire., Cast: Wallace Beery, Lewis Stone, Bessie
Love, Lloyd Huzhes, Artnur Hoyt, Bull Montana(apeman).

The oricinal 1925 classic. A scientfic expedition finds a lost
world inhabitedl oy prehistoric monsters. A brontosaurus is captured
and taken to London where it escapes. The monsters in this film
were animated by the late Willis O'Brien, who later went on tc do
Kine Kone and Son of Xong, among otner films, He is usally Known as
the fatner of animation. The models were built by Marcel Delgado,
who also built the King Kong models,

"The gstar of the most sensational American silent film of them all
wzs less than human, less even than animal. It was a toy, a thing
of rubbery stuff moulded zround 2 jointed wire skeleton, all of 12
inches nieh, But when shown on the cinema screen, it became a mon-
strous brontosaurus that mads Tower Bridee come falling down."- Denig
Giffori, A Picterial History of Horror Movies.

44RS ATTACKS TiE JORLD
Pos.ure version of Flash Gordon's Trip to Mars, a 15 part serial.

1234, Universal. Associate Produceri BaPney Sareck)y. Director:
Fori Bashe & Robert F., Hill., Screenvlay: Ray Trampe, worm n S, Hdall,



MABRS ATTACKS THe WURLD (continued)

iyndham Gittens & Herbert Dolmas. Art Director: Ralph Delacy.
Cinematoesraphy: Jerome Ash. Editing: Saul Goodking., Cast:
Buster Cragbbe, Jean Rogers, Frank Shannon, Charles Middleton,
Beatrice Roberts, C. Montague Shaw, Wheeler Oakman, Kane iicnmond,
Kenneth Duncan, Eddie Puirker. Based on the cartoon strip by Alex
Raymond.

Emperor Ming teams up with Queen Azura of Mars to destroy thne
¥arth with their deadly ray that takes the Nitrogen out of the
atmosphere. To fight them, Flash teams up with Prince Baron and
Dr. Zarkov. With the help of the Clay people, they prove once
amain good wins over evil every tine,

"Ray gun battles, rocket ships and the Clay People are among thne
excitement-Budget Films

METROPOLIS
1926, silent, 139 minutes. Made by UFA. Producer: Erich Pommer.
Director: Fritz Lang. Cinematography: Karl Freund/Gunther Ri:tau.
Screennky :Thea Von Harbou, based orn the novel by Von Harbou. Art
Director: Ctto Hunte/Erich Kettelhut/Karl Vollbrecht. Sculpture:
Walter Schultze-Mittendorf. Costumes: Aenne Wilnomni. Cast: Alfred
Abel (Joh Prederson), Gustav Frolich (Freder), Brigitte Helm (:aria),
Rudolf Klein-Rorre {ﬁotwang), Fritz Rasp (Slim), Theodor Loos (Josaprat),
Erwin Biswanger (# 11811), Heinrich George (Foreman), Olaf Storm (Jan).

T7e original epic science fiction classic, directed by Fritz Lang.
T™e cast included 1500 supporting actors and 36,000 crowd playvsrs.
Thne film deals with the future, when men are the slaves of giant
mochines and leaders. A robot built to replace the workers rebels
and causes the workers to revolt.

"Metropolis, a still stasgering story of a machine city operated by
subjugated workers for John Masterman and his idle upper class,
took 310 days to film and 60 nignts."Science Fiction Film, Denis Gifferd
"4 horror tale of the future. Metropolis was also thelast gasp of
expressionism in lLang's work."-An Illustrated History of the dorror
Film by Carlos Clarens.

MONSTER FROM THE DCEAN FLOOR
(It Stalked the Ocean Floor: Monster Maker)

1954, Lippert Pictures, 64 minutes. Producer: Roger Corman. Director:
Wyott Ordure. Screenplay: William Danch. Production desisgn: Ben
Hayne. Cinematography: Floyd Crosby. Editing: Ed Samson. Music:
Andre Brumer.

L
An early Roger Corman movie about a giant amoeba from the ocean vottom.
The monster dosn't show until the final minutes in this lov-uudgeted
movis, so unless “ou are a real 50's freak, miss it.
"Sicw, dull--rade B underwater s-f, Mexican fishing village is ter ror-
ized by sea monster which doesn't show uo until. last 5 minutes. U{ne
of Rbeger Corman's first efforts, directed by Wyott Ordung, not even

recommendad for the most fanatical Cormaniacs."-Castle of Frankenstein

#1109, (:)




NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD

((ient of ‘the Flesh Eaters: Night of Anubis)

1968, Imaege 10 Productions, 90 minutes. Producers:Russell Streiner
and Karl Hardman, Director and Cinematosraphy: George Romero. Screen-
play: John A. Russo. Special Eftf'ects: H=gis Survinski & Tony Pant-
ane'lo, Cast: Duane Jones, Judith O'Dea, Russell Streiner, Karl

Hardman, Keith Wayne.

I can't say much about this film that hasn't already been said. It
is a classic film about the newly dead rising and eating the living.
What started out to be a weekend pro ject for producer Gecrge Homero
is now a multi-million dollar a year grossing product. The superb
liehtine and vhotoeraphy can't help but makeymuu to think of The Last
Man on Earth.

NOSFERATU

(Nosferatu, the Vampire: Nosferatu, eine Symphonies des Grauens:
Nosferatu, a Symphony of Terror: The Terror of Dracula)

1922, Released in 1929 in the United States. PranaFilms, silent, 30
minutes., Directeor: F.4d. Murnau. Screenplay: Henrick Galeen.’ Art
Director: Albin Grau. Cinematogranhy: Fritz Wagner & Gunter Krampt.
Bditin~: Symon Gould, Cast: Max Schreck, Alexander Granach, Gustav
von Wangenhein, Grate Schroder, G.d., Schnell, Ruth Longshoff, John
Go*towt, Gustav Botz, and iax Nemtz.

"Bram Stoker's Dracula has yet to ve faitnfully aiapted to the screen;
but few will deny this to be the eeriest and best version, not because
of ite brilliant, somber antique look, but. . . 1ts looks like it was
filmel about a hundred years ago in Transylvania! Those that are
familar with the far better known Dugosi Dracula will find Nosferatu's
rolt line =21lmost the samme; but thats where theresemblance enas, Max
Schreck, as the infamous vampire, is far moreterrifying and inhuman;
and a dark, dreadful gothic quality is sustained throughout with
greater success, Few horror films have ever recreated a nightmare

mo well on the screen. A definitive horror film and a acclaimed
classic."-Castle of Frankenstein, #20

PLANET OF THE APmS

1969, Apjac Productions (20tn Century PFox), color, scope, 112 minutes.
Producery Artaur P. Jacobs. Associate producer: Mort Abranams. Dir-
ector: Franklin J. Schaffner. Assistant director: William Kessel,
Screenvlay: Micheal Wilson and Rod Serling. Art Directors: Jack Mart.n
Smith and William Creber. Makeup design: Johrn Chambers. Makeup: Ben
Hve & Dan Striepeke, Cinematngraphy: Leon Shamrcy. Special Effectg:
L.3., Abbott, Art Cruickshank and Emil Kosa Jr. Editing: Hugh S. Fouler.
Music: Jerry Goldsmith. Cast: Chatlton Heston (Taylor), Roduy iic-
Dowe'.1 (Cornelius), Kim Hunter (Zira), Maurice Evans (Dr. Zaius),
Linia darrison (Nova), James Whitmore, James Daly,, Lou Werver, wWo~irow
Farfrey, Buck Kartalian, Robert Gurner, Jeff Burton, Norman bBurtcn,

Wiriecht King, ani Paul Lambert.



FLANET OF THe APES (continued)

"The vear 1965 was a very good year. . for science fiction, that ic.
MGi4 brought us 2071 and Fox gave us the Apes. It was tne man Jacobs,
whom with his Roddenberry-like drive and desire to put sometnling on

the screen, whn persuaded 20th to put up the money so he could produce
the first in the series of the most unusual concepts to hit the screen.”
<FilmCon 3 nrogram book.

ROCKETSHIP

(Feature version of Flash Gordon., Other titles: Spaceship to the
unkonwn; 3nace Soldiers; Atomic Rocketship.)

1934, Universal serial, 13parts. Director: Frederick Stephani.
Serasnplay: F. Stephani, George Plympton, Basil Dickey, and Ella 0!
NMeill. Cinematography: Jerry Ash and Ricnard Frper. Cast: Buster
Crabbe, Jean Rogers, Charles Middleton, Frank Shannon, Priscilla
Lawson, Kane RWechmond, Richard Alexander, James Pierce, Eddie Parker,
and Carol Borland, Based on the comic strip by Alex Haymond.

This is the feature version of the original Flash Gordon serial,

in whieh Plash teams up with Dale and Dr. Zarkov to fight the Mercil-
Lless Mine of Monro. They are menaced by Rock-men, liovst-men, ine
Hawk men of Mongo, and the Shark-men.

SHERLUOCK HOLMES AND THE VOICE OF TERROR

1642, Universal, 65 minutes. Directed by John Rawlins, Cast: Basil
Rathbone, I'irel Bruce, Evelyn Ankers, Reginald Denny, denry wvaniell,
Thomas Gomez, Matasue Love.

"Thie is tefirst in a series that placed Conan Doyle's master detective
in modern times. As England battles for survival against Nazt omslaught,
B»itis Intslligence calls in Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson to stop a
band of saboteurs led by the mysterious "Voice of Terror", 1o broad-
cast warnines of disastors before they occer, As terror grius the

neonle of Lordon, Holmes and WJatson track down their quarry 1in the fogay
ailevwavs of London and on the Moors of tne English countryside., Taey
succeed in nringing the mysterious "Voice" to justice and help uncover

a secret N=2zi invasion of England's coast."-Budeet Films

i

SPACE PATROL
(The Man who stole a City) p

25 minutes. Stars Ed Kemmer, Lynn Osborne, Nina sara, and Lee Ven
M

el

4 early 50's science ficticn show. Plot goes somewhat like tnis:
Saratime in the future, Commader Buzz Corey of the Space Patrol and

nis sidekiclk, Cadet Happy, battle a-would-be space dictator,. Us;ng_ :

a weanon that shrinks material, tne madman steals a soole eity, including
the Space Patrol Headquarters! Very Lampy. (i)



THEM

1954, Warner 3rot-ers, 93 minutes, Producer: David Weisbart. Dir-
ector: Gordon Dourlas. Story: George Worthing Yates. Adant: Hussell
Hushes., Screeonplay: Ted Sherdmann, Art Director: Stanley Fleizcher.
Cinem*torraphy: Sid Hickox. Special Effects: Haloh Ayers, Editing:
Thomas Reilly. Music: Bronisau Kaper. Cast: Edmund Gweer, Junes
Wnitmore, Jimes Arness, Joan Weldon, Onslow Stevens, Chris Drake, Sean

=

MeClory, Sandy Descher, William Schallert, Ann Doran, Fess Parker.

One of the first 'bug' movies, and the best as well. Atomic explosions
caused mutated giant ants, some 20 feet tall. The scenes in tne sewers
searching for these ants are pretty scary.

"Them, along with Day the Earth St od Still, was really one ofthe lir=t
films to whimpsr against the atomic bomb, over eight years before tne
Cuban missle crises brought the world to the brink of judgement day.
Yet, like Don Siegel's Invasion Of the Body Snatchers, Them is more

o study in huran reaction than glaring science fiction."-Steve Rubin,
Cinerantastioue.

THINGS TO COMz
(THE SHsPE OF TAINGS TO COME)

British, London Fiims/United Artists, 1936. 92 minutes. Producer:
Alexander Korda. Director: William Cameron Menzies, Screecnplay:

H.G. Wells. Cinematogravhy: George Perinal. Special Effects: lied Mann,
Music: Arthur Bliss. Cast: Raymond Massey, Ralph Ricnardson, Sir

Cedric Hardwicke, Edward Chapman, Maurice Braduell.

