Surprise, surprise, this is POOR RICHARD'S ALMANAC #4,
PUBLISHED on the FLAFpress by one -poori rich, brown ky
name, who is known to  publish said.. quarterly. pubtll-
cation . guarterly, or .as near  as possitle,. for the
Spectatar  Amateur Press Soclety, a dlvision of Fandom
Is A Was Of -Making Eneny's, Inc. -Rich Brown resides at
127 Roterts 'St., Pasadena, Callforniaj; prefers - red-
heads, fanzines, and leiters of comment from non-SAPS.
Contritutions, except for art, is earnestly not soliclw
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teds . SAPS Maliling #49. PRA #4 1s SIC; definately.
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the to-re-expecied editoriai of sorts

_ First of all, I'd retiter clear up a few things
that I managed to.goof-up in PRA #5; which, as you may
kriow, preeeeded this one.

To make a long story short; I intended that PRA #4
ke a smalle-sized PRA, and e this first in the wmaillng.
But it didn't pan outs Sos ¢ .

- So I have another purpose tehind this PRA #4. You
gseey :through ny Soamesign lnvestligations, I have com- -
pletely and thorouzhly uncovered...3gulnk Blogd! And
now, I feel, is the time that it should e revqaled.

And so it is that, in this issue, you will rind "The
Sguink Blopg Caper," thHe largest and most ,completely .
devastatding story of its kindi ' This 1ls the story, you
have all been waltifng for, the .sthry that has reen
regged to have reen written, the story that has taken
mailings to prepare{ And now, finally, for the first
time ggywhere(in startling black & white; frazzle-daz-
zle soundy and ghlorious Schmeckincolor) this fine sto-
ry is reing forced on you. Now, tell me, doesn't it
make you SIC? ' :

- However, the story does have a redeemning character-
istice It's 1llustrated by my Soames Investigating Con-
sultants Sexcretary(known as SICS; pronouced S<E-X), who
is, of course, Blo. Any excuse to get Bjo to draw 1is a
Good Thing.
. Advice To Pipple Who Laugh At The Proper.Places:
Get, and read, the stories of Richard S. Prather, the
"Shell Scott" stories. I admit, quite freely, that most
ef my "funny.stuff" is taken almost word-for-word from
these stories. However, there are many nore, and.several
especially funny tits that I'll never bte able to cop; so
read ‘'em yourself, ‘ Yes,
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‘ BJO FOR TAFF!!!

In -the previous story, as you may remembef, I had a hunch
that Someone Had Control Over Squink Blogge. It 1s with
that thousght in mind, that we temin this story...
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i T 1it the fourth fag in a.row and let it’ dangle from my lipse
I sat:in the only 1 emalnin" chair in the office, half thinkinz and
halfﬂdWOVFWnQ. Thinzs seemed to ke closinz in-around me. I'd
bgen ﬂhlnk1n~ about the case:for so long that 1t seemed that
every ;other SQUlnk Blozy that flltered through ny rnind “was Squink
Bloar:atout: gruink Blomw, if you lmow what I mean, Squ1nk Blo:\.

2 ; ou micht think 1t's eaSJ Lelnﬁ a Soames Op. 7ell, you're
wgonﬁ!if you do. Lilke, you'd prob! lv think the 1dea of elinina-
ting dertain fans as possible uusnects viould e an easy job, for
iAstance. uenerall you nizht e right;y but in the case of:
Squink Blog~, wou d be WroNTe

Lo or 1nstance, 'a flmured on elininating all the New Meriters
sinéeiI'd decided on st%rtinﬂ onn the case. You Lnom, Terry &
Miriag Carr, Dick Eney, Earl Kemp, Ted Pauls, Lar' Stone, Rjo,
uﬁy -Terwllliger, ~ol Lichtman, and'Lee Jacolss. Like that. Luckily,

my mlnd snapped to 1nstant allert; I naq saved from the tlunder I
had*nearly nade .

