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  PROLOGUE


  the scrotum was opened with a skin incision three centimetres long, the vas deferens exposed at its point of exit from the epididyms, then, freed from the accompanying blood vessels, drawn forward and ligated with silk in two adjacent places, after which the subcutaneous tissue was sutured with grated onion and bread crumbs, hatter added and placed immediately in an oven of high sidereal atavism, moon ruling gestation, ALL IN ONE NIGHT OF LOVE.


  after father jacked off I was filmed in ovulation, spent five months under glass and was delivered by Caesar's cutter without the usual mess... I have a square belly but otherwise am like the rest of you... except I never got the breast... sucked a homogenous product while they studied me to pierce the secret of life.


  this stage of shattering innocence is akin to the Bends... you shouldn't come up too fast....


  1


  “Breathes there the man, with soul so dead,


  who never to himself hath said,


  This is my own, my native land.”


  I am that man.”


  —Iliac


  Opal and I had already had a first encounter and I have to admit it was not so satisfactory for her. It was merely a technical fault however, she having preceded me. Opal came first, and from the anthropometric data accumulated in her first performance, I was developed. I will not go into the innovations which subsequently made me different but I would like to describe the phenomenon of Opal for whom I have nothing but adoration. Much about her would seem clumsy, not to say crude, today, but the summer when I met her she was like second skin sensation. The catalog describes her as mounted with slashaway discs, textron girdle, satin undercups fitted over laminated shell and foam-rubber nipples with variable bust size. Lifted at hitch-point she revealed a 24 inch tillorator in reversible channel-scalloped ball-breaker, referred to as the environmental comfort zone. She could realize maximum capacity without overheating or risk of sorruginous deposit on her vampire-red base power drums.


  The same work speaks of Iliac's (myself) zoomer pump, 144 cu. in. capacity, 2000 rpm and together it was estimated they could haul a six-ton payload like a feather-bed into the heavens. Run on alternating frequency with oil under 70 milligram pressure Iliac's ballpoint reaches beyond normal rectal temperature when Opal's French-inspired liner experts a field of attraction of some half-million wobble waves. In this field Iliac's reaction is referred to as the tendency of matter to destroy itself (with humans a more glamorous term is used).


  In that memorable encounter the circuit was closed and Opal's lingerie strewn about the laboratory in thirty seconds. There is no recounting the engineer's glee as her detachable garters were snatched from place, her accessible points reached and her hitch-point unhooked, or the impact it made when the power-thrust cylinder bore in where they had calculated it would. The rest of the operation was performed in an orthodox manner up until the polyester globules pulled something like a nuclear explosion in reverse, blowing off the working mechanism of his rear. Though there was good measure of discontent in Opal and Iliac, sent up for repairs, it was considered a major achievement.


  This historic coupling held great promise but we were sold out before we could start.


  Dr. Otto Oym was my father but O'Diamond was my master. Although I abided by the rules I was treated like a drop-out of sorts. I had the “defective” label on me and have no way of knowing how permanent was this condition. I recall only being in the storage room on the wharf when O'Diamond's call came through. Otto kept a tight hand on the receiver but I heard the famous voice inquiring after me, and particularly about my “coloration.” O'Diamond was extremely insistent on this point.


  “Not too black,” he said. “Make him coffee, something the boys will feel at home with. Something they can lynch.”


  That phone was the ring of destiny with the senator's mellifluous laugh, chuckling over his “proxy nigga”... they were going to have a great revival of an old tradition with myself the central figure.


  I was too green to understand but we don't have to deal with my ignorance. Oym brought me to the light of day while he still worked for Shine's Labs. In his eyes I was corrupt, a compromise of his scientific objectives with their strictly commercial designs. Until O'D.'s fabulous offer fell in his lap Otto's hands were tied. He was a whore in the system and I was the bastard product of this union. But precisely because I was a failure the manna fell from heaven. It suited O'D. admirably that I be so for I was a travesty of an inferior species that was growing scarce in his region. Otto kidnaps his own son and finishes him off in a hiding place; such was my beginning, all too hasty and sordid and even Otto winced when O'D. asked for “one of the big buck dicks, hey? make him well hung.” So, special!; equipped with the “colored-man's specialty,” I was made to be hung and sold into bondage.