"Adapted by its original author from the H.G. Wells' novel "The Shap#
of Thines to Come," this 1936 film shows a startlingly accurate vision
of a future tome from pre-World War LL perspective, Churning througnout
tne tale, just beneath the surface, is an ominous warning against tne
devastation of world-wide war-a tnreat inspired by the then swelling
menace of Naziism. But Wells atains a certzin ammount of aesthetic
distance by delaying the global conflict until after the turn of th:
21st century-a time when man's advanced technology leaves no doubt as
to the outcome of a major war. The year is 2036;the last bomb has bezn
dronred, wiping out the last remnants of civilization, and the few
tnousand that exist find themselves on a parched, unihabitable martn.
Fore=d underground to avoid the toxic atmosphere, the citizens const..
ruct a wonderous subterranean metropolis... The architecis of the
city-those same scientists whose exuerimentation devastat:d tne planet
eeslearn that other city-states exist, 'and renew the chain of war and
peace by devolpine the first ray gun."-United Films

A TRIP TO TH= MOON

1902. French, silnet. 10 mingtes. Made by: George Melies, Cine-
matoeranhy ! Lucien Teinguy. Cast: George Melies, Balleries of the
Theatre du Chatelet & acrobats of the Folies-Bergere,

The first science fiction movie ever made. Tne first expedition
to the moon's rocket lands in the man in thiz moons eye., Tnc explorers
then meetsthe moon creatures, who explode on contact. A trues clussic!



SCHEDULED NAGA FILMS FOR §NTER-CON.
Total showing time bhrs. Y mins, 13 "Mlms,

ZLECTRIC FROPULSIONs 2k mins,  WANCulliisb

This film introduces the concept of electric propulsion; a process which
gives a low but continuous trust. Electric Propulsion permits spacecraft to
travel faster than chemical propulsion will permit., This film should depict
how electric propulsion could be used in a manned mission to Mars. Such a
mission could benefit mankind greatly, just as the Apollo program has. However
increased government support is presently needed.

NUGLEAR PROPULSION IN SPACE: 2k mins,

This film introduces the concept of auclear propulsion, which promises
0 increase rocket trust beyond present chemical systems. (Chemical and electric
propulsion can be used in conjunction with muclear propulsion), Depicts a
manned mission to Mars using nuclear propulsion. At present nuclear rocket
research has been suspended, but could be reactivated, The last tests were
in 1971. Increased govermment support is needed,

DEBRIEF: APOLLO 8, 28 mins, CANCSLLED

The Apollo B mission was man's first trip around the Moon. On Christmas
Eve, the astronauts read the creation story from the Bible, as millions saw
man's first view of the Earth from lunar orbit, Isaac Asimov, and other
space philosophers express their views on man's first steps into his Universe.

APOLLO 11: THE EAGLE HAS LANDED, 28 mins,
In the period of July 16th-2Lth, 1969 man took his first steps on the
surface of the Moon. The Apollo 11 mission came in peace, and for the benefit

of 211 Mankind,

LUNAR SAMPLES OF APCLLO 11 and 12: 9 mins.
This film depicts the scientific study of the lunar samples,

SEEDS OF DISCOVERY: 28 mins,
Actor Jim Francisus narrates this award winming film about the need for

man to advance in Space, The history of space science and the benefits are
uniquely portrayed, This film expresses the view that man will go to the
Flanets and beyond, (Despite the current skepticism of today's scientific and
political community.)

This film was made in 1970 and depicts space probe missions of the 70's,
We have successfully studied the Sun with the Skylab telescope, and sent probes
to Mercury, Venus, Mars, and Jupiter. The Russians gave us our first view of
the surface of Venus. Grand Tour of the Planets was cancelled due to cutbacks.
However Pioneer 11 made a partial grand tour, and should arrive at Saturn in 1979,

WHO'S OUT THERE? 28 mins,
Orson Welles narrates this film about the possibilities of extra-terrestrial

life, As the NASA film catalog putc it: "Orson Welles takes us through science |,
fiction to science fact...The film is a fascinating portrayal of a contemporary.
scientific conclusion that there exists intelligent eiviligations in the

unmiverse, "

©®



APOLJO 17: ON THE SHOULDEHS OF Gl ANTS, 28 mins,

Depicts the last scheduled manned Moon mission. (Skylab, Apollo-soyuz,
and Space Shuttle are briefly introduced.) The promise is piven that man will
return to the Moon and beyond,

SMALL STEPS-GIANT STRIDES: 28 mins,
Isaac Asimov narrates this film on the history of the Space Program, and
its benefits to mankind, ;

MARS-THE SEARCH BEGINS: 27 mins,

Mars has shown unique Earth like characteristics of active geological .
activity, large water channels, a grand canyon, and more recently we've discovered
some atmosphere and soil similarities, This film is based on the findings of
the Mariner 9 orbiter,

SKYLAB-WINGS OF DISCOVERY: 9 mins,

Bascially depicts the SkyZab mission with special emphasis on the industrial
applications of space. Larger more perfect crystals, rounder ball bearings, and
smaller more efficient micro-miniaturazation can be aceomplished in space,

THE MISSION OF APOLLO-SO0YUZ: 27 mins,
Depicts the first joint manned space mission, and its impact on
diplomatic relations,

ZERO "G": 15 mins. CANCELLeD
This film depicts the properties of zero gravity, and some of the Skylab
experiments done in Zero G.
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THE STIFF AFFAIR

- don wenner

CHAFTER ONE
A QUESTION (F DANGER

Captain's log, Stardate 714.21. The En¥erprige has been ordered back to
Starbage 7. In a private communication with Commodore James Ia Barrin I was
“old it was a metter of life and death--mine, A professional assassin, David
araves--known as "the Stiff"--hag been contracted to kill me., Three new

officers brq_ght aboard at Starbase 7 are the prime suspects. Agents from
Starfleet Intelligence have been brought in to assist, We are now returning

to_Starbase 7 to pigg_tham Ups

Kirk made a quick survey of the bridge. [ieutenants Sulu and Arex sat at their
combined console making final adjustments as the Enterprise slipped into
standard orbit around Starbase 7. Lieutenant M'Ress was assisting then =at

the assistant navigation console, her tail twitching nervously. Yeoman Adams
stood by the captain's chair, a clipboard in one hand. Mr. Scoti was busy at
the engineering console. Uhura was in the midst of contacting the starbase.
Speck was zazing into the viewer of the library computer. Both environmental
officer Appadacca and weapons and defense officer Monroe were trying to look

busy.

Appadacca, Monroe, and Security Chief Earl Hokes were the three officers brought
aboard at Sturbase 7. They were not watched, but each one knew their captain was
keeping more than an interested eye on them. None of the three men had said or
done anything to warrant throwing them in the brig——a step the Commodcre had
vehemently advocated. Without more indication that it could be one of these

men Kirk rejected this idea.

Ensign Juan Appadacca was of Spanish descent--short, stout and darkskinned.
His physical appearance was average, With the exception of a long handlebar
mustache which enhanced his features.

The lively little ensigne had become quite popular for singing Spanish ballads
and playing guitar. Lieutenant Uhura, noted for her own musical ability, was one
of his most devoted fans.

Weapons and Defense officer Francis Monroe was a native of the planet Funon.
Funon was peculiar because it was inhabited by both Earth men and aliens. The
two factions did not get along--in fact, they were in a constant state of war.

The Earth colony had developed a striet code of conduct for its people. Breakingr
the code meant persecution and hatred from the community. When Monroe broke the
code 1e was persecuted by his own people and turned tc Starfleet.

The experience left Monrce embittered and morose. Since jolining the Enterprise
Monroe had kept strictly to himself, only speaking when spoken to. This was
distressing to the female population on board, as Monroe was quite handsome--

average in height, lean and wiry.

Lieutenant Earl Hokes, the new Security Chief, was a space oddity. Gdorn in



the 1ills of Tennessee, he was the perfect country bumpkin. At the same time
he made the perfect security officer. Standing six feet six inches tall, big
in the shoulder and long legged, Hokes easlly towered over everyone on board.
Hokes had leadership abilities that gave him the respect and loyalty of his
personnel in just a few days.

Hokes was not a young man. His hair was white and his skin was wrinkled. He

joined Starfleet late in life, after having served in many law enforcement poaitions
on Earth. (ne of the oldest men ever to graduate from the academy, he had served
six years aboard several Federation ships. His last assignment had been the
Starship Hood.

The elevator door opened and Chief Medical Officer Leonard McCoy strode inm,
hands clasped behind his back.

"Good morning, Pones," Kirk said, "You're just in time."
"So I see," McCoy said in a tense voice.

"Sensors indicate no vessels of any kind-——in orbit or in the vicinity of the
Starbase, Captain,™ Spock reported.

This was odd, because a starbase is the hub of all Federation activity in a

given quadrant Ships of all shapes and sizes were usually in orbit around a
starbase. Now, however, there wasn't even a shuttlecraft.

Mhat the devills going on?" growled a suspiecious MeCoy.

"The Commodore has probably ordered all ships to stay clear until I'm out of
the area," Kirk said.

McCoy had taken the threat on Kirk's life seriously. The fact that Kirk did not
angered McCoy. 'Fine," he said. "But if this joker is as good as all that, he's
probably already there, or on board."

"Ietls hove you're wrong on both counts, Bones."

"Captain," said Unura, "I have Commodore La Barrin on H frequency.™

:"All right, put him on."

"Captain Kirk," the Commodore!s voice boomed over the loudspeaker.

RKirk here, Commodore."

"Cuptain, prepsre to beam up three persons.".

Threel" Kirk said, startled. "I thought there were only two."

1Two plus myseif. I1'm coming as well."

* % %

The reception committee consisved of Kirk, Spock, McCoy, Scott, Security Chief
Hokes and Transporter Chief Kyle. Three forms began to appear on the transporter
platform. They glistened and sparkled as they materialized.



The first man to step down from the platform wore the uniform of a Federation
officer-—the insignia of a Commodore on his chest. The man was in his late
forties, tall and well built. He was handsome, with iron black hair.

Kirk saluted. "Captain James T. Kirk at your service, sir. Welcome aboard."
WPhank you, Captain. May I present Mr. Victor Grafiin and his wife Ventura,"

"Plessed to meet you, Captain,” said Graftin, shaking hands.

Kirk saw a stout man with a short gray beard and receding hairline. Graftin wore
a patch over his left eye.

"So you're the Captain Kirk we've heerd so mueh about,”" Ventura Graftin said in
a low sexy voice.

Ventura was a middle-aged woman whose exotic beauty was still intact. Her
cheekbones were high and her skin dark. Her long black hair was wrapped
becomingly about her head. She stood erect and walked with pride and dignity.

Kirk introduced his officers and greetings were exchanged. The Graftins seemed
warm and friendly but the Commodore's attitude was perfunctory. "I think we
would like to go to our guarters now, Captain," La Barrin hinted.

"Yes, I'm sure you want to settle in before we get down to business," Xirk said.
7111 show you to your quarters myself."

S | S

Virk and La Barrin left the Graftins at their quarters. Upon reaching the
Commodore's cabin Ia Barrin asked Kirk to remain a moment. "What do you think
of the Graftins?" he asked.

nThey seem to be who they are supposed to be."

1T have no doubt about their identities, Captain. You should put a guard on
then—they're old friends of David Graves."

"You mean they were also assassins? Kirk said, stunned.

"Yes., Victor Graftin was his partner and Ventura was his girlfriend. Apparently
Ventura decided to marry Graftin instead. Graves left them shortly after that.

i year later, Graftin and his wife were captured. They were given their choice—-
life imprisonment or serve in the anti-assassination branch of Starfleet
Intelligence. They have helped Starfleet a great deal. I don't want them to

stop now,."
"7 understand," Kirk said. "May I ask why you decided to come along?"

"Tyo reasons, Captain. First to keep ycu alive if I can. Second, i've been
tpansferred to Starbase 9. Your assignment is to take me there."

* % n

 The Enterprise slipped out of orbit and began the journey to Starbase 9. iirk
ent to his cabin and ordered several record tapes from the library computer's



porsonnel files of Starflset officers. The files were of the three suspect
officers and Comnodore la Barrin.

wirk did not for a moment suspect the Commodore, but he knew very litile of

Tx Barrin.

Prom e Lnpes Firk lesened that the Commodore had had a fairly distinguished
eareor in Starfloet. For twenmty-five years la Barrin had served aboard various
ghips. flis last ship assignment had been the Constellation. During the past

six years la Barrin had commanded Starbase 7. Now suddenly La Barrin was being
transferred, The timing of Starfleet was certainly a coincidence.

