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THE

MESMERIZING MIST

AFFAIR

THE NEW COMPLETE "U.N.CLE" NOVEL

by ROBERT HART DAVIS

Strange, deadly, was the Nazi madman’s dream of

making the world his prey. But the crazy plan

would work—unless April Dancer could escape
from hell in time to flag U.N.C.L.E. into action!

ONE
TERROR FROM TIBET?

THE MAN AT THE door did a
hopeful double take. Could the
girl in the corner be his blind date?
She was about the right age and
was seated at the designated table.

Practiced eyes roved over every-
thing that showed above the table.
Provocative features, lambent

black eyes, raven locks with high-
lights that shone like burnished
ebony and flowed dramatically to
slim, delicately carved shoulders.
He prolonged the visual caress.
The esquisitely moulded figure did
pleasing things to a white sweater.
The exploration continued be-
low the table. He decided he had
never seenm moOre gorgeous gams,
That did it! He sighed his disap-
pointment and turned away. This
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smoky-eyed girl did not fit his sis-
ter’s lukewarm description.

Gazing half-heartedly around
the room, he saw that Palm Beach’s
favorite pub was twittering with fe-
males, none of whom remotely re-
sembled the bookworm Grace had
described.

Drat that brother-in-law of his!
If John Shepard hadn’t decided to
yank his young wife back to New
York at a moment’s notice, Grace
would be with him, at Taboo.
There would be no need for this
surreptitious surveillance.

He brightened perceptibly as he
again feasted his eyes on the girl at
the corner table.

“Why fight it?”” he thought. “The
little wren didn’t show up, so I'll try
bagging this gorgeous peacock. I've
got a tailor-made opening gambit.
I am looking for Grace’s former
schoolmate and that is the right ta-
ble.”

He bent over the table. The girl’s
direct gaze threw him off-stride for
a moment. The confidence instilled
by years of easy feminine con-
quests and a natural glibness came
to his aid. He turned on his best
smile.

“I’d be an awful liar if J said my
sister described you accurately. No
woman could. However, you are
sitting at the right table. I'm Robert
Walton. I was told to meet you
here.”

The sooty eyes softened. “Sit
down, Bob. I assume Gracie
couldn’t make it.”

Walton closed his mouth with an
effort, but his eyes retained the
glaze of shock. The girl’s features
revealed a quick apprehension. She
darted a quick glance over first one
shoulder, then the other, before
turning back to the widened eyes.

“What’s wrong, Bob? You look
as though you were seeing an ap-
parition.” |

Bob Walton continued to goggle,
as he eased his long legs under the
table. “Miraculous vision is more
like it. How can that astigmatic sis-
ter of mine get around without a
white cane and a seeing-eye dog?
I can’t believe it. You are Adpril
Dancer.”

Her low-throated  chuckle
sounded like the purr of a baby
tiger. The cadence set off a tingling
sensation from the tip to the base of
Bob Walton’s spine.

The voice of the vision across the
table matched the low music of her
laugh. “How flattering! You were
trying to pick me up. I'm a little
puzzled, though. What made you
so sure I wasn’t April Dancer?”

“By the time Grace got through
brain-washing me, I was convinced
you would have squinty eyes,
slightly stooped shoulders, lank
hair, concave chest and knobby
knees. She spent hours telling me
how smart you were and that you
put in most of your time at college
with your nose buried in books.”

Walton made a derisive gesture.
“Sis bent my ear all the way to the
airport with stories illustrating your
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scholastic accomplishments and su-
perior intelligence. The last thing
she said when I put her aboard
the plane was, ‘Please—don’t bore
April with your gay boulevardier
routine. It’s important that she re-
spects you. We need her help. April
i$ not an ordinary person. She’s a
deductive genius.” ”

April Dancer studied the smooth,
tanned features and sun-bleached
blond hair. Bob Walton was as at-
tractive as his sister had pictured
him. She liked the friendly blue
eyes, the breezy charm and the cas-
ual way he wore his brown linen
slacks and suede jacket.

“Gracie wasn’t too clear about
your problem,” she said. “I gather
that your grandmother has been
acting strangely. Sounds as though
she needs a competent psychia-
trist.”