  O'Diamond was my master and his wife charged me with assaulting the maid. They sent for me in the living room and he asked me bluntly if it were true. His wife was livid at the question.


  —How dare you ask him? she screamed. As if I were a liar!


  —It ain't that, he said, seeing his blunder. Ah want to know how he managed is all. You know Ah had him fixed so's he never could....


  —Is he the one to ask? Tell this nigger to bring her in and we'll have it out right here.


  —Now you know he ain't exactly coon but if he did manage that, she sure as hell won't come with him. I'll get her myself... and you, Boy, he told me, don't you move, you hear?


  I knew why he wanted to bring Odile himself... wanted to make sure she'd keep her mouth shut. It was he who was screwing her all the time.


  It was a frame-up. I had never laid hands on Odile. but it was ridiculous what he said, I could have “managed” very well. I was still new at this and didn't see what Mrs. O'D. had in mind, but that was cleared up the instant he left.


  She slammed the door after him and whipped around like a fury.


  —If you got one, she hissed, Give it to me! Give it to me quick!


  A triumphant growl came from her throat when I obeyed her command.


  —Harder, Boy! Give it to me hard!


  She was glaring into my eyes, two beasts, pinioned and her breath fanning fire. Harder, she kept saying and Hurry, and then suddenly she cursed and threw me off and pulled down her skirt a fraction before he stormed in with Odile.


  What the hell is that? he bellowed.


  His little yellow eyes were boring into my trousers, for I hadn't been able to adjust as rapidly as she.


  —Don't bother, she said coolly. You said he couldn't manage and I saw for myself....


  —What the hell, he stammered.


  It was too much to imagine, something he couldn't assimilate.


  —Well it's all right, she said, Leave him alone. If he did anything it's her fault.


  Whatever his doubts he was relieved there would be no inquisition, one couldn't be sure about Odile.


  The household settled back into its ways with the important exception that now I was her lover. It dawned on me that something had happened in that wild encounter. I had two beginnings in life, the first was my fabrication, and then this... transformation.


  First, she gave me a case of crabs. We shaved together and hunted the little beasts with the sharp point of a carving knife, digging them out with the relish that accompanies cessation and placed the carcasses on the pile of unfinished manuscript. Her thick lips were pressed in a brooding absorption of some bodily function. The soft oozing syrup of clap appeared on Memorial Day. In the wake of National calm I was confronted with burning piss. When she crawled into our attic hiding place as had become our habit in the third week of our rapport she found no eager lover for an agreeable holiday yet swore on O'D.'s name it had not come from her.


  The disease was another revelation. I was supposed to be immune to organic afflictions. It enforced the shock of recognition she had already begun, and unpleasant as it was, it was through her, I owed it all to her and when she put her legs in the air and showed me the source of her misery, she became my muse. Without her I might never have become.


  —We are not alone, she would say, refusing to elaborate.


  The ghost of the Reaper haunted her words, a reminder that all of us were going away and she was the first to leave.


  She was a mystical woman, one of several I was to meet. On nearly every occasion she would fall into a kind of trance, foreshadowed by a certain glazing of her eyes and a heavy melancholic manner in the way she used her hands. She never said anything religious to me, we never once touched the subject but when she raised her skirts her legs would part like giant holy molluscs, a gesture of the sacrament, herself the sacred ghost. Her hands approached her body like two priestesses entering a shrine. There was some voluptuous oriental divinity sleeping in her loins and he or she was not to be brusquely roused from slumber. This was always an awesome moment. Her face would drain of all color. She was Camille on her death-bed in this preawakening where she was oblivious to the world, to me; I suspect, even to her life. There was an overwhelming sense of non-being in this prelude when the universe itself was of no importance. Nothing existed in time or space but that triangular muff of hair whence her mind had gone.


  Her fingers met her sex the way the insects in the field play their antennae through their passage. When her eyelids closed she had approached her idol in the sanctuary. Her tongue moistened her lips which moved in silent prayer. I never tired of this preamble from which I was barred until the service was completed, signaled by the reopening of her eyes. The transformation was like traversing the stones of a cathedral in high mass to pass through a door into a tropic saturnalia. Her body would stiffen and her hands shoot out and seize me and whip my fly into fever.


