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W H A T  H A T H  G O N E T H  B E F O R E T H  

I 

For t h e  b e n e f i t  of new reade r s  we remind you t h a t  back i n  J u l y  
1978, Kenneth P. Gale w a s  s t r i c k e n  w i t h  a mysterious a f f l i c t i o n  t h a t  

fannish energy fo rce  had been acc iden ta l ly  t r a n s f e r r e d  t o  h i s  l i t t l e  
c l a y  s t a t u e  o f  Corf lu ,  h i s  daunt less  all-purpose mascot and a l t e r  

0 ego. The fannish  energy animated t h e  s t a t u e t t e ,  and along w i t h  h i s  
newly-acquired sen t i ence ,  Corflu had an unlimited p i p e l i n e  i n t o  t h e  
fannish  energy flow, which gave him g r e a t  power, inc luding  enormous 
s t r e n g t h ,  mind over matter and t h e  power of t e l e p o r t a t i o n  -- w i t h  
which he promptly deposi ted t h e  e n t i r e  (then-) cu r ren t  r o s t e r  of 
INTERLAC i n t o  Ken's apartment,  Fan Cent ra l  S t a t ion .  Corflu explained 
t o  t he  baffled and bemused mass of f e n  t h a t  a mysterious aggressor 
had s t r ipped  Ken of h i s  fannish energy and t h a t  t h e  res t  of the 
membership was i n  immediate danger of being h i t  next .  He proposed 

t h a t  would generate  s u b s t a n t i a l  q u a n t i t i e s  of f ann i sh  energy which 
Corf lu  could rechannel i n t o  Ken's very f iber  of being and thus ly  
r e t u r n  him to t h e  land of t h e  so-cal led l i v i n g .  In t h e  meantime, 
he urged, they  would do w e l l  t o  t rack down t h i s  f a c e l e s s  enemy t h a t  
seemingly wished t o  whup them out  of exis tence.  

3 l e f t  him comatose, c l i n g i n g  t o  l i f e  by a mere thread. But Ken's 
x 

t h a t  the INTERLAC members break i n t o  teams, devise var ious p r o j e c t s  I 
I 

For a time, this prescribed course of a c t i o n  w a s  followed t o  t h e  
l e t t e r ,  but it gradual ly  became apparent t h a t  no t  a l l  was w e l l  i n  
Cor f lu ' s  deranged p l a s t e r  psyche. He seemed emotionally detached, 
s t r ange ly  laconic  and given t o  long per iods of su lk ing  s i l e n t l y  on 
Ken's co f fee t ab le .  After a handful of "fannish labors"  were completed, 

i n t o  an o u t r i g h t  d i s t r u s t .  
way by Corf lu ' s  i r r a t i o n a l  behavior, and  when a model of  Zerferman, 
J ay  Zi lber 's  mascot, and most of Ken's furniture were b r i e f l y  
animated, t oo ,  susp ic ion  and confusion incremented geometrically.  

2 the  f e s t e r i n g  suspic ion  i n  many LACkers' minds r ap id ly  developed 

tt 
The doubt was fue led  every s t e p  of t h e  

J* 

It was then  t h a t  t h ings  went from b a s i c a l l y  w e i r d  t o  d e f i n i t e l y  
b i z a r r e .  Corflu had previously t e l epor t ed  INTERLAC members i n  
teams t o  Ken's Fan Centra l  S t a t i o n  expressly f o r  t h e  purpose of 
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performing "fannish labors", but now he was teleporting them across 
the country without rhyme nor reason. Harry Broertjes found a 
flock of members in his Fort Lauderdale apartment; Mike Flynn was 
transported from Washington to the site of a sculpture in Greenwich 
Village known t o  some as the Cosmic Cube, inside which Flynn dis- 
covered that Corflu, now mysteriously weakened and powerless, had 
been imprisoned. And from then on, the members of INTERLAC had 
begun to either disappear or become inaccessable by phone . . . .  indeed, 
the entire country's phone service was severely disrupted, but even 
after service was resumed, fannish phones remained out of order. 
And to top it off, Ken awoke from his coma and stumbled off in a 
delerious stupor. 

As fen and pro alike tried to make sense of what was going on, 
the situation grew worse. Wherever Corflu appeared, INTERLAC members 
disappeared. And those who disappeared found themselves floating 
in a strange, purple fourth-dimensional void. Corflu appeared in 
various fannish centers of America, and only the Colorado members 
realized in time that there was a correlation between his appearances 
and their comrades' disappearances. At that point they decided to 
split up and avoid their usual fannish connections ... especially 
telephones, which seemed to be inextricably linked with the dis- 
appearances. 
remaining members through the U.S. mail, and had succeeded in passing 
on word of his discovery to a few lucky ones who remained. 

Rick Foster made a last desperate effort to contact 

But it was Ken Gale, in constant telepathic contact with Corflu, 
who knew what was really going on. By infiltrating the phone company 
office where he had once been an employee, he breached the telephone 
service disruptions and possible taps, and spread word of his know- 
ledge to Harry Broertjes (who in turn passed it on to Mike Flynn), 
Mike Valerio, and Jim Chadwick, the few remaining members. But in 
the process, Ken was captured by N.Y. Bell Security Force... 

. . .  and that's what hath goneth beforeth, over the last year. 
Which brings to July 1979, and what ith happeningth noweth... 
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"Chadwick..,? Whatcha doing here? Gimme a hand with this bag, 
willya?" 

Chadwick scrambled over t o  the parked Floydmobile a8 Flynn s t a r t ed  

" C h r i s t .  #a 

"Some of the Massachusetts people, most o f  the  Coloradoans. 

t o  unpack. "You know t he re ' s  only about ten of us l e f t ? "  

Probably 
Ray Chan, but nobody knows f o r  sure.  
l e t t e r ,  i t ' s  s t i l l  t i e d  up in overseas mail." 

If he d i d  respond t o  Fos te r ' s  

"Swell. Whoah, grab t h i s  - the bottom's f a l l i ng  out!" 
Chadwick caught it and lugged the  box full of  mundane and f d s h  

Flynn followed w i t h  an even l a rge r  one, miscellania onto the  s teps .  
bulging a t  the  seams from countless c l ippings,  posters ,  crudsheets, 
notes ,  photos, books, and apazines. 

a t  'Mr. Steak". Should be sa fe  as long as I: call from. .uh.. .maybe 
t he  Salton building where my mom works. 

of the main desk at his dorm. 
a d  i n  The Buyer's Guide t o  alert mainstream fandom t o  what's happened 
t o  US." 

"Has anyone...", Flynn struggled with the  keys, balancing the box 
precariously on h i s  knee un t i l  t he  door swung open..., "Has anyone 
even thought t o  c a l l  some o f  t he  wa i t l i s t e r s?"  

by mail. I assume the  West Coast w a i t l i s t e r s  know-the s to ry  by 
word of mouth. But the New York grapevine 'is. .wel l .  . j u s t  you 
and me, Miggle. 

t h e i r  eyes glazed over l i k e  Ken's had been while he was still an 
.accounted-for comatose body. 
meat f reezer  o r  being dissolved i n  lime pits. 
Hackensack Meadowlands r i g h t  next t o  Jimmy Hoffa. 
Cube sculpture l i k e  Harry s a i d . . , ?  

"Soon as we f i n i s h  unloading the  c a r ,  I'm gonna have to call Foster  

It's j u s t  three blocks away." 
I've got  the number "I th ink  you'd b e t t e r  c a l l  Scot t  Sherman, too.  

Word is, he w a n t s  t o  put a full-page 

J i m  s ta red  blankly. "Dunno i f  Foster even t r i e d  t o  contact them 

There's j u s t  nobody l e f t  to spread the word." 
"Yeah. . f igures ."  F lynn  had a vision o f  f i f t y  INTEELAC members, 

Maybe they were being s tored i n  a 
Or hidden under the 

O r  in the  Cosmic 

- - - -  - -  - - - -  - - - - - - -  
- - - - - - - - - - -  

- - - - - - - - - - -  
- - - - - -  



s 

KUTATED KLANTH / Chapter Sixteen Page 2 

A c h i l l  went down h i s  spine.  ''Look, 1'11 go make those  calls 
I ' l l  j u s t  be f i f t e e n  o r  twenty r i g h t  now. 

minutes o r  so. *' 
You w a n n a  s i t  t i g h t  here? 

J i m  shrugged. 
"Okay. P r o l l y  n o t  much i n  t h e  f r i d g e  bu t  he lp  yourse l f .  Maybe 

b r i n g  i n  a couple more bags from t h e  c a r  i f  you fee l  l i k e  being usefu l . "  
Flynn t r o t t e d  ou t  the door again,  and down the  steps, mutter ing unde r  
h i s  brea th .  . '*A Buyer's Guide ad? Chr i s t  i n  Hackensack. . .I* 

"Mike," Rick F o s t e r  choked, "You probably shouldn ' t  have ca l l ed  

"Had t o  take  t h e  chance," Flynn in t e r rup ted .  "We've & t o  come 
me, n o t  even here .  I t ' s  no t  s a f e  --" 

up w i t h  some s o r t  of r a t i o n a l  explanat ion for all t h i s ,  while  there 's  
s t i l l  enough of us  l e f t  t o  f i g h t  back." 

"Nothing's been l o g i c a l  o r  r a t i o n a l  about t h i s  f o r  months. 
ye t . . . t he re  must be somethin<...some missing piece of  t h e  puzzle 
t h a t  would bring it a l l  i n t o  perspec t ive .  '' 

"Look, F o s t e r ,  I don ' t  know where t o  start. I mean, I was under 
t h e  impression t h a t ,  f o r  no apparent reason,  Corflu t e l epor t ed  himself 
-0 o r  got  himself t e l e p o r t e d  in to  -- t he  Cosmic Cube scu lp tu re  i n  
t h e  Village las t  December. I m a  playing  Twenty Questions w i t h  him 
tapping back and f o r t h ,  and we g o t  abso lu t e ly  nowhere. I s t i l l  
don ' t  know why he was i n  there,  o r  why he t e l epor t ed  me -- o r  got  
me t e l e p o r t e d  -- ou t  t h e r e  when he d i d .  Now you say that he's been 
running around t h e  country since then ,  tapping our phones and is 
i n  f a c t  t h e r e f o r e  personal ly  respons ib le  f o r  everyone i n  INTERLAC 
disappear ing  o f f  the  f ace  o f  the e a r t h  and disconnect ing t h e i r  
phone se rv ice  t o  boot. 

"You know, Miggle, you'd almost th ink  there were $JQ Corflus. 
Have you been t o  the  Cube s ince  January? 

"Aw, c'mon Rick! You're n o t  t r y i n g  t o  t e l l  me t h a t  one Corflu 
is sti l l  i n  the Cube and another  is  running around zapping people, 
are you?" Flynn paused. "If it didn ' t  almost sound poss ib l e ,  I ' d  
have t o  -0" F1yz-m paused again as it began t o  sink in. "Oh, my... 

"What? You got  a handle on something, Mig?" 
"Look. You got  Corflu-1. The original,  the  one who w a s  animated 

And 

I can ' t . . . dea l  w i t h  t h i s . . . ! "  

w 

when Ken l o s t  h i s  fannish  energy. 
generate  fannish  energy. 

He f o r g e t s  about t he  thing wi th  Ken, becomes completely i r r a t i o n a l  
and i l l o g i c a l .  Corf lu-2. ** 

S t a r t s  us  out  on t h i s  p r o j e c t  t o  
No big deal... 

"Suddenly h i s  M.O. changes, He starts acting r e a l l y  b i za r r e .  

"What?" 
"A bogus Corflu.  Subs t i t u t ed  somewhere along the  l i ne  by t h a t  

goddam e v i l  fo rce  t h a t  t h e  o r i g i n a l  Corflu kept a l lud ing  t o . "  
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"So could Corflu-1 have been imprisoned in the Cosmic Cube by 

"It's more than possible. 
Corf lu-2?*' 

It's the only thing that makes sense 
in this whole mess. Corflu-1 must have been stuck in the Cube all 
these months...and we never had any reason to suspect...Look, I'm 
gonna take Floyd down to the Village and see what's tapping, 
we're onto something;. And I'd better cut this short just  in case 

I think 
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t h i s  phone c a l l  i s  being tapped by o u r  mth ica l  e v i l  f o r c e  somehow. 
I l e f t  Chadwick a lone  back a t  my house,  and h e ' l l  p r o l l y  want t o  
come a long ,  t o o .  We're gonna beat t h i s  t h i n g  y e t ,  Rick." 

c l i k  bzzzzzzzzzzzzz 
"Foster?  Hey Rick ,  you there?" 
c l i k  c l i k  c l i k  bzzzzzzzzzzz 
-- 0 s h i t .  Flynn clenched h i s  t e e t h ,  hung up and d i a l e d  the  number 

at  M r .  S t eak  again. 
S a l t o n ' s  switchboard o p e r a t o r ,  though he knew t o o  well  what had r e a l l y  
happened. 