Checking these files occupied Kirk's time until the meeting he had scheduled
with Ia Barrin and the Graftins. On Kirk's arrival in the briefing room he
found Spock, McCoy, Scott and Yeoman Adams. The Yeoman had been placed in
charge of the library computer. The three suspect officers sat uneasily at
the far end of the table. As lLa Barrin entered, all in the room rose and
saluted. "At ease, everyone." The Graftins entered and sat down.

"This meeting is called to order," La Barrin said stiffly. "Yeoman, is the
computer ready "

"Yes, sir."
La Barrin outlined the meeting's agenda. "First we must determine whether or not
one of these three men is David Graves. If not we must decide how to find

Graves. Also we must keep Captain Kirk alive umtil Graves is found. Is everyone
agreed 2"

"lot quite, Commodore."

#yhy not, Captain?"

"] pelieve we still have to determine whether or not Graves is actually on board.!
“3eriously, Captain,” the Commodore began.

"Jentlemen," Victor Graftin interrupted, "I can put your minds at rest on this
ccore." Graftin handed a small piece of paper to Kirk. "My wife found this note
in our cabin just before coming here. With it we found a basket of flowers."

#irk opened the note and read its contents:

TG VENTUR4, WHO IS STILL THE MOST BEAUT IFUL WOMAN IN THE GALAXY.
DAVID

* ¥
CHAITER TWO .
DIVERSION
Firk handed the note back to Graftin, "Can you identify Graves as iie wriuo. 7
nYes, Cantain, I'm certain this is Graves' handwriting."

"i, too, am cortain, Captain,® Ventura added.



wyuestion is, where did he get the flowers?" mused the Commodore. "A botanist
may be able to help us."

but it proved to be a dead end. Iieutenant Sulu and the Botany Chief were sent
for. The botanist's inventory of foreign and exotic plants was complete. Sulu,
however, reported that someone had broken into his cabin and taken a bunch of
fed Turas, flowers similar to roses. The helmsman was mad enough to kill, but he
softened when he learned where the Taras had gone. "He may be a thief, madam,"
he suid, "but he couldn't have put them in a better place."

"Thank you, Lieutenant," Ventura replied.

Failing to mike headway on the flowers, Kirk now tried another angle. He asked
Graftin where Starfleet had learned of his impending assassination.

iStarfleet has infiltrated the Klingon government," Graftin began. "Especially
in their Subversion Department. We learned plans were being made to execute
several persons in the Federation, whose opposition has impeded the goals of
the Xlingon Empire. You, Captain, were on that list."

Graftin paused a moment to let his statement sink in, then he continued. "Graves
is but one of many assassins hired by the Klingoms tc carry out their objectives.
Starfleet has sent agents to protect those the Klingons want killed. So far no
one has been hurt, and two of the assassins have been captured.”

®hat is Mr. Graves! mode of operation, Mr. Graftin?" asked Spock.

"is you know, David and I worked together. He is intelligent and resourceful.

He is sly like the fox and quick as a cal. He strikes without warning and is
gone like the wind., GCraves uses a lot of disguises. But above all else he likes
to use diversionary tactics. He disorganizes and confuses his victim, then he
strikegl"

"Just how many people has this Graves managed to kill?" McCoy asked.

"I was associated with David--a—(Craves for five years," Graftin said. "In that
time we--a——eliminated twenty. The gods know how many since then."

"y hat, then, can we do to protect the Captain? Spock asked, cutting off an
emoticnal outburst from MeCoy. :

"There are three things we can do. First, guards must be placed at all areas
important to the running of the ship. Graves may try to divert your attention
by disabling your ship in some manner.

"Second, a sife place must be made for the Captain. Preferably this should be
the Captain's cabin. This must be a place thoroughly scanned and fortified
sgainst Graves.

"Finally, a guard must be placed on the Captain--two would be best."

WGentlemen, you seem to forget that we have three men here," Ia Barrin chided.
‘Mope of them eculd be Graves. Mr. Graftin, could any of these gentlemen Le
David Graves?"

"yell, Commodore," Graftin began. "Graves was five feet ten inches tall. It's



obvious that Ensign Appadacca is far too short and Mr. Hokes here is much too
tall. Six feet six, isn't it, Lieutenant?

"Yes, sir.®

"That leaves you, Mr. Monroe," drawled the Commodore.

"I'm as innocent as the others," Monroe said, his face pale.
"We'll see," la Barrin said icily. "Computer?"

“Comﬁutor scknowledged."

"Does the voice you just heard match that of the voice in ILieutenant Monrce's
file."

"iffirmative."

Monroe'!s face brightened.

"May I question the ccmputer, Commodore?"

"Be my guest, Mr. Spock."

"Computer, is it possible that the voice included in Lieutenant Monroe's file
could be erased and the present voice put in its place?"

"Affirmative."
lionroe stiffered, the paleness returned to his face.

"You're sveaking in conjecture only," Graftin said. "There is only one way to
make sure of Mr. Monroe's identity."

"Ther plsase snow us, !Mre Graftin," the Commodore growled.

"Graves makes good ugse of disguise. I can examine lrr. Monroe and determine his
true identity."

"A1l right, Graftin, if Mr. Monroe will submit."
311l suomit, sir, if it will clear this up."

Graftin began his examination. With a magnifying glass he took his time, checking
every freckle and every eyelash. When he finished, he straightened up.

"ell?" snapped the Commodore.

v

Jraftin looked straight at Ia Barrin. "This man is what Mr. Spock would calle-
quthentic,"
The meeting continued. Discussion of Graftin's three point plan to protect tie

ship and its captain went on. Kirk agreed with the first two points of the plan,
put he fiatly refused a bodyguard. "The crew," he said, "would lose faith in me."



MeCoy said it was better to have morale damaged--Kirk's death would not just
damage morale, it would destroy it completely.

"No bodyguard, and that's finall" Kirk snapped.

"Kirk, this is your ship," Ia Barrin said, rising to full height. "I don't want
to pull rank on you. DBut if you don't put a guard on yourself I'll order it domne."

"411 right," Kirk said. "One guard, just onel"

This was agreeable and on that note the meeting adjourned.

¥onroe was on his way to the turbolift when someone called his name, Ile turned
to see the Captain's Yeoman coming out of the briefing room. I{ was she who
had called to him. What was her name--oh yes, Adams, that was it. He had seen
ner on the bridge many times, but this was the first time they had spoken to each
other, She flashed him a smile as she joined him. "Hey, you really had a scare
in there," she said.

QYes, I guess so." What does she want? lMonroe wondered.

#I'm glad it turned out all right."

1That makes two of us, Yeomanl"

"Listen," she said, "we're having a little sing-along in rec room 3 tonight.
You're welcome to join us, sir."

"Thanks, Yeoman," Monroe said. "But Mr. Scott and I planned on checking out the
phaser banks this evening."

The Yeoman looked disappointed. She's even pretty when she frowns, Monroe thought.
"Jlell, when you get done come on up."

“Thznk you, Yeoman, I may do that."

"A11 right, we'll see you later then," she smiled again as she turned to go.

Unconsciously Monroe sized her up as she walked down the corridor. She had a
pretty smile and a dimple on her right cheek. Her good locks offset her thin
bedy and rather flat chest.

e ghook his head as though to clear it. Since leaving Funon Monroe had kept
aloof from those he dealt with. He aimed to keep it that way. Besides, she
probably had her eye on the Captain or Mr. Spock. Most of the women on board
did.

L

(ne had to answer questions carefully at dinmer. The Commodore was clzing
un o“veryone at the table, the Graftins in particular.

Iz Barrin was striving to answer a very important question of his own. Uhere
did the Graftins! loyalty lie—with Starfleet or their friend? Starfleel must



have a lot of confidence in them, thought Kirk. But Starfleet might have decided
to sumble on their loyalty., If that were the case they were putting a lot on the
line. The death of a Starfleet captain by assaasination would hurt Starfleet
prestige. Civilizations considering entering the Federation would have second
thoughts. They might decide against entering at all. Present members might be
intimidyted into leaving the Federation. _

Ihen there was Ventura Graftin. Being Duvid Graves' old flame, her presence
increased Starfleet's gamble. It would be very difficult to stop Graves were
she to side with him.

“ooking at her Kirk believed she was one of the most beautiful women to ever
wall the decks of the Enterprise. The radiance of her beauty seemed to light up

the room. She watched the Commodore coldly yet thoughtfully, answering his
questions with care.

"Mr, Scott," La Barrin was saying, "I understand that you like good brandy."
myive, sir, that I do."

"t is your favorite brandy?™

"Rl ickberry, sir, fruit of the gods for sure."

The Commodore turned to Spock with a mischiewvous gleam in his eye and asked,
"Do they indulge in the bubbly brew on Vulecan, Mr. Spock?"

"Je have our beverages, Commodore," Spock said, raising both eyebrows.

Ia Barrin rose, glass in hand, to propose a toast. Everyone rose in accordance.
"Iong life the Federation and all she stands for," he said. They clinked their
glasses and drank.

The room seemed to shiver. Brandy splashed out of glasses and spilled over f{aces
and clcthing. GSeveral inhaled or swallowed too much of the liquid. Fits of
coughing and gagging could be heard. Kirk's reflexes were as quick as ever.

He realized something was wrong and started for the intercom.

The red alert sounded through the ship. Sulu's wvoice boomed over the speaker.
"Bridge to damage control, send a damage control party and a medical team to the
bridge immediately."

"Kirk tc bridge. What happened up there, Sulu?

"Explosion, Captain, in communications."

"Hoid on, I'1l be right up. Kirk out."

With Kirk in the lead the little group ran down the corridor to the turbolift.

® X

They entered a cevastated bridge. The smoke had been dissipated by the
ventilating system, so everyone had a good view of the terrible sight.



Charrea ruins were all that remained of the conmunications console. - Lieutenant -
Arex stood guard over it, fire extinguishing canisters in two of his three handa.
Juiu sat slumped in the cmtain’a chair, nursing an injured arm. Others of the
bridge wateh were spraying chemicals on bits of smoldering wreckage lying about
the Lriﬂge.

sat the most terrible sight of all lay behind the captain’s chair, where the
burried and broken bo-dy of the night commmicationg offficer had been thrown by
the blast.

Kirk turned to his officers. 3cott was already surveying the damga with Am
Spock was checking out the library computer. MeCoy quickly looked at the body
behind the captain's chair. Finding it lifeless he then attended to Sulu., = -

Kirk realized there was nothing to do at the moment but clean up the mess, Graves
would have to wait. He asked Sulu for a report. Sl

Sulu was dazed but alert, He sensed the Ggptain's black mood. "Well, sir,"

he bagan, "everylhing was just fine and the next thing I knew I was lying against’
the navigation console. When I got up I saw the damage. I told Arex and the
others to do what they couwld to put out the fire. I then called for a damage :
control unit and a medical team."

At that point both the damage control party and medieal team arrived. Scott
immediately took charge of damage and repair procedures. McCoy ordered the'
removal of the dead commmications officer from the bridge. He then helped
lurse Chapel put a splint on Sulu's arm. :

"Your arm is bfoken, Sulu," he said. "We'll get you down to sickbay and use
the bone-knitting laser., You'li be back on duty tomorrow night,."

"But doctor, I need rest," Sulu said with a wry amile.

"ihat," said MeCoy, "and have you miss your fencing lesson? And who's go:lng to
water your plants?®

The body was placed on a stretcher. Before it was taken away Kirk removed the
cover from the face and glanced at it. Xirk could not put a name to the face,
what was left of it. He replaced the cover and the stretcher was removed.

"Who was she?" he asked Sulu as the helmsman was being taken from the bridge.

"Iieutenant (dry Mayler, Captain.®

rirk stepred to the right arm of the captain's chair and pushed a button.
NEirk to security."

"Security. Aye, Cap'n.®

Mr. Hokes, T wint all guerds doubled. If you need more personnel get them
from the science department ."

"A.ye, sir. bl
Ut will not do you any gocd, L,dpua‘n,“ Graft:{.n gaid. "You'd better calm yﬁurse_lf.‘

. brief glance told him the Grafiins were shocked at what had happened.  The -



Comnodore's face was drawn and mask-like.

"Mr. Graftin," Kirk said angrily, "I am calm, but cne of my people is dead.
[ am Just as determined to get Graves now as he is to get me."®

Kirk now turned to his Engineering officer for a damage report. The library
somputer nad suffered minimum damage. Repairs could wait until the communications
console was repaired. Scott estimated that repairs on the communications would
take two solar days to complete.