: Terry Carr, for instance(and It S a well—known fact), is
knouﬂ :to he 90% of Fandor. The chances were, Lherefore, 9=to-1
ubat he ntcht be the villian.

i And DlCP Eney had Teen in SAPS refore; what retter to avert
all SUDPlClOﬂ than to drop out tefore taking coanol of the mon-
sterl? And it was indeed odd that, all. the tine he'd bteen out not
a-sinzle Squink Blosos story had Teen printedl?

Earl Kenp and Lee Jacohs were nefarious one-shot ment there
was no way of telling what particular trand of evil mizht lay:
tehind the velled eyes of fen who would participate in such tlood-
chilling activities.

Ted Pauls and Guy Terwilliger were known for their Purlishing
Glant Type activities; and what hetter form of laror than the gi-
gantic hulk known a8 Squink Blomg to turn the crank?i

Lar! SLone, perhaps, forced himself to look at Squink Bloro
for long periods of time; thus, everything else looked huﬂorous
in comparison, and so he was .akrle to write such delizshtful humors.

Bjo ells, yes, even my own sexcretary was under suspicliong
she, too, was known for her control in fandome. If anyone could
control such- a monster, it was she. Hell, she had ne wrapped a-
round her little fineer. Not that 1'm really such 2 monstere..

And for Boh Lichtman, I could find atsolutely no motives
which nade him dourly susplsclous, even if he vyas 3 “fellow SIC.

; No, no one'is alove suspicion to a SICs I was even hezxine-
ning to wonder if I could re Squink Blowmze Luckily, there vas



a knock at the door to interupt my ihinkingse. Not being the last
man on earth, I said come in. I noted that the shape implanted
on the frosted glass windov was one of the few that threaténed

to defirost it. DBjo came in.

"Rich," she said, btefore sne'd hirdly zotten thru the door,
"there was a tig tox delivered to, you,..." she stopped. "That on
earth Happened to the offlce?” she asked.

"It's pone," I said. "They cane for everything this morning.
The chairs, except for this one, 4he desks, the wall-=to-uall 100%
8ilk e TUL g everythinaz. They even took.the har, ‘and that hurt most
“ofyaiq . I stood up, walked over to tﬁe'curtain,_and pulled out
a bottle.and two dlasses.s I pourgd a drink into her «lass and
handed it to her. I sipped at my-own. , Then I poured nyselfl a
drink, LOO. "I managed to get thig lefore they took the bhar away,"
T saigd : !
"'They'?” sheigiestioned. She still didn't understand.

I explained, "Tt seems that I was a bit behind on.my pay- -
nents, Even the manager of the tuilding is threatening to
throv mesout. And personally, I think they're Treing very un-
reasonalle. . .Three guarters of a year. Qf paynents is mothing
to a Soaneg Operative of ny stature." I suzzled at ny drinlke.
"And the really damnatrle thing about the whole ness is that

all of>ny credltors reaﬁize that," .

"Seens @ishanejf Pjoioffered, her voice poured thru honeys

”It is 2 sbmned‘““ g

"Isn't thers anythink we can do? Can I help any way, Rich?"

I chuckled  ¥All ve need is several hundred dollars for
rent, reams;.and Tbourbon. , I've even thouwkt artout putting on a
turban and beconinw a hlmh—pricod nystice Records playing
'Swami River! and like that."

She made a face. "A very tad idea. Also unfunny. You're
just dis courag is all."

I saidq, "1° A never discouraged." I puauted, "You just don't
appreciate me, is all."

"Yes, T do. So nuch, that as long as you're taking down
the pictures I'd like the one of you there. Did Ted Johnstone
take it of you?"

"Mos as a matter of fact, it was taken on the spot, in
Africa. I was doing some pre elSoeres inves tizgationsess"

"What a massive beast’" she exclaimed.

"Well," I said, "I know I'm no Terry Carr, tutes.”

"o, 51lly I neant the elephante. You should have saved
the tusks for this museun."”

She indicated the office. "Or XXXXXXXXX XX XX XXX XXX XX XXX KKK
mayre the wnole heads Or the There should have been an
whole eleph.as" illo here, but the publisher

"I missed." wouldst insert a note instead.