“You couldn’t get Granny within
a mile of a head-shrinker. She re-
fuses to see her own physician. She
won’t even see Sis and me, and
we’re her only relatives, since
mother died. She won’t even sign a
check without a counter-signature

from Gandura and Krishna.”

“Gandura? Krishna?”

“Gandura is the head of the Ba-
halia cult. She calls Krishna her
spiritual consort. Between them,
they’ve got Granny and a batch of
her cronies mesmerized. The old
girl and her fellow-disciples have
been back from a so-called pil-
grimage to Tibet for two weeks, but
no one has seen them. They're all

The complete novels depicting the ad-
ventures of April Dancer and Mark
Slate, with the rest of the famous
U.N.C.L.E. cast are especially written,
entirely new and, in magazine form,

depict the *“Girl from U.N.C.L.E.”
which appears also on television un-
der the MGM-ARENA banner. Buy
the magazine regularly at your news-
dealers—and read the best of alll

living at Granny’s place, along with
a way-out assortment of Hindus or
Arabs or something.”

Walton’s voice rose indignantly.
“Would you believe it? A half
dozen of these turbaned weirdos
actually had the nerve to turn
Grace and me away when we tried
to drive in the gate to her estate the
other day.”

“Have you telephoned Mrs.
Twombley?” |

“Several times. The first was
after I saw Gandura on Worth
Avenue. I was driving down the
Avenue and she was on the side-
walk, in front of Bonwit Teller. I
called to her. She looked straight at
me, so I know she heard me. By the
time I parked the car, she had dis-
appeared. I called Granny as soon
as I could reach a telephone. Some
character with a foreign accent said
Mrs. Twombley was asleep and
couldn’t be disturbed. I tell you, I
was really bugged. Grace and I
hadn’t even known she was in
Palm Beach. I wouldn’t have
thought of calling if I hadn’t seen
Gandura. Granny was a washout



6 THE GIRL FROM U.N.C.L.E. MAGAZINE

when I finally got her on the
phone.”

“Were you on good terms with
your grandmother when she left
New York to go overseas?”

“The best. I drove her to Ken-
nedy Airport in my car. She and
Grace held hands all the way.
Granny talked a blue streak about
the great plans she had for us. She
gave us a whopping big check and
the receipts for a couple of maiso-
nettes she had leased for Grace and
her husband and for me, at the
Everglades Club. That was six
months ago.”™

He shook his head in obvious
puzzlement. “She couldn’t have
been more affectionate. She cried
a little, just like she always does
when she leaves us for a while, as
she and those two cult creeps went
aboard the plane. The last thing she
said was, ‘Be sure to meet me at
the airport in Palm Beach, when 1
return.’ I tell you, I don’t get it.
Granny, Grace and I used to be
virtually inseparable. Now, we
can’t get near her.”

April nodded sympathetically.
“I don’t blame you for being upset.
What did your grandmother say
when you finally spoke with her?”

“Same old routine every time.
She’s busy with very important
matters. No time for anything ex-
cept religious meditations. She’ll
get 1n touch with us when she wants
to see us and she’d appreciate it if
we would not bother her at this
time. Once, I heard Gandura’s

voice in the background. Granny
was repeating what she was told—
like a parrot.”

“How did Mrs. Twombley hap-
pen to meet Gandura and
Krishna?”

“One of her pals in New York
took her to a lecture at Town Hall.
The Bahalia Movement had just
become the dowagers’ delight.
Grace and I were stupid. We
thought it was a passing fad. First
thing we knew, she had swallowed
the bait, hook, line and sinker.”

“Did she discuss the Movement
with you, at all?”

“Constantly. If I hadn’t been a
fathead I might have done some-
thing before it was too late, but I
didn’t even bother to listen, most of
the time. Grace wasn’t much more
attentive, but she says now, she re-
members that Granny used to talk
about something she called The
Mist that transported her into an-
other dimension, where she re-
ceived direct orders from a Divin-

x ity. 2»”

Bob Walton looked at April
sheepishly. “I hate to admit it, but
we thought the Bahalia Movement
was doing her a lot of good. She
perked up amazingly. She owns the
controlling interest in the country’s
largest railroad combine, but
hadn’t taken the slightest interest in
what made the roads tick until she
became a disciple. First thing you
know, she started attending stock-
holder meetings and lining up
proxies and things. Before we real-
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ized it, she had taken over active
management of her "enterprises.
The old girl began to have the time
of her life. Her eyes began to
sparkle. She seemed to have a new
lease on living.”