Krk had Scotty get to work on the repairs. He then told Spock to play back the
visual bridge log for the day. The bridge cameras might have caught Graves in
vhe act cf placing his bomb.

{irk gave command of the bridge to Arex. He was about to leave the bridge when
raftin stopped him. '

"Captain, earlier today I told you of David's habit of diverting his victims,"

" Yes - H

"No doubt while you were here David was preparing your death. Possibly in
your guarters."

# % %

Fifteen minutes later Kirk's cabin was looking worse than the bridge. Security
men were looking for a bomb. In doing so they found it necessary to take the
place apart, piece by piece.

Graftin had brought some equipment from his cabin, He was now setting it up
at the ecabin entrance.

"Its obvious purpose, Captain, is to keep out intruders," he told Kirk. "Anyone
trying to enter will be pushed back. It will also sound an alarm."

"Mind if I see a demonstration2v

"Be my guest, Captain,"

It was simple matter to set up the device. It comsisted of two rods that were
placed on either side of the entrance. A small control box was attached to the
1cfi rod. The controls consisted of a single on-off switch.

Lieutenant Hokes was unhappily commandeered to test the Gate, as Graftin had
named his device. The Gate was but one of his many innovations.

Grafiin switched on the machine and on Kirk's signal Hokes advanced. Ile reached *
tihe entrance and externded his hands. A sharp craek was heard. Hokes was

suddenly thrown ageinst the far wall of the corridor. Stunned, he fell to the
{loor as though wiconscious. Two security mem raced to his aid, "I'm okay,
Loys," Hokes muttered, getting shakily to his feet.

"It works, Mr. Graftin," he said. "Mercy, that thing's got a hell of a kick."

& secirity guard rushed in from Kirk's inner quarters. "Sir, we [ nd the bomb,"




he sald.

Glommodore la Barrin stood by the air veni looking at something in his hand,
Graftin crossed the room and snatched the object from the Commodore.

"Don't you know you could set it off ?" Graftin growled, holding the bomb up to
the ligzht.

1Sorry, Graftin, I didn't realize."
Graftin turned to Kirk. "It's plastic explosive with a detinator in the center,™

nyow is it disarmed ?" Kirk asked.

"Easily done, Captain." Graftin placed the marble-shaped object on the floor and
smashed it with the toe of his shoe.

"yhat a way vo disarm a bomb," said a surprised Hokes.

"Yes," Graftin said. "It's small but effective. I have no doubts that a similar
device was used on the bridge, Captain."

Kirk lJooked at the security men. "Where did you find this?"

"In your bed, sir," one said.
"Thank you, gentlemen, you saved me from having some rather explosive dreams."

The search completed, the security team was dismissed. Two sentries were laft
outside Xirk's door, however. The Commodore and Graftin said their goodnights
and left soon after. Kirk cleaned up the mess in his inner quarters. He took
a lcok at the disarray in the outer office, and decided that could wait until

mornirg. 5o closing the Gate he went to bed.

* ® ®

Idrk's dreams were filled with death. In his dreams he sav once again the charred
and broken body of Lieutenant Mayler. Then he saw his own body mangled in the
same horrible wiy. Fortunately Kirk woke at that point.

He tried to take a deep breath—and realized he could not breathe. Gasping for
breath Kirk staggered from the bed. He tried to oper the air vent. It was
jammed. He was ready to collapse by the time he reached the intercom. "Kirk—

to=—=briige--Kirk--to——bridge."

Up on the bridge Lieutenant Arex heard his commanding officer and was immediately
concerned. "Bridge. Aye, Captain." he said.

L

"Ep--emer--gency. No—no—air." A dull thud was heard through the speaker.
arex got the message. He lost no time in pushing the red alert button.

F+ PTER THREE
CHESS GAME

The Graftins, like everyone olse, Were awakened by the alert., Thuy were now



nurriedly gatting dressed.

"ipidpe to Mre Graftin," Arex said., His voice came tinnily over the intercom.
"Thisg is Graftin., Go ahead."

n3ir, you're to report immediately to the Captain's quarters."

They quickly made their way to Kirk's quarters. They found Commodore La Barrin,
“r. Spock, Scotty and McCoy along with Lieutenant Hokes and a Security team.

e four senior officers stood in a group to the side. The security team lined
up, preparing to blast open the Gate with their phasers.

told on!" Graftin said, stepping in front of the entrance.

wout of the way, Graftin, or we'll cut you down with your force field," la Barrin
snapped. i

nThe Gate reflects phaser fire," Graftin yelled. "Your men will be killed by
their own weapons,"

"You have a better idea?" growled McCoy.

"Yes, I do," Graftin said. From a belt pouch he brought out a glove with a long
.sleeve that reached clear to the arm pit.

Graftin put on the glove and without the slightest hesitation put his hand througa
the force field. He reached around the left rod of the Gate and switched off the

machine.

With McCoy at their head the officers rushed into Kirk's quarters. They found
him lying spreadeagled on the floor. McCoy kmelt down and searched for a pulse.

"Is he alive, Doctor? Spock asked.
JeCoy looked at the Vulean with relief. "Yes, I think we made it in time."

# ¥ #

Kirk's eyelids fluttered, then opened. McCoy smiled down at him. "Welcome
back, Jim," he said.

¥irk started to get out of bed. "What happened?" he asked.

"You passed out," McCoy said, pushing Kirk back gently. "Graves somehow removed
all the air from your cabin."

L
"Yes," ¥irk said, remembering. "I should have tried to reach Graftin's machine
instead of the intercom."

"You wouldn't huave made it, Jim," soothed MeCoy. "You did the right thing."
Kirk again tried to sit up. "You'll be staying the night, Jim," McCoy
comnanded. "Your vital signs are still a little low."



iirk did not complain, he couldn't. For the good Doctor had slipped )iim a

sedative.

®* %y

Kirk woke early, restless and uneasy. McCoy insisted on a final checkup. It
was cbvious he didn't want Kirk to leave.

"dell Jim," he said, "you're fine. I'll release you if you want. But I really
think you should stay here wntil, . ."

"Until what?" Kirk snapped. "I'm not safe anywhere on this ship, Bones, and
I'm not going to hide. How the devil did you get into my quarters, anyway?

"Graftin let us in," McCoy began. "According to him, chemicals and materials
that can not be repelled by a reflector shield are few. But there are a few
such materials available. TIt's like two opposite poles of a magnet coming
together; the materials are thus absorbed. by the reflector. Graftin had a glove
made of the material. He simply put his zloved hand through the Gate reflector
and turned off the machine.

"I see," Kirk said slowly. "Spock--or Graftin--have any idea what happened to
the air in my quarters2"

"They and a security team went through your cabin again but I don't know if
they found anything,"

® O#* B

Graftin lay in bed, his eyes closed. He was thinking of the recent confrontation
wita Ventura. Ohe had left the ecabin and now he thought he heard her returning.
He ovened his eyes, then sat up quickly. For Graftin found himself staring at
th1e disguised face of David Graves.

"I knew it was you," said Graftin, "I just couldn't bring myself to the point
of exposing ycu.t

4 green tube held by Graves emitted an equally green liquid into Graftin's face.
Graftin cougned violently and fell over, unconscious.

#* ¥ #®

firk returned to his quarters with two security men in tow. His quarters were
once ~cre in a shambles. Papers and tape cartriges lay about the floor of Xirk's
outer office. The inner room was also in a state of disarray. Kirk stepped
gingerly over the mess to the intercom.

He asked Scotty for a report on communications. "It!s disappointing to say the -
least, Captain," muttered the engineer. ™"Sc many circuits and relays are damaged

that 1t'11 take 36 hours to effect repairs. And the auxiliary control roonm
cemmunications are ruined."

“rk was surprised. 'How did that happen?" he asked.

"The sentry was knocked unconscious. When he came to Le checked the room and



found nothing. 3y the time we made a more complete investigation it was too
lute. Graves bad put some acid-like chemical into the circuitry. Much of it
wis corroded avwey to nothing,"

\ftor recovering from this shock Kirk said, "Is it possible to repair one of the
aailing frequencies and leave the rest till later2"

"I don't know why not."
nTry it, Scotty--I want communications as soon as possible."
"iye, sir."

Kirk then talked with Lieutenant Hokes about the last search of his quariers.
A piece of material with a slippery surface had been found. "It was lying on
your desk, sir," Hokes said. "] picked it up and smelt of it, and mercy, I like

%0 have passed outl”
"Where is it now?"
"Mr, Spock's got it down in the Biopsy lab."

“irk now contacted Spock and asked if the bridge cameras had picked up anyone
planting the bomb. Spock!s answer was negative.

"Mr, Spock, do ;you have any information on that material found in my cabin?"

"Yes, Captain. It is a rather interesting material called Talite. It is used
in airtight containers. Oxygen penetrating the container is absorbed by the
Talite. The sample I have here is more potent than is normally used."

50 all Graves had to do, Kirk thought, was walk into my office and lay the
Talite cloth on my desk. Then he makes sure all the air vents are jammed
shut. The victim would do the rest.

Kirk began to feel like a frustrated chess player. A player whose moves were
countered in advance by his opponent.

For the second time in a solar day, Kirk straightened up his inner quarters.
With the help of Yeoman Adams he began to clean his outer office. They had
almost completed this task when McCoy's voice came urgently over the intercom.

nJim, you better get down here," he said.
"What is it, Bones?"
"Tt1s Graftin., He's unconscious."

®* # #

Ventura Graftin had been taking a walk. On her return she found Victor Graftin
unconscious. lie was brought to sickbay and given emergency treatment.

The patient's vital signs were good with the exception of his blood pressure,
which was low. It appeared that Graftin had been given a sedative. How long
this condition would last was anyone's guess.



his wags MeCoy's report to Kirk upon his arrival in sickbay. This could mean
two things, Kirk thought. First, Graves was going to make a new mova, and econ.
second, Graves' reputation for cunning and daring were well-founded. He had
tried to bypass all of Kirk's defenses. He had failled, but just barely. Kirk
was 2gain reminded of the chess game. Since Graves had not been able to bypass
the Knight and the Bishop, he had obviously decided to remove them and anything
else that got in the way. In removing Graftin, Graves had removed one of Kirk's
most important defenses.

At this point Kirk realized that he still hated Graves, but he had gained new
respect for his adversary. Despite Graves' abilities Kirk had survived. This
gave Kirk hope that this particular chess game could still be won.

He asked McCoy how CGraftin had been knocked unconscious.

"We know it was gas, Jim," said McCoy. "There were still some traces of it in
the air. GSome oxygen samples were taken in the cabin. Spock has them in the
Biopsy ILab."

"iny idea how long Graftin will be unconscious?"

"I really don't know, Jim. It could be an hour, a couple or days, or it could
be permanent. Our best bet is an antidote. With that poor sample we gave
Spock an antidote is unlikely."

¥irk went to the bed where Graftin lay. Ventura Graftin stood by it, one hand
clutching one of Graftin's. GShe gazed down at the unconscious man.

"Mrs. Graftin.”
NCaptain.”

Ventura's face was tear-stained but still very beautiful. One look at it told
Kirk more about her loyalties than any of La Barrin's questions ever could.

Wentura," he said, "you realize that you are the only ome that can help us
find Graves."

"I am afraid that my husband and I have failed you."
nyhy do you say that ?"

"ietor knew who David is but he could not decide whether to tell you or let
Davic kill vou. He told me this morning. I tried to convince him to tell you
bt he would not decide. I left our cabin in a rage and took a walk to calm
myself. When I returned I found him like this."

Her gaze returned to her husbend. OShe was fighting desperately to keep her
emotions under control.

’

"M on't blame yours:1f. You would also be unconscious if you had stayed."

"T don't. what bothers me is the fact that both Vietor and I have made an
agreement with Starfleet. We did not keep our part of it."

“Yes, that is true, but you can sti1l help us find David. When “tarfleet



learns of your assistance they will teke it into consideration., But the final
decision, however, will rest with Starfleet."

She turned -her hope-filled eyes to Kirk. "Very well, Captain," she said,
Wyhat must I do?"

"dnit one hour," Kirk said in a low voice. "Then call the Security officer,
ieutenant Hokes. Advise him to get down to Dr. MeCoy's quarters on the double.™

* %

. few minutes later Kirk, McCoy and a security guard went to the doctor's
quarters. The second guard had been dismissed, but not without some argument

from Hokes.