  —It's beautiful, she would say. What a beautiful color! Fuck me!


  She herself would plunge him into the flaming cavern. I did as best I could, for all the movement came from her. She would tear and rip until the sudden, brutal tightening of her thighs announced the approaching orgasm and she could clasp me in a vise and bear in greedily for the jet.


  The vacancy produced by her sudden demise was not easily filled. I was forced into relations with Odile for the apparent reasons, but they were passionless moments, for Odile simply consumed with a grunt of appeasement, hardly justified as orgasm.


  She would come for it regularly. I would be. the first in the household to have her. Her encounters took place in the hallways, under the stairwells and even in the cellar if necessary. She didn't care a damn where she laid her back but the fundamental ingredient was missing. She lacked the taste of risk.


  She could neither heat nor anger one and never would have understood what I was as did her mistress. I knew that O'D. always took her at lunch time after the cook had finished her off, and that his doctor functioned likewise while O'D. passed a stool for the lab.


  We were all of us chattels in O'D.'s eyes but possessing his wife was my opening gambit, the first human female whose violence marked me and traced on me the pattern of life. Her act of revenge was part of a secret dialogue between us, the secret weapon of slaves. She knew she hadn't long to live—stupid waste her life had been with him.


  O'D. had many sons whose mothers were each a former secretary he pensioned off at the first sign of pregnancy. His shadow progeny covered several generations, the eldest being a middle-aged man and the youngest still in his diapers.


  After her death he got the chills. He lit a candle before sending for me.


  —What's happening? I asked. Are you dying?


  —Na man, Ah'm dead.


  “Dead dead dead” he repeated as I smoothed down the blankets and lashed the belt in place. When his spasms come on there is no knowing what will happen. There is a double security in giving him a shot but this is not easy. I cannot say how many vials of morphine, how much relief for human suffering was spilt on his rug from his tantrums.


  —Dead, he says again, and falls asleep.


  That is his relief but I have the chores; the others are long since out of this world when I can finally cover my back.


  It was a dismal funeral. He slapped a grave-digger for spitting on his hands, cut through the oration with a foul word and while everyone waited for the Lord to cut him down, turned on his heels and hobbled away.


  It was I who helped him pack that night. Later I couldn't sleep. I thought of the time she had conceived. She had sworn she was sterile, that not even the last brat was hers. She had come into my room, taller than I had ever seen her and we sat in silence while she stared at something inside her.


  —This does it, she said at last.


  We were waiting for the moon when a green thing wobbled across the floor. I put my foot on it and the sound of the snapping shell seemed to satisfy her. With a sigh she undid her garter belt and lay down beside me, pulling me into the source.


  It was our last encounter.


  He was gone for one week and I was out fishing on the lake when his leg came floating by. That was the first sign of his return. I retrieved it, rowed to shore and brought it to the house concealed in my fishing gear. This wooden leg was a tragedy but he had no white whale to curse. Its appearance on the water signaled his final act. He had come back with a mystique of mutilation which absorbed me more than I cared to admit. Life itself began to loom as a mutilation of something more permanent.


  He had brought back with him a black woman who posed as his secretary, but it was clear to all she was simply his mistress. More than a scandal, it was an act of treachery to his own kind, to his ancestors who had built the plantation, and his constituents who returned him to congress at every election.


  After a life that had revolved around race (it had been the binder of his days, and perhaps, who knows. the one thing that gave his life purpose), he rubs it all out with an elderly, fat, black woman.


  The plantation lived in fear of reprisals. Each day that went safely by made the following one heavier with dread and then one afternoon he hobbled into the garden and fired a bullet into his armpit. The charge tore through his scapulae and winged off into the trees. Originally it had been destined for his ear but whether by caprice or design he did not die as he wished, or thought he wished, but lay in a coma from which none is certain he ever emerged.


  A week before the accident (it was never referred to as a suicide) he shattered the front windows with the bulk of his liquor cabinet. He had even managed to speed up a highway for a hundred miles on the wrong side of the road, the most successful story he left behind him.