The phone rang on t h e  o t h e r  end of the l ine,  but it was a d i f f e r e n t  
r ing t h i s  time. 
as h i s  c a l l  w a s  r e rou ted  through microprocessors  i n  B e l l  Telephone 
computers a l l  over  t h e  country.  F i n a l l y  ... .dead si lence,  Not even 
a reco rd ing ,  Flynn hung up...  

t h e  phone. 

adrenalin. But genuine fear worked even bet ter .  Please d o n ' t  J& --- it be t o o  la te . .  . 

He hoped t h a t  he'd been c u t  o f f  a c c i d e n t a l l y  by 

This  w a s  fol lowed by ano the r  se r ies  of sound e f fec ts  

... and panicked. He'd j u s t  given away Chadwick's l o c a t i o n  over  

Mike Flynn ran. Paranoia  was always a good way t o  s t i m u l a t e  the 

It  was t o o  l a t e .  The f r o n t  door was still propped open when he 
s topped,  near exhaus t ion ,  i n  f r o n t  of  the gate. J i m  Chadwick had 
e v i d e n t l y  been c a r r y i n g  i n  some of t h e  boxes and se t  one down i n  f r o n t  
of  t h e  door t o  hold it open. 
open. Phone o f f  t h e  hook, signs of a s t r u g g l e .  Most of t h e  magazines, 
f latware,  and  knick-knacks on the kitchen tab le  were s c a t t e r e d  about 
t h e  room on t h e  f l o o r  -- t h e  table  i t s e l f  had been pushed over.  J i m  
Chadwick was nowhere t o  be found. 

Hallway w a s  empty, k i t chen  door wide 

"Oh h e l l , "  he s a i d ,  r e t u r n i n g  t h e  table t o  i t s  upr igh t  p o s i t i o n .  
"Mom' 11 k i l l  me . " 

Kee-rist, he d i d n ' t  even remember New York anymore. 
Mike Flynn s tood  i n  t h e  c e n t e r  of  Astor  P lace .  I t  was n e a r l y  

midnight,  j u s t  a day s i n c e  he'd c o l l e c t e d  h i s  BBA from George 
Washington Un ive r s i ty .  H e  was looking  forward t o  a week o r  s o  of 
r e l a t ive  i n a c t i v i t y  before  taking up h i s  s ea rch  f o r  Real Employment. 

I n s t e a d  he w a s  b a b y s i t t i n g  a cubic  monstrosi ty  i n  Greenwich 
Village.  "The Cosmic Cube," as h i s  former f e l l o w  N e w  Yorkers cal led 
it. Absolutely s t u p i d ,  he thought .  S tup id .  Dumb. 

Then he reminded himself t h a t  it wasn't  as s t u p i d  as it had once 
seemed. A f t e r  a l l ,  s i n c e  Ken Gale ' s  disappearance,  no th ing  had been 
q u i t e  r i g h t  i n  INTERLAC. A t  f i rst  he'd thought ,  w e l l ,  maybe it w a s  
j u s t  a c l e v e r  p r a c t i c a l  joke on Ken's p a r t ,  even a f t e r  s e e i n g  t h e  
supposedly comatose body of Ken Gale i n  t h e  Fan Central  bathroom. 
But Fl-ynn had  himself been whisked by C o r f l u ' s  powers o f  t e l e p o r t a t i o n  
from Eastern F l i g h t  484 on December 14, 1978, and it was t hen  t h a t  
he was convinced t h a t  t h i n g s  were on t h e  up-and-up. 

r 

* 

i. 

! 
- 1  
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That  was t h e  first time t h a t  he 'd  been t o  t h e  Cube. Angry, i n  
f r u s t r a t i o n ,  he began t o  thwack it resoundingly ,  on ly  t o  d i scove r  
i t  thwacked back. 

end t h a t  INTERLACkers began t o  disappear wholesale.  Almost be fo re  
he could t u r n  around, he 'd  g o t t e n  l e t t e r s  n o t i n g  t h e  disappearance 
o f . . . h e l l ,  a lmost  everyone w a s  gone. Chadwick had t o l d  him t h a t .  
Chadwick was gone. 

What a r o y a l  pain t h a t  w a s ,  t o o  -- get t ing  Mike's schedule  from t h e  
Registrar's Office of  t he  Podunk Unive r s i ty  he a t t ended ,  then 
tracking him down t o  t he  s t u d e n t  center. 
phone were o p e r a t i o n a l ,  he d i d n ' t  dare use it now.) Va le r io  sounded 
grumpy, bu t  promised he 'd  come. Va le r io  always sounded grumpy -- 
he 'd  be no f u n  i f  he d i d n ' t .  

But t h a t  phone c a l l  could mean disaster. Assuming t h a t  t h e  
second Corf lu  had t h e  a b i l i t y  t o  f o l l o w  t h e  conve r sa t ions  of t h e  
INTERLACkers -- a l though  Flynn hadn ' t  y e t  e x a c t l y  f i g u r e d  o u t  q u i t e  
how -0 then he k n e w  t h a t  Mike Va le r io  and whoever was l e f t  i n  Boston 
were on t h e i r  way down. Which meant t h a t .  . . w e l l ,  i f  t h e  c a l l  had 
been placed a t  f o u r ,  giving Mike  two hours t o  ge t  h i s  s h i t  t o g e t h e r  
and p i c k  up whoever he could f i n d  and given t h a t  t h e  t r i p  from 
Boston t o  N e w  York was a l i t t l e  under  f ive  hours  -- wel l ,  t h a t  meant 
Mike was ove r  an hour l a t e .  

Which s o r t  o f  brought him f u l l  c i rc le ,  That  was the  first week- 

He'd r i s k e d  ano the r  phone c a l l  t o  Va le r io  ea r l i e r  i n  t h e  day. 

(But even i f  h i s  home 

A t  one, Flynn f igu red ,  he 'd  have t o  give up. 

"Mike, d i d  you r e a l l y  need t h a t  pizza?" 
Valer io  glared a t  S c o t t  Sherman, b r i e f l y  n o t i n g  Sherman was i n  

t h e  world famous Death Seat of  t h e  Blue B i t c h ,  and then depressed 
t h e  a c c e l e r a t o r  a l i t t l e  more. E igh ty  would be f ine  f o r  a s t r e t ch .  

"Sco t t ,  ** Mike began.. , "Sco t t ,  okay, we b a r e l y  g o t  our asses o u t  
o f  t h e  f i r e  t h i s  t ime, bu t  we're making it now. We can have t h i s  
th ing  i n t o  t h e  C i ty  i n  ten minutes." 

Steve Cohen drew h i s  head from h i s  hands a n d  asked,  "But i s n ' t  
New York a t  least  a h a l f  hour from Greenwich?" 

"Not, " smiled Va le r io ,  "if I keep doing 80. " 
"Well," Cohen sniffed,  "if  you hadn't wanted that p i z z a ,  Corf lu 'd  

A t  t h a t  ve ry  instant t h e  wailing of a s i ren dopplered i n t o  t h e i r  
pe rcep t ions .  

"Aw s h i t , "  Va le r io  s a i d  as he p u l l e d  over  t o  t h e  s i d e  o f  t h e  road. 
"That  doesn ' t  have a green  l i g h t ,  does it? It 's n o t  Corf lu ,  I mean." 

5 never have traced us.  Well, we g o t  away. " 

r 

r 

Cohen looked through t h e  rear window. "Nope." 
" S h i t .  ** 

"Hello,  is t h i s  t h e  T r i p l e - A  Welding Company? Oh yeh? You too!" 
Flynn slammed t h e  te lephone down. 
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"Damn uppity people. How'm I supposed to know that the guy's 
office is in his house. Shhheessh. Lessee. ..Acme..,Anderson..,Apex 
Welding Company . . .  open 24 hours." 

Flynn's fingers darted around the pay phone dial. 
"Hello?" 

One ring. 

"Um, hi. Um, my name is Mike Flynn and...um, you are um, open, 

"Yeah. " 
"Do you do emergency work?" 
"What kinda emergency is this?" 
"Um. .I have a couple of friends of mine and um, they're uh, 

"Twenty bucks an hour. " 
Flynn patted his wallet. 

right?" 

- 
trapped, and I think they'll need to be cut out." 

There was fifty dollars in graduation 
money in it, provided he didn't get mugged on the way back -- and 
also providing parking Floyd wouldn't cost more than thirty dollars. 

"No problem. " 
"Whatcher address?" 
Flynn gave the location of the building across from the Cosmic 

Cube and hung up. Where the fuck was Valerio? 

"Is Manhattan on the Deegan or the Cross Bronx?" 
"Are you serious, Valerio?" 
"Quick, here's an exit for Bartow Avenue." 
"Don't get o f f .  I don't recognize that." 
"Where do I get off?" 
"That's a good question," Cohen chided. 
"Shaddup. 
"There should be a sign f o r  one of the bridges soon." 
"Wait -0 there's one. Throg's Neck Bridge." 
"That goes to Manhattan. " 
"Does it?" 
"We'll never know. You just missed the exit.". 
"Mike," Cohen asked, "is this the first time you've driven t o  

- 
6 

1 

New York?" 
Valerio nodded. 
"Why didn't you tell us that," Sherman grimaced. 
"Fershlugginer signs," grumped Valerio. 

The waitlisters! 
Flynn ran back across the street to the phone booth, and dialed 

information for Nancy Northcott's telephone number. She was number 

I 1 



0 
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one on t h e  list, and had dropped him a note dur ing  t h e  semester 
which he'd been too busy t o  answer. 

A s leepy  voice answered. "Hello?" 
" H i ,  is Nancy there?" 
"Speaking, " she yawned. 
" H i ,  Nancy, t h i s  is  l i k e  Flynn. WkUrZ; a r e  you doing r i g h t  now?" 
"Mike Flynn? Wait. 

morning? I ' m  s t i l l  a l a w  s tuden t ,  you know. School 's  n o t  out  f o r  
another  two weeks. 

What kind of ques t ion  is  t h a t  a t  one i n  t h e  

I ' m  s leep ing .  '* 
"Did I wake you? I ' m  s o r r y .  " 
"Well. . . " 
"I wonldn't 've i f  it weren't  important.  But we need a l l  t h e  help 

we can -0 it may be a l l  t h e  he lp  I can get.  I t h i n k  I ' m  the  last  
INTERWCker. I c a n ' t  f i n d  F o s t e r ,  and Chadwick's disappeared and 
Gale 's  gone and I don ' t  know what's happened t o  Harry. . ."  

"Wait. Are you ser ious?" 
"'Course I ' m  s e r ious .  

"Well, you know S t r i c k . .  . 
" S t r i c k ' s  n o t  t h a t  w e i r d . . . "  he began 

You th ink  I make a h a b i t  of c a l l i n g  people 
I ' v e  never t a l k e d  t o  a t  one i n  t h e  morning j u s t  f o r  t h e  h e l l  of it?" 

But then he realized the 
impl ica t ions  t h a t  had and dropped the l i n e  of questioning. 
t h i s  woman ' s he lp  . 

"Can you come t o  New York?" 
"New York?" 
"Sure, you've heard of it, B i g  Apple, kinda seedy ..." 
" C a n ' t  come the re .  I ' v e  go t  school.  '* 
Flynn was about t o  ask he r  what kind of a INTERLACker she thought 

He needed 

she w a s  going t o  be,  then thought b e t t e r  of it. 
you ca l l  t h e  waitl isters? 
Get a list of everyone." 

"Well, why don ' t  
You start, and you can each keep going. 