“In other words, you and Grace
weren’t worried about your grand-
mother until she returned from
Tibet?”

“Right. We wouldn’t be too wor-
ried now, if it was nothing more
than just giving us the brushoff, but
the way she’s doing it is crazy.
Guards at the gate of her estate;
all her checks countersigned by
Krishna and Gandura; she and her
cronies holed up in that place for
two weeks without anyone seeing
them going in or out. All that mys-
tery stuff.” |

April’s gaze was speculative.
She decided to take the plunge.
“There’s something a lot more mys-
terious and unexplainable than the
things you’ve told me, Bob. We've
checked with every known form of
transportation—trans-Atlantic and
trans-Pacific plane lines, steamship
lines, domestic airlines, all avail-
able charter-planes and charter-
yachts—both here and abroad.
Also railroads, charter limousines
and bus lines in this country. There
is no record of your grandmother
or any of her entourage entering
the country and no one, not even
your grandmother’s neighbors or a
stray taxi driver, saw her arrive in
Palm Beach.”

Walton’s eyes were searching.

“m beginning to get the pitch.
Your talk with Grace wasn’t just
an accident. You're investigating
these Bahalia crumbs. How come?
Sis told me that you belong to an
organization that combats interna-
tional crime. I understood your
outfit operates strictly in the upper
echelons. This looks like a small
time, pseudo-religious swindle to
me.” |
April Dancer looked around
carefully. “I’m going to confide in
you. We might solve your family
problem and you may be able to
help us. Mr. Waverly, the head of
U.N.C.L.E., 1s convinced that the
cult is a front for an international
power-combine called THRUSH. He
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~has more reasons for thinking so
than I can explain right now, but
one of them is that Tibet, where the
Bahalia group has its headquarters,
is now under Red Chinese domina-
tion.”

She lowered her voice. “The Red
Chinese angle is only the starter.
A couple of years ago, Kurt von
- Krause, who was the top terrorist in
Nazi Germany and is now an upper-
echelon member of THRUSH, disap-
peared from East Berlin.

“Our agents traced him to a
Tibetan village. He disappeared
from there without leaving a trace.
Perhaps it was only a coincidence
that his disappearance coincided
with the Bahalia Movement’s first
sortie into the United States. So far,
we can’t prove Krause has any con-
nection whatsoever with this outfit.
It’s one of Alexander Waverly’s
hunches. And, his hunches have an
uncanny faculty of turning into
fact.”

April reached across the table
and took Bob Walton’s hand. *I1
was so confident you and Gracie
would help us that I arranged for
one of my associates to join us here
at Taboo. Here he comes now.”

Walton squeezed the hand and
beamed. “You can count on me.”

He rose to his feet as a slight,
young man with a tousled mop of
sandy hair smiled down at him.
They shook hands. Walton’s eyes
roved over a beautifully tailored
tweed jacket and red linen slacks,
wine-colored beach-sandals and—

he blinked—the gaudiest waistcoat
he had ever laid eyes on.

The newcomer chuckled as he
followed Walton’s bemused gaze.
“Sixteen colors. Count ’em.”

April said, “Bob Walton, Mark
Slate. Mark, Bob has promised to
help us.”

Slate shook hands with Walton,
slid onto the seat beside April
Dancer and snapped his fingers at
a passing waitress. “That is great
news! Let’s have one for the road
and then get cracking. I've got
news for dear old Uncle Waverly
that won’t keep.”

He glanced at the bare expanse
of table in front of Walton. His grin
widened. “No drink in front of you,
eh? You obviously didn’t need alco-
holic adhesive to keep you glued to
April’s table. I'm not surprised. She
has that effect on young men. They
even forget to drink.”

Bob Walton smiled back at him.
“Don’t try to tell me you’re too
ancient to get the same effect,

Daddy-o.”
TWO
SIGHTED SAHIBS—SUNK BY SAME

MARK SLATE released a long, low
whistle as they walked out of
Taboo and approached the white,
low-slung sportscar at the curb.
“Special-built body. Probably
by Frascatti,” he muttered. “I've
never seen anything quite like it.