"You nissed an elephant?" Rich Brown, since originally

"Yeah," I said. "I'm a cutting these stencils, has
lousy shot," gone into the USAirForce.

She shrusxged, and I don't know whether he'll
put the picture rack on try to keep up his APActivitty
the wall. or not. His address now is

"I came to tell you," A/B Richard W. Brown,AF19646261
she said.. "There was a hig FLT 627, Box 1501, Lacklamd AFB
tox delivered to you at The ) Texas. Be it noted. ~-Taj

Inn Of The Prancinz Pony.




Berry's already there, but when I left he was rickering with . ?
Pelz, Plfeifer and L1oh1nan, ofer their richt to Open ite I don'
know how important 1t 1s es a clue, tut I thought I'd hetter @et
up here and tell Y Oue :

"Good airl," I said. "T4's pretty obvious that it's impor-
tant, or Lhej mouldr t. %e vagsting -their time with 1t.

"That's true, Lﬂo, she observeds

"Tell..you what,” I said. "I've got a couple of things to at-
tend to, here, s0 you g0 domn
and keep an eye on ny package.

"Yessir," she said, btut as
she turned to go T latched onto
her arn, pulled her to me, and
kXissed her. She looked at me
1n surprise.

- "Isn't that what us defec-

tives are supvosed to do?" I

asked. ”It’s part - of the plot

you know." She didn't look

convinced, so I kissed her a-

~ain, She still didn't Zook

convinced.
. "Besides," I added hopelul—
1y, "you remind ne of ny niece.’

And I kissed her agaln.

A..ﬂd th.e hell Vltith t'he plOJE-—line. saae s

L

On the way +to the Inn I Ttumped Into Wrail gallard hegd of the
SAPS (Shhhl) Secret Police. After we picked ourselve up, we ﬁot
to'talkips about the . case.

I renmenker, mecauséd he said, ”If you‘re really going to find
dut who has contrel eof Squink DlOU", you' re ~eing to have to find
out who Squink Blozr iu, first."

"But my dear nan," I replied, "I already kneu “who Squink
Blogg really is. The only ohvious answer." .

He looked somewnat ”1a%ber~aSLed. "ho?" he asked, quiveringzlye.

"Squink Blogg."

"Yes," he said, "Who is he?"

"I just told vous Souini Bloge 1s Squinlt Bloqg. g

Then he smiled at me, knowinmly, "You really haven't teen in
SAPS long, Rich," he said, "so T won't hold this against you Te-
cause of it. But it's a well-knowm fact that Squink Blogaz is a
pen name; prolkably for one of the Seattle people."

"Oh, 1s it now?" I asked, giving him ny knowing looko. "Is it
really a well—known fact or 1s it Just the i inpression they're try-
ing to give us? Is Squlnk Blogg a pen name for one of the Seattle
people, a supposed nmonster around which may te bullt all sorts of
funny talk, jokes, poems, and the like? Or is that all a front,
have the Seatte-~ites been hiding thils creature from ghod-knovs—
vhere, with a smile on their face Tut with nalice in their hearts?
I say, Squink Blogg is Squink Blogg!

And I think I know their purpose. And I tell vyou, Vrai,
with ¢ears in ny e s I tell you, for I'm partly to tlame.,

Long auo, vhen fandonm was but an infant and CRY was Just
nearing it's prime, there apreared on the scene Blll.Meyers, a fan
who ContflLdued greatly to the CRY. His purpose, he said, was to




~ take over the magazines It was hut a passing remark, btut like so
‘ many passing remarks in fandom, it tecame well-known. Others, my-
gelf included(in fact, Es Adams and I were the first after Meyers)
continued with that aim. Eventually, of course, CRY rtook us over,
and we continued as slaves to Its will. But 1t was this remark and
the others that followed that caused the Seattle people to turn
outward, to search for power..they wanted something to take over.
Of course, that thing was SAPS. Only they set to with a will} and,
I might add, with Squink Blopze"

"But=but.." Wral cuL~butted, "Wekter swore to me that Sguink
Blogg was a pen name."