On their arrival Kirk turned to Wilson, the sentry. "You're relieved, Wilson,"
he said., "Make yourself scarce for the next hour. Then get back here on the

double."
"Yes, sir, but-="
nT111 be all right, Ensign, just be back here in an hour,"

The doors closed, leaving Wilson alone in the hallway. Had Wilson trusted his
captain and followed his orders the young officer would have lived. But he
was fresh out of Starfleet Academy, eager and inexperienced.

Tike nost of the crew, he idolized the captain. He knew that if anything were
to happen to Kirk he would be responsible. Not only that, but Wilson himself
would feel responsible and would hate himself for the rest of his life. So,
Wilson took station by the entrance.

Outside McCoy's cabin all was quiet for some 45 minutes. Then a figure came
down the corridor and stopped in front of the sentry.

"If [ may, I would like to see the captain."

"Yes, sir," said Wilson. He stepped aside to let the officer pass. Instead,
the officer placed a hand on Wilson's shoulder. The sentry gave a startled
cry, then stiffened. Graves removed the device, letting the guard fall to the
floor.

The device used to kill the sentry was called a Spar by the owner, It was
small and oval in shape. The upper half was metallic and could be held in
the hand. The lower half, however, was deadly to the touch. This part
consisted of a solid whitish substance. The material could draw all of the

gelectrons from the body if attached long enough.

Graves placed the Spar in a special pouch on his belt, then dragged Wilson's
body into a vacant cabin nearby. He then stepped once more to the entrance to
¥ehoy's cabin,

L

MeCoy didn't like being shanghaied into Kirk's plans. And Kirk's explanation
nad not helped much.



‘How do you know Graves will act?" McCoy demanded.

n1 Jon't, but [ belleve Craftin will wake up in a few hours, Graves must act
hefore that time,M

"What rakes you think Graftin will come to?%

"Graftin was given a sedative, you said. How long does a sedative last?"
"Depends on the dose."

1411 right, let's say this sedative is a stronger dose than usual. The longest
it could last is a day, two days at the outside. Also Graves would not hamper
his escape by having to give Graftin an antidote before he leaves."

"So you left yourself open. That's quite a gamble, Jim."

"Not necessarily, Bones. Even if Graftin stays unconscious I'm hoping Graves
may take advantage of the situation.”

tje're the bait then, where's the trap?"
Shet's outside watching for Graves."
"She. You mean Ventura?"

"Yes, I told her to wait an hour before alerting security. She won't wait
that long, however."

"But she'll try to stop Graves."

"Yes, and I hope she does. Because if she can't we certainly won't be able to."




CHAFTER FOUR

CHECKMATE
They piassed the time playing checkers, a favorite game of McCoy's. "I'm no
¢hess player," he said, "but at checkers I'm a master--ask Spock. It's the
first time I've gotten the upper hand on him in a long while."

{rk slowly moved a checker. McCoy then mercilessly jumped several of his
captain's checkers.

You're not paying attention," McCoy observed.
"Sorry, Bones, I'm not very interested.”

"3ome brandy will fix you up." McCoy rose and walked to the cabinet where the
liquer was stored.

it that moment the doors opened. In the entrance stood David Graves, fully
disguised as Commodore James La Barrin. The phaser in his hand left no doubt

of it.

"Good afternoon, Gentlemen," he said. "Captain, kindly step away from the table,
if you please. Thank you." Graves entered the room, the doors closing behind
him.

"Why, you son of. . «" McCoy began.

"3ilence, doctor," Graves snapped. "I am sure my real identity is quite a
shock to both of you. Against that wall, gentlemen."

"ine guestion,”" said Kirk. '"What happened to the real Commodore?"

"Dead, I'm afraid. When the Starbase found him I'm sure they raised hell,"
"That's why you destroyed commmications," Kirk muttered.

"Yes, I'm sorry about the woman but it really couldn't be helped."

"I'm sure it couldn't," growled MeCoy.

"Kill me, then," Kirk said. "That's what you came for. But leave my medical
officer, he's done nothing."

"He can identify me, Captain. I have no choice but to kill both of you."

"Sorry I brought you into this, Bones," Kirk said, sadly.

"It's 21l right, Jim. I couldn't die in better company."

“Cantain," Graves began, "during my brief stay aboard your ship I have gained
grent respect for yau. I can well understand why the Klingens want you kiilud.”
He paused a moment. "I talk too much, gentlemen. But I have a job to do. The
job has become distasteful to me, but never-the-less I will do it."

Yirk and MeCoy stood resolute and defiant as Graves raised and ' -.lod his
phaser.



T

revros anirled el Jumped to one side. e now aimed his phaser at the entrance
wooro Vet s, piaser in one stand, stcod. Tne phaser was aimed in Graves'
direciuione.

"These men must not diel" she cried.

“They must, it is my business."

Ventura and Graves gazed at each other for a long moment. IL was a gaze of two
lovers who meet for the first time in many years. It was a gaze of defiance
1nd confrontation. It was a gaze of questions and answers. Finally, it wvas

; gaze of hello and goodby.

"You are still the most beautiful woman in the galaxy," Graves said with a
sad smile.

"hat will you do?" she asked.

WT will not surrender. So I must take my leave. Tell Victor I wish him well,™
Graves turned slightly toward Kirk and McCoy. '"Captain, your life has been
spared because of this woman," he said, removing the Spar from its pouch with
his “ree hand. "I ask that you take care of her and her husband." '

Kirk nodded.

Graves turned again to Venmtura. "Goodbye, my love," he said. Then with a
faint smile, he slapped the Spar down upon his wrist.

CHAPIER FIVE
AFTERMATH

Lieutenant Francis Monroe sat in front of his weapons and defense console deep
in thought. It had been a long hard day aboard the Enterprise. First there

had been that attempt on the captain's life. Graftin was then found

unconscious in his quarters. But these incidents had been just the preliminaries
for what had happened in McCoy's cabin.

The ship hummed with the news of Graves' death. Monroe was sorry Graves had
chosen death but he was glad the whole affair was over.

After Graves died Ventura had fainted. She was revived and taken to her cabin,
Nurse Caapel in attendance. ILate in the afternoon Graftin had regained ;
consciousness. The grief-stricken Ventura's condition was improved by this news.

Monroe was brought out of his revery by the arrival of Kirk and MeCoy on the v
bridge. Neither man was showing any ill effects of their recent brush with deatkh.

Irk took the con from Spock and asked Scotty for a report on communications.

"We should be readly in a few minutes, Captain," Scotty said. "We're running
some final tests.’'



"Very well, Mr. Scott, inform me when you're ready," Kirk said, settling
cown in his chair.

Iveryone on the bridge was watching as Scott, Uhura and three men from
engineering worked on the battered console. Among the watchers was Sulu,
his arm healed by the bone-knitting laser,

[he console was still a mess. Scotty had been able to make the essential
repairs, most of which were makeshift and temporary. Final repairs could only
be completed at a starbase.

Scotty rose. We now have commumications on hailing frequency one, Captain,"
he said.

"Thanks, Scotty. Lieutenant Uhura, contact Starbase 7."

She got an immediate answer from the starbase. MActing Commodore Johnson wishes
to speak to you, Captain."

"411 right, Lieutenant."

The Acting Commodore's voite sounded hollow and tinny over the speaker. "Where
have you been, Captain?" he asked. "We've been trying to contact you for
almost a2 sclar day. We have ghips out locking for you."

"Our ecommunications have been out of commission, Commodore. What is your
traffic for this vessel?"

"Captain, your life is in the gravest danger. The man posing as Commodore
James lLa Barrin is an imposter; apprehend him immediately. The real
Commodore La Barrin was found dead in his quarters late yesterday."

"Yes, we know, Commodore. We have the situation under control. We are

returning to Starbase 7 for repairs. Kirk out." Kirk turned to the helmsman.
“Mr, Sulu, set course for Starbase 7, warp factor two."

"iye aye, sir,"

# #* #

lisutenant Monroe had completed his duties on the bridge. He stepped from
the turbolift, intent on going to his quarters. On the way he met Yeoman
Adans walking down the corridor and they exchanged greetings.

T understand your get-together was postponed," he said.

"Wes. wWelve decided to try it agaia tonight."

;fr. He only Ynew that despite his bitterness, he had found a friend. A

i
friend he'd better hold on to. ‘Would you like an escort tonight?' he askec..

"Yes," she said with a soft smile. "I think I'd like that."



AR

rnven andrled el jumped to one side. lie now aimed his phaser at the entrance
anore Yeobora, phaser in one stand, stood. The phaser was aimed in Graves!
direcilion,
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“They must, it is my business.”
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ilovers who meet for the first time in many years. It was a gaze of defiance
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sad smile.
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#T will not surrender. So I must take my leave. Tell Victor I wish him weIl,"
Graves turned slightly toward Kirk and McCoy. "Captain, your life has been
sphred because of this woman," he said, removing the Spar from its pouch with
his “ree hand. "I ask that you take care of her and her husband."
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Graves turned again to Ventura. "Goodbye, my love," he said. Then with a
faint smile, he slapped the Spar down upon his wrist.

CHAPIER FIVE
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Lieutenant Francis Monroe sat in front of his weapons and defense conscle deep

in thought. It had been a long hard day aboard the Enterprise. First there

had been that attempt on the captain's life. Graftin was then found

unconscious in his quarters. But these incidents had been just the preliminaries

for wnat had happened in McCoy's cabin.

The ship hummed with the news of Graves' death. lMonroe was sorry Graves had
chosen death but he was glad the whole affair was cover,

After Graves died Ventura had fainted. She was revived and taken to her cabin,
Nurse Caapel in attendance. late in the afternoon Graftin had regained
consciousness. The grief-stricken Ventura's condition was improved by this news.

Monroe was brought out of his revery by the arrival of Kirk and MeCoy on the v
bridge. Neither man was showing any ill effects of their recent brush with deatkh.

#irk took the con from Spock and asked Scotty for a report on communications.

"de should be reaq; in a few minutes, Captain," Scotty said. "We're running
some Iinal testse.



WR
ITTEN S
UNG
By

Jafict BA

:PEE
MIERED
AT

azu :




THE DOLOMAI BEAST
Gary Phi.llips

I have food here, and water, and booze., I am guite comfortable,
actually, save for unbearable fear and loathing.

I refuse to guit thls subterranean stronghold until thsat fear-
some beast [ came To know at Dolomal has finished its ravages

of the earth.

And it will come soon, now. This week.

lost probably, this night.

The evidence is there for any man to see, indeed to touch or
feel. Or even to taste, if any are so disposed. The Dolomai
mounds lie, as they have laln since long before they made their
flrst somber appearance 1ln the writings of antiquity, less than
300 kilometers west by northwest of Khartoum, in the upper Sudan.
Those hundreds of strange low mounds form a great ellipse of
welrd terraln among the otherwlse ordinary desert between Wadi

el Yelik and the Sixth Cateract of the Nile.

I had scanely more than heard of them until I received a trang-
atlantic telephone call from my old friend and colleague,
Alvord Ainsworthy, the noted anthropoleogist. The call came in
the dead of nisht at my residence, which did nothing to turn

ny dispositior in favor of the then unknown caller.

I stumbled throuzh the darkened house to reach my study. "What-
ever can werrant disturbing & man's sleep at such an hour?" was
ny flrst utterance upon reaching the insistently ringings con-

tration.

"Dr. lostralano, it's Alnsworthy here, In Africa, you know.
Sorry to disturb you at such an ungodly hour, but we've just now
come uvon soraething so ominous that I know you'll want to look
into righit away. Only the world's formost coprolitologists, can
possibly unravel thls portentous mystery we have unearthed,.®

"Well, cone on, ukat is 1t?® I confess to being slightly short
of teaper wihen awakened in the middle of my rest, no matiter the

reason,

"We've found a coprolite of absolutely unprecedented size.
Several 1a fecbe. lost llkely several hnundred of them, although
that needs verifying by more digging.”



“And just how large might this unprecendented ooprollite be?"

I misht explain that much of my irony about this puperted find
stenned from the large number of times I personally and menmbers

of my speoclalization as a group have been the nub of pranks 1in

the poorest of taste, at the hands of both the oocarse publie

and even some obscene reference 1ln regard to the coprlitologist's
purely scholarly interest in the dropplngs of aninals, particularly
in fossil forn, is irresitable to such blackguards. If only
Signund Freud had known to what vile ends his lectures on feces
obsessions would someday be put. But no matter.