  It was that same day his new mistress first addressed me.


  —Mon, she said, what are you doing here?


  After that I kept out of her way. I was the last person who could answer such a question.


  It was futile to pretend nothing was happening but no one could say what it was. It had all gone into a state of limbo and they said it was her fault for she came from the islands with the powers of voodoo and witchcraft. Perhaps this was so for an incredible thing happened when I was about to leave. The wall of silence gave way to an outburst of eloquence, coming out of nowhere.


  —I am not a witch, mon, she said, but I am curious to see your astral influences. What is your name? Nasty name. Ah, you are melancholy... perhaps something can be done. Lots of mon come to see me... politicians, like the friend upstairs, bankers, solid people, failures... why live in doubt? Did you have a dream? About a beard? What color? Black! Heavens, that means betrayal... Something must be done. There are more things behind torpid gall bladders and bloated livers than meet the eye. Are you English? Englishmon have all the symptoms of genital insufficiency not like your French or Oriental types but since you are rather short and your head small... I can be of help. I am not a witch, but I can magnetise all things, pens, pyjamas, amulets, objects I shall not mention... come into the tenebrion... I will do the cards... Come.


  All the way to her room the barrage continued as though she were looking for a convert to the occult, referring to neutrons, protons, and nuclear physics as alchemy by another name, and how the astral light of the Kabbala knew much more millenniums ago.


  —Come into the cosmos, she said, the terms have changed but not the cosmos....


  She set out the cards on an old steamer trunk and wet her thumb with a theatrical gesture.


  —He, she said, the Knight of Pence... Mon, that is....


  —Ah mon, she said when it was over. I always do the cards better afterward... I feel the comos close like this... when I have had the mon I can read the stars....


  With one hand on my prick and the other on her cards she checked the dire predictions. Oh, she would gasp, that do look bad and... Oh mon... Oh dear... here, ah, here is the three of rods! That fine, you will be famous... ah, that make me feel good.


  It turned out however it was reversed which meant some kind of set-back. The same thing happened with the Pope, which was far worse, as for some reason that would produce a flock of deceivers.


  —Oh, you will have to be mighty careful, Mon, mighty careful. Look where you step. And catastrophe followed in the Ace of Swords and she admonished me not to trust my fellow mon.


  The more she painted the picture black the harder she stroked me as if to compensate for the dismal future ahead. She showed me a Hanged Man who meant a sacrifice and as usual, he too was reversed, meaning that the sacrifice would be useless.


  —What can I do? I asked her. Tomorrow looks like doomsday.


  —Mon, she said dropping the last evil portent and coming around and striding me, lifting her opulent thighs that I might see her Venus Mons clear and sparkling with our love encounter. Mon, we will do another reading....


  With that I did a re-entry into the cosmos....


  There, in the passageway to inner space I experienced total recall... everything went back to the day of the ringing phone... there was a blinding flash...


  I was in O'D.'s office... he, alone with his secretary....


  —O Mon, she interrupts. What do you do for a living now it all over? It surely all over. What do the mon want?


  She got up in a sudden disinterest with the cards and came round behind me. She was wearing one of those checkered gingham dresses, all pink. Her slippers were pink and her complexion powdered pink. She was a black Rubens with massive arms filled with bracelets. Her hair and her eyes were intensely black and shiny, and in spite of her size, she walked like a cat. She wore a thick-smelling perfume, odor of the perfumed garden, of sesame and nut oil and when she stood behind me I was enveloped and bathed in these sensual fumes.


  —What do the mon want? she repeated. She giggled, embarrassed momentarily as she might have been the first time it had happened.


  —Is it anything different for a woman? I asked, listening to her breathing.


  —Mon, she said, with a heavy tone, ain't we all playing?


  She pressed her belly into my back and I could feel the great domes of her tits come to rest on my head. Her hands fell on my shoulders, all of her nesting on me and she began rotating her crotch gently but firmly at my base.


  —Come Mon, she whispered. This house crazy and I like a good time....


  —You're right, I said turning round and grabbing her by the waist. Show me your ass and we'll fuck the Fates....


