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   (The following story was related to us by Wally
Pazooza.  Since we have not known him to be a prevaricator,
nor a teller of tall tales, we believe it to be true.)

 

 

THE STORY BEGINS:

 

The Chief of police was a big man, at least 6 foot 11, and not
just tall, he was huge, and I don’t mean fat. He had muscles
everywhere—his chest, his arms, his legs. Even his eyelids looked
like little weight lifters. It made no sense that he became a cop.
If the bad guys were shooting at him, they couldn’t miss. It was
like shooting at the broad side of a barn.

I looked up at him.

We were in his office, and we were both sitting, but I still had
to look up to see the scowl on his face. His second in command,
Captain Dumble, or more commonly known to his friends as Captain
Dum Dum, was sitting in a chair to the Chief’s left, and I was
sitting in the front.

As a note, they didn't call Captain Dumble 'Dum Dum' because he
was dumb.  Quite the contrary, he was intelligent and also a
bit geeky.  No.  They called him Dum Dum because his rash
decisions would often times get him into a verbal or physical
situation that he had to back out of quickly.  Indeed, he was
plenty smart, that's why he made Captain, but his actions didn't
always show it.  You'll see what I mean at the end of the
story.

Anyway, the Chief motioned for me to start.

So, I said, “I’m a private eye, and my name is Wally
Pazooza.”

The police Chief, the big whale that he was, looked down at me.
“We know your profession.”

“That’s right. But you told me to tell the whole story for your
recording machine thingy.”

He belted out a sarcastic laugh. “You don’t have to start with
your birthday, and the labor that your mother went through.” He
thought he was comical—that’s cop humor for you. But sometimes you
have to put up with it, especially when you’re up on a murder
charge—that’s right, the big ‘M.’ And therefore, I wasn’t going to
get into it with him. So, I grinned a little as though I thought it
was funny.

I sat back and said, “Alrighty, then.” I started with something
that was, perhaps not relevant to the case, but a fact which would
be important later in the story. “My receptionist is as good
looking as Roger Rabbit’s girlfriend.” I paused, then said, “Yeah,
I’ll admit it—I saw the movie. Once in awhile I like to sneak away
to Earth to watch one of their movies.” I let out a casual laugh.
“Those Earthlings—they’re so funny. They think they’re the only
ones in the entire Universe.”

The Chief grunted, then said, “We’ve seen your receptionist.
She’s sitting in the waiting room. And I would have to agree that
she’s a good-looking dame.”

Under my breath I said, “You don’t miss a thing.”

“What?”

“I said, ‘it’s good of you to notice’”

“Fine. Continue with your story.”

The story unfolded like an over-used, Indiana Jones plot.

“I was sitting in my office," I said, "doing something
important—like trying to figure out how I was going to pay the
rent, when Wallis, that’s my receptionist’s name, (just a
coincidence that our names are similar) called over the intercom.
‘Mr. Richards is here to see you.’”

“‘You mean Dick?’

“‘Yes, sir.’

“‘Okay, send him in.’

“Dick entered the room. He’s a shrimp of a guy. He has whiskers
on his face—not the bushy kind that most of us have. They’re sparse
and look more like the whiskers on a catfish.

“I knew there was something wrong as soon as he sat down. He had
an upside down smile like a sinking half moon, and it reached from
ear to ear. ‘What can I do for you Dickster?’

“In a sad voice, he said, ‘I think my wife is having an
affair.’

“‘What kind of an affair?’

“He didn’t beat around the bush. He blurted out, ‘You know, with
another man.’

“From the expression on his face I knew he wasn’t kidding, so I
got on the intercom—not literally. ‘Wallis, come in and take
notes.’

“‘Yes, sir,’ she said in her calm, sweet voice.

“As soon as she entered the room with her pad and pencil, I knew
I had made a mistake. Dick’s eyes, like a large-eyed grouper, were
glued to Wallis as if dinner had just arrived. ‘Dick, look at me,’
I said. His eyes shifted to me, but then, like half-inflated,
droopy basketballs, they bounced back to Wallis. ‘Dickster,—focus.’
He continued to stare. ‘Dick, stop googling my receptionist.’ I
expected him to break out his laptop to search for ‘How to make
friends and influence beautiful women.’ ‘Dick!’ I said again.

“He looked at me.

“‘That’s better. Now tell me why you think your wife is having
an affair.’

“He bent his head toward the floor, and the whiskers on his face
turned down, until they were almost touching his chest. He looked
like a sullen walrus on downers. He said, ‘About two weeks ago she
started coming home late from work. So, two nights ago I followed
her. She met a man, and they embraced. Then they went into a hotel,
and they didn’t come out for an hour and a half.’

“‘But they didn’t kiss.’

“‘No.’

“‘Did she grab him, or did he grab her?’

“‘I don’t remember about the grabbing.’

“‘So maybe it wasn’t an embrace. Maybe he just put his arm
around her and whisked her into the hotel.’

“‘I don’t think so.’

“‘What kind of work does your wife do?’

“‘You know what she does. She’s an archaeologist working for a
museum.’