Ainsworthy was not put off by my reticence. ™We haven't uncovered
even a goodlv fraction of one yet, but to all appearances we are
dealine withh 2 roughly cirecular specimem over a kllometer in
diameter and many meters thick."

I was anused by what I considered to be the man 8 ignorance of

even the most basic coprolitology. ®"What you've got 1s an agregate
of may individual dropvings, although 1t 1s rather larger than

any knoun to dates"

“Smythe 1c on the soene, and believes it to be a single.s.8hj ..
repains.”

Smythe, ah." I took an a sharper intrest. If that dilettante
Smythe had gone on record with that ridiculous opinlon, I at last
had my chance to show him up for what he was. Oh, his training
was sound enoush, but he's just not solid, if you get my neaning.
"Well, that's something else again. I'll be over tomorrow. Just
out of Khartowa, isn't 1it?"

"Kathar more than just. Take the boat north to the sicth cataract
and my nan will be there to escort you on into the digs. You'll
brinz your egulpnent?”

"Yes, of course.”

The next norning I turned my graduate seminar in mloroscoplc
coprolitolo~y over to associate professor who I felt could
probably menare to keep it allive untll T returned, and arranged
my air passace to Khartoum,

et N W

It was a pity not to be able to tarry in that exotic and historic
citv on the l.ile, with its ancient shrines and busy markets., But ,
Linsworthy's 1an would be walting, so I boarded the first boat

bound down thes Nile., I didn't know thls seotion of the mysterious
ile very well at all, having traveled it only three of four tinmes
before enroute bto varlous diggings, so the scenery provided sone
diversion or the four hour trip.



Aincsuorthy's man, en ugly brute with one eye hideously infected,
vac at the landlingz as promlised. He sat atop a mangy, decrepit
canel and zff=red ne the reins to another leprous looking beast.
1 mounted carefully, taking sreat pains to avoid touching the
aiuenned thinee, We set out lmmediately for the Dolomai mounds.

1 had seen the nounds several times freom the alr, but never
ectually viglted theme I recalled having heard that some of the
nost vromiti+e nomads of the area held a superstitious awe of the
place., Theyv styled it 'the place of death', and would add a weel:
to their journey rather than eross. 1t. Perhaps some light conld
be shed on the origin of their superstition through the digging.
All superstition, after all, has its basis in faot.

Ainsworth's man sald never a word for the whole trip to the
mounds. The eerie sllence of the Sahara put me into a dark mood,
aggravated by the heat which strained the eyes and mind by causing
everything to shimmer and change form.

When at last we arrived at the first mound, I should have felt a
profound relief. Yet there was something about the place that set
my nerves on edge, A crew was busily removing sand and soil from
oddly textured underlying hard material., It had a peculiar
greenish color and an unatural sheen. Possibly it was the.
coprolite mass that charlatan Smythe tool for a single giant
coprolite . INo creature that ever haunted the earth could heve
rendered such a dropplng, or one a thousandth as large. Poor
Smythe, he must{ nave gone unbalanced. The gruesome heat of the
Sanra dose have a way of bringing latent madness to the fore.

After an eternity of walting, feelling the dark, forboding atmosphere
of this unholy place eatling at my already dismal mood, Ainsworthy
arrived to greet me. He was miraculously fresh and prom in his
white safarl sult and plth helment in spite of the oppresive heat,

"Quite large, don't you think!"™ he said.

"Yes, remardable," I admitted. I did my best to shake off the
baleful influence of the place. "But hardly likely to be a single
droppings No creature that ever lived or even could have lived

on this place could have produced such a plle, Smythe has bugged

oute L
"I shall be guite interested to learn your opinion once you have

exanined it in detall. As 1t so happens, Smythe has shown me the
basis for his belief that it is a single object, and I am rather

inclined to agree, Pending your own examination, of course,"

"0f course. 8Shall we have dinner, then get right at the thing?”

"Splendid."
A 3



The dinner was qulte adequate for mld-Sahara, and did something to
restore my spirits., Afterwards, he gave ne a brief tour of the dig
and assigned some of the workmen to assist mes Wlth sunset, the
mounds took on an eerle, foreboding aspects I noticed that
Ainsworthy also began to look nervously about, and cut short our

tour.

"Where is Smythe keeping himself?" I asked, as we returned to the
reasuring glow of the camp's electric lights.

"He is boring cores into some of the other mounds, and taking sone
X-ray reflection photos. Ee'll be back in a few days."

"That might prove a constructive move, Well, I will see you this
evening."

"No, I am going over to get a new mound started, and won't be back
until the group with Smythe picks me up. We should have grounds

for a good discussion then."
"Right," I sald as he left for the new mound.

For the next three dismal, sweat=drenched days I studdied the
Coprolitic material which made up the bulk of the mound. It was
completely unlike any I had examined anywhere in the world. I took
numerous samples deep in to the mass with Ainsworthy's power drilling
equipment. The picture that began gradually to unfold was

fantastic and darkly foreboding in the extreme.

¥ith the most powerful techniques of modern coprolitic science at
my disposaly I could find no evidence that the huge mass composing
the mound was an aggregate of many small droppings concreted to=-
gether through the ravages of time. On the contrary every evidence
pointed to the essential ocorrectness of Smythe's outrageous and

terrifying hypothesis.

Of course it seemed lmpossible, as anyome with sound judgment can
appreciates The baffling problem was that I could find no flaus

iln the evidence, no error in the procedure which could have caused
the erroneous appearance that the thing was a single gigantic
coprolite., I found myself increasingly loath to extinguish ny lamp
each evening in this eerie place. A nervous tremor appeared-in the

usually neat hand of my notebooks, '

I gound several whole bones of large mammals in the mass, whioch :
allowed me to date it to the miocene, about 12 million years ago. ’
As more and nmore bones were recovered from the mass, a disturbing
plcture energed, Only the promitive mammals of the liiocene wuere
represented. .ot a single bone from the reptiles, birds, or

fishes florishing at the same time was present. Evidently whatever
creature had produced thls composite dungheap (for I still believed



it was a composite, in spite of the evidence to the contrary),
had a strong preference for gorging itself on the warm flesh
of mammals.

On one table in the camp I kept the largest intaect bone found

in the mass to date. Each day a new and larger bone would
appear, forcing me to revise my estimate of the minimum size of
the Dolomail creatures to ever more frightening figures. When
Ainsworthy and Smythe returned, the largest bone was nearly three
meters long. This proved that the Dolomai Creatures, if their
head and neck arrangement was anything similar te that found 1in
any creature save whales, must be more masslve by a factor of two
than any previously known creature.

I started off our confrence. "We are dealing here with the
droppings of colossal creatures, perhaps as much as 50 meters long,
bigger than the largest dinosaurs, and on a par with the Great

Blue Whale."

"3ubbishi™ Snythe sald. ®"The Dolomal beast has a length of ten
Kilometers at the least. That's easy to see by simple extrapolation
based on the one kilometer size of 1ts droppings.”™

"Ridiculous,” I sald. "No creature standing over six miles high
could support even a fraction of its welght.”

“No earthly creature,® Smythe sald. ™Haven't you realized that
we are dealing with the droppings of a monster the likes of which
was never spawned on earth.”

“Fantasy, pure and simple. What evidence have you?*®

With an exaggerated flourlsh he produced an X-ray reflection
photograph of the skeleton of a Great Blue Whale., The bones were
in perfect arrangement, clearly indlcating that the creature

had not been swallowed piecemeal. I trembled to think of the
implications. If thls were truly in one of the mounds, then I
would have to come to belleve, as Smythe did, that the earth had
once been plagued by a beast beyond the grasp of the imagination.

I turned to Ainsworthy. "Can you vouch for the authenticity of
this exposure?"

"Absolutely. I supervised it myself.®
I felt the blood drain from my face. ®But whales did not appear 5

until well after the extinction of the glant reptiles. What
hellish creatures, with what findish maw, could have gulped and

digested this Great Blue Whale in one piece?"

et me outline what I have found out, if you are now disposed



to believe”™ sald Smythe.
®I am somewhat so disposed,” I said.

"fine. These mounds, and there are about two thousand of themn,
are the droppings of a terrible creature which molests the earth
periodically for what purpose we do not know. While here it
stuffs its behomoth belly with mammalian flesh. Its size is not
comprehensible on the scale of earthly creatures--if it ever
stands 1its nead wust protrude into the vacuum of space, If it
has a head. We must refraln from thinking of it in earthly terms
if we are to ever come to understand it."

At last I was convinced that this seeming fantasy was in fact
bitterest reality. In the following days we made many additional
discoveries which were more ghastly even than the monstrous size

of this horrible beast of prey.

Chief among these was the discovery that some of the gilant
coprolites were qulte recent.

At last we found what we are now certian was the last one. It
is only one hundred thousand years old. And the bones of only
one type of animal are present.

Homo Sapiens,

Manl!
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At last the appaling plcture 1is crystal clear. The ages of the
various coprolites are spaced quite exactly at one hundred thou=
sand year intervals. The mass spectrographic radiolsotope
dating 1s accurate to within a day over the whole range of the
periodic ranges of this dark beast.

And for all of the ones that fall within the age of nan, the only
creature the horrid beast has preyed upon is man,.

Man is his favorite dellcaey; his staple!l

We wrote up our portentous findings, endorsed by all of the
scientists who have visited the diggings, and took them in person
‘to the Secretary General of the United Nations.

He laughed at us.

We took them to the Sclience Advisor of the President of the
Unlted States,.



Ee added our names tp a 1list of unrellable orackpot scientists.

our colleagues abroad have met with similar treatment from their
governments.

And so matters stand. Whenever I think of this dreadful beast I
plcture it as a titanlec winged anteater, black as night with eyes
of hellfire. I know full-well that: there is no reason to suppose
that it resembles any earthly creature. Yet the mind cannot grasp
a formless abstractlon, and supplies nmorbid detail to fill any

vacuum,

I see it as winged because I know that it somehow crosses those
unthinkable gaps that separate the planets or even the stars.
And while I know there 1s no aor there to support its flight, I
can not picture any other means for its travels,

I see it as an anteater because that is ‘the only predator I
know which feeds upon creatures a thousandth its size, taking its
prey in great numbers to sate its voracious appetite.

And in just such fashion, the Dolomal beast must swoop up ant-
speck humans in prodigious numbers to nourish its stupendous bulk.
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In spite of his stupidity, mankind may perhaps survive the return
of that unimmeginable creature whose droppings have made the
Dolomzi moundse. Not because that thing whose form I cannot divine
will be detered by any efforts of this feeble race, but rather
because it has no purpose to destroy mankind but to fill its

belly for whatever dark wanderings among the stars and planets
draw it away from our earth and then back again,

And so I wait here 1in my shelter, If the Dolomai beast remains
true to its echedule--and it has for some millions of years--
it will appear here again one hundred thousand years from its

last visit.

Which is say this year. This month.

Tonight,

I HIE N HNN
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The Cannibals

' An original story by
Susan Dastruo

Based upon characters
created
Jeff Rice

ONE

Saturday -- 10:45 pm, "It was a hot July night in the windy city
of Chicago, but for one man, it was his funeral hour. Fred Teylor,
a local bum on 43rd Avenue, wasn't feeling any heat or pain as he
guzzled down a bottle of cheap whiskey. Little did he know how

fortunate he was, not being able to feel pain.”

They moved with cat-like silence, searching for some thing.
The dark Chicago alley offered plenty of protection, and their eyes-
were already accustomed to the dark. A noise brought their
attention to the back of the adjoining alley. They caught sight
of a2 men stumbling towards them and their mouths dripped saliva as
they caught the scent of human flesh.

The Garunk didn't notice them until they were upon him. Te
felt a long thin blade being drawn across his neck and he screamed
as his blood poured out. Fred Taylor didn't even have time to -
notice the teeth tearing at his flesh.

Carl Kolchak, a revorter for the INS newsvaper, was Just
coming through the door of his three-room apartment, FHe tossed his
camera and tape recorder on the faded, sagging couch, walked over
to the kitchen, set his well-worn hat carefully on the counter,
opened the refrigerator door, and searched its almost empty insides
for something to eat. Spying a left-over "Big Mac", he took it out

and closed the door.

Just as he prenared to enjoy his meal, Kolchak heard a vpolice
call come over his nolice scanner radio: "ﬁnits 24 ard 32 in the
vicinity of 43rd Avenue. Screams heard in back alley. Use code 2."