  We rolled to the floor, rocking back and forth like a cub and his mother. Mme. Ani was the ever-loving earth mother. I brought her pink underwear down past her thighs, past her solid limbs and with a long sigh of delight she opened her big pulsing lips and eased me into her cosmos... O Mon, she breathed....


  I passed the frontier....


   


  ... Sec. Shows the confidential report from Shine Laboratories... Ah. Now that's an active group by Jesus, says O'D.... no grass growin' under heh heh let's see now... what do they have to say... half in code... secretary staring at the paper so he better shunt her off... no one but Otto and me in this... can't trust a soul in this fuckstickin' world... yeh... better shunt her off... If I tell her take the afternoon off she'll get suspicious... only one way with a dame... take her mind off it... leg and hernia hurting like hell but gotta do it... hobbles over and gives her a pat... O Jack! she simmers... take it off Honey... she tiptoes to the door, turns the key and checks the pessary... O'D. is releasing his belly... secretary on the Mantou rug... O Jack... one minute silence (Everybody's holding their breath... she remembers the rug scene in Root of Evil... O Jeez) O Jack!... Put 'em up higher, willya babe?


  O'D.'s thoughts during copulation: If the Mumbo's take over we'll have something in Bermuda shorts in the White House, wreck the Smithsonian and make a totem pole of the Wash. Monument, deflower every Texas Rose and won't be a Christian name worth the telling, the hell we will! I know my job... shit... I know what I'm doing... get the funds and that bill pushed through... build the Bay Waters Relocation and Development Program... heh... heh run the Great White Way out to the Bay... right outside the National limits... tax-exempt and we get the cream... the well-heeled... give 'em passports or membership cards... don't care what we call the papers, just so's we get a lobby... if they get rough we got 'em by the balls... can lease to hostile powers... they wouldn't hurt us... ought to sell a ton of holding stock... beat that Las Vegas thing Roulette and the Bandits... damned cunt is stretching... only 22 she said and already bigger than the Old Lady's... hell of a note if I gotta start looking for a new sec. at this time.


  —Don't get up Honey.


  I'll stuff you blind you stupid cunt... wait'll I get them Pre-fab's runnin' loose... Big Phony Bucks... Wow, baby, get you raped for REAL... fuckin' whore... probably love it... can't imagine what she shoves up there... mebbe Coke and cukes... regular garbage can... shit! Came too soon...


  —Get me the wharf, Baby.


  —Let me up first, she says.


  —Never mind. Go clean yourself off. I'll do it myself. That was the fatal call. While she douched herself O'D. gave the orders to Oym. Two hours later we were bundled off in a panel truck, five of Shine's first products, bound for the Biltomoor... opening gun of the frame-up.


  Room 8609... spirited in and placed under surveillance... Besides Opal and myself there was the second generation... Manuelo, the Balless Wonder, and the one we all called Mother. These were our last days together which we couldn't know, none of us wise to the ways of men. It all looks good to us, a luxurious suite where we can romp to our hearts' content... Those professional voyeurs had never seen anything like it, not in a whole career of stamping out vice.


  Opal was magnificent, a jewel, and Mother an absolute pig. Nothing she could do about it, she was designed that way. It was a long time later I heard Otto confess he patterned her after his own mother. Manuelo was modeled on some famous queer in the Baleares and the Balless Wonder was unique. We figured he was based on an ancient hermaphroditic species but when it came to actual performance there didn't seem to be much difference between Manuelo and himself. Opal and I were authentic heterosexuals, possibly because we were the first in line.


  It was here at the Biltomoor we discovered the basic differences in the generations. In the matter of drink Opal and I hardly ever touched the stuff but Manuelo turned rapidly into a hard core lush. It didn't matter what it was, liquid was his thing... That soon gave him a severe case of expulsive contractions, lasting some six and a half hours. Mother was the only one who could help him but it took some time to break down his aversions, but she did it, by sheer perseverance. It surprised them both, the prodigious excitement phase level, which had not been half that in the laboratory. Mother believed it was the intra-uterine electrodes Otto had fitted her with which cramped her style. But when it was over Manuelo went back to drinking as before.