“I was asking questions that might have seemed unnecessary,
since he was my best friend, and since I had known him and his wife
for fourteen years. But I needed to be thorough. ‘So this whole
sordid affair could be nothing but a business deal. She might be
ordering artifacts for the museum.’ It didn’t’ seem to me that
Doreen was the type to cheat on her husband. So, I said, ‘Yeah,
that’s what I think it is. Probably nothing more than business,’ I
repeated.

“‘I don’t think so. I could smell his cologne on her dress.’

“‘But you just said they embraced—of course you would smell the
cologne.’

“‘Why would they meet in a hotel? No, I think they’re having an
affair.’

“At that moment it was obvious that he wanted this looked into,
and that he was going to hire me.  And since he is my best
friend, I was considering working the case for free, but as I said
I needed money to pay the rent.  And I didn't want to have to
borrow it from a loan shark, as I had done a few times in the past.
So I said, ‘Okay, well, it’s your money. I charge a thousand squid
a week plus expenses.’

Dum Dum let out a low whistle, which caused me to think, At
least a cop’s salary is a steady income.

“‘How does that translate into clams?’ asked Dickster

“‘Three thousand.’

“He thought for a moment, then said, ‘I can do that, especially
since I need to know if my wife can be trusted.’”

I looked at the Chief and paused. I needed to tell this story in
a plausible light. It’s not always easy to beat a murder rap. So, I
said, “I told Dick I should have dinner at his house. And I told
him it had to be as soon as possible.”

The Chief had a look on his face as if he was thinking I was
giving unimportant information.  “For what reason would you
want to eat at their house? How could that help with anything?” he
asked.

“'I'm not a free-loader,' I said, 'unless I'm really getting low
on cash.' I added. 'But that's only happened once.  No. I
decided that in order to start the investigation I needed to bug
her shoes.”

“Why would you want to do that?”

“So I can track her. You know—it’s detective work. You do
know—right? ”

“Of course I know. I just wanted to know why you thought you had
to track her, … . but never mind. What happened next?”

“The next night I went to dinner. Doreen cooked her
specialty—salad, French fries, and octopus macaroni. It was an
excellently gripping meal. I felt like my stomach was swimming in
delight.

“You can stop with the cute stuff.”

“Cute stuff? … Yeah, alright. Anyway, after dinner I
excused myself to go to the bathroom, but I went into their
bedroom, into Doreen’s closet, and started planting mikes and
locators in her shoes.

“But things don’t always go as we plan them.  And as it
turned out, Dick didn’t keep her distracted like he said he would.
She came into the bedroom and caught me shuffling through her
shoes.

“She had a shocked look on her face. ‘Are you a pervert?’ she
asked. Do you have a shoe fetish?

“‘What? No. You know me better than that,’ I said. I had to
distract her from what I was really doing.  I had to
deliberate quickly.  So, after a few minutes I came up with,
‘I was thinking about painting the walls in my office, and I was
just looking through your shoes to get an idea for the color.’

“‘Really?’ she asked

“‘Yeah. I like this dark beige color. Whaddya think?’

“Just before a bug started to fall out of the heel I put my hand
over it.

“‘I don’t paint offices,’ she said in disgust. She gave me a
look that woulda burned a crop circle.

“I turned my back, snapped the heel onto the shoe, and put it in
the closet. I left the room walking briskly down the hall in front
of Doreen, who was following like an angry snapper.  I’m
really not sure she bought my story.  But it didn’t matter—the
planting of the bugs worked out.

“The next day I was able to follow her when she went to the
spaceport and booked a cruise to Earth.

“Now, I knew something was going on—but I still didn’t believe
it was a sordid affair.

“In order to find out what was happening, I needed to follow
her, which meant I had to know where she was going on the
cruise.  I decided to use my charm on the gorgeous ticketing
agent to find out the time and date of the cruise. I sidled up to
the counter. ‘Hey toots,’ I said as I winked, ‘how’s tricks?’

“‘I don’t know any tricks,’ she replied.

“But I figured a good-looking dame like her had to know lots of
tricks. ‘What’s a nice place like this doing with a girl like
you?’

“When she laughed I figured she was warming up to my charm.

“‘What can I do for you?’ she asked.

“‘Whatever makes your boat float.’ I leaned in a little closer.
‘I was thinking maybe champagne—nice and bubbly—tonight around
seven.’

“Then she said the unexpected, ‘Look, you! State your business
or get out of line.’

“It wasn’t quite the answer I was looking for. So, I decided to
get to the point. ‘The dame in the puffy, blue-sleeved blouse who
just left. I need to know what cruise she’s on.’

“‘That’s confidential information.’

“I thought for a moment, then said, ‘I want to buy a ticket on
that cruise. And it’s your job to sell tickets … right?’

“This statement threw her into a quandary. I knew she was
considering selling a ticket versus confidentiality. At times like
this the mind can go into a terrible turmoil, but finally, greed
won out and she said, ‘In that case, the cruise leaves tomorrow at
noon.’

“‘And where’s it going?’

“‘To Earth—Western U.S.A.’

“‘What kind of a cruise is it?’

“‘It’s a two week, scenic, travel-the Earth-on-your-own, landing
cruise with all the disguises.’

“It didn’t surprise me when the ticketing agent said that. For
whatever nefarious reason Doreen was going to Earth, she would need
a disguise.  And it was up to me to find out why.