"And Weber is to be trusted; however, I don't thlnk Webrer
knowse. Nor, for Lhat natter, doe° Blotto Otto; they've Ttoth bteen
convinced that it's a jokes And a good thing, tooj; 1f they ever
suspected, T shudder to think what might happen to them. The Bus-
bj's and Toskey(and you notice who have Peen our OE's recently?)
are greedy for pouwerj they won 't share it unless they have tos - I
think, though, the dan nas finally broken; sonmething has happenede.
Pogsilrly Squ1nk Bloox decided to srlke out on Its own; I doubt that
nyselfy, but it's a possitility and must te taken into considerations
On the oLher hand, and more possikly, someone has taken over Squink
Blogg = possibly one of the Seattle- 1teu rreaking away from the
rest or posgsihly someone elses, I don't know for sures. But there's

package at The Inn Of The Prancing Pony that will, if my hopes
are fulfilled, prove ny point and possiltly solve my problem.

Wral looked sonmewhat skeptical, but he was going ny way any-
way, so he camne. alonﬁ. %

it :

Ted Johnstone, ny self—apoointeﬁ Right Hand Man, departed from
the snall crowd zathered around the Trox and cane over to me. '"Otto,
Bjo, Lar!, Boh® and I have Tteen tryinz LO hold then off; but unless
you get over there iquick, they'll prob'ly open s

”GOOd jot," I said, uurveyinﬂ the situation keenly. "Vhere's
Soames?" )

"Over there," Ted sz2id, pointing at a takle laden with bleor-
Carns.

I nodded. "Go on taek over there and hold 'em off as long as
you can." He nodded, and I made my way over to Seames table with-
ouf being noticed. He was a sicht.

He wizgled his new moustache at ne and said, "Greetinksh! I'm
juéht finishing a cash. Wanna helP? delp s you thinkle..thin¥le,
little star, except February an' it don't."

"Brother,” I said, "you look like th&n case has just abtout
finished vou. Your eyes look horrible."

"Hah! Nothing..I said, that's nothing! You should see then
from the &gsidel"

I didn't have much of a2 chance to talk with Soanes because
Ted Johnstone came.running up.

"You'd Teiter met over there, Rich," he said, "I thnk Bor
Lichtnan is .reakin~ up?"

"How 807" —= I ruess I felt like Charlie Chln, or sonethlnh.

"Well, he's teen helping us Xkeep hands off the tox. But he's
also a Goon Operative and everytime Berry tells him to do sonething
he staris thitohinﬂ all over from indecisione. 2lso, he's a LNF;
and I thlnk he! thnklng mayte he should te WDVeSthaLTHF the case
for then,"

"Michod." I said. But it vas for the beste. I picked up a




sppon and a glass and cleverly clanged them together. All eyes
vere on.me. - Sllences I calmly 1it a cigarette, It flared teau-
tifully. Damn, wrong end againe. I knew I'd pet it some day, tho.
Then, tonsues flickered and I vas nearly singed by the tlaze of
words that spewed forth from the various SAPSmenterse.

"What's in the tox..." Tva Tiresbvone,

"We vwere going to openss..'" Bot Lenan

”You said you weres..." Lynn Hickhan

"I still contend..." Coswel.

"You wanna tuy some feelthy prozines?” Big IearLed Howard

"We thought you were...'" John Berry.

I held up my hand.

"Hey, hey," I said, "let's have some silence." EIEverybody
kindof slowed down a Tit. It has down to a mild roar, anyvay.

Ed Cox calﬂjv gtenned forward,

"Maan," he said, "I don't dig this sus
don't .you open the %ox and .get it over wit

"o," I said.

Es Adans stepped up. "Open the Tox.
\\_O.

"tThy not?"