" A t  one i n  t h e  morning?" 
"This is an emergency. J u s t  c a l l  'em." 
"What do I t e l l  them?" 
"Te l l  them t h e  t r u t h . "  Flynn  looked U p  and saw a t r u c k  marked 

Apex Welding Company approaching t h e  Cube. 
see you tomorrow.'' I n  Chapel H i l l ,  North Carolina,  
Nmcy Northcott  looked dazedly a t  her  phone w i t h  some confusion f o r  
s e v e r a l  moments before she sighed and went i n t o  t h e  o the r  room f o r  
a copy of t h e  Legion Bu l l e t in .  

"I gotta go, Nancy. 1'11 
Flynn hung up. 

Flynn ha i l ed  t h e  t ruck  d r i v e r .  '*Yo*!" he c r i e d  i n  the  standard 
ITew York gree t ing .  A gruff  man of about f o r t y  w i t h  
a ruddy complextion and t h r e e  day's growth o f  w h i s k e r s  caught h i s  
eye and pul led  t h e  t ruck  t o  a h a l t  j u s t  i n  f r o n t  o f  t h e  Cube. 
w a s  h i s  r e t o r t .  

"Over he re . "  

"Huh?" 

! 
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"You don't  be l ive  me," Flynn s a i d ,  disappointed. 
"You could say t h a t .  

Page 8 

KNOCK. 
"Do you h o w  where any o t h e r  INTERUCkers are besides m 
KNOCK. 
"Are they i n  the re  w i t h  you?" 
KNOCK. 

- 
1 " 

Flynn turned.  "See?" Inwardly he sighed, a n d  h i s  stomach knotted a 

t i gh te r  a t  the  same time. 

property.  
"It belongs t o  someone, anyway, t ha t ' s  a fact " 
"I c a n ' t  go c u t t i n g  through City property:' 
"Sure you can."  
"Nope. 'I 
"How'm I supposed t o  ge t  them ou t?"  A sympathetic knock came 

from the  Cube. 
"Well, I don ' t  know. How'd you g e t  them in?" 

The man from t h e  welding company began t o  pace. "This i s  City - 
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"Oh, *' I 

I "SO Plynn, what's up?" 

"Teleportation. '* 
"Huh?" I t  f igured.  
"Can I r e n t  t he  equipment?" 
"Do you know how t o  use it?" 
"I can 1ea.m. 'I 
"It ' ll  c o s t  m o t h e r  twenty an hour ."  
Flynn swallowed hard.  Hel l ,  they were INTERLACkers. They were 

worth it. 
"Deal. '* 

"Um ...," t h e  guy s a i d ,  "1'11 go g e t  a cup of coffee." 
"Right. " 
The m a n  walked across  the  s t r e e t  i n  search of  an a l l  night coffee 

shop. Shouldn't be t o o  hard t o  f i n d  i n  t h e  Vil lage,  Flynn surmised, 
and began t o  cu t  through t h e  Cube. 

He couldn't  be l ive  he was a c t u a l l y  doing it, 



MUTATED KLANTH/Chapter S ix t een  Page 18 

"Park t h e  car ."  
"Mike," S c o t t  i n t e r r u p t e d ,  "is t h a t  a blowtorch?" 
"Something l i k e  t h a t .  " 
"What a r e  you doing with it?" 
"Come here .  " 
Vale r io ,  Sherman, and Cohen g o t  ou t  o f  t h e  c a r ,  fo l lowing  Flynn 

t o w a r d  t h e  Cube. The l a t t e r  po in ted  a t  t h e  small scar on t h e  Cube. 
" S e e ? " 

'Wiggle, I t h i n k  you've been d r i n k i n g  t o o  much milk from Harris- 

"Nonsense. The r e s t  o f  INTERLAC i s  t rapped  in t h e r e . "  
"Right '' 
" H i t  it." 
" H i t  what?" 
"The Cube. " 
"You're n o t  s e r ious . "  
" H i t  it." 
Valer io  shrugged. "Okay." H e  s lapped t h e  w e t  metal. 

burg. " 

KNOCK. 
Va le r io  n e a r l y  jumped o u t  of h i s  shoes.  
"Sure. " 
"There r e a l l y  a r e  INTERLACkers i n  there?"  
"Yep . 
"That s crazy .  

"Who's i n  there?" 
"Oh, I d o n ' t  know f o r  s u r e .  Harry,  I t h i n k .  
"Ken?" 
"Let  m e  check. Corf lu ,  is Ken with you?" 
KNOCK KNOCK. 
"But you say you know where he is .  " 
KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK. 
"What i s  t h a t ,  a maybe?" 
KNOCK . 
"Oh. A 

The rain began t o  f a l l  ha rde r  now; s h e e t s  o f  

"It 

W 

"Yup . " 

answered!" 

Ken may be. " 

water  pounded t h e  
s e a  of pavement t h a t  surrounded t h e  s a f e t y  p l a z a  i n  which t h e  Cube 

Zxcept,  Flynn mused, for w r i t i n g .  There was something about r o t t y .  
. w a s  s e t .  Miserable weather f o r  welding -- o r  f o r  anyth ing  e l s e .  
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weather t h a t  c r e a t e d  a downright i n s p i r a t i o n a l  environment f o r  t h e  
c r e a t i v e  process .  
Someday I ' l l  have t o  write a book about  t h i s .  E s p e c i a l l y  i f  I g e t  
p u t  i n  j a i l .  

H e  p u l l e d  t h e  s a f e t y  goggles down o v e r  h i s  eyes and s e t  a t  it 
w i t h  t h e  blowtorch again. 

"Is t h i s  cal led Astor  P lace  o r  As tor  Plaza?" asked S c o t t  nervously.  

E s p e c i a l l y  f o r  depressing i n t r o s p e c t i v e  s t u f f .  

I "Place ,  I'm p r e t t y  s u r e , "  Flynn r ep l i ed .  
"I thought  everyone was cal l ing it Astor  P laza , "  Cohen chimed i n .  

"Well, Jay  said 'P l aza ' . "  
"Well, i t ' s  Place. " 
"You sure?" 
Va le r io  w a s  about  t o  add  h i s  two cents, when he caught s i g h t  

a "Does it matter?" 

o f  a f i g u r e  i n  t h e  shadows. "Hey, Miggle, who d i d  you rent t h i s  
equipment from?" 

"Apex Welding. Some o l d  grubby guy. Came i n  t h a t  t r u c k , "  he 
po in ted  h i s  elbow toward the  t r u c k  wi thout  i n t e r r u p t i n g  h i s  work. 

**That ' s  him, r i g h t ?  With t h e  paper bag, coming t h i s  way?" 
Flynn tu rned  around f o r  a moment j u s t  t o  check...and dropped 

He emerged from t h e  shadows, and walked r i g h t  past the  cube 
t h e  t o r c h .  "Hell ,  no.  P l ay  it c o o l ,  you guys." 

without  paying t h e  s l i g h t e s t  a t t e n t i o n  t o  t h e  group, Every f o u l  
odor  known t o  man w a f t e d  a long  wi th  him, desp i te  t h e  pour ing  rain. 
They watched wide-eyed and open-jawed, hands clamped on t h e i r  n o s t r i l s ,  
as he walked t o  t h e  o t h e r  s ide  of t h e  cube and s e t t l e d  comfortably 
on t h e  base of  its foundat ion.  

1 

"Now what do we do?" Sherman nudged Valerie's r ibs .  I 

A s  i f  i n  answer, t h e  bum snapped, "Well? You ' l l  get wet o u t  
t h e r e .  Have a seat w i t h  me and Martha." He began t o  sing o f f  key, 
"Lawdy, I was...*hic*....bawn a r-wramblin' m-han... You d o n ' t  mind 
a li'l song, do you? Me an* muh dog, Martha. . .we*re *hic* on I 

t o u r  t h i s  summer..." I 

I 

"What dog?" whispered Cohen. 
0 "Ignore him. They come w i t h  t h e  t e r r i t o r y .  Besides, if he 

comes t o o  c l o s e  t o  t h i s ,  h e ' l l  catch f i r e . "  Flynn picked up the  
t o r c h  again and concent ra ted  on t h e  s p o t  t h a t  was s t i l l  glowing 

? a l i t t l e .  H e  w a s  gett ing t h e  hang of  it now. Progress  w a s  slow 
b u t  i n c r e a s i n g l y  evident. 

"Wait a minute t h e r e ,  f e l l a . "  The bum climbed up again and 
stumbled around t o  Flynn's s i d e  o f  t h e  cube. "You know about  t h e  
c r e a t u r e  i n  t h e r e ,  d o n ' t  you?" 

Flynn tu rned  around and g o t  a good look a t  h i s  face It w a s  a 
s i c k e n i n g  s i g h t ,  h i s  premature signs of aging, the  wi thered ,  f i l t h y  
body -- and y e t  t h e  man cou ldn ' t  have been more than 30 . . .  maybe 35 
t o p s .  Hell, he k n e w  t h e  A l l m a n  Bro thers .  The r a i n  w a s  probably 

- b, 

' 
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t h e  c l o s e s t  t h i n g  t o  a real  shower he'd had i n  a year .  But he w a s  
no ordinary drunken f o o l . . . h e  k n e w  about t h e  Cube. 

"You're gonna l e t  him ou t ,  are you?" 
Yeah, Flynn nodded. "You've heard t h e  tapping, too?" 
"There's a.. . a  c rea tu re  i n  there,  yes. I t ' s  a demon from Hel l . .  . 

o r  no, i t ' s . . . i t ' s  a b e a u t i f u l  woman. Sometimes I can't *hic* I 
c a n ' t  t e l l .  B u t  i t ' s  i n  t h e r e ,  you believe me, don't  you? Nobody 
be l i eves  me when I . .  " With t h a t ,  he f e l l  t o  h i s  knees -- Flynn 
had t o  p u l l  t h e  t o r c h  away t o  avoid h i t t i n g  him wi th  the  f l y i n g  
sparks  -- and pounced on t h e  s i d e  panel o f  t h e  cube. It returned 
t h e  pounding ominously. "Demon! DEEEMON! You can hear him, c a n ' t  

Mike Valer io  roused himself from h i s  self-imposed dumbstruck 
you?" 

state and pul led  t h e  bum away from the  Cube. "Easy, mister .  Y o u ' l l  
h u r t  yourse l f .  S c o t t ,  g ive me a hand here . . .  t h e r e  you go." 

thought,  and started t h e  to rch  again.  
what he w a s  doing bordered on lunacy, they were replaced w i t h  Con- 
f i rmat ion .  

Burned a l l  t h e  way through 
on a couple of spots .  

Flynn shook h i s  head. Rotty weather is depressing as h e l l ,  he 
If he had had any doubts t h a t  

He'd made p r e t t y  f a i r  progress now. 
Wouldn't take t o o  much longer t o  make a h o l e  
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l a r g e  enough f o r  a man t o  pass th rough . . , o r  a 12-inch s t a t u e .  
Ghod, were t h e r e  r e a l l y  a lmos t  f i f t y  people i n  t h e r e ?  The cube 
i t s e l f  w a s  probably big enough t o  h o l d  them, b u t  s e t  on one corner  
t h e  way it w a s ,  they 'd  have t o  be climbing a l l  over t he  p lace  on 
t o p  o f  each o t h e r s '  shoulders.  Might be fun ,  he sn i cke red . . . fo r  
awhile,  anyway. B u t  i f  they 've r e a l l y  been i n  t h e r e  for as many 
months as they've been missing ... What d i d  they do f o r  f o o d . . .  
o r  a i r ,  f o r  t h a t  matter? 

Valer io  and Sherman re turned  f rom wherever they 'd  l e d  t h e  wino 
o f f  t o .  Wig, t h i s  i s  u t t e r l y  demented c r a z i n e s s , "  s a i d  Valer io .  
"I'd sooner be l ieve  t h a t  t h e r e  a demon i n  there than the  whole 
of INTERLAC. '' 
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How d i d  they go t h e  bathroom? 