“The ticketing agent batted her eyes. ‘Now, are you going to buy
a ticket?’

“‘Ummmm.’ I felt around in my pockets. ‘It seems I left my
wallet at home. I’ll be back in the morning.’

“I left the spaceport and went home.  That night I called
Wallis and told her to pack her bags.”

“‘Why?’ she asked.

“‘We’re going to Earth.’

“Wallis replied quickly, which was unlike her. ‘Wally, how
sweet. You’ve never taken me on a vacation before.’

“Her statement was a little unsettling, and I was glad she
couldn’t see my face as it turned red. I never thought she would
want me to take her anywhere. Now, I was feeling guilty. ‘It’s
strictly business,’ I said.

“The next day Wallis and I went to the spaceport to pull my
spaceship out of the hanger. We entered the ship and strapped
ourselves in, and then, just as quickly, I unstrapped myself,
because I had to kick the console a couple of times to get it
going. The magnetic drive sputtered, then fired up. I sat down,
restrapped myself in, and took the controls.  The ship rose
three feet in the air and moved unto the take-off pad.

“I thought everything was going according to plan, until an
inspector ran up to the ship and ordered me to land. Then he
entered.

“‘Where are you going?’ he asked.

“It was pickle-puss Pete. (Nick-named for his nose).

“‘Where I always go.’

“‘To Earth?’

“‘Yeah.’

“‘I can’t let you go.’

“I knew the detective in me should have figured it out, but it
was unexpected, so I said and asked, ‘Come on, Pete.  What's
the problem?’

“‘Your ship doesn’t have a silver shine anymore.’

“His nose wiggled as he talked, and Wallis let out a highly
dignified, barely detectable giggle as she watched.

“He hrrmmmmmphed in disgust, and his nose wiggled some more,
which just made it worse.  And Wallis, not wanting to be too
obvious, turned her back and giggled again.

“He ignored her and said, ‘It’s so rusted it looks like an old,
dirty, tin can. When Earthlings see you flying through the skies we
want them to be able to tell clean UFO stories. With this old,
rust-bucket they’ll be telling dirty stories.’

“‘So, you don’t want any dirty stories about a UFO?’

“‘That’s right, no dirty stories.’

“‘So, you think dirty stories are only for people with filthy
minds who have nothing but sex on their minds?’

“Pete started to get angry. So I said, ‘It’s okay. I have
stealth mode, and this time I’m going there on business, not
pleasure.’

“‘Show me.’

“I reached over, pushed a button, and the ship disappeared. I
was wishing I could push Pete's nose and make him disappear.

“Reluctantly he said, ‘Okay, when you get to Earth, you stay out
of sight, and when you get back from Earth, you put a shine on this
thing, or I won’t let you leave again. Okay?’

“‘Yeah, I gotcha.’

Abruptly, the Chief leaned forward, which looked like a huge
landslide coming at me. I couldn’t figure out why the he looked so
angry until he said, “We don’t need so much trivial detail.  I
would like to be able to get home for dinner at a reasonable
hour.”

Dum Dum laughed.

But I ignored him. "'Whatever you want,” I said. 'And, in that
case, I’ll skip the part about choosing a disguise which would
render me inconspicuous—medium build, medium height, black leather
boots, black leather pants, orange shirt, a face that looked
average, a Mohawk haircut—blue on the bottom and pink on the top,
you know—the typical punk rocker, and I won’t tell you about the
gold rings in my earlobes, eyebrows, lip, tongue, and nose. And I
won’t bother to mention about going to the Hilton Hotel in
Hollywood where Doreen went, and how I checked in with counterfeit
U.S. dollars, because they’re so easy to make, and how I lost
Doreen on a crowded sidewalk and had to step into an alley where a
wino watched as I pulled out my tracker with all its flashing
lights and electronic doodads and found her coordinates; and how
the wino said he was never going to drink again—I don’t think that
included water. And I won’t tell you how a mysterious woman just
happened along and also saw me, and started following me. I tried
to shake her, but she was as persistent as a sucker fish on a
shark.”

The Chief grimaced, but didn’t say anything. So, I
continued.

“The sun was going down when I located Doreen. (I should say,
‘when me and the mysterious woman located her’). Doreen had just
crossed the street and was passing an alley when a big whale of a
guy stepped out of the shadows and grabbed her by the arm.

“That’s when I knew I had to stop following her and take action.
These kinda guys don't mess around. So, I ran up and jumped between
them. ‘Let go of the lady,’ I said.

“‘You want some of me you pink and blue haired freak?’ he
growled.

“‘If you don’t let go, I’ll have to take you down. And believe
me, I’ll take you down hard.’

“‘You and what division of sand crabs?’ he growled in a
question.

“He was like a wild sea dog growling every time he spoke.

“‘I’ll take you piece by piece,’ I answered.

“‘You better swim away, shrimp.’

“He was trying to goad me into making a wrong move, but I
wouldn’t let it happen. I had been in too many fights—most of which
I had won.  And I was sure I wasn't going to have any trouble
with this thug.

“He looked down at me. ‘You’re an irritating, little crab.’