Kolchak stayed in his apartment long enough to grab his camers,



tave recorder, and hat, then dashed out, slamming the door behind
him.

The yellow convertible Mustang oulled uo just outside the
nearest police car as the scream of distant ambulance sirens were
heard. Kolchak, armed with his equioment, jumped out of the car
and hurried over to where the copns were standing, beside the
remains of a man in a pool of blood.

"Kolchack, INS Prese," he said while the camera's flash cubes
1it the area. Kolchak paused from photogravhing to inquire, "What
do you think happened to... him?" )

"Ten't it obvious, Kolchak?" the cop said disgustedly. "It
was a dog attack." .

"A dog?! Sure, a big dog came, killed a man, and from the
looks of it, carved him uo like a Thanksgiving turkey: Come on,
officer, that story won't hold water in a storm."

"Listen, Kolchak," the other cop threatened, "don't go saying
any of your loony accusations..."

"Ok, ok. Calm down." Kolchak sighed, then tried a new
aprroach as the ambulance pulled up. 'Who was he?" Kolchak asked
as he watched the attendantes prepare to take the "beody" to the

mortuary.

"Hig name was Fred Taylor, age 53, Fe's a local bum."
"Anybody see what happened?"

"Nome. Just a few people heard screams and some growls.
Like I said, a big dog."

Kolchak just recorded what was said, then after a quick survey
sprenared to leave the alley. "Well," he muttered, "looks more like

a...!l

"¥Kolchak! Get the hell outta herel"

_ "A1]1 right. Ok." Kolchak turned, walked over to his car, got
into it, and pulled out just as Detective Martin's whity Chevy
arrived. Martin caught a brief glimmse of the Mustang as it sved

off into the darkness.
"What did that creep want?" Martin asked the two covps.

"Just a story, sir. It looks like the job of a osychopath.
The body's been literally slashed to pleces with some sort of
sharo object."

"Unsaticfied with the patrolman's answer to his first question,



Martin eontinued to stare into the darkness where the lfustang had
vanished. Then he turned to face the grim sight ahead.

™O

Sundny == ©:55 om.  'William Benet, a college boxer for the
Tmiveraity of Chicago, had had such a good day in the fighting ring?
he juet had to stay a couple of hours more to work out for tomorrow's
matsh, Little did Benet know that those few more hours of oractice
would cost him more than the match."

When the call came in over the police scanner installed in
Xolchak's car, he was only a few blocks away from the University.
Kolchak drove through the campus gates and around to the area of
the exercise room.

As he parked and got out of his car, Kolchak was startled by
a voice from behind him. "Are you a cop%" he was asked.

Xolchak turned around to find himself face to face with one of
the college's janitors.

"The screams came from over there," the. janitor informed him
while nointing at the gymmasium,

"Than .. shess" Kolchak muttered.
"Call me Ernie."
"Manks, Erniee.. Go down by the gate and wait for...my men.”

The janitor gave Kolchak a suspicious look. "You sure don't
look like a cob."

"Th... Il work...undercover,"

Kolchak made sure the man started down towards the gate.
Straining, he heard the sirens of the apnroaching police cars and

Kolchak ran quickly off to the gym.

The room was dark and Kolchak felt nervous without knowing
who, or what, might be in there., Fainii:r *» could hear growls and
muffled movemente. Kolchak felt near tne door and his hand came to
the light switeh.

Ue turned as the lights came on and backed away in ".orror.
ie eyes fell unon two shaves, saturated in blond, cutting uo a body
and stuffing the nieces into a bap. Surprised by the light, the
two figures snarled in anger ani started to run for the door.
Kolchak, blozking their way, had time for one quick nicture before
one of the 1 ings, smelling of oil and death, was upon him. Xolchak



lost consciousness as the creature slammed his head against a wall.

51lowly, Kolchak became aware of people bending over him. e
ant 1n quickly, strugrling to nush them away as the thought of the
two creatures over the body returned to his mind.

"Easy, Kolchak," a voice said, "that'll teach you to wait for
the police. What harpened in there?"

Kolchak grunted in nain as he regained clearer vision and
found himself looking at Detective Martin.

"T trioved," he said sarcastically while rubbing the back of
his head.

"Listen, Kolchak, now I can get you for impersonating an
officer, interfering with a police case, and I can think uvp lots
more, so be nice and cooperative and tell me what you saw."

"All right. A big dog..." Kolchak began.
"I'm gonna break you..." Martin threatened.

"You want the truth, ok. Twc...things were cutting up a body
and stuffing the pieces into a bag."

Martin drew back in disgust and gave up, finding that harder
to believe than the "big dog" story. He turned and called for a
police officer. "See Mr. ¥Yolchak home..." he began.

"No thanks," Kolchak interrunted, "I'll see myself home...if
you don't mind."

Martin watched as Folchak got up, stumbled over to his car,
got in it, and drove out of the college.

THREE

At 7:30 in the morning, Kolchak was patiently waiting for his
chance to slip past the front police desk and head down the stairs
to the morgue. His chance came when a raid on a local strip joint
brought in a dozen or so drunk, angry, barely-dressed "Kitten
Girls" and one very uvset manager. They gathered around the desk,
yelling and complaining about invasion of orivacy and police

brutality.

While they were keeping the front desk, and most of the other~’
officers, occupnied, Kolchak walked quickly through the crowd and
over to the stairs. There, he paused to make sure no-one had
noticed him, then started down. A few minutes later and two flights
down, Kolchak came to the level on which the morgue was located. He
found the door easily since the trivp was a familiar one. e waited
to make sure only the attendant was there, then onened the door and



setrolled easunlly in.

The attendant, a fat, stubby little man, was busy working on
a erocovword nuzzle. He sald his greeting without bothering to look

up.
"/eg, may I help you?"

Kolchak grimned at his good fortune. Simon Parker, the
attendant, was notorious in the press world for his ease at being
bribed, =nd the price wasn't even high.

noi, Simon," he said to let the attendant know who had just
walked in.

"Kolchak! You're not sunvosed to be here, Get out before...
I call the policel"

"Ah come on, Simon. Is that any way to greet an old friend?"

"Some friend, Kolchak. Every time you come here, I get in
trouble," Simon said while ovening the door, indicating that Kolchak

should leave.

Kolchak reached in his wallet and nulled out a twenty dollar
bill. "Would this helv get you out of trouble?" He grinned as
Simon'es hand released the door and reached for the bill.

"Well,. .MMMes e Y€Sesesit might. What do you want?" Simon said,
his eves still on the money.

"Do you remember the two 'dog' attack victims, a drunk and a
boxer?"

"Ah yee, numbers 18 and 27," Simon said thoughtfully and walked
over to the freezer. Kolchak followed him and waited patiently as
Simon fumbled with the door, then slid the body of Fred Taylor out.

"ould a dog do all that?" FKolchak said, emazed at the thought
that a dog could do that much damage.

"ell," Simon said, "there are teeth marks on the body, but
the majority of the damage was done by = knife. As you can see, mos
of the flesh ie gone, along with sever:l organs, "
"Organs? Which organs?"
"Oh, the heart and the liver." ’
"What abouteesUhees "

"yi11iam Benet?" Simon closed number 18 and moved over 1o
oven door 27. "Same type of mutilations, though not as great an



extent Aag mumber 18's."
"And the heart and liver?"
"They're pone too."

"Thanks, Simon. Tere." FKolchak handed him a ten along with
the twenty. "You're great."

At 8 o'clock sharp the doors of the INS opened and the "early
birds" of the newspaper staff wandered in to start outting together
+the afternoon edition. Kolchak made it by 8:30 and for the next
+wo hours sat frantically all the information he had gathered so
far. Ye was oblivious to his two colleagues, Miss Emily and Ron
TUpdike, entering the office at ©:30. “At 10:30, when he had finished
typing, Kolchak shot out of the chair and into the darkroom, camera
in hend, to start developing the nictures he taken.

Tony Vinchenzo, editor for the INS, had just finished a
fantactic lunch at Ferald's Cafe and was returning to work. e
walked into his office on the second floor of the INS building.
Looking around, he noticed Ron and Emily seated at their desks,
ruttins articles and pictures together. Tony also soied the one
imnty desk at the back of the room and stormed through the door,
breaking the sound of typewriters and rustling napers.

"Tt's one o'clock! Where's Kolchak?" he hollered.

"Oh!" Miss Emily said, startled. "Well, T believe he's in
there." She nointed to the darkroom.

Tony stared briefly at the elderly lady, then turned anc staria
toward the develoning room. Just before he reached it, the door flew
~pen and Kolchak savpeared with a vhotograph, still dripping a cmelly

soloution.

"Tello, Carl, have you decided to join the newspaver, or is
this just a social visit?" Tony inquired casually.

"Oh, hi, Tony, hey, I think I'm really on to something. Look
at this." ¥olchak shoved the picture into Tony's hands.

"Tha...what's this?" Tony asked disgustedly as the solution
Arioned off his fingers and onto the floor.

"Tony!" Kolchak said, slightly hurt. "Tt's a victure of Fred
Tavor and William Benet's murderers." _

L4

"fho are Fred Taylor and William Benet?" Tony asked. e didn't
receive a re-ly.

"You see, Tony, I think they were killed by cannibals..."

Vinchenzo stiffened as a burst of laughter from Ron filled the



1'00Me

"Tony," ¥olchak pleaded, "both victims were killed by a knife
in the jugular vein," Folchak ignored the sickly look on Tony's
face and went on. "And Tony, there were teeth marks, “UMAN teeth
marks, Tony, found on the fleshi"

"Carl," Tony began calmly, "there are no such things as
cannibals in Chicago, egpecially in Chicago. Now, I want you to go
down and cover the pet show at the fairgrounds and forget all about
eeo" Tony was cut off as a police bulletin from the scanner
drowned his voice out.

"Car 12, proceed to City Park, body found. Code 3."

Kolchak took the photo from his editor's hands, set it on his
desk, grabbed his camera, recorder, and hat, then hustled past Tony.

"Kolchak, the pet show..." Tony warned.

"A11 right. Ok. I'll try to do it," Kolchak mumbled, ovening
the door, "but it's more to Ron's capability. You'll get his first
news story that really will be for the dogs!" Kolchak disavpeared,
slamming the door so hard, the glass almost came out of the
windows.

FOUR

Monday == 1:00 pm. "While I was sleeping away a headache, Barry
Talbert, a former football player, was cordially being invited to
Ginner. Unfortunately, he was on the menu."

By the time Kolchak arrived on the scene, Barry Talbert's
body was being loaded into the ambulance. Kolchak walked quickly
over to where Detective Martin was standing and inquired innocently,
"Another 'dog' attack, sir?"

"Kolchak," Martin said in a tone that indicated he was the
last person the detective wanted to see. 'Why are you always
covering crimes these days?"

"Oh... I don't know, Dedication, ~>¢Z camera, and a great
police scanner. Do you mind if I lovk around?"

"All right., My men are done here anyway."

Xolchak wendered into the murder scene, letting his presence *
be known by nis flashing camera. Martin watched him for a few
minutes, th-a shook his head and turned to talk to the two patrol-

men waiting nearby.

KolcheX lonkec in amazement at all the damage done to the small
area. Suchee ripped from the graund avwthrown about, the struggle



extent ag mmber 18's."
"And the heart and liver?"
"They're gone too."

"Thanks, Simon., Yere." FKolchak handed him a ten along with
the twenty. 'You're great."

At 8 o'clock sharp the doors of the INS opened and the "early
birds" of the newspaper staff wandered in to start nutting together
the afternoon edition. Kolchak made it by 2:30 and for the next
two hours sat frantically all the information he had gathered so
far. Ye was oblivious to his two colleagues, Miss Emily and 3on
Tpdike, entering the office at €:30, At 10:30, when he had finished
typing, Kolchak shot out of the chair and into the darkroom, camera
in h=nd, to start developing the nictures he taken.

Tony Vinchenzo, editor for the INS, had just finished a
fantastic lunch at Ferald's Cafe and was returning to work. e
walked into his office on the second floor of the INS building.
Looking around, he noticed Ron and Emily seated at their desks,
nuttins articles and pictures together. Tony also spied the one
imty desk at the back of the room and stormed through the door,
breaking the sound of typewriters and rustling papers.