"Yeah. I t  & more l i k e l y .  Wanna take  over f o r  awhile?" 
"That ' s  okay. R e a l l y .  You're doing a g r e a t  j ob  on your lonesome." 
"Thanks. Whup, I th ink  t h a t ' s  about i t  now ...j u s t  a few more...  

seconds . . . "  A t  t h a t ,  a s e c t i o n  o f  t h e  metal w a l l  broke loose.  For 
a moment it seemed t o  ooze outward, and then broke loose w i t h  a l o u d  
snap of metal under stress. Bu t  it d i d n ' t  f a l l  down; it f lew o u t -  
w a r d ,  whizzing past  Flynn 's  head w i t h  a quarter- inch t o  spare ,  
f i n a l l y  coming t o  r e s t  i n  t h e  middle of 4 t h  Avenue. 
pummeled i t s  way out  of t he  remaining hole l i k e  a miniature wind 
tunnel .  

f i n g e r s ,  and peered i n t o  t h e  hole.  H i s  hair, blasted merc i less ly  
by depressur iz ing  a i r ,  stood s t ra ight  o u t  i n  t h e  opposite d i r e c t i o n .  

A blast o f  a i r  

Valer io  held h i s  a r m  i n  f r o n t  of h i s  eyes ,  qu in t ing  through h i s  

"Holy -0- i t ' s  glowing purple  i n  t h e r e  and. * .  
". . .oh my god,  i t ' s  f u l l  of f e n . .  . . . W 

Ken Gale gave up f o r  t h e  moment. The w r i s t  straps were secure,  
but  he 'd  have h i s  chance y e t .  R i g h t  now, t h e  bes t  t h i n g  t o  do was 
t o  play dumb, and a s s e s s  t h e  s i t u a t i o n  as f u l l y  as poss ib le .  

He w a s  s t rapped into a very uncomfortable wooden c h a i r  i n  a 
small empty room. 
m i r r o r  on one w a l l ;  Ken was p o s i t i v e  it was a 2-way job .  They 
could see him even though he couldn ' t  see  them. Why e l s e  would 
t h e  m i r r o r  be the re?  And a loudspeaker i n  t h e  corner  . . .  they 'd  used 

Q; it t o  communicate during t h e  first in t e r roga t ion .  There must a l s o  
be a pick-up mike, b u t  it seemed t o  be wel l  hidden. 
t h e  way o f  a v a i l a b l e  ma te r i a l  t h a t  might help him escape . . .  but as 

i long as h i s  w r i s t s  were bound t o  t h e  c h a i r ,  escape was impossible 

The overhead l i g h t  h u r t  h i s  eyes.  There w a s  a 

Not much i n  

anyway. - 
"Mr , Gale. " 
Ken said nothing. 

awoke from your coma?" 
. "Mr. Gale, we a r e  'impatient. Who have you t a l k e d  

Why d i d  t h a t  voice sound familiar. Ro t  one word. 

t o  s ince  you 

. ?  
"Names, Kr, Gale. Names and addresses .  And phone numbers. Who 
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have you seen? 
Who d i d  you t a l k  
'to?'' 

Silence.  
" M r .  Gale, you 

made some non- 
authorized c a l l s  
from a terminal i n  
one of  our branch 
offices.  We d idn ' t  
chatch on until  it 
was too l a t e  t o  .) 

t race  them. But  
we have reason t o  
believe you cal led 
a M r .  ... Bro-ert- 
jes .  

Ken had no in-  
tent ion o f  answering 
a s ingle  question. 

"You called t h i s  
M r .  Bro-ert-jes. 
Bu t  you were making 
c a l l s  from t h a t  
terminal f o r  several  
hours. Most of the  
numbers you t r i e d  
were no longer i n  
service because we 
had already deac- 
t ivated them. But 
M r .  Bro-ert-jes was 
one of  the few we 
hadn't ye t  deal t  
wi th .  We have now, 
but you made some 
other c a l l s .  Who 
e l se  d i d  you ca l l ? "  

Ken's f e e t  were 
not t i e d ,  bu t  t h a t  
f a c t  was of  l i t t l e  
use, The chair  - 
i t s e l f  was t o o  

o r  maybe it was 
bolted down. Maybe 
i f  he kicked it 
long enough it 
would break. 

your coma qui te  
some time ago. 

heavy t o  move.. . - 

0 

"You awoke from 
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You must have s e e n  some o f  your  f r i e n d s  o u t s i d e  o f  INTERLAC during 
t h a t  time. Who d i d  you see? What d i d  you t e l l  them? Mr. Gale,  we 
are n o t  malevolent!  We do n o t  k i l l  when we d o n ' t  have t o .  None o f  
your  f r i ends  have been harmed. They are merely i n  storage,  s o  t o  
speak .  Now l e t ' s  be r e a s o n a b l e .  T e l l  u s  what we need t o  h o w .  
Because if you d o n ' t  it will become n e c e s s a r y  t o  k i l l .  
you want?" 

Is t h a t  what 

Ken s t a r t ed  t o  k i c k  t h e  cha i r  v i o l e n t l y .  
"Oh no ,  Mr. Gale. We have t o  i n t e n t i o n  of  k i l l i n g  you a t  the 

* moment, I was r e f e r r i n g  t o  your  INTZRUC f r i e n d s .  One by one. 
Think about  t h a t .  We'l l  t a l k  a l i t t l e  l a t e r ,  I t r u s t .  Nake y o u r s e l f  

1 

comfor tab le .  '* 
Ken winced. The d i a l o g u e  sounded as i f  it came s t ra ight  o u t  o f  

a f i f t i e s  B-movie, o r  worse,  a Conway s t o r y .  Yet, he 'd  d e a l t  w i t h  
t h e s e  people  b e f o r e  -- worked f o r  them be fo re  -- and  w a s  t h e r e f o r e  
s u r p r i s e d  . 

I 

A t  t h e  d i a l o g u e ,  anyway. Situationally . . .  unexpected. H e  h e w  
t h a t  t h e  phone company had a h e f t y  chunk o f  power, b u t  h e ' d  neve r  
r e a l i z e d  t h e  e x t e n t  t h a t  it would go t o  re ta in  t h a t  power. H e  knew 
- p e r f e c t l y  w e l l  t h a t  b a s i c a l l y  he w a s  a two-bi t  p ike r .  I t  was j u s t  
as w e l l  t h a t  nobody had c o n s t r u c t e d  a b l a c k  box for everyone i n  
INTEilLAC 0- everyone on t h e  r o s t e r  a n d  t h e  wai t l i s t  would probably  
be dead  by now. 

But t o  escape. That  was t h e  problem. 
The room was s tark.  H e  s m i l e d  i n  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  o f  t h e  mirror.  

H e  ceased his k i c k i n g ;  it was t o  no avai l  and t i r i n g  o n l y  him. 
Informat ion .  That w a s  t h e  key. He knew p e r f e c t l y  w e l l  t h a t  

t h e y  had n e a r l y  everyone e l s e  s t a s h e d  away sonewhere. But apparently 
h e ' d  been the f i rs t ;  a t  l e a s t ,  t h a t  w a s  what h e ' d  d i scove red  when 
h e ' d  come o u t  of  h i s  coma weeks e a r l i e r .  Donna Camp had r e l a t e d  
what J ay  t o l d  h e r  of t he  whole a f f a i r ,  and h i s  mental link w i t h  t h e  
r e a l  Cor f lu  f i l l e d  i n  t h e  r e s t .  T a l k  about  Conwayisms! The phone 
company w a s  obv ious ly  up on h i s  p e r s o n a l  l i f e ,  b u t  t h a t  wasn't 
unexpected,  F i f t y  INTERLACkers: Could he even hope t o  rescue them? 

He'd never do it from he re .  
But a p p a r e n t l y  he knew who wasn't t r apped .  L e t ' s  see -- h e ' d  

ca l l ed  Rick F o s t e r ,  Ray Chan, B r o e r t j e s  -- w e l l ,  a p p a r e n t l y  t h e y ' d  
gotten t o  Karry -- o r  a t  least  t h e y  s a i d  they d i d .  'Yho e l s e ?  1G.g- 

t h e  i n c i d e n t  i n  S e a t t l e . .  . 
been doing. O r  had t h e y ?  

* g l e ,  b u t  t h a t  was a t  WRGYJ..  .and a f t e r  Emma had cal led him a f t e r  

? The phone company evidently d i d n ' t  keep c l o s e  tabs on what h e ' d  

H e  had a plan. 
If t h e y  needed i n f o r m a t i o n  from him, t h e y  c o u l d n ' t  a f f o r d  t o  * have him h u r t  If he ' could  i n l y  i n j u r e  h imsel f  somehow. . . n o ,  t h a t  

was s i c k .  Cou ld  he take something? Apoplexy? Appendici t is?  
" O w .  . . . , " he moaned, 
"ohhhhhhhhh.. - . . " 
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He c losed  h i s  eyes  and t o s s e d  f 
s i d e .  "Don't l e t  them know you're : 

, f u l l y ,  t r y i n g  t o  gra  1 a t  h i s  
in pain, '' he said loud enough f o r  - 

them t o  overhear .  *'It's b e t t e r  t o  d i e -  than t o  admit  weakness.. . " 
Gale wished he could watch himself i n  t h e  mirror, 
moni tor . .  . Oh, for a Legion 

F i f t e e n  minutes l a t e r ,  he heard a pneumatic h i s s .  Door opening? 
*'F/lr. Gale ? *' 

3 

"Ooohhhhh.. ." i 

*'Mr . Gale ? " 
"Aaawwrrr. . . " 
H e  f e l t  hands probing  h i s  m i d r i f f .  

"Well D r .  Mortimer?" 
"Seems okay, bu t  i t ' s  hard t o  t e l l  how s o r e  o r  t e n d e r  t h e  a r e a  

H e  drew a b r e a t h  s h a r p l y ,  
as i f  i n  pain. 

i s  wi th  him s i t t i n g  u p . "  

b u i l d i n g .  But where? 
Oh, no. I t  all came back now. He'd been here  once be fo re .  

H e ' d  been o f f e r e d  t h e  oppor tun i ty  f o r  a promotion once. Took t h e  
ten-cent  t o u r  of t h i s  complex and sat i n  on a t ra in ing  s e s s i o n .  I t  

There was something u n s e t t l i n g  about  t h e  h i g h  s e c u r i t y ,  t h e  armed 
g u a r d s ,  t h e  hidden t v. cameras, t h e  s e c r e t i v e  a t t i t u d e s  of h i s  

was a t  t h a t  p o i n t  he determined t o  q u i t  t h e  phone company e n t i r e l y .  - 

"Could he be faking it?'* 
"Yes, Then aga in ,  maybe he c o u l d n ' t .  '' 
"That 's  no t  the  information I w a s  l ook ing  f o r . "  
"Sorry. I ' m  going t o  have t o  look a t  him l y i n g  down. J u s t  p u t  

h i m  on t h e  f l o o r .  '* 
Ken f e l t  hands tugg ing  a t  h i s  bonds. In  seconds,  he w a s  f r e e .  

H e  on ly  had an ins tan t  t o  a c t  -- i f  they  g o t  him t o  t h e  ground he 
wouidn't  be a b l e  t o  get  up. 

He ran. 
F o r t u i t o u s l y ,  t hey  had l e f t  open the door and he had run r i g h t  

a t  it. He began taking long s t r i d e s  a n d  rushed i n t o  a hallway. He 
d i d n ' t  recognize  it. H e  heard vo ices  behind him. Obviously the  
people he 'd  j u s t  run away from. Too bad he hadn't  t h e  chance t o  
look at them. H e  came t o  a second c o r r i d o r ,  followed it. A l s o  
no th ing  familiar. A t h i r d .  A n t i s e p t i c .  Nothing familiar. Another. 
It  w a s  growing apparent t h a t  h e ' d  been t r a n s f e r r e d  t o  another 

s u p e r v i s o r s  ... it was here t h a t  he began t o  comprehend t h e  inherent - 
cor rup t ion  and e v i l  o f  h i s  employers, and r e a l i z e d  t h a t  he could 
n o t  moral ly  a l low himself t o  work f o r  them. There were d a r k  s e c r e t s  
here  and  Ken d i d  n o t  want t o  know what t hey  were. 

I * I 

I 1  
Now he knew. 
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For a while, it was like standing in front of an industrial fan. 

Flynn tried to yell to the others 
Air rushed across the faces of the four INTERLACkers at the Cosmic 
Cube, feeling warm and at the same time, sinister. The air had a 
sense of being of another place. 
across the din it made, but couldn't for a while. 

Finally, it died down. I 

"Space warp?" Scott asked, not believing it for a minute. I 
I 

"Right," muttered Flynn sarcastically. 

"NO, I'm serious." 
"Serious?" 
"Serious?" I 

"Just like the Ytter- 
bium Trail." 