Hold everything, children. I've got



THE MESMERIZING MIST AFFAIR Q

to see what’s under that crazy
hood.”

~ April Dancer took a firm grip on
a tweedy arm. She pulled Mark
Slate onto the front seat beside her,
as Bob Walton slipped under the
wheel.

“You can play with Bob’s toys
later, little boy. Right now, we have
more important things to do. Give
it the gas, Roberto. We’re due to
contact U.N.C.L.E. in five minutes.
Do you think this monster can get
us out of traffic and on a country
lane in that length of time?”’

Walton beamed like a happy
child, as they zoomed northward
on the island’s main thoroughfare.

“You’ll probably laugh yourself
to death when you do see the mo-
tor,” he said to Slate. “It was spe-
cially designed for me by Rolls
Royce. I hit two-hundred and fifty
on Daytona Beach with this mon-
grel heap.”

Mark Slate chuckled. “Mongrel
is right. Britain’s finest motor in
Italy’s flashiest bit of chromium vul-
garity. Only a pixilated millionaire
with monoxide on his breath and
petrol in his veins could dream up
that combination. I usually avoid
rich bums who can afford more
powerful cars than I drive, but I'll
make an exception In your case.
Providing you take me with you the
next time you burn the sands of
time on Daytona Beach.”

The girl from  U.N.C.L.E.
breathed a sigh of relief. She didn’t
have to see the broad grins on both

faces to know that this was going to
be a smooth-working combine. Her
colleague’s way of showing dislike
was a sickeningly polite routine,
larded with unction and loaded
with hidden malice. When Mark
Slate took the trouble to insult
someone at first meeting, it au-
gured a warm and lasting friend-
ship.

“How’s this for privacy?” Wal-
ton said, as he eased the car through
sand dunes to the water’s edge.

“You know how to work the aerial

telephone, don’t you? Shall I take
a walk while you contact your

Party?ﬂ
April said, “The answer to your

first question is ‘perfect.’ To the
second, ‘Yes.” To the third, ‘No.’

You’re one of us, now. I want you
to see how we operate.”

She held up the twin to a foun-
tain pen Mark had just removed

from his pocket. Walton gaped, as

tiny chromium antennas popped
up from both pens and the two
slipped  small, flesh-colored discs
into their ears.

Slate pushed up a detaining hand.
“Before we tune in, I want to tell
you what I stumbled onto today, by
sheer accident. I would have told
you sooner, but I didn’t want to
take the least chance of being
overheard, back there.” His eyes
glowed. “It looks as though Mr.
Waverly was—""

April checked the flow of words
with a gesture. “I’ll hear the whole
story when you talk to the boss.
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Whatever it is. it’s your discovery
and you’re darn well going to have
the fun of breaking it to Mr.
Waverly.”

Slate smiled his thanks. They
both touched the tiny buttons that
tuned them in to headquarters.
April signaled for him to begin.

“Slate here. Cheerio, Randy.
Mr. Waverly there? Tell me the
story of your misspent life while
we’re waiting for him. Yes, April is
with me. What’s that strange snuf-
fling noise at your end? Sounds like
a dog panting. No dog? I might
have known. April always does
that to your respiration. Carry on,
dear boy. I'll plug out until the boss
comes on.”

Mark Slate winked at Bob Wal-
ton as he removed the ear-plug.

April said, “Hello, Randy. Yes,
he’s plugged out. What a nice thing
to say! Thank you, Randy. I miss
you too. He is? I want Mark to talk
to him first.”

Mark Slate acknowledged her
signal. “Mr. Waverly? April insist-
ed I break the good news. No. It’s
not that good. I haven’t seen
Krause, but I did see Fritz Waller,
his former Storm-trooper body-
guard. I thought you’d be pleased.
He’s right where you thought
Krause might be. On the Twom-
bley estate. I followed him there
1n a taxi.

“Well, every entrance is crawl-
ing with Arab guards. Yes. Arabs.
In flowing bournooses. Right. It
does smell like Krause. I think we

can get in without too much trou-
ble. |

“Thanks to April’s powers of
persuasion, or something, we’ve
got Mrs. Twombley’s grandson,
Bob Walton, on our team. It cer-
tainly is a break. I'll put April on.
Here she is, sir.”