“I looked at Doreen, “‘What’s with this guy and all the sea
crustacea

“She said, ‘I don’t know, but I’m glad you’re here—whoever you
are.’

“The goon fingered the lapel on his suit coat. ‘The broad and I
have unfinished business,’ he said, ‘and since you won’t leave,
I’ll just have to get rid of you.’

“That sounded ominously like a death threat. I knew I had to
take action.  As he reached inside his jacket I reared back a
fist as a decoy, then I kicked him in the shin—real hard.

“He let go of Doreen as if he had grabbed on to an electric eel.
While he was hopping around on one foot I grabbed her hand, and we
skeedaddled out of there and disappeared into the crowd.

“We went back to the Hilton. And all the while the mysterious
woman was following, and all along I kept thinking, ‘I can’t
violate the code of deep space—I can’t let her know that we’re from
another planet.  The points were piling up on my space pilot's
license—ten more and it would be revoked.  And if I wanted it
back, I would have to pay a huge fine and take a bunch of
ridiculous courses on the protocols of space travel.

“So, I said to the woman, ‘I don’t know what you want, but it
would be best if you went home. You saw what happened back there
with that thug. And there’s liable to be more thugs and more
trouble—in fact, a lot worse.’

“But she shook her head and kept following.

“When we came to my hotel room I had to hold up a hand to keep
her from entering.  And I shut the door in the mysterious
woman’s face.  She was beginning to irritate me, not to
mention she could have a negative impact on my investigation. 
This case was not only important to keep up my good reputation, but
also Dick was my best friend.  Everything had to go
smooth.

“We entered the hotel room.

"Upon seeing us, Wallis, in her disguise as a beautiful woman,
but not quite as beautiful as she really is, stood up.

“Doreen gave me a puzzled look. ‘I recognize your voice.’ She
said. Wally, is that you?’

“‘I’m afraid so, kid,’ I answered.

“Wallis retracted her disguise, and I introduced her to
Doreen.

“They looked at me and said, ‘We know each other. We’ve met on a
number of occasions, including Dick’s last birthday party.’ It was
strange the way they said the exact same words at the exact same
time. It’s almost as if they were twins.

“Well, I just thought since Doreen hadn’t retracted her disguise
right away… ’

“They both gave me a silly look.”

The Chief stood up, and then stood up some more. “Are you
getting cute?”

“No, sir,” I said.

“Then stop with the comments and tell us what happened.”

“Doreen asked me what I was doing there.

“I had to think of a way to phrase it without getting Dick into
trouble. ‘Well … ,’ I said.

“But Wallis didn’t wait. ‘We’re here because Dick thought you
are having an affair, and he hired us to follow you.’

“Doreen’s face turned redder than a red snapper.

So, I said, “‘Wallis, sometimes it better not to blurt out the
truth.’

“‘She had to be told.’

“‘Maybe with a little more tact.’

“‘He thought I was having an affair!’ Doreen’s nostrils
flared.  I thought the fire might be coming next.

“‘Don’t be too hard on him,' I said. 'He saw you hugging a man
in front of a hotel.’

“‘I don’t care!’ She looked like a pot of steaming lobsters.

“‘He smelled a man’s cologne on your dress.’

“‘He doesn’t trust me!’

“‘Look at it this way. You’re such a good-looking dame that he
knows men will be hitting on you. It makes him suspicious when you
stay late at work several days in a row for two weeks.’

“She calmed down a little. She pondered for a moment, then
finally said, ‘It was the OC. They didn’t give me a choice.’

“I listened intently as Doreen continued with her story. 
She told us that a group of men who called themselves the
‘offensive crew,’ or ‘OC’ for short, had made her a deal she
couldn’t refuse—either help them smuggle an extremely valuable
artifact into our country from Earth, or they would eliminate her
husband, Dick.

“I asked, ‘What about that goon who grabbed you in the alley? Is
he part of the OC?”

“‘I don’t think so.’

“I thought about the goon, and it made me wonder. And I wondered
some more, and then I realized there might be a third group
involved in this scenario. ‘This might get real nasty,’ I
said.  So, what’s your plan?’

“‘I have to meet with the OC tonight. They’re going to give me
the artifact.’

“‘Okay. I’ll go with you. But Wallis, you stay here—things might
get uglier than a herd of hammerheads.’

“We left the hotel about an hour later. When we arrived at the
location I instantly figured it was a seafood restaurant. 
Everyone in the joint was eating shrimp, crabs, and lobster, and
the name of the place was Joe’s Seafood Palace.”

The Chief groaned, but I continued.

“We went into a back room where I immediately figured out why
they called themselves the ‘offensive crew.’ And now I know why
they’re so greatly feared—it was the smell. You know what an
Earth-skunk smells like—this was ten times worse. An intense stench
wrenched my nose in all directions, then bolted to my brain after
passing through my stomach. I wanted to wretch, but I knew it would
show weakness, so I swallowed. I had to shake my head to keep from
passing out. It finally passed, but I continued to breathe
shallow.

“After we got past the smell and entered into the middle of the
room I noticed several men were standing on the other side of a
table waiting for us. The leader of the group was as mean looking
as a killer whale. He had an evil grin with big, shiny teeth. He
looked at me and said, ‘Who are you, and what are you doing
here?’