"Serious?" 
Sherman looked at his companions. "Sure. Unless you'd care 

Cohen scratched his head. "Another dimension?" 
Valerio agreed gruffly. "Scott, this isn't the comics." 
"I dunno, Mike " 
"Scott, it sounds awfully bizarre," reiterated Cohen. 
Flynn interrupted the conversation. 

, 

to buy the other-dimension theory." 

"Now, Mike and Steve, wait 
a minute. He may not be too wrong. You gotta remember, all of 
us were teleported at least once by something or someone, and  if it 
can teleport, well...why not another dimension or a space warp?" 

"Quick! Who's got Gerry Conway's phone number?" 
. "Down, Scott," said Mike. "Seriously, we should check this out. 
Which brings to mind the first thing we should do." 
the Cube from behind, so as to be away from the hole he'd cut into 
it, and rapped it soundly. 

Flynn approached 
i 

I 

KNOCK. 
KNOCK. 
Flynn beamed. "They're there! " 
Sherman approached the Cube and looked into the hole. It was 

He stuck purplish-black, and looked as empty as a dealer's soul. 
his head through.. . 

. . .and disappeared. 
"Scott! Scott, where'd you go! *' 

I 

\ 

i 

Scott pulled his head out. It was still attached. "Nowhere," 
"Dig it!" exulted Cohen. 

Scott thrust his hand into the hole. 

"I'm going in," said Flynn. 

"It's gotta be a warp. Or something. 
You disappeared. '' 

but he felt it, as well as the breeze its movement created. 
He could no longer see it, 
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"What?" 
"I s a i d ,  I ' m  going i n t o  t h e r e .  

"You're n o t  s e r i o u s .  " 
"I am. " 
Flynn ran t o  t h e  Apex van, where he found a l e n g t h  of rope,  which 

There a r e  INTERLACkers i n  t h e r e ,  
and they 've  g o t  t o  come o u t . "  

he t i e d  around h i s  ample w a i s t .  
b r i e f l y ,  t hen  r e c a l l e d  t h a t  he only knew how t o  make a square knot ,  
t i e d  f o u r  i n t o  t h e  rope,  and ran back. 

What kind of knot?, he thought 

"I'm ready. " 
"Mike, you ' re  n o t  r e a l l y  going i n  t h e r e ,  are you?" Valer io  asked,  

-- but  wouldn't  fit. 
"Sco t t ,  I guess  y o u ' l l  have t o  go. 
'' Wha t ? '' 
"Come on , "  Flynn s a i d ,  as he s tepped o u t  of t h e  rope .  

b u t  a l r e a d y  it w a s  t oo  l a t e .  Flynn aimed h i s  bulk a t  t h e  hole  -- 

"You've 
g o t  t o  move qu ick ly ,  before  people g e t  here .  We're a l r e a d y  i n  a 

7 s h i t - l o a d  of t r o u b l e . "  
"What ? It 
"Come G," Flynn i n s i s t e d .  With Cohen and Valerio's h e l p ,  t hey  

t i e d  t h e  rope around S c o t t ,  and t h e n  dropped him ( w i t h  some r e s i s -  
t ance )  through t h e  hole .  

Cohen, Va le r io  and Flynn a l l  grabbed onto t h e  rope and quick ly  
secured it, 
t i e d  it went t a u t .  
Wherever it was. 

"Holy s h i t !  '' Vale r io  y e l l e d .  "We haven ' t  anchored t h a t  rope! '' 

They were j u s t  i n  t ime,  t o o ,  because as soon as it was 
S c o t t  Sherman was going as far  as he w a s  going. 

From what he could f i g u r e ,  he 'd  gone in  a complete c i r c l e .  There 
seemed t o  be no way o u t ,  except  back where h i s  pursuers  s u r e l y  were. 
Ken Gale looked ahead o f  him; no th ing  but  a long c o r r i d o r  w i t h  one 
door a t  t h e  end. 

D a m m i t ,  he thought he 'd  had a b e t t e r  sense of d i r e c t i o n  t h a n  
t h a t .  

Gale opened t h e  door and s tepped i n t o  a room more p lush  than he 'd  
e v e r  seen i n  h i s  e n t i r e  l i f e .  

"Mr. Gale, I 've  been waiting f o r  you." 
That familiar voice .  **. . .Joe?" 
"Evidently.  " 
The l i g h t s  br ightened;  Joe w a s  turning a dimmer switch which 

"Joe?" 
"You seem s u r p r i s e d .  '* 

was one of s e v e r a l  c o n t r o l s  b u i l t  into an uphols te red  black armchair.  

J . 
- I  
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Ken didn't know how to tell this m a n ,  no matter how untrue it 
seemed at the moment, that he had always referred to his as 'The 
Dummy At Work'. His name was Joseph Brucato, and Ken had regaled 
many of his fannish guests with stories of the aforementioned gentle- 
man's stupidities. But now, here he was, sitting in this room, 
obviously controlling activities far beyond Gale's imagination. And 
wearing a three-piece black suit which blended almost hypnotically 
into the room's decor . . . p  ure black. Directly in front of Ken was 

of glass through which he could see the interrogation room he'd 

operations. 

I the one wall that was not painted black, for set in it was a pane 

m recently escaped from. Joe was obviously the man behind these 

W "1 am." 
"Well, don't be. And now, what can I do for you?" 
"For starters, you can give me some information." 
"Interesting request. 

of you before you became so,,.uncooperative.'* 
"What is this whole operation for?" 
"Reasonable question. Very well, Ken." Joe opened a drawer in 

I believe that ' s what we were requesting 

the black and chrome desk before him and placed a folder labeled 
"Gale" squarely in front of him. "Come, " he motioned. "You may 
recognize these bills. " 

I 

Ken slowly walked toward the desk and snatched away the folder. 
His eyes grew wide, first in astonishment and then in anger; the 
folder contained a complete dossier on his past, his present, his 
activities, and his long-overdue unpaid phone bill. "Really, Ken," 
he continued, "You should have paid that bill. The phone company I 
does not deal lightly with such transgressions..." I 

"You haven't the right to- " Ken started to protest. 
Joe Brucato slammed his massive fist on the desk and stood up 

his face seething in fury. "We have the God-given right t o  do any- 
thing we please! Mister Gale, we have extended you every possible 
courtesy in the past, but you have gone beyond merely the failure 
to return our favors. You have abused and misused us, and if we so 
choose, we can take any measure we desire in order to see justice 
done, We have as much authority to prosecute and punish crimin .s 
as any other multi-national corporation. The Telephone Company is 
a legitimate world power, Mister Gale, and you...have ... ripped... 

T us. . .off!" 
Ken studled the bill carefully. "Okay, then. Naybe you can tell 

me what this $64.00 charge is for." 
d 

Joe stood up and walked across the room t o  stare into the empty 
space of the interrogation room through the two-way mirror. "Ken, 
you were part of an experiment. A human guinea pig. 
in part for your transgressions against us, and also because as a 
former employee you conceivably know t o o  much. We.,.arranged for 
your comatose state by sending hypnotic signals through your tele- 

. phone line. It was intended as an experimental penalty for those 
who cross us. 

You were chosen 

The $64 bill was merely an assessment to help finance 
A- - 
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the experiment. 
What we did not count on was that our electronic signals set off 

a chain reaction which -- for reasons still unknown to us -- animated 
your statuette and somehow caused it to acquire your subconscious 
memories and thought processes,n 

Ken had read countless thousands of comics and science fiction 
novels, and prided himself on keeping an open mind, ready to accept 
any possibility no matter how outlandish or bizarre it might seem. 
But this went beyond bizarre -= it was simply t o o  unreal. Ken heard m 

every word but, but none of it would sink in. It took a conscious 
effort to comprehend the implications. 

They were bound and determined to revive you from your coma, and 
with the aid of your powerful mascot they may well have succeeded 
in doing so. 
Model Duplicate Corflu that was strictly under our control. 

"This...this so-called Famish Energy Force that your mascot 
tapped as a source of power ... it is an amazing thing. Our techni- 
cians are presently studying it in the hopes of amplifying and 
harnessing it in more controlled circumstances. But I'm afraid its 
power simply does not compare to the resources we have available now. 
It was a simple matter to tele.port the original Corflu to one of 
chrono-spatial distortion storage receptacles; our so-called "Cosmic 
Cube" was used in this case. We should have stored your body there 
too, I suspect. But there's no use dwelling in hindsight. No doubt 
you wish very much that you had done some things differently too. 

We sent our Corflu on a mission to dispense with 
any other security leaks, any of your friends who might know of or 
stumble onto our schemes. In fact, very shortly, We expect final 
word that the last of your...your INTERLAC companions has been round- 
ed up and.. . dealt with." 
"Now, we must deal with you too. I don't know what triggered the 
termination of your coma, and we cannot take the chance that an ineffi- 
cient means of plugging this security leak will be effective." 
raised the pistol casually. "As I told you earlier, Ken, the Phone 
Company does not kill when it does not have to... 

".,.but unfortunately, I ' m  afraid we must now make a rare exception." 

.) 

"Nor were we prepared for the intervention of your many firneds. 

Which is why we were forced to substitute a Life 

"But no matter. 

Joe spun around1 in h i s  hand was a standard-issue laser pistol. 

He 

s The rope couldn't have been more than fifty feet long, but from 
the inside of the cube Scott sounded like he was hundreds of yeards 
away. It was only because the air current from inside were still 
depressurizing out at a modest clip that he, Flynn, and Valerio could 
hear Sherman at all. 

I 

t 

..." It's....weird and anti=gravity...all over...I can make out 
about half a dozen LAdkers from here. ..there's Nanco...Brown...a 
ccuple of people I don't recognize ... uh....and that could be Liz 
Smith ... um...holy mackerel, here's Corflu! He l ooks  unconscious, 
though. ." 

* I 

j 

i 
! 
I 
~ 
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Flynn stuck h i s  head through t h e  hole and yel led "IS THERE ANPTHING 
YOU CAN DO TO HELP THEN...? Jeez,  f o r  a shor t  5o-foot rope it sure 
s t r e t c h e s  p r e t t y  far  i n  t h a t  r e a l i t y ,  he thought. 
have been drawn i n t o  t h e  cube about as deep as the  length o f  a c i t y  
block, Incredib le ,  s ince from the  outside the  cube appeared t o  be 
l e s s  than 25 f e e t  across  a t  i t s  widest po in t .  

He f e l t  confused f o r  j u s t  a moment, but soon became somewhat 
familiar with h i s  a l i e n  surroundings and how he r e l a t e d  t o  them. 
While h i s  senses perceived t h e  space as being f u l l e r ,  he r ea l i zed  
t h i s  was j u s t  an i l l u s i o n .  

t o  be very close.  He ca l led  i n t o  t h e  purple void .  

Scot t  appeared t o  

In t h e  dis tance,  it appeared, were people, but he knew thay had 

There'd been a small p-0-p, and then they  began t o  
f e e l  as i f  they had been drawn in to  the  middle o f  a 
Kansas tornado. I n i t i a l l y ,  they f loa t ed  i n t o  t h e  
f o r c e f i e l d  r e t a i n e r s  tha t  kept them separated,  though 
thankfully not fas t  enough t o  be hurt .  Then, they 
a c t u a l l y  began t o  f l o a t  through the  barriers. 

J 
It was J i m  Chadwick, t he  most  recent  addi t ion  t o  
the  group o f  INTERLACkers i n  s torage ,  who first  
noticed a p a i r  of l egs  fou r  times normal s i z e  coming 
s t r a i g h t  a t  them. However, t h e  l egs  r ap id ly  shrunk 
back t o  s ca l e  and  then J i m  recognized the  form o f  
Scot t  Sherman. 

"Hey, Scott!  ", he shouted, j u s t  as he heard Scot t  
ca l l ,  "Hey, Jfm! " 

"Is t h a t  Sco t t  Sherman?," Broert jes  ca l l ed  out  from 
t a lower l e v e l ,  

r "Scott ,  ge t  us out of here," Bob Soron shouted from 
- some dis tance above and beyond. "We d o n ' t  w a n t  t o  

be here f o r  double extension...!" 
I 

"People a r e  t a l k i n g  i n  t h e r e ,  " Cohen sa id .  Flynn heard the  voices 
. t o o ,  and s tuck h i s  head i n t o  the  hole i n  t h e  Cosmic Cube. While 

dark,  he could s t i l l  make out t h e  forms o f  severa l  INTERLACkers. 
Sco t t  himself appeared t o  be a good mile away now. H e  pulled h i m -  
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self out and said to the others, "1t;s got to be four-dimensional. " 1 

c 

"How so?" 
"Look at it this way. 