"T+'s one o'clock! Where's Kolchak?" he hollered.

"Oh!" Miss Emily said, startled. "Well, I believe he's in
there." She nointed to the darkroom.

Tony stared briefly at the elderly lady, then turned and startel
toward the develoning room. Just before he reached it, the door flew
~nen and Kolchak svpeared with a photograph, still dripping a cmelly

soloution.

"ello, Carl, have you decided to join the newspaver, or is
this just a cocial visit?" Tony inquired casually.

"Oh, hi, Tony, hey, I think I'm really on to something. Look
at this." Kolchak shoved the picture into Tony's hands.

"ha...what'e this?" Tony asked disgustedly as the solution
drioned off his fingers and onto the floor.

"Tonv!" Kolchak said, slightly hurt. "Tt's a victure of Fred

Tavlor and William Benet's murderers."
v

"Vho are Pred Taylor and William Benet?" Tony =zsked. e didn't
receive a renly.

"You see, Tony, I think they were killed by cannibals...”

Vinchenzo stiffened as a burst of laughter from Ron filled the



Talbert nput up muet have been fantastie! He kieked away at the
biurhes and leaves, some stained with blood. As he stood there in
thought, he becrme aware ¢f a dull ehine beneath the leaves. He
bent aown and nut his hand unon a knife, the blace still sticky

wi th blood. Quickly, Kolchak straightened and glancea carefully
at Martin. Ye was nleased to see the detective busy with the
other officers. FKolchak stooned over and carefully stuffed the
knife under his coat. We made sure the blade was secure, then
walked etiffly over to his car, and fairnd it quite uncomfortable

eitting down,
"Kolchak,"

He froze as he saw Martin walking over to him and then lean on
the car coor.

"Ch...what? Do you care to make a statement about the 'unusual'
murders..." Kolchik said while oressing a button of his recorder.

"No." Martin answered while pressing another button, "but I just
wanted to inform you not to print any of your exaggerated stories,
Simply cay there wse a murder, a stabbing, and the assailant got
away. That simply."

"Now wzit a minute, you can't to thati"

"o more than that Kolchak, atleast until we've got this guy under
wrans,"

"Then you do admit a human being is responsible." FKolchak prodded.
"Spazy ineane neonle! Nuts are born every dayi"

"Ya, well you wonld be an expert on nuts...Sirl" Kolchak spat as
he started un his car.

"Just remember what I said..."
"Ya, ya, I'll remember."

Unsatisfied, the detective watched the mustang speed away, then,
after some thought, he headed to his car to call Tony Vinchenzo.

FIVE

"I svent what was left of the afternoon trying to find an anthro-
nolosist who knew something about knives, I finally located one
on the east side of Chicago in an old museum. Although he was a
little strange, Malchome Crawl knew hisg knivee well."

The 01d muceum was past its time to be torn down and Kolchak
couldn't shrug off the feeling that the roof was going to land



on hie head if he walked or breathed very loudly. He made his way
(carefully)thru the rooms and finally found a little gray-haird man
ceated at a aeck bending over & rock uncer a magnifying glass.

"Excuce me, do you know where Mr. Crawl is?"

"Your look'in at him sormy." The little men answered, his voice
reminaing Kolchak of a door that needed oiling badly. '"So what
bringe you to my little cormer of the world?" Malchome finally

caid looking up at the reporter.

"Oh well, I was wondering whether you might be able to tell me
where this came from." Kolchak said in a casual.tone while

removing from a boX.

"YUmmm, let me take a closer look at that." Malchome said while
taking the knife from Kolchaks hands. "Fantastic! I've only
seen one or two of this tyve. Where did you get it?"

"T,..bought it a2t a vpawn shop."

"A pawn shop huh? Well, the origional owner muet have not known
what he had."

"yell," Kolchek asked impatintly, "What do I have?"

"You, mister..." Malchome's voice faded as he began wondering who
he wae talking to.

"Kolchak," The reporter filled in.

"Mr. Kolchak, this blade is of amazon origion. The blade, although
metalic, is formed the same way the native tribes of the deev
Amazon make them, As you can see, the handle is carved from a tree
1imb, orobably off a tree of great meaning to the tribe, and stainec
with come native dye. The carvinge symbolize the importance, 28
well as the warrior who owned it."

"Yow do you become important?"

"Well, there are many waye to gain status in orimative tribes, but
this particular tribe ies of carmitalictie tyve. I've eeen pictures
of their camne and villages and even been to the Amazon to study
them." The little man sdid oroudly, "But this is one of their
cacrificial knives used in their practices of Black Magiec."

"They believe in Black Magic?"

"Yee," Malchome fondled the knife lovingly, "they still use Black
Magic. You see, they believe that, by using certian organs of
animale and humans, they can change shapes, raise soirits, or
summon a god, almost anything."



"How, would you say, they would use the heart and liver in a
cerimony?"

"Yell, the heart, to them, is the symbol of 1ife, it is also a
cender/reciever of blood. The liver ies like a cieaneer, go I'd
eay that a groun or single warrior is trying to go to one of their
¢hiefs or godes."

"How meny would they need?"
"How many are going?"

Kolchak stood looking at Malchome, "Four or five." He said guessing.

"You see, the bigger the group, the more they would need. Each
member would need one heart and one liver. Add a few herbs, what ever,
and The|R usual rituals, then that's, that."

Kolchak thought a moment, wondering if the creatures he saw still
needed to kill., Kolchak also knew he couldn't tell the police, or
he'd be seeing a vadded cell for life., "One more thing Mr. Crawl,
where would a groun of these neonle hide out, say in Chicago?"

"Tn Chicago? Probably somewhere dark, quiet? near a water front,
vet close to 2 food esuvroly. Why do you esk?"

"Ti'm vpitirg 2 book. Thank you very much. May I have the knife
back?™ :

"Surely, 2nd if you ever want to get rid of it, I'1ll be here to
take it off your hands.,"

SIX

voleh=k arrived back in the news room chortly after Tony had
¢inieheda talking to Detective martin. Vinchenzo watched ae
Kolchak, carrying a large, oblong box, moved towarde his paper
covered deck. The editor sighed, got uo from his chair, and
onened the glass windowed door that ceparated him from the rest of

the Newg gtaff,
"¥Kolchak, come into my office nleace,"

"Tuet a minmite Tony..." Kolchak stalled as he elipved vaver into
his tyrevwriter.

_ "Now ¥olchak!" Vinchenzo snanned.

The renorter, feeling hie editore touchy mood, moved to obey.

m7ell Tony, vhat can I do for you?"



refinery wae abandon because of health and safty violatione, le
also noticed that themurder cceners weren't too far from the building,
Kolchak ghnced at his watch, five o'clock., He figured half =n hour
to get there, get oroof, andnot get himself killed. He wrote the
addrece of the refinery down and headed towards Tonys office. The
eaitor was out for an evening snack and, if Kolchak could rely on

a three verr habit, would be back at exactly eix o'clock. He also
~3ded 10 eton the presces for a nage one story. Grabbing his
equipment and hsf, he headed out of the INS building and doewn to his
Car.

SEVEN

Py the time Kolchake Mustang pulled up outeide the o0il refinery
i%* waes eix o'clock. FKolchak jumped out of his car, took a quici
curve of the currounding area, and headed towards the refinery.
to find a2 way in.

Tneide the building of the basement level, four human-like fizures
were recting nervously.. They fidgeted and squirmed in the oil on
the floor and were glad night was setting in.

Kolchak carefully broke the windowsavpcleared the glase from the
frame. He climbed up on some oil drums stacked underneath and
wigsled his way thru, into the refinery. He looked nervously
around him as he switched on an old flashlight.. The smell of the
building made him wonder if anything could nossibly live in there,
but changed: his mind when a huge rat scurried by. The revporter
pauced a moment to get up his nerve, then he started a quiet
cearch of the oremisis,

The door to the uover levels was jammed shut so Kolchak tried the
one to the bacement levels and could oren it. Swallowing the lump
in hiec throat, Kolchak shovn the 1ight on the stairway and. started
AOWN .

Tony Vinchenzo stared nervouslv =t the vote Folchak had left on
the editore deck., Ve made a quick silent decision, and dialed
Netentive Martins nhone number.

¥olchnk finally came to the bottom of the stairway. He looked
sbove him and traced his decent. “rom the over hanging stairs.

Jurt as he steppéd of ‘the basement level, the light in the flash=
1ight flickered and dimmed., FHe curced at the batteries znd Tumbled
~round for comething to make into a torch, Snying an old broom
conked in o0il, he nicked it up and kepT it far future use. A

npnise bHehindg him brought the flachlight around in that airsction.
¥olchak equ.nied in the dim light to try to see a little tettelr.

e heard soft low growls from behind a storage tank and:Kolcpak
noves elowly in that cirection. e jumned when Tour human beings

no-z out of the drrknese, Just s ctartled. Kolchak grablead his



o - and jrot of f one fnick oieture before the batteries in the
flashlight gave out.

Five police cars sved up the roadside and pulled un beside the
ltustang in the parking lot. Detective Martin gathered his littile
Srop together and headed tovarde the refinery. They found 2 door,

Porced it onen, and started searching inside the building for

E R 2 Sl -y
ttrecepassers’t,

The cudden darkness that followed =2fter the batteries went oul gave
¥olehak his chance to find a quict hiding nlace. Seconds later he
could hear the 'Amazons' searching fa» the stranger who had
dicterbed them. Kolchak felt quietly around himself. ¥He found out
+h~t he w2e cornered between a wall and some oil drume with only
onz ~ray out for a quick exit. In an attemnt to find a more defensive
~o-ition, Kolchak reached out and out hie hand on a:.soft oily object.
e wne~ 3uet thinking of seresming when he rezlized it was the olad
hroam. Quickly he nulled a lighter firom his nocket and 1lit the
0il roaked etraw, The burning light shone of £ the bl=des the
im~>one! held in their hande, poised for attack. They movea
saucionely towarde the renorter hut glanced nervously at the make-
“hift torch. As Folchak moved from his hiding place and came face
to “ace with the creatures, it amazed him to think people, in this
say =n¢ age, ©=till 1lived and dressed like the way these peovnle
ere., A11 four were males, tall =nd dark skinnea, they were totally
.- ~veent Tor a thin cord belt with a leather oouch on it. They
' s moveres with oil and dirt, which also matted their long tlack
wain. Their eyes ~vere cmall, black, and flared with hatred. The
cavarers made low growling noisee to one another =nd Kolchak couldn®
hel- 1t notice the looks they gave him. A noise from the stairs
above caught Kolchaks =ttention and he was nleased to see the
100k on Martine face as the detective saw the naked savages with
imives staring back un at him., Kolchak caught 2 sudden movement
out of the corner of hiseye and felt the broom being knocked out
of nie hand., Folchak backed away as the.oil on the floor caught
on fire. Te started to move towards the stairs when he heard
ccreamine behind him. The 'Amazons' were caught in the deadly
hlzze, They had backed up againet the w=11 and enarled angrily
~t the flamee sroiund them. Kolchak e thmee of them null out
of the pouches .on their belts two hurau orgzns each and hold them
hWish over their heads. The foirth tAmazon' screamed miserably
and backed avay as his commanions uttered some strange words,
beenme mict-covered forme, then disaopeared altogether. Kolchaks
camsra rot 2 few pictures before the fire forced him to go un the -
ctnipe, Te followed Martin and the other cops out of the building
~nd suct ae they reashed the cirs, Kolchak, along with several others,

wac krookei to the ground by an exnlosion that ripved the refinery
anarts



Monday

nThe pefinery was beyond saving by the time the fire denartment
arrived, »nd there was so much rubble and junk that they never
found anv boiies (officially) and nlans are now being made for
a net nark to be built on that site.

"Ae Tor my story, the psycho-murders case Was closed #ithout

even £o much as a column in the obituaries. The police confiscated
my evidence, arnd. for all T know it's fueling the incinerator

pehiné the nolice station. I did get an apolo from Detective
Martin who z2lso said that if I wanted to stay in Chicago, I'd

keep my mouth shut and my typewriter quiet about this case, or

I'G be buried under so many charges, not even a bulldozer could
cir- me out.

1So there you have it, and whether you believe it or not won't
hother me. I wouldn't even have believed it if I hadn't seen it.
T cuees it will just remain another one of my 1fictional stories’,
until someone else decides to dig up what really haooened."

-=~CK
1975