“Since there were no introductions I decided to call him
‘Killer’ in my mind.

I said, ‘I’m a friend, and I just came along for the
halibut.’

“He apparently had no sense of humor.  He gave me an
unsavory look, then he reached into a gunny-sack and pulled out two
objects. The first was a solid gold mask, which shown golden in the
dark lights of the backroom. I knew it had to be worth at least a
half million squid (but little did I know—and as you are about to
find out). And the second was the Schmoldenese Falcon.”

Dum Dum half stood up. “The Schmoldenese …  !”

“That’s right—the Schmoldenese Falcon,” I said, repeating
myself. “Like you I was a bit awed, but I didn’t let on. The cool
demeanor never left the expression of my face. ‘The deal has
changed,’ I said. I grabbed the Falcon from his hand, tossed it up,
plucked it out of the air, and said, ‘I can feel this is solid
gold.’ I pretended I didn’t know it was a lost artifact from our
planet worth millions of squid. ‘And look at the green, sapphire
eyes and the red rubies forming the beak. If you want Doreen to
courier this back to Schmolden you’re going to have to pay her some
serious squid.’

“‘So, you’re her friend,' said Killer. 'Well friend, this is
none of your business. And if you want to get out of this alive,
and if you want her husband to keep living, you better walk out of
here now.’

“‘Is that right?’ I asked.

“’Yeah.’

“Killer pushed a button on his elbow, and his Earth disguise
collapsed into fleshy crevices.

“He was a Holden-boy—the fiercest of the warriors on our fair
planet. The OC had sent the meanest of the mean they could
find.”

Dum Dum stood up again. He was starting to remind me of a
jackass-in-the-box, shaking his head back and forth as he popped up
from his chair. “A Holden-boy,” he said. His eyebrows started
jumping up and down like kangaroos on steroids.

“Sit down Dumble,” said the Chief.

I continued my story.

“The tension in the room became quite tense. I was sure there
was going to be gunplay. One of the goons started to pull his gun,
but just at that time, and much to my surprise, Wallis opened the
door and entered. The tension left the room like stiffness out of a
hard noodle in hot sea water. They couldn’t take their eyes off
her.”

The Chief gave me another serious stare.

So I said, “Look Chief, I’m just telling it as it happened.”

He gave me an angry nod.

So I continued.  “The mysterious woman was following
Wallis, and she entered the room.  She was irritatingly
persistent.

“And then, the noodle became hard again, as if being thrown into
a vat of liquid nitrogen, when who should come through the same
doorway, a few seconds later?—The same revolting walrus who had
accosted Doreen in the alley. A couple of his buddies came in with
him.

“Guns appeared from nowhere and everywhere. I don’t even
remember pulling my own, but there it was, cool, and in my hand,
ready to cause some serious damage.

“Killer yelled out—in a very displeased voice, ‘Gusto, what are
you doing here? This is strictly OC business.’

“‘Not anymore. The Falcon is everybody’s business.’

“The situation had gone beyond ugly. It was now bordering on
hideous, revolting, and repulsive. I knew I had to do something to
keep us all from getting killed. I switched the laser gun to my
left hand and retrieved a magnetic repulse gun from a hidden place
in the armpit of my disguise. I pulled the trigger, and the gun did
its business—it disrupted all the electricity within a hundred
meter diameter. The lights went out and shrouded us in darkness. I
grabbed the Falcon and the mask in one hand and Wallis in the
other.

“Blue laser bolts started drilling holes through the darkness. A
couple of the goons, on both sides, screamed out and hit the floor
with a thud.—I can only assume the worst.

“‘Come on girls,’ I whispered as I grabbed their hands and
pulled them to the floor.

“We got on our hands and knees and crawled real fast.

“When I opened the door leading into the restaurant the first
thing I noticed was all the lights were out. It was pitch black.
‘Love those repulse guns,’ I whispered as I stood up.

“Throughout the room the patrons were mumbling complaints. Some
were moving about. One of the waitresses yelled to the cook to
check the circuit breakers. But I knew that in ten minutes the
lights would come on by themselves.

“We stood up and moved quite quickly through the restaurant.
Soon those goons, who were still standing, were going to figure out
what had happened, and they were going to be coming for us. 
And I was sure they wouldn't be pleasant when they caught up.

“Finally we made it to the front door, and bolted into the night
air. We escaped the place slicker than a slippery eel. And we
scrammed back to the hotel—with the mysterious woman following, of
course.”

The Chief interrupted, “What happened to the Falcon?”

“I clutched it like a valuable, national treasure that’s been
missing for more than two thousand years.”

“That’s what it is.”

“Hence, the clutching.”

“Where is it now?”

“That’s not really the question of the day, now is it? Rather
you should be asking, ‘did I really murder Mr. Killer? Do you think
I would be capable of killing a Holden-boy? Do I have their
expertise in martial arts?’”

“Yeah, okay,” said the Chief. “We’ll get back to the Falcon when
you finish the story. Continue.”

As I looked at the Chief, I realized I had to choose my words as
carefully as a tightrope walker tip-toeing on a shaky rope over a
tank full of hungry sharks.