< i  
Obviously we can't perceive &-I the fourth 

dimension, but we can perceive its distortions. Knowing that, dis- 
tance perception is being screwed up to the people in there. However, 
that doesn't really change the fact-that in that small area are about 
forty-seven people . " 
to join this crazy bunch. 

Steve Cohen looked confused, and wonder why he'd ever set out 

"So?" asked Valerio. "I mean, what's it mean?" 
"Well, the way I figure it, it means we may have some trouble 

getting them out. " 
"Oh, swell," sulked Valerio. 

It didn't prove to be difficult at all. Just crazy. 
Scott untied himself, and allowed his body to float in the direc- 

grown accustomed 

tion of the others. In the lack of gravity, it took some minutes 
of struggling to keep his balance and maintain a steady course, but 
with directions and encouragement from those who'd 
to it, he was able to traverse the distance. 

here, how do we get out?" 
"Great, Scott," volunteered Sherm Boyson, "but now that you're 

They swam. 
Apparently, once contact had been restablished with the outside 

world, all of the barriers collapsed. And so, the whole group of 
trapped INTERLACkers was able to swim toward Scott's dangling rope, 
and were lifted out one by one. 

Ken had only one bluff. "If you fire that, I won't be able to 
pay your bill. " 

Brucato hesitated for only a moment, but that moment was enough 
to buy the time Ken needed. Closing his eyes, he rushed straight 
at Brucato -- and then past him, crashing through the two-way mirror 
and right back into the room where he'd been held prisoner minutes 
earlier . 

Not that it was a guarantee of  freedom; heck, no. But it would 
buy him some time, because the goons that had been following him 
would have to start all over again. Unless they were really spastic 
and had decided to turn around and backtrack Ken frowned; he 
hadn't thought of that. Then again, if Joe Brucato had turned out 
to be who and what he was, then perhaps the rest of the phone company 
wasn't quite as incompetent as he'd always thought. 

the time to think about it. He had to get moving. 
That didn't sound plausible to him, either, but he couldn't take 
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I 
complex, Where the hell were the elevators? ! 

This time, he took the first door he found once outside of the 
detention room. At least he'd wind up in a different part of the 

Zilber slapped his forehead. "I can't deal with this, F l w , "  
he moaned, as he looked into the hole sliced into the Cosmic Cube, 
that he'd just emerged from, "This is a work of art, you know. See 
right here, can't you read the sign?" 

~ 

"'John V. Lindsay, Mayor.'" 
"No, you cretin! 'Alamo. A Gift To The City Of New York; Ber- 

"The Cube is really called 'Alamo'?" 
"What about the Alamo?" Kevin Gould asked. 
"Nothing," Flynn muttered. "I think Zoob's been In the phantom 

zone a little too long, Kev, that's all." Zilber glared at Flynn, 
but already the center of the conversation was moving away from 
them, and into the control of the INTERLACkers' spiritual beader, 
Harry Broertjes. 

fan fiction plot, but it's honest-to-God-true-for-real." 

Nard Rosenthal, 1967.'" 

"Look, guys," he began, "this is going to sound worse than a 

"What is?" Boyson demanded. 
"Well, before I got thwacked into there, Ken was able to get 

"Ken?" "Why didn't you tell us?" "Shit!" "Ken?" A chorus of 
in touch with me," 

indignant babble spread. Broertjes held his hands up in a conciliatory 
gesture. "Easy. 
tough beans while we were in there." 
of his zine title. 

"Anyway, the sequence of events that many of you don't h o w  
about is the following. Somewhere along the line, a robot Corflu 
was substituted for Ken's former statue. The Corflu doppelganger 
zapped the original into the Cube and then all the rest of us, once 
he tracked us down using the phone lines and facilities. 
meantime, Ken had been revived. No one's real sure why; the best 
guesses Ken and I and Corflu could come up with were either that, 
with Corflu trapped here, he no longer served as a drain on Ken's 
fannish energy, or that Ken's constitution as a Trufan allowed him 
to recover incredibly quickly.'' 

A l l  fifty assembled INTERLACkers were 
mulling over what he'd just said, but none of them was shouting 
'Conway' or anything comparably obscene. 

From the direction.of Judy Rosenbaum's foot came a weak moan. 
Startled, her eyes popped open as wide as the day she learned the 
name of the new Legion writer; there on the ground before her was 
the flaccid form of the once seemingly all-powerful Corflu. Its 
telepathic moan was heard only by herself, and she stooped over to. 

I wasn't sure how safe we'd be if I spilled the 
Jay grimaced at the mention 

And in the 

Broertjes looked around. 

I 
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pick up the limp creature. It moaned.again, softly. "Oh, you poor 
pooor thing," she whispered and as she held it to her cheek as 
though to comfort him, the telepathic emanations grew louder. 
Suddenly, she felt faint ... dizzy ... she stumbled forward into Roger 
Winston's unexpecting arms. Roger had barely enough time to look 
both astonished and delighted when he, too, felt his knees buckling. 
The unlikely couple collapsed in a heap. 

sentience to help them to their feet. 
atrophied clay muscles, and gave out a mental yell that was heard 
by all. The group's collective hubbub dropped twenty decibels. 

"I...must extend my...thanks to Roger and...Judy here," Corflu 
telepathed, slowly and deliberately. 
fannish energy for a jump-start, but they'll be okay. As,will I, 
though as long as both Ken and I are conscious, neither of us will 
be at full strength.,." 

"But where Ken?" Turntansky demanded, "We've been getting the 
runaround for a year now. " 

"Ken...is...." Corflu began, "Ken is in serious danger. He's 
been moved from the branch office of New York Bell. In fact, he's 
now..." Corflu tuned into Ken's psyche and triangulated, "...in 
Central Park! I' 

Valerio's Blue Bitch, all fifty-one people (and one mutated klanth) 
were transported from the Greenwich Village Beach through Manhattan 
to a location that Corflu insisted was a phone company building. 

Flynn, however, was not amused. "Corflu, look at this logically. 
First of all, you're ruining Floyd's shock. Second of all, there 
is no phone company building in the middle of Central Park." 

trouble! " 

But neither was unconscious, and Corflu had now regained enough 
The statuette stretched its 

"I had to borrow some of their 

Fannishness is wonderful. Between Flynn's Floydmobile and 

"Sure there is. 

"Fine, " Mfggle sighed. 
The caravan of cars drove bumpily northward on Lexington Avenue, 

And we've got to hurry, because Ken's in serious 

then Corflu took them to a left on Sixtieth, and from there to 
Central Park South. "Stop here!" Corflu instructed, and Flynn 
ground the car to a skittery halt. 
to hold 8,000 pounds of people and vehicle. 
at them when he got out. 
dollars! The dumb schmuck forgot to collect the money for the 
welding equipment! 

"Okay, bird, where to now?" Boyson demanded. 

His tires just weren't meant 
He didn't even look 

He checked his wallet; he still had fifty 

"This way. " 
The INTERLACkers followed the foot-tall statue past the I N D  

entrance to a small gazebo-like structure just west of the park 
entrance. "Down here, w Corflu sniffed. 

"That's an office building?" Paul Levitz exclaimed. 
"Come on, Cotrflu," O'Connor added, feeling silly still talking 

to a statue, "the phone company can't be in there." 

* 

.d 

. 
. 
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"Wanna bet?" 
Once in the structure, Corflu tabbed a panel, and doors hissed I open. A long tunnel was ahead of them. As well as INTERLAC'S future. ! 

Ken felt trapped, It was logical, considering the circumstances; 
his first escape attempt had brought him in a circle right back 
to his captor; this time, he'd found a dead end. Of all the stupid 
luck. 

//Come on, Ken, you can hang on// 
Corf lu?  
//Yes. We're coming. Do I take the south or the west stairway I 

West . 
//Nineteenth sub-leve 1 ?// 

once I'm past the main entrance?// 

I think so. Yes. 

That's going to be tough, 
//Don' t be a gans// 
Shut up. You're just a figment of my imagination. 
/ / I 'm  your alter ego. I've also g o t  the fannish energy of the 

entire apa---// 
Right. 

Corflu? 

Corflu? 

Corflu! 

You sound like a Gerry Conway story. 
//I // 

// // 

// // 

Gale was now a little annoyed. He'd had some contact with Corflu 
since he'd been awake, but it had stopped earlier that day; he 
presumed that something had happened. Now, Corflu was back again, 
and with 211 of the INTERLACkers -- except that again the link was 
cut off. Either Corflu had to shut up -- or everyone in INTERLAC 
was in trouble. 

And now he could hear footsteps in the corridor, 

It was a brief fight. O'Connor, Flynn, and Berkenwald teamed 
up to a l l  but  mutilate one Telephone Company guard ,  and Winston, 

said Corflu, "they'll be after us almost immediately. Take the 
. Slaten, Liggett, and Copley ezsily felled the other. "Quick," 

,west -- stairway!" Fifty-one INTERLACkers ran as hard as  they fucking 
I 
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could ,  Richard Bensam and Kevin Gould l e d  t h e  pack, waiting only  
f o r  Flynn, O'Connor, o r  V a l e r i o  t o  b u s t  down an occasional door. 

had a subconscious mental  map o f  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  r o u t e ,  a l though 
he s t i l l  h a d n ' t  q u i t e  l a t c h e d  onto Ken's a c t u a l  l o c a t i o n .  

A t  l e n g t h ,  t hey  reached a b r i g h t l y  lit c o r r i d o r .  Cor f lu  himself  

It  d i d n ' t  t a k e  long t o  f i n d  it, 
A s  t hey  ran down a t h i r d  c o r r i d o r ,  a t  t h e  very end s tood  Ken 

Gale. A t " f i r s t ,  t h e  s k i n  below h i s  beard r e g i s t e r e d  f e a r ,  t h e n  
s u r p r i s e ,  t h e n  d e l i g h t ,  and f i n a l l y ,  even f o r  Ken Gale,  anger.  . 
"Gaense! " he c r i e d ,  

"Huh?" asked Dave Kaufmann. "DO I look l i k e  I work f o r  t h e  phone . 
company?" 

"Do I?" Ken r e t o r t e d .  
"&ED, '' r e p l i e d  Dave. 
"The phone company has  minions?" Len Wein asked,  winking a t  Marv 

"Sure,"  a f f i rmed Corflu. 
"Oh, come on. You're j u s t  a b i r d , "  cracked Wolfman. 
"How'd t h i s  person g e t  i n t o  INTERLAC, anyway?" asked Flynn 

"He's a p r o ,  *' said Ray Chan. 
Flynn slapped h i s  forehead f o r  t h e  umpteenth time. "I can't  d e a l  

w i th  t h i s .  I' 

Suddenly a more s in i s t e r  voice  echoed i n  h i s  e a r s  f r o m  behind. 
"Try t o  d e a l  w i th  t h i s ,  then! '* 

Everyone whir led around. 
was a g r o u p  of f i v e  Phone Company goons wearing s t r a n g e l y  m i l i t a r i s t i c  
uniforms -- l e d  by Joe and t h e  second Corflu! 

"I thought you were t h e  phone company foo l s !  '' . 

Vio If man 

somewhat i nd ignan t ly .  
"Be n i c e  t o  him. " 

Blocking t h e i r  e x i t  from t h e  hallways 

"Joel* Ken shouted,  
"Tdho?" demanded Brenda Mings i n  h e r  t y p i c a l  k i t t e n - l i k e  voice  . 
"Dummy a t  work," he explained.  
Almost t h i r t y  INTERLACkers 'ahhhed' in recognition. 
"Ah, bu t  M r .  Gale now knows t h a t  I ' m  no t  t h a t  much of a dummy. 

As I s t a r t e d  t o  t e l l  

Almost since t h e  very day you began working I was 

. 
I I'dy d i s g u i s e  was e v i d e n t l y  a s u c c e s s f u l  one. 

you i n  my,, .ah,  s tudy .  ..N.Y. Telephone has  wanted t o  d e a l  w i th  you 
f o r  some time, 
keeping an eye on you, and you were soon my only charge.  