As April Dancer began a de-
tailed and concise report of their
joint activities, Slate motioned to
young Walton and pointed toward
the front of the car. They were still
huddled under the hood, discussing
the motor in muted whispers, as
she signed off.

When the girl from U.N.C.L.E
wriggled out of the car, the move-
ment raised her skin-tight mini-
skirt. There was a clanking sound
under the hood and a muffled
“ouch!” Walton’s head appeared.
His fingers were gently massaging
his scalp. Mark’s sandy thatch of
hair came into view. There was re-
proach in his gaze as he surveyed
the satin-like epidermis revealed
by the hiked skirt.

“'m surprised at you. Only a
wicked wench would try to steal a
boy from his motorcar.”

April’s expressive features con-
torted into a fetching scowl. The tip
of a pink tongue extended briefly.
“You’re a nasty prude,” she said.
“I’m sure Bob will agree.”

Slate grinned, said, “I listened in
on Mr. Waverly’s instructions, de-
spite my preoccupation with- this
petrol-propelled Frankenstein. 1
know you are anxious to question
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Bob on ways and means of entry to
his grandmother’s estate. Kiss the
bruise on his poor little head and
proceed with the interrogation.”
It was fairly dark when Walton

tooled his powerful car onto a side
road, a block from the Twombley
estate. The trio padded silently
along the ocean beach.

“This is the spot,” Walton whis-
pered. “Grandfather Twombley
showed it to me when I was a little
boy. Granny never did know about
it. He used it to sneak out after she
thought he was safely tucked in the
feathers.”

April and Mark looked at the
towering stone wall, with its gaudy
filigree of marble statuary. It
looked as solid as the Rock of Gi-
braltar. Bob Walton smiled at their
puzzlement. His fingers probed be-
hind a statue. The stone panel be-
hind the marble figure descended
silently.

April motioned for Walton to

~ proceed them. The moonlight re-

vealed another row of marble sta-
tuary on the inside portion of the
wall. Bob’s fingers probed again.
The stone panel slid back into
place.

Young Walton led them through
a wealth of tropical shrubbery to a
grassy knoll. They ascended mar-
ble steps to a small, pillared pa-
villion. She and Mark exchanged
glances. The place was a veritable
fortress. Every inch of the lavishly
planted acres was guarded by tow-
ering walls, topped by barbed wire.

They had made enough explora-
tory trips in a small boat to realize
that the wall on the lakeside was
fully as formidable a barrier as the
one they had just penetrated, via a
secret panel.

April surveyed the rambling
wings of the Twombley mansion
and drew both men close. “Lead us
to your grandmother’s suite,” she
whispered. “The next stop should
be the guest quarters. Try to figure
out where your grandmother would
put a big wheel like Krause.”

Mark Slate interrupted her.
“Now remember, kids. This is only
a scouting foray. We’ll keep under
cover and stay outside. With luck
and Bob’s knowledge of the pre-
mises, we should be able to see who
is in the house, without gaining en-
try. Careful now. Let’s stay close
together.” '

April said, “Lead the way. Mark
will be right at your heels. I'll act as
the rear-guard.”

They climbed a marble staircase
to a second floor terrace. Eight
large windows shed soft light
through louvered. shutters. April
peered through the narrow slits.
She saw a huge, high-ceilinged
room, crammed with Spanish-style
furniture. Her eyes traveled to the
figure seated before an ornate
dressing table. The woman was
combing her hair. Slate and Walton
joined April Dancer at the window.

- Walton bent over and peered
through the louvered slits.

“That’s Granny,” he whispered.
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‘The three moved away from the
window, into the shadows of an
enormous banyan tree.

Slate said, “Krause is our princi-
- pal objective. Let’s get cracking.”

April touched Mark’s arm and
nudged Bob Walton. She pointed to
the stairs they had recently trav-
ersed. Both men heard the soft

shuffling sound that had caught her

attention.