I thought back.
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Wallis, Doreen, and I made our way to the landing site, just
northeast of Bridgeport, Washington, five miles from the nearest
farm. (Space travelers from my country, the United Schmolden
Territories, always like to land in the wheat fields to give
Earthlings something to talk about. Crop circles are like
decorative doilies upon the golden fields of the Earth, and they
stir up a lot of controversy).

It was night time, and a full moon lit up the area like a golden
lamp with shimmering rays. We were standing on the crushed wheat.
My ship was circling the Earth. I looked up as I got ready to
signal it down. I pulled the remote control out of my pocket,
raised it in the air, and pushed the button.

Something was wrong. The light didn’t come on. I pushed the
button again. Still nothing. I shook it, then threw it on the
ground and stomped on it.  I was quite unhappy, to say the
least.  We would be in big trouble if we couldn't get to my
ship.

Wallis bent over and picked it up. She pushed the button, and
when nothing happened she said, “I keep telling you to get the
console looked at. Now, you’re going to have to have your ship
towed home, not to mention we’re stranded on Earth.  And I
expect that, at any moment, the OC will be catching up."

"'I agreed. It was looking rather bleak.  We were like
three minnows being chased by a large mouth bass.  But then
Doreen relayed an alternative plan.  “The cruise ship will be
landing in a couple of hours.  You can buy tickets, and we can
go home together,” she said.

It was a good idea, but I still thought, Crap,
being packed into one of those liners is like being packed into
a can of rancid sardines. “I can hardly wait,” I replied.

Doreen looked at Wallis. “What’s wrong with him?””

“He doesn’t like large groups of people.”

I heard what she was saying, but I knew it wasn't completely
true.  So I said, “I have nothing against large groups of
people—they’re smelly, they’re noisy, and they’re pushy. They’re
fine as long as I’m not among them. They’re like little, screaming
children—I love them as long as they belong to someone else.”

I was going to say more on the subject, but Doreen elbowed me in
the ribs. “Looks like trouble is coming,” she said.

I was thinking I didn't need anymore trouble, and that's when
the mysterious woman appeared.

Oh, God, I thought.  She’s like a crab holding
on to the fisherman’s nose and won’t let go.  I think
there’s more to you than meets the eye,” I said.  “Why do you
keep following us?”

The woman finally spoke. “I’m curious about that electronic
device you were holding in the alley. It looks different than
anything I’ve ever seen. Can you tell me what it is?”

Being the detective that I am, and having taken a psychology
course in school, I answered the question with a question. “Who are
you?”

“My name is Margie. I’m a reporter for the L.A. Times. Why are
you out here in the middle of nowhere?”

“Why don’t you go home?” I asked.

“And why in the middle of the night?”

“You’re home is in L.A., right?”

“Are you some kind of a super spy?”

“Don’t you have someone who is missing you right about now?”

“Do you work for the C.I.A.?”

“Has it ever occurred to you that we want some privacy?”

“Do you understand that I report the news? Do you know that’s
why I’m always curious? Does it mean anything to you that this is
my job, and this is how I make a living?”

“Not really,” I said.”

In her extremely appealing voice Wallis said, “Margie, Wally is
a private investigator, and we’re on a case. It is so delicate in
its nature that we have to keep it completely confidential. I hope
you understand. No one can know. Now, it would be best if you would
go back to L.A.”

Just then several groups of people returning from their tour
walked up and joined us.

This isn’t good, I thought. I quickly tried to whisk
Margie out of the crop circle, but she wouldn’t leave. Instead, she
watched as one by one the tourists pressed the buttons on their
elbows and their disguises collapsed.

At one time I thought Margie was going to faint. She looked a
little woozy. But I have to admire the way she fought it off and
quickly regained her composure. She started writing in a notepad.
She retrieved a camera from her handbag and started taking
pictures.
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I explained all the preceding to the Chief, and then I said, “As
you know, the colors of our skin are pretty much the same as those
on Earth, except for the greeners from the northern continent. I
was sure at any moment a greener was going to appear from beneath
one of those disguises, and that’s when Margie would really get
suspicious.  Of what, I didn’t know, but I was sure she would
get suspicious of something.

“‘You have to leave,’ I said.

“But she ignored me, and sure enough, one enormous,
Swedish-looking woman pressed the button, and she became a small,
thin, good-looking, greener—really good-looking.

“I took one look at the greener, and I couldn’t resist. ‘Wallis,
take care of Margie,’ I said. I sidled up to the greener. ‘That was
quite a disguise. You looked like a shot-putter getting ready for
the Olympics.’ I was being nice. She actually looked more like a
bulldozer getting ready to doze a highway. ‘I have a feeling the
men on Earth looked at you and ran away.’

“‘That’s the idea. I didn’t come here for romance.’

“‘Yeah, I suppose a good-looking greener like you would have no
problem with romance back in Schmolden.’

“‘Sir, are you flirting with me?’”

As I was telling the story the Chief interrupted. “I’m only
going to tell you one more time—stop with the trivialities and get
to the meat of the story.”

There was no doubt about it—the Chief was a real meathead. “It
may seem trivial to you, Chief, but not to me,” I said. “You see
that’s when Wallis came over and grabbed my arm. She whisked me
away faster than a flying fish being chased by a seagull. And
that’s when I realized she thought more of me than just a
boss.”