"I An Not Afraid." Several LASAPSnenbers laurhed. Well,
tsald to nyself, I's not the.only one uwho listens to KFWo. I sa
down at the table, giv1nr a cold, calculating stare ©o each SAP
nenter, "As yof knou," I uawd
waving a copy of "ally Weter's
CREEP for the btenifit of neo-

SAPS, "if you read ny last sto-
rv, 1 arn noli engaged in.a case
,in which I intend to prove that
"Soulnk Blogg is actually con-
trollied. As you know, that,was g
the conclusion I' reached at the
end of the last case. Now that
J.have you all gethered here 1t
is ny hope that, thanks to ny
super-flefectlvQ type krains, lotd
.of muts and shegr ingenlousness
on ny part, I will te able to
deduget JUQT who- 1t 19 that has this control over Sguink Bloogees
and Tor what purpose.” . ‘

"But who could control Squlnk Blogg?" asked Ray Schaffer,
"And for what conceivarle peason?" .

"I must admit that T .don't know..vet..but I do:intend to find
oute Up 't1ll now it'g all teen gpeoU]aLwon. BUL I -think that
whatever's in the hox %Will help a areat deal." - I ,started to rise,
Put Kaeren Anderson fired another question at ne.

"What have your speculations teen? I mean, wWho do you sus-
pect." I went down the list, explaining the many and various
reasons. 1 was albout half-way through when n@&cy Higgs interupted
J1C

: ”Veab hut who's your tippest uuspect°” he- asked.
pliy Donalioe isn't a SAPumeuber I thomht, but I oald,
”Bruce Pelz?" .

‘W:ay hin?" _

"Jell, it may not e a well-known fact, but Bruce has the
Povier Of Control every hit as much as Bjo Wells and Terry Carr.

pense its Like, why
o

]
1
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But Bjo and Terry let it out, and Bruce kept his power a secret.
He just made one mistake."

”And what was that?" asked Art Rapp.

"You remember Blotto Otto's comment two mailings ago on
The Speleohem?
To be qulte frank,! Art said, "no."

"Well, in 1t he .tried to complinent Bruce on the cover, tut
Bruce Pelz, through his power of COﬂLTOl kept hin from d01nv it
If I remenhber correotly, Rlotto Otto's nc said sowethlnﬁ 11ke L1
can't say I like your cover. What do you mean I can't say 1t? I
can too, if I want. I don't like your covere. There.- You see?
He was right at first, of course; he couldnr't say he liked Bruce
Pelz's cover, even if he tried to. He couldn't kecause Bruce
PelZeee

I broke off. t

out of the corner of nmy eye I saw L. Garcone plodding ain-
fully toward Bjo, a glean glistenlng out of the middle of it's
tlg preen eyes. I renentered
that Bjo had challenged 1t, nare
out of the unkownling innocence
of a neoBAP than for sheer -
couraze. Anyone else might have
let this go; tut not L. Garcone,
He reached out a Tig claw and
latched 1t around her wrist. Her
face twisted up and she flashed
a frightened, pleading glance at
mne. At me, Rich Brown, who used
to like danmcels :in distress.

iell, here I go, I thote Lo
Garcone wasg assocliated with a
lot of nice fen, Tut he was al-
so agsoclated, because of its clawlng drawings of neoSAPS, with
dying like fllies, fannlshly speakinge Or, I thot, lookin@'at
its claws, caked with dried llocd, not so fannis hly epeaking.

I hed aksolutely no desire to die like fliese. Either waye
So I walked over to it, tapped hinm on one of his monsterous
'shoulders, and told hln to blows

"Blow," I said in a brave squeal. .