"In fac t ,  i f  I d o n ' t  t a k e  care of you soon, my e n t i r e  c a r e e r  w i l l  
have been a waste.  You're t h e  b i g g e s t  t h o r n  i n  our s ide ,  Mr, Gale. 
You a r e  n o t  a big f r a u d ,  you aren' t  t h e  type  of  person who would 
a c t u a l l y  des t roy  our  equipment -- bu t  you advocate i t s  abuse t o  
enough people wi th  your in f luence  t ha t  r e s p e c t  f o r  t h e  sove re ign ty  
o f  t h e  Telephone Company is being eroded. 

nine n a t i o n s  w e  c u r r e n t l y  do. 

-.. 

We cannot a f f o r d  t h a t ,  
"If t h a t  r e s p e c t  e rodes ,  we w i l l  be unable t o  run the  seventy- 

We have op t ions  outs tanding .  We have 
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c to deal with the current crisis in South African diamonds. Our 
most valuable piece of spying equipment is scheduled to fall right 
on this very city in a couple of weeks. 

But you're a pain in 
the ass, Mr. Gale, and we need a scapegoat1 

between Ken Gale's eyes. Frantic glances were exchanged, but there 

"True, we can't blame all of this on you. 

And with that, Joseph Brucato aimed his laser pistol directly 

was nothing to be done at that moment... 

of INTERLAC waitlisters led by Nancy Northcott poured up. 
by surprise, Joe turned for the slightest instant, and Corflu-1 
saw his chance. 
he could muster, the original mascot leapt at Joe's throat. 
by surprise, he squeezed the trigger and a pure-white beam of 
energy ricocheted off the ceiling, hit the light fixtures, and  
sizzled itself out. 

(mechanically?) hurled Joe's assailant against the wall. Joe went 
sprawling and the laser pistol fell to the floor. In seconds, the 
corridor was a mass of flailing arms, legs, and torsos in a mad 

The door at the far side of the corridor burst open, and  hordes 

With every last remaining ounce of fannish energy 

Caught 

Caught 

Corflu-1 * s  attack was cut short by the robot Corflu-2, who mentally 
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scuffle to claim its ownership ... members, waitlisters, and security 
guards alike. 

Crunch. 
A misplaced foot crushed the weapon into spare parts. 

up in blind rage and lunged f o r  Ken's legs, toppling his 6'4" frame 
into the morass of waitlisters. "You won't escape me this time, 
YOU valueless scum! I'm memired to die in the service of my 

Joe stood 

corporation! ** 
suggested an athletic sort, but Ken could not break his grip. 
Brucato grasped the robot Corflu and screamed, "For Ma Bell! We who 
are about to perish salute you!" 

magnesium flare bathed the entire corridor in a blinding white 
light; the sound of a thunderous explosion and the sound of limbs 
and entrai3.s being torn apart made an indelible impression on every 
ear within the immediate vicinity ... 

When the smoke and haze cleared, only those of strong stomach 
could bear to look. 

Brucato himself had taken the brunt of the blast, but Ken had 
purposely tried to shield the the rest of the members 
body as best he could; his torn, mangled remains had been thrown 
several yards and lay in a heap. There was no trace at all of the 
robot Corflut the original stood in shock, in helpless shock and 
frustration before the remains of his creator. 

Ken strugg'ied- in vain. . .Brucato's physique hakdly 

With his free arm, he yanked the head off the robot. A brilliant 

with his own 

The tiny statue collected Ken's remains in his arms and stood 

The chamber was silent. 
there, his beak clamped with grim determination. 

A dense cloud bank covered the city as the crowd of eighty 
emerged wordlessly into the grassy expanse of Central Park. As 
they laid Ken's torn corpse onto the grass, the sky rumbled, and 
the first drops of what looked to be another typical New York City 
summer thunderstorm plunked earthward. 

" C a n  you believe what happened?" asked Richard Bensam in a 
daze. Nobody, it seemed, could even muster the energy to answer 
in any manner. 

have more energy than anyone I knew." 

ruefully. 

"You know," said Liz, "for someone who rarely ate, he seemed to 

"Always trying to do a million and seven things," Len added 

. 

. 
\ 

"He threw a great convention," said Burkert, sniffing a little 
bit. 

''Half of us must have stayed over at his house," added Val. 
"Easily. '' 
"Maybe," said Bob Soron, "we. can make him an Honorary Member 

posthumously." 
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- "NO," s a i d  Flynn. "Ken'd never go f o r  t h a t .  Ken nsver believed 
in .  . . i n . .  . I' H e  couldn't  f i n i s h .  

nodded, and wiped her t e a r s  on her  ROCKY HORROR PICTUFS SHOW t - s h i r t .  

p r i n t  green zines?" 

. "He Time-Warped b e t t e r  than m o s t ,  added Chuck. Brenda Rings I 
"So t h a t ' s  Ken Gale?" Glenn Kerfoot added. "Didn ' t  he always 

It w a s  a lmost  t e l epa th i c .  

P 

b 

-7 

.. 
ri 

Thunder rumbled and  l igh tn ing  f lashed.  The INTERLACkers were 
exposed t o  t he  elements i n  a very unfavorable way, but nobody noticed. 
Kiggle stumbled o u t  t o  where he'd parked Floyd and returned with a 
mylar blanket t o  cover Ken's body with.  
t i c k e t  t h a t  was on h i s  windshield, decomposing i n  t h e  r a i n .  When 
he returned, Corflu vms kneeling a t  Ken's head, wearing the  c l o s e s t  
t h ing  t o  a pa the t ic  expression t h a t  Bliggle could ever have imagined 
might cross  the  face  o f  a near-imaginary creature .  

"It's not fa i r , "  Corflu wailed t e l epa th i ca l ly .  "It 's n o t  fair .  
I t r i e d  s o  hard. You a l l  t r i e d  s o  hard. knd.. .snuffed o u t ,  i n  the  
prime of  l i f e ,  Like ... l i k e  SHADE, TH3 CHANGING D U N .  Like SUGAR & 
SPIKE." Then he was s i l e n t ,  and t h e  r a i n  seemed t o  come down even 
harder,  making the  e n t i r e  c i t y  grayer than it usual ly  w a s .  Almost 
empathically, t he  e n t i r e  INTERLAC contingent backed away t o  leave 
t h e  mascot alone w i t h  i t s  crea tor .  

now I h o w  what h i s  appeal is." 

now more than it ever was," suggested Zi lber .  

many of  h i s  growing-up experiences. 

He was proud o f  t he  parking 

t 
I 

"I 've  drawn Corf lu  f o r  a year ,  e a s i l y , "  Tom Mitchell  s a id ,  "but 

"Well, t h a t  could be because Ken's personal i ty  i s  p a r t  o f  him 

"Gavd, death i s  s o  f i n a l ,  '' said Ron Coyne, awed by the f irst  o f  

"Yeah, It ~ 

S t r i c k  looked inspired.  "Look, maybe I ' m  dwelling somewhat i n  
pseudoscience s t i l l ,  b u t , . , a f t e r  a l l ,  t h i s  whole th ing  is  pseudo- 
scien"cf ic ,  r i gh t?"  

I 

V h a t  a re  you h in t ing  at?" asked Norrissey, now vageuly in t e re s t ed .  I 
"I th ink  I know what she means, 'I s a i d  Zi lber .  "It'll never 

work. '' 
"Pessimist ," mooted Val. c 

"What ' 11 never work?" asked Broert j es  
"Transferring f a m i s h  energy i n t o  Ken. 

"Are you crazy, S t r ick?"  Z i l b e r  asked. "He's dead, not  weakened 

"Hey, can it hurt?" 

J u s t  l i k e  we were 
supposed t o  a l l  along." 

o r  comatose! " 

* '?!ell, 1 dunno," s a i d  Len. "Assuming there  a r e  not r i t u a l s . . . "  
"1'Jhich there  assuredly are, I' L i z  indicated.  
"...assuming the re  a re  none, t h e r e ' s  s t i l l  t he  matter o f  how 

l e g a l  it i s  t o  have a corpse i n  the middle o f  Central  Park ."  
"I take i t , "  s a i d  Paula, a l m o s t  s e i z ing  the  opportunity f o r  

some banter,  b u t  f a i l i n g  miserably, " t h a t  they ' re  n o t  t o o  fond o f  
dead people i n  New York." 
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"He ' s probably r i g h t ,  '' V a l  s a i d .  
"We could preserve  t h e  body," Paula  s a i d ,  " f o r  a while.  

"And I can g e t  some formaldehyde and whatever e l s e  we might 

I 
l earned  about a b i t  o f  embalming f rom an Egypto logis t  ..." 
need,' '  added Se th .  

"It sounds p e r f e c t l y  ooky," grimaced Z i l b e r .  
"You' l l  l i v e , "  sz id  Flynn. 
"Is t h i s  going t o  be i n  t h e  photo sec t ion?"  asked Taylor.  
"That ' s  s i c k .  I' 

"Well, t hen  won't we have t o  do something f a n n i s h ,  S t r i c k ? "  con- 

"I suppose. " 
"What could be fannish?" 
"What d i d  Ken do f o r  INTERLAC?" 
"Mailing comments, '' suggested BUC. 
"He p r i n t e d  greene zines, '* Kerfoot remembered. 
"He wrote Xax's Axis, '* beamed Taylor .  
'*I could do cu te sy  p i t  s h i t  w i t h  him,"  added B r o e r t j e s .  

"Have r e s p e c t  f o r  t h e  dead," Flynn warned, ga rne r ing  strange 

t inued  Valer io  i n  t h e  o r i g i n a l  l i n e  of i nqu i ry .  

W looks  f rom everyone p r e s e n t .  "Sorry. 
"I 've g o t  it!" spoke up Bob Rusk. "Here's what we do. Remember 

A D ~ N T U R E  g3 I 2 
George Guay took on h i s  'You Can't Be Se r ious '  express ion .  "Yeah. 

So?" 

"Well, maybe somehow we can d i r e c t l y  t r a n s f e r  o u r  f a n n i s h  energy 
i n t o  Ken and r e s t o r e  him t o  l i f e  i n  t h e  same way t h e  Legion revived 
Lightning Lad! I* 

"But t h a t  won't work'" sa id  Bensam. 
"Right ,"  s a i d  Barber. "Not t o  mention t h a t  the death o f  ano the r  

Legionnaire w a s  r equ i r ed .  *' 
"Well, '* F o s t e r  picked up, "if Bob and S t r i c k  are r i g h t  . . . " - ,  

I 
I 

T 

" ... t h e n , "  S l a t e n  f i n i s h e d ,  "only t h e  f ann i sh  energy should be 
t r a n s f e r r e d  when one of u s  i s  h i t  by t h e  l i g h t n i n g . "  S l a t e n  then  
took on a look of h o r r o r .  "I d i d n ' t  r e a l l y  say t h a t ,  d i d  I?" 

1 Eighty nods met h i s  gaze. 
"1 was a f r a i d  of t h a t .  " 
"Waita minute, though," s a i d  DuGarm. "It might work." 
"Right,  '' s a i d  Kuypers, "and t h e r e  ' s r e a l l y  l i v i n g  wigs. I' 

"It was a c u t e  s t o r y , " s a i d  Rich. I 
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"Cutesy pie," said Turniansky. "But, looking at it only with a 
pseudoscientific rationalization...what do y a  think, Len, Marv, 
Paul?" 

writers in the group. If anyone would know whether or not being 
hit by lightning would kill a fan, it would be these three. 

Len shrugged his shoulders; Marv turned and asked Paul Levftt 
what was so great about Ken Gale, and Paul said, "I don't know. I 
don't talk about plotlines with INTERUCkers." 

Everyone fixed their attention on the three professional comics 

m 

"Well," said Ernst, "why don't we take a vote?" 
And there, in Central Park, a solemn vote was taken to revive 

BenBam, Broertjes, Rosenberg, DuGarm, and Morrissey Ken Gale. 
co-signed the motion, and it passed 34 in favor, 7 opposed, 8 ab- 
stentions. 

"Okay," said Karla Jarrett, "if we're going to do this, we need 
metal rods t o  attract electricity, right?" 

T O ? "  

"Where do we get them?" 
"Well," started Len, "there's a souvenier shop near here that 

3 

sells stuff like Big Apple cigarette lighters and miniature Empire 
State Buildings.,." 