“Fine. Fine. I’m glad the most beautiful woman on the continent
sees something in you that’s not really there. I’m sure she’ll
eventually come to her senses, but for now I want to know what
happened. If you keep detailing, I’m going to throw you back in the
slammer.”

The Chief was threatening, but he didn’t scare me. He would wait
until I told the entire story, because he wanted to know what
happened to the Falcon.

So, I continued.  “I finally told Margie that we were from
another planet.

“She laughed, and then became angry and accused me of trying to
get rid of her. (Hadn’t I made that clear?)

“‘There’s no question about it—I am trying to get rid of you. If
you’ll go away now, everything will be fine.

“But she stayed and kept pestering us with questions.

“Wallis said, ‘Margie, in a few minutes our ship is going to
land, and if you go back to L.A. and write about it, people won’t
believe you, and you’ll be ridiculed. On the other hand, and since
you won’t leave, I can make you an offer. If you would like to go
with us to our home planet, we’ll buy you a ticket, and we’ll make
sure you’re treated like a V.I.P. once we get there.’

Margie became outraged.  “‘I get it. This is a hoax. My
editor put you up to this. Sometimes he can be a real trickster.
When I get back, I’m going to think of a good one for him. He’ll
wish he had never set up this practical joke.’ She turned and
started to walk away, but that’s when the blue, flashing lights
appeared in the dark sky, and that’s when the hum of the
magnetic-drive engines reverberated the fields of wheat. She turned
around with terror written across her face. ‘Oh, my God,’ she said.
‘We’re being invaded.’

“‘Come, come, now,’ I laughed. The others laughed with me. And
some of the tourists caught on, and they started to laugh.

“‘Do we look like weird zombies to you?’ And that’s when I
remembered I had forgotten to get out of my disguise. ‘Ummmm,
errrrrrr, just a minute,’ I said. I pressed the button on my elbow
and the disguise collapsed. The psychedelic hair and the earrings
disappeared and once again I was standing there with my tan-colored
fedora on my head and a lit cigar hanging from my lips and smoking
in the breeze.  I was wearing my suit, my silver tinted sun
glasses, and dark, leather, thirty-clam shoes. ‘You see,’ I said,
‘we’re just normal aliens with no mal intent.’

“Margie calmed down.

“And Wallis said, ‘Now, the offer still stands, but if you don’t
want to go with us, we’ll understand.’

“She looked hesitant. She watched as the ship landed, and as the
large door opened and the ramp slid to the ground. She thought for
a moment, and then said, ‘Okay, this is an offer I can’t turn
down.’

“‘Good,’ said Wallis. ‘Let’s board.’

“Just before we stepped on the ramp I saw someone in the crowd
who looked like the OC gangster from the seafood diner—the
Holden-boy, Mr. Killer himself. But just as quickly as I saw him I
lost sight of him. That should have been my first clue that trouble
was coming—coming like a laser bolt out of a hot, smoking gun.

“Wallis asked, ‘What’s the matter?’

“‘I think I just saw an old acquaintance of ours, which means
the crowd is in for an olfactory delight for the rest of the
cruise.’”

 



 

Explaining this part of the story was going to make me look like
a fabricator of children’s fairytales. I went over it in my mind.
We had entered the ship and bought tickets. I knew I had to avoid
Killer until I could get to the police station where I would be
safe with the Falcon. But later, as we were traveling toward
Schmolden I excused myself to go to the lavatory. As I turned a
corner and headed down a hall, up ahead a passenger was coming
toward me, and coincidentally, at the same time, that’s when I
could smell Killer coming from behind—several corridors back. I
formed my lips into an ‘O’ shape and pressed a forefinger against
them.  I shoooshed the passenger. I was telling him not to let
anyone know I was there. When I was sure he understood I turned and
opened a door that said, ‘Space Flight Personnel Only.’ When I
entered the room, the door became persistent and said it again, “I
said, ‘Space Flight Personnel Only!’ Sometimes the ship's computers
can become very insistent.  And I wish I had listened—the room
was not only a dead end, it was a space lock.

But I knew it didn’t matter. He was still around the corner and
hadn’t seen me, and the passenger wouldn’t say anything. At that
moment I figured my cunning had saved me. I thought I would skip
the lavatory and go back to my seat. In a situation like this I
figured I could hold it until I got home.

But it wasn't going to matter.  The door slid open, and
Killer stepped through the doorway.

“What’s going on?” asked the door’s electronic computer. “This
room is for crew members only!”

This computer actually became indignant.  But we ignored
it.

“I’m the BOSSS,” said Mr. Killer.

“You’re not the boss of me,” I replied quickly.

“No, you fool. I’m from the Bureau of Schmolden Secret
Service.”

This guy was dumber than he looked, but I wasn’t as dumb as he
thought I looked.  “Yeah, and I’m a little red herring on her
way to see a shark disguised as her grandmother.”

“I’m telling you I’m the BOSSS.”

“Show me a badge.”

“Badge!?  I don’t need no stinking badge.”