  But the main difference between the generations was the ambiguous gender in the younger. The Balless Wonder had a flamingo-colored labia minor beyond the testicular wall. He was able to rotate the superior pole of the ascending testis while provoking a uterine sucking mechanism on his invisible penis. He must have made the dicks at the key-hole cross-eyed. In some mysterious way Mother became clitorally-oriented and further complicated matters by falling in love with the Wonder.


  Opal and I did better than on the first occasion except for one incident when Manuelo traumatized her vaginal response in some manner impossible to describe and she held me prisoner for three and a half hours.


  It is not clear how many days they left us alone, time was no concept for us... we functioned, and that was it. It was on the afternoon the Balless Wonder achieved the longest orgasm of all when O'Diamond's spies broke in.


  Let us follow the assault on innocence as I got it back on the Advisor...


  Dick's eye at the hole... tongue producing alkali... he gives the signal... Stay where you are! Nobody goes. Ok, boys frisk 'em... check the toilet... Let's see your papers.


  —Be careful, I reply. You know who I am?


  ——That's just what I'm gonna find out. Know who I am? I'm the Deputy Fed. Gov. Now whazzis mean? Cagar Agustoy... that your name? Cagar contentos... Pero carbones... What the hell is this? Cagar den-tro... You foreigners?


  —That is Manuelo's first poem, I say proudly.


  One of his boys comes out of the toilet. Didn't find nothin' chief...


  —What was you looking for? I ask...


  —This is a mistake, says Manuelo.


  The dick mashes his cigar in his palm. Then he says: Don't you know better than to talk back to a white man, nigger?


  —I'm not a nigger, says Manuelo. He clicks his heels in the Flamenco style.


  —Easy Manuelo, I tell him. We won't get any sympathy here.


  The dick suddenly swipes the rest of the cigar over Manuelo's face.


  —I'm white! Manuelo screams.


  —White my ass, says the dick.


  Manuelo is weeping. At this moment the Balless Wonder comes out of the closet.


  —Where'd this come from? says the dick.


  —Cheri, what's happening? ask the Wonder.


  —Lemme see your papers!


  This is absurd. The Wonder doesn't have a stitch of clothing.


  —Where you keep your passport?


  —Up here, says the Wonder, showing him.


  The dick pales... it's been cut off... No, No, I reassure him. He was made that way (singular dilemma for the vice squad... no visible means of fornication).


  —What kind of cunt is this?


  —You better not antagonize him, I say. He sounds pansy but he packs a mean wallop... 70 milligram thrust according to the catalogue... those stainless steel arms are deadly.


  —Then why ain't he in the army? asks the dick slyly.


  —He ain't old enough... only built last month. Mother appears in silk pyjamas.


  —Be careful officer, she says in her melodious voice, He is an important figure.


  —Wazzit? Hey Cruddly, I thought you said there wasn't any more around. Where'd this bag come from?


  —Don't you like this? asks Mother, tugging at her pyjamas.


  —I'm not a nigger, am I? asks Manuelo.


  —You're all niggers, yells the dick.


  —Officer, says Mother, don't you touch that man.


  —Stay outa this lady. We're pullin' you in in anyhow...


  —You'll get yourself in hot water if you do, she says. Do you know who he is? That's Gen'l. Franco!


  —Lemme see them papers again, he says.


  —Sure, I smile. Go ahead. They ain't been changed since you last looked. Got a five-year guarantee.


  Didn't see Opal at all; while I'm wondering what happened to her, the dick explodes.


  —Get 'em out, Cruddly. Let's go! Move along. Move along. We'll settle this down at headquarters.


  Came for us in a sombre machine... dismembered arms and legs slipped out of sockets and placed in laundry bags...


  —Pick up anything you can find, I hear the dick yelling... everything is evidence.


  Somebody looks down at my torso.


  —Christ, what is it?


  —Don't worry about it, the dick says, just carry it out...


  Steelworkers carrying a junkpile into the van... secondary dick itemizing the contents of the raid... rubber stops... vaginal Jelly... an unidentified left hand... a scotch bidet....