"That'd work! " shouted Liggett. 1 

"Sure, he ran through those stupid Empire State coupons," said 

"Okay, gang, let's split," 
Soron. "Lots of implicit fannish energy there!" 

.. 
r. 

4' 

The rain came in huge, unrelenting torrents now, yet Ken's body 
glistened as though in anticipation of the ritual. 
crowd returned with their tiny Empire State Building replicas and 
gathered about, awaiting instructions. 

who would prefer not to participate for religious or moral reasons, 
please step back. Nobody budged. 

All of you -- place your left hand on any part of 
Ken's body, and raise your right hand holding your lightning rod 
as high in the air as you can reach." Most of the hands went up 
immediately; a few hesitated, then succumbed to peer pressure. Only 
Narv Wolfman's hand remained at his side. 

who promptly nudged him sharply until his colleague obligingly 
raised his Empire State Building model as w e l l .  

One by one, the 

"Okay, everybody," Len Rosenberg called out. "If there is anyone 

Very w e l l .  

"What was so great about Ken, anyway?" he whispered to Len Wein, 

Then,.,they waited in silence. 
Ed Via muttered, "If I g e t  killed, I want double page-credit for 

this in the Boxcars..:' Karla Jarrett was about t o  remind him 
that he wouldn't be eligible for legitimate page credit until he 

And waited. 





' I,;UTXT3D I:L&~Tf-:/Chapter S ix teen  

. 

was i n v i t e d  i n t o  menbership, bu t  she was  c u t  o f f  by a b r i l l i a n t  
f l a s h ,  2 deafening r o a  -- 

And then  it was over .  
Sheraan 3oyson's charred ca rcas s  remained s tanding  up f o r  t h e  

b r i e f e s t  moment, t hen  t o t t e r e d  and h i t  t h e  ground with a s ic lc ly  
t h u d .  And s imultaneously,  Ken's eye l id s  f l u t t e r e d  open. He w a s  
baf f l ed  f o r  only a moment: it was easy t o  i n t u i t  what  had happened 
f rom t h e  s i g h t  of everyone's i d e n t i c a l  g l a z e d  express ions ,  t h e i r  
Empire S t a t e  Bui lding f i g u r i n e s  s t i l l  r a i s e d  i n  shock. 

' W O ! ' t  he screamed., t h e  anguish ooz ing  from h i s  face l i k e  the  
wzter  d rop le t s  t h a t  drenched him. "NOOOOO. I don't wznt t o  l i v e  
a t  t h e  c o s t  o f  someone e l s e ' s  l i f e !  

Founding o f  the r a i n .  "Sorry I missed every th ing ,  b u t  I g o t  my 
d i r e c t i o n s  confused and cou ldn ' t  f i n d  my wzy back from t h e  novel ty  
shop '' Sherman 3oyson sauntered over toward t h e  group, and caught 
sight o f  whzt was supposed t o  be h i s  own cz rcas s .  V h o .  . .*ulpQ'. . . 
bought it?" BeZore anyone could express  t h e  s l i g h t e s t  b i t  o f  
amazed confusion,  t he  Boyson-carcass began c h ~ g i n g  . . .  b l u r r i n g  ... 
mutating back t o  i t s  o r ig in21  form: 

How could you have..  . * I  

"Hey guys ! "  A familiar voice p ie rced  through the  s t a c a t t o  

A stiff, unmoving, a n d  s l i g h t l y  burnt  Corf lu  s t a t u e .  

Fan Cent ra l  hzd never  seen a p a r t y  s o  k r g e .  "There's  j u s t  a few 
t h i n g s  I s t i l l  d o R ' t  understand, i1  Ken s a i d  as he turned up t h e  s t e r e o  
j u s t  a b i t .  "You say thz t  my f u r n i t u r e ,  t h e  speakers ,  t h e  Kzrin The 
Nurse model and t h e  Zerferman sculpture were mimated ,  t o o . .  . ?  \/hat 
wi?s t h a t  a l l  about?" 

powers were l z r g e l y  i l l u s i t c r y ,  based on mzss hypnosis,  He cou ldn ' t  
really match t h e  o r i g i n a l ' s ,  s o  he had t o  f ake  it. 
the t r u t h ,  I th ink  he tended t o  break doam jus t  as o f t e n  as any given 
pay phone. Some o f  those inexp l i cab le  animations and random t e l e -  
p o r t a t i o n s  were j u s t  a r e s u l t  o f  poor  worIraanship on t h e  p a r t  o f  h i s  
b u i l d e r E .  " 

"Hey, Harry ,"  s t a r t e d  Denny Roy, "you are going t o  do an exc lus ive  
expose on ' the  Phone Company f o r  t h e  Yiamf Herald. a r e n ' t  you?" 

Broe r t j e s  was indignant  "Hel l ,  no! You''ve got  t o  r e a l i z e  t h a t  
nobody, abso lu te ly  nobody could poss ib ly  be l i eve  a s t o r y  l i k e  t h i s .  

V e l l ,  as nezr  as we can f i g u r e , "  Jay explained,  " the robot  Corflu's 

And t o  t e l l  you 

'$ 

"But.. . '' 
i 

"And bes ides ,  even i f  it meant a j o b  o f f e r  from t h e  T i m e s ,  I s t i l l  
*L 

4' j u s t  keep t h i s  our  l i t t l e  s e c r e t ,  okay?" 

wouldn't t ake  t h e  chance. 
I d o n ' t  want t o  run  i n t o  Joe Bruc2to 's  F lo r ida  counterpar t .  

The phone company h a s  minions everywhere. 
L e t ' s  

Roy nodded,  a a d  wondered i f  it would be more than  a week before  
Harry gave i n  and  wrote t h e  s t o r y  anyway. He krjew darn wel l  he was 

Ken s t a r e d  sad ly  a t  t h e  model o f  h i s  mascot which occupied a 
. s i t t i n g  on P u l i t z e r  ma te r i a l ,  . . , and  bes ides ,  Ar"PC. 

p l ace  o f  honor on h i s  bookshelf aga in .  
save me. You h o w ,  I never  even g o t  t o  r e a l l y  meet him i n  t h e  
f l e s h  . . .  o r  i n  t h e  c l ay ,  t h a t  i s .  Yhat was he like?'I 

"Sac r i f i ced  himself j u s t  t o  

i 
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"A lot like you," Chuck grinned, "but definitely less hairy. 
Definitely less hairy." 

"Nancy, I gotta hand it t o  you,"  F1ynn shook Nancy Northcott's 
hand warmly. 
But how'd you breach their security? 

"Your tinir..g back there couldn't have been more excellent, 
How'd you find us?" 

"You remember ADVENTURE #374?" Nancy thought for a moment. 
"Of course. 'Mission Diabolical! '' 
''YOU remember how the Legion of Substitute Heroes found the LSH 

at the last moment, just in time to save them from the trap set by 
Scorpius?" 

"Yup 1 

.3 

1 

I* 

"And do you remember how they explained their timely arrival?" 
"Sure. Folar Boy said, 'Just a little detective work. ' ' I  

"You got it, flynn." 
Eighty voices echoed his own in a chorus of "SHOOTER! !! " 

. 

The pa r ty  droned on into the night. 

-FIN- 

_. 
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THE MAKING O F / \  

-- 
A full yezr ago when &like and I first began 
to outline plans for this seven-issue epic, 
neither of us had the slightest idea what we 
were pally getting into. The project mutated 
so thoroughly out of csritrol thzt, several 
tines along the way, we wers teapted to end 
it a l l  by running a one-page, one-sentence 
installnent that would read: "And then Ken 
Gale woke up." 
KLAF!TH, of course, bid its roots in a two- 
shot faan fiction story we had done for APA-5 
some time back entitled MUTATED PANTIiEii. The 
plan f o r  KLAJlTiH was to go it five better, to 
be&in the story in last year's annish and 
conclude it seven issues later in t,Us year's. 
But the scope of IlwLNTH far exceeded PBImXZR 
in ways we hadn't expected. 
Every time we sat down in a story conference, 
the plot changed. 
placed o u r  notes from the previous conference. 
In the original outline, Corflu actually was 
going to organize twelve fannish labors, but 
after a couFle episodes had been written it 
became obvious that this premise was not only 
boring and repetitious...but we couldn't think 
of enough famish labors in the first place. 
(Some of them would have included: Teach Mike 
Grell anatomy ... Steal Mike Nasser's Adams 
swipe file ... Force Jim Shooter into Chuck 
Nanco's apartment ... we were reallj hitting 
the bottom of the barrel when we came up with . . . Kiss Gretchen Finke. ) 
So we plotted, and replotted, trybg to keep 
the story's new and improved directions con- 
sistant with everything that had been estab- 
lished earlier. (Although there a r e  a few 
minor details that require a bit of imagination 
to reconcile, I think we were remarkably suc- 
cessful.) 
end the current plotline prematurely and send 
Corflu hitchhiking across the country, running 
into various regional cllques of IMlERLACkers 
here and there. 
dates were considered for the identity of the 
"villain," including U k e  Raub, Jenette Kahn, 
Warner Communicatioqs and/or Cadence, Charles 
Korbas, or even ourselves. It was not until 
we were hallway through writing KLANTH that we 
settled on the Phone Company. And not until 
even more recently did we firmly agree to go 
with the two-corflu concept. 
And of course, the starring line-up for each 
team had to be changed every two months. We 
had started out with every member on last year's 
roster in carefully balanced groups assigned 
to specific chapters in a particular order -- 
and all of that had to be scrapped and revised 
each time a member resigned or a new member 
joined. 

Gradually, the writing style changed as dra- 
matically as the plotline. 
called f o r  two chapters per issue: Jay would 
mite the odd-numbered chapters and Ydggle the 

Especially if we'd mis- 

At one point we nearly necided to 

Various prospective candi- 

The original plan 

I- 

even ones. Then, aftor a time, we switched - 
positions in that order, and then we started 
adding more chapters to each issue and editing 
each other's work. Its culmination here is c 

the ultimate collabcrative effort: written 
mostly during two of my visits to Washington, 
we huned the conclusion into one massive chap- 
ter and traded off at the typewriter every few 
pages, much as had been done for the original 
MUTATEI) PANTHER. 
far enough in a d m c e  (unlike PANTXZR, wfiich 
was composed on stencil) that we had the op- 
portunity to perform extensive co-rewritting 
and co-editing. Xesultt there's no grossly 
obvious change in style or structure from page 
to page. We b o w  who wrote each part, and the 
more o b s e a t  will probably recognize our 
individual stylistic tricks here and there. 
But on the whole, it's been melded into a single 
coherent entity, and we're d a a  proud of the 
pray it turned out. 

* 

But this chapter was done 

Was it worcth it? 
Well, yes and no. No, if your inclination is 
to skip over faan fiction, and ce 

enarm, and money on a 40,000-word story that 
only a few dozen people can possibly appreciate 
or understand. 
But if we entertained g of  you, then it was 
worth it to us. And even if we didn't, KUNTE 
gave us an outlet to get a lot of bad writing 
out our systems. to find approaches that 
worked and discard the ones that didn't. It 
was a chance to play off of each others' ideas, 
to learn from each others' techniques. And it 
gave us a good lesson in meeting deadlines, 
forcing us to write even when neither body nor 
spirit were will ing. 
And finally, it gave us a huge body of source 
maeerial f o r  any legitimate collaborations we 
might do in the future. This Bummar w i l l  See 
the biginning of what may be as successful a 
partnershi as Niven and Pournelle (or Rowan 
and N a r t i n T . .  .but we planning to spend a 
couple weeks in August developing some new 
future projects for non-famish professional 
submission.. . ... not to mention SON OF KWNTH. 

to cover artists Chuck Nanco, Rick Taylor, Tom 
Mitchell, Liz Smith, and Bill Sherman: to Jim 
Chadwick for providing the mazcpelous spot illos 
for this issue; to Harry Broertjes for prbting 
several chapters with unreasonably short notice: 
to Brenda M i n g s  for cover, and for typing 
most of this and last month's KWNTH. And 
finally, to every body whose support and en- 
couragement kept us going, and sho provided 
the inspiration for everything. 
Cheers! 

you see no use f o r  spending so - much t me, no if 

Finally, we'd like to acknowledge our thanks Y 

- 

- 