I knew he was lying as soon as he used that over used,
cliché-ish line from that Humphrey Bogart movie. No doubt about
it—this guy was as sharp as a rubber ball. “Good,” I said, “then
let’s go back to the lounge, and I’ll tell you the whole
story.”

“I already know the story.”

“Welllll, thennnn, let’s go back and have a drink.”

“Hand over the Falcon.”

“I don’t have it,” I said. “I gave it to a special courier to
deliver to the Emperor of Schmolden.”

“Yeah, and I’m a little red herring on her way … ”

I quickly blurted out, “Your about as original as a forger of
precious paintings.”

“Hand over the briefcase.”

“What? This old thing.” I held up a brand new,
secret-compartmentalized, state-of-the-art, James Bond type case
with hidden laser guns, poison darts, a flame thrower, and
death-gum—in case you get caught.  You can offer your
adversary a stick, and if he refuses, then you can chew it to avoid
torture—Not.

“Yeah, that thing,” he said.

“Look. I’ll tell you what. I’ll give you the golden mask, and
we’ll call it even.” Before he could respond I opened the case,
retrieved the mask, and threw it to him. “It’s magic,” I said with
my poker face. “Try it on, you’ll see.” I had a plan—as soon as he
tried it on I would retrieve a stun gun from a secret compartment
inside the briefcase and stun him. “Go on,” I said. “Try it.”

“You think I’m stupid?”

“Why would I think that?” I paused, then used my convincing
voice. ‘If you try it on and don’t like it, I’ll give you the
Falcon.”

“Oh, alright,” he said.  He held up the mask and pressed it
to his mean-looking face. I pulled the gun from the briefcase and
was just about to shoot, but then something strange happened. 
Before I could pull the trigger, there was a little ‘poof,’ and the
Holden-boy was gone. He disappeared, and the mask fell to the
floor.

“My jaw dropped open, and the stun gun fell from my hand. It
clanked on the floor. I looked around the room. He was nowhere in
sight. I opened a closet door and looked inside—nothing but mops,
brooms, buckets, and dirt disintegrators. I retrieved the mask and
inspected it. On the inside surface there were thousands of
symmetrical marks connected with lines. I could only assume a
civilization more advanced than ours had made the mask—some type of
teleportation device.

When I opened the door to the corridor the passenger was still
standing there. “You didn’t ‘shoosh’ like I told you to.” I gave
him a disapproving look, then I went back to the lounge where I
rejoined with Wallis, Doreen, and Margie.

Later, it turned out that the shooshless passenger was the
witness who said I must have pushed Killer out of the space
lock.

He informed the police when we landed, and that’s why the cops
picked me up.
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When I finished the story Dum Dum jumped up. “That’s crap, and
you know it. Hell everyone knows it! There’s no such thing as
teleportation.”

With my right index finger I thumbed the lock on the briefcase,
opened it, and retrieved the mask. “I can prove my innocence with
this,” I said. I threw the mask on the Chief’s desk. It clanked a
few times, then came to a rest. “If you don’t believe me, try it
on.”

The Chief just sat there with a puzzled look on his face. Even
though the mask sparkled as only a gold alloy will do, he never
reached for it.

Dum Dum was hesitant as he picked it up.

“Go on,” I said. “I can hardly wait to see the expression on the
Chief’s face when you disappear.”

Dum Dum held the mask close to his face.

“Go on,” I said. “Prove me guilty.”

He was hesitant. “Maybe we should let the tech-boys have a look
at this.”

“So, you believe my story?”

“Not one word.”

“Well then, don’t just stand there like a sack of garbage. Try
it on.”

Dum Dum gave me a cantankerous look, then he pushed the mask to
his face.

‘ Poof.’ He was gone. The golden mask fell to the floor.

Unfortunately I didn’t get a thrill from the Chief, because the
expression on his face never changed—not one iota.

“Doesn’t matter," he said.  "He was a pain in the
neck."  He paused, and looking at the mask, he said, "Anyway,
I guess you’re innocent. Now tell me what happened to the
Schmoldenese Falcon.”

“Three days ago I gave it to the Gogonian Institute of
Historical Artifacts. I was given a ten percent finders fee which
amounted to ten million squid. I gave half of it to Dick and
Doreen. Next week the Institute is going to have a press release,
and a week later they’re going to have an unveiling.

“And you might be interested to know that the day before
yesterday Wallis and I were married.”

“Not really,” said the Chief.

I don’t know if he meant he wasn’t interested or if he didn’t
believe it.

I said, “Margie is the guest of the Emperor himself.

“And yesterday, just before we were to go on our honeymoon, I
was on my way to the Technical Institute of Scientific Advancement
to give them the mask.  It was at that time that your Captain
and his boys arrested me.”

Just then Dum Dum opened the door and walked into the room. He
had garbage in his hair and on his clothes. “I found myself in a
dumpster in the alley,” he said.

I guess I shouldn’t have called him a sack of garbage just
before he tried on the mask. Later, scientists discovered that
whatever you are thinking when you put the mask on is where you go.
I still wonder to this day where Killer ended up. What was he
thinking when he pressed the mask to his face?
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Watch for my next adventure when I visit Snora, Mexico—a sleepy
little town.

 

If you would like to visit my
website: johnnorthern.com
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