“Follow me,” Walton whis-
pered. He leaped high, caught a
thick branch of the overhanging
tree, drew himself up and reached
down. A moment later, April found
herself sitting breathlessly on the
limb beside him. Walton reached
down again. Slate joined them on
the limb. They peered through the
leaves. -

“That was close, Tarzan,” April
breathed softly.

White-robed  figures  were
swarming over the terrace they
just had vacated. The trio in the
tree held a collective breath. Slate
counted six scurrying burnouses In
the pale moonlight. The sound of
a clanging bell split the silence.
Voices peppered the shrubbery be-
neath them.

April muttered, “Sighted sahibs.
Sunk by same.” .

THREE

TIPTOE THROUGH THE TREETOPS

PRIL DANCER waited until the
shadowy figures on the terrace
joined the searching party in the

gardens, before removing her san-
dals and peeling off her stockings.
She placed them in the bag she car-
ried over her left shoulder.

Walton’s teeth gleamed in the
dim light. “Good thinking! We have
plenty of maneuvering room up
here, but this bark can be slippery.”

The two men removed footwear
and socks. Slate took the bag from
April, slipped their gear into it and
tossed i1t over his shoulder. Walton
pointed upward. They edged along
behind him on the sturdy limb until
they reached the trunk of the tree.
The twisted tendrils, carved into
the hole by nature, made it easy
climbing.

Mark Slate stifled a whistle as he
reached the platform occupied by

- ‘April and Walton. What a playpen!

It resembled the tree-houses of his
youth about as closely as a Rolls
Royce duplicates a Volkswagen.
Skillfully concealed in the heart
of the tall, spreading banyan, a

good fifty above the ground, this

was the most elaborate arboreal
residence he had ever encountered.
Thatched roof, mats on the smooth
wooden floor, two comfortable
wicker chairs and an inviting
wicker couch.

Mark Slate made a beeline for
the couch and stretched out, full-
length. “A spot of tea, my good
man.”

April made shushing noises as
she sank into a chair.

Walton said, “These leaves
deaden sound very effectively.
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Anyhow, we’re too high upfor any-
one to hear anything short of a
shrill scream. Our only worry right
now is whether someone down
there will guess that we’re up a
tree.”

“You can forget that possibility,”
Slate said. “Nobody but a cham-
pion high jumper could even touch
the limb you grabbed and muscled
up to. I saw another set of steps at
the end of the terrace. It’s a thou-
sand to one bet they think we went
thataway.”

He stretched and yawned. “Some
day, when you have nothing better
to do, you must show us your ath-
letic medals.” He turned to April.
“What now, peerless leader? Bob
got us out on a limb and off of it.
Now, it’s up to you.”

“We’re still in Tarzan’s capable
hands. Tell me, Nature Boy, does
this crazy green umbrella spread
over any part of the guest quar-
ters?”’

“I remember looking directly
into the guest rooms from a limb on
the north fork.” _

April said, “I hope we can get
close enough to bug some conver-
sation. Lead on, Bob. It sounds as
though the Arabs have gone back
to their hashish and houkas.”

Mark Slate picked up April’s bag
and started to fit it over his shoul-
der. She extended a hand. “Let me
have it. I'll shove it into this squirrel
- hole. We'll pick it up later. I’ve got
all the gadgets I need on my charm
bracelet.”

Walton began the descent. As
they reached the lower levels and
felt their way through dense foli-
age, April marveled at the ban-
yan’s magnificent spread. By the
time they saw light from the house
filtering through the leaves, she had
decided that the tree must cover at
least a half acre.

They edged along a limb. The
room they peered into was a
slightly smaller counterpart of Mrs.
Twombley’s sleeping quarters.
Slate nudged Walton as he caught
sight of a woman in a thronelike
chair.

“The glamorous Gandura,” he
whispered.

The trio watched the tiny In-
dian, as she sat at a table, sipping
something that looked like tea and
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poring through a sheaf of manu-
script paper. April gazed enviously
~at the gold-embossed gown that
ended at Gandura’s dimpled knees.
She had seen one just like it at
Bergdorf Goodman’s. The price
tag was $3,000.

Her eyes traveled from Gandura
to a slowly opening door. The door
opened and a man she recognized
as Krishna walked in. As the man
in the flowing robes joined the tiny
Indian beauty at the table, April
whispered, “We’re wasting time
here. Let’s try another suite.
Krause is our main objective.”