  —Jesus, murmurs the secondary, We're packin' up a regular orgy!


  The closet was brought down; the bath tub they left but the dirt ring was flicked into a paper bag.


  The manager watched like a beaten man... bill unpaid and voices all around wanting to know what it was Did anybody see?... every night, someone says they was tearing the joint apart... didn't sound human... there's a rumor it isn't, that true?...


  —Take that one in pyjamas to Bellevue, orders the dick.


  The van started up... black canvas tightened over the pile... secondary dick putting his ass on it as a reporter runs up for the story.


  —Wait a minute, he says, gimme the facts....


  —Sorry, this is a military operation... He laughs. You can read about it in the history books....


  Sirens and red warning lights... I am alone. Opal gone, Manuelo, Mother, and the Balless Wonder, all disappeared.


   


  The inspector raises the shroud and gazes... Someone is making a running commentary on the malignancy contained in the box.


  —You know you can get twenty years for that? the Insp. says to me.


  —I can't talk to you this way, I say, but if you book me for anything, you'll be sorry.


  —What's he mean? asks the Insp.


  —Forget it, says the dick. He thinks he's Gen'l Franco.


  —He does? says the Insp. and takes another look. He don't look famous to me.


  His sec. leans over.


  —Can you imagine that? (voice like mussels closing in air). I didn't think there were any more reds in the country.


  —Oh he ain't red, says the Dick. If anything he's black.


  All afternoon their voices droned on, all afternoon the lamp blazed in my eyes while the Insp. grew hot with rage.


  —If I didn't have to look at the son of a bitch, he suddenly bellows and slams his fist in the box.


  —You don't know who I am, I say, or you would never do this.


  —Listen to the ape, willya, chief, says the dick, and cracks me over the gorsin.


  —Let me handle that dept. says the Insp. coldly. Since when you gettin' leadership tendencies? You smell of fish.... Your badge is rusty... Snaps a finger in the subordinate's face; Go take a shower and put on a clean shirt.


  The dick is struck with Dysphonia, gurgles and leaves. The Insp. and the sec. chuckle and giggle... didn't care a damn about my presence... Odious what they did, right over the shroud... When they finish he takes out a cigar, lights it up and blows the smoke in my face.... the phone rings and the sec. picks it up, still in position getting some extra jollies while she gets the message...


  —It's the senator, John, she says.


  I hear O'Diamond's voice on the other end. Now it dawns on me how he is the Prime Mover in my existence.


  —Yup, Jimmy Baby, it went smooth as... yup... not a hitch... your move... yup... yup...


  He eases out of the sec. and finishes the conversation... lights go out... I hear the door close... In the dark I dream of Opal whom I shall never see again... One night of Love... Then nothing. The office clock strikes three... suddenly the lamp interrupts... 3K boys in palm beach suits and Cherokee stubs soft-tread in...


  —Pack him up... let's go!


  We drive to the realm of the Southern Cross, turn off by a roaring gully and come to a halt before the “White Ranger.” Crowd in front of the courthouse, all in Palm Beach, all wanted to see me.


  —Sorry fellows, we can't leave him in the sun... smells bad as it is...


  Everybody laughs... in we go. Now I get what's in store.


  Sunny Jim O'Dime pops in (O'Diamond up north) tells the D.A.:


  —We got a air-tight case, ole feller...


  —What's this Franco bit? asks the D.A.


  —Jes you don' worry that lilly-o head-o feller. You can wreck that with all kinds pathology... how ya feel? We wanna good show...


  —O great... roarin' to go...


  —Azza spirit...


  Inside the court the man who invented sound delighted the patriarchs with his Ode to Techy Waters. Furry ears consulted the stop-watch... No sooner was I carried in they rose and chanted the Ode in unison. (My acting counsel explained it was based on the genealogy of frogs but this light moment was short). The judge hammered his desk, and the D.A. rushed to the attack.


  —Observe!


  The court was electrified. In that same instant he had ripped back the shroud.


  —All right, Sam, easy, snapped the judge. We got ladies present.


  —Ain't a human inch on it! Not even a neck to string it up with! (laughter)


  He read off the wild indictment which I found...
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