He SLrainhcened up and turned around, letting go of Bjo's
wrist, spliLle dripping precariously from the edge of one of its
fanqu. I was looking down into his puzzled green eye. Down at
it's eye. Well, ihat was something, at least,

-"hat did you say?" It asked, cocklng 1ts massive heads

"Blow," It came out like a rohin's ege explodinc. He/fit
laughed., Oh, Poy, this was comical. I laughed toc. And talk
atout hallow laughs -- this one sounded like a dead nan coning
to in his coffln. .

it

I just lay Lhere. I vias in horrille shape. I was weak
€nough Jjust from reing tossed through the air. Then, reeling akove
me, spinning dizzily in and out of focus, was something that looked
like a cross tetveen Garzantua and The Creature From Inner Hpace.
It really did look had. In what appeared likely to ke ny, last
nomnent on earth I noticed that it was L. Garcone. VWell, that!s

3




Just the vway it goes sometimes. So he was a 1litle tougher than
I had at first thought. But at least I had confidence.

And I was as confident as hell that Tt was going to kill me.

But It didn't; it merely grunted at me. - In a tremendous -
show of Ptravery, I grunted rack. Ve sounded like feeding time
at the zoo. He night have stevrved on ne then, htut Guy Terwll-
liger offered him a chair, which he pronle ate. '

I just lay there. Punny, vhen you're laying down all sorts
of odd-thoughts go running throuch your mind. For some reason,
I felt: I had to talk to Soames. I decided Boames should re
Informed of all:of these developements. Theh. I noticed Bjo.
Like I.s5ay, all; sor'to of thoughts were runmlng tirourh ny mMindees
Anyvay, I vas NO\lClnC ”hlnﬁs. You know how it 1is T'or 1nstance, ~
I noticed that she was wearing a rright red skirt nd a flowing
white tlouse withh~long sleeves and a Byron-type neckline., It,
I nmust say, looked a lot tetter on her than 1t ever did on
Byrone _

Sherwas. lend1qn over ne and she was saying, "Oh, I was
worried. .But it's all right now."

"I've got_to see Soanmes and _tell
him atout! these developements," I
said, irying to 1ift njself UPe
By George, “if you don't thHInk
that's hard, Jou just Try, 1t’
sone” time.
"Ho, Rlcn, Ton 'L try fo get .

up.n

"I've mot to see Saoneo,’
I said. "He can wrap up this
case 1in no tlme.

"No, I won't let you." : &5

“"vou mow," I safd mfth ﬂ /
an ldiotic grin on ny face, "you remind ne of ny niece.d."

Poor old ﬁoaues.- I never did-get around to seeing hin.

335

After a wblle,‘BloLto &+to came over and .asked ne 1if I Was
ever ﬁOlmg to open theroxs -1 looked at the hox. I hadn'
particilarly noticed 1% before. It was more of a crate, Only
hrigger. ot Jhst Tig, either. liuse.

"Ve d prot'ly have opened it without you,
"but it's 1ocked.”

"Of cours said I. "1 got the key in the nall a couple
of days ago. 1 ve teen Lrylnﬁ it on every lock I've come ac-
ros s, including’sorie that I ve already got the key to. I guess
1t's prokarly for . .thise. I've beed wonderlaﬂ...l guess nov,
then, will te as good-a tine as-any *to find out for sure.' And
there's onlj one way to do thake"

"Let's hatve {he key, then." ’

"Tedl" I yelled.

Ted walked over. He'd been on the other side ol the room;
asking Jacl Harness a few questions, I thiuke.

"Yean?" he said.’
"Have you gdét the key I gave to you the day tefore yester-

" Blotto Oito said,

day._
"Suree. Right lere..why?”
"Give 1t ko pe. !



He gave 1t to me. . s

"ok, éverybody," I said, "I'm going to open the box."

Nan Gerding sttod upe "I don't think you should.".

There was}quite an upraar caused by this statement.

"Why not?" I.asked. ¢ -

"Because," NanGee said, "I can feel what's in it. °I
know that whatever is in is hasically evile.oI can feel
1t - ' '
"She's pight,” Nan Share said, "I can feel it too."

I smlled at them; I almost felt like laughing in
heir faces, I kindof forget what I said. "Bilge," it nmay
have Peen. They looked at each other and shrupgged.

"Honestly," I said, and this I renember, "I just can't
believe in junk like thate In fact, I, if I may give an
opinion that may dissent, think you‘re 2oth making fools
out of yourselves by coming up with this stuff...and ac-
tually believing in 1t} Mighodl"

They both shruamged.

So what I did was, I went over to the rox and put the
key in the locks It fit ‘perfectly.

As I said, the box was huge. The 1id was a heavy-look-
ing thing, so I called the other Soames Operatives to help
me 1ift it

"On the count of three let's give our All for the SICI"

"That rhymes," sometody said. '

I ignored then.

"Oneesstwoees o THREEL! !4 ¢ Arggghhhn " It didn't want to
budges I looked at the tox, and I started the wheéls cllck-
ing in my traine I considered the hox from every angle.
Then, very deftly, I walked over to the lock, turned the key,
and let it drop.

"Now, boys," I said, "let's try it again.'

Everybody strained. It didn't seem like it was going
to give, yet, until, miraculously it seemed as though some-
one of the pushers had gained super-strength. The top of
the box was going upe :

2 In the darkest part of
the htox, I thought I could
see sonething Rlowing. Yes,
it looked like eyes; eyes
that were glovwing like two
small sunrises in a field
of puttye. I yelled for ev-
eryone to try to slam it
shut, but it was too late.
The top sprung up and away
from our handse...i1t was offi
The thing heaved up from
inside the hox like a preg-
nant elephant. It looked
like a.sthin, tut overly
large, undertaker who had
enbalned himself hy nise
takes A 1lip curled over
its pointed teeth and from
deep in the chest cane a
snarl to end all snarls.




MSquink Bloggl" I exclaimed, and got the tellow of a bull
moose in “eturn. The monster, for: that truely and hellishly
was whgt it Was, reached out a gigantic claw and tried to
grab mes.

Luckily, when it had stood up In the crate, it had entangled
itsgdf, and it fell forward with a dull thud.

"Quickly’" I yelTedﬁ "Everrody back. Eney, I want you -
over here, quick, aquickl : '

Luckily, SAPS-pipple are
intelligent creatures.  See-
ing ‘the monster, evern though
it was nomentarily detained,
they decided descretion was
indeed the-tetter vart of -
valonr, and they retreated Y
with ne. )

Je were a good fifty feet '
fronm ?logg.when I called a
halt. For sone reason, I felt
that they were less willing "to
okey riee ’

"What do you want with me?"
Eney asked.

I wnlqpered in his ear. He
nodded, said yes, and numbled
something aktout quiclk thnklﬂg.

_ "Hadn't we Tetter get -
out of here?"nJoan Cleveland
asked.

"I don't really think so,"

I said, "Watchl" I pointed ny
finger at the ground. There was
a sQund, as of the very earth
ripping apart, which was, indeed,
the earih ripoing "apart. Between Squink Blo,ﬁ and ourselvess. I
naLed to mess up the Inn, Lut it seemed thHe only thing to do.

"Mighosh," said Joan, "vhat vas that?"

"That," I sald proudly, pointing still at the hole, "is
Eney's Fault. He let ne borrow it for a ‘thile."

It occured to me to appologize to the two Nan's, but while
everyone was coungratulating me on the fine Jjob I had done,
Sqguink Blogg, wbo had freed himself, had picked up .the rar(which
was on his side; an oversicht on ny psrt, I nust adnit) and
placed it, tridge-like, across the interveinlng gape

I pointed to him. Everyone turried. And then, suddenly,
it hit me like a cat on a hot tin roof. Evervunlng Titted
beautifully into the plcture. ' :

"T knowl" I exclained,'I know who has control of Squink
Bloggt" Squink Had placed g clawed foot on the Tar; it gave
a very little. Funny, it seemed nokbody wanted t6 hear what I
had to say. "Everything @1tg +Terwillicer cot the*Westercon,
Toskey & Stone had the wagesL zines in the nailing andess"
Squink was coming across and’-I:was talking to thin aire.

"You cannot passl" T samd, pointing a finger at Squink
Blomg. I felt very unoriginaXs "I know who createa you and I

know who controls youl" It stopped e bite "You're controlked by