April turned to Bob Walton.
“Push your eyes back into their
sockets and lead us to some of the
other rooms in the guest wing.”

Slate placed a detaining hand on
her arm. “Wait a minute. We're
close enough to listen in. Let’s bug
the room. We may not have an-
other chance.”

April nodded. She slipped a
tiny cylinder from one of the
charms on her bracelet. Slate ex-
tracted a small, odd-shaped pistol,
shoved the cylinder into the bar-
rel, took careful aim and fired.
The tiny object struck soundlessly
against the window-sill and clung
there. April and Mark inserted
tiny ear-phones. They heard Gan-
dura say, “Did you discover the
reason for all the commotion?”

The man ignored the question
and leaned over to embrace the
seated figure. Gandura pushed
him away impatiently.

“I asked you a question,” she
said. “I would appreciate an an-
swer.”

The man helped himself to a
cigarette before sinking into a
chair on the opposite side. He
gazed at the beauty across the ta-
ble for a few moments in silence.
When he spoke, his voice showed
his anger.

“I do not like being repulsed,
especially by you. You see, I hap-
pen to know that, despite your
proficiency in languages, you are
lower-caste Hindu. If it had not
been for THRUSH’s helping hand,
you would still be in the slums of
Calcutta.” |

Until now, April and Mark had
viewed Gandura and Krishna
from afar. Neither had been close
enough to hear them speak. As
one of the top linguists in U.N.-
C.L.E., Slate not only spoke many
languages fluently, but he was
familiar with the dialectic nuances
of each tongue. Both were speak-
ing English, but Mark’s sensitive
ear found their accent revealing.

He grinned wryly at Krishna’s
insulting remark. The man was
right. Gandura was of low-caste
origin. However, Krishna’s accent
was even more revealing. It
showed that he was not a native-
born Indian.

Gandura’s low-pitched voice in-
terrupted his thoughts. “May I re-
mind you that our partnership is a
business one? I am your equal in
this venture and I do not have to
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tolerate either your advances .or
your insults. If you persist, I will
- report you to our superiors. I

don’t think I need tell you that
THRUSH expects single-minded
and dedicated service from its per-
sonnel.”

The man opposite her glowered,
then shrugged. His voice was pla-
cating. “Sorry I lost my temper,
but that hands-off attitude of yours
gets on my nerves. Frankly, I fail
to see why we can’t combine pleas-
ure with business.”

Gandura made an
sound.

“Very well,” he said, “In an-
swer to your question, the commo-
tion obviously was the result of a
guard’s overheated imagination.
We found nothing.”

A cracking sound distracted the
attention of the listening pair in
the tree, They turned, just in time
to see Bob Walton plunge down-
ward. Mark steadied April with one
hand. Both gazed down in con-
sternation at the prone figure on
the turf below.

Mark released his hold.
going down after him.”

April said, “You’ll need me.
From the way that leg is twisted
under him, it’s probably broken.”

They wormed their way through
the tree until they reached one of
the thick, sucker-roots that sup-
ported the banyan’s heavy limbs.
Shinnying down the root, they
broke into a fast trot. Walton was
struggling to his feet when they

impatient

‘iI!m

reached him. Mark knelt and
pushed him back.

“Relax, boy,” he cautioned.
“Let’s see how badly you’re hurt.
Oh-Oh! You were right, April. A
broken leg. I can feel the bone
grate when he moves. Let’s form a
cradle with our arms and get him
out of here.”

Walton protested. “I can get
along on one leg. Let me lean on
you.”

They helped him to his feet.
Walton leaned on Mark’s shoulder,
took a tentative step and fell, drag-
ging the latter to the turf with him.

“Enough of this nonsense,”
April said.

She and Slate helped Walton to
his feet again. They formed a
cradle with clasped hands. The
injured man eased himself onto
the improvised sling. Walton was
amazed at the strength in the girl’s
slender arms and body. She didn’t
falter for a moment as they moved
slowly toward the distant wall.

The sound of excited voices gal-
vanized the carriers into greater
effort.

“They’re heading this way,”
Walton said. “Let me down. We
haven’t got a Chinaman’s chance
of making it like this. That wall is
a quarter of a mile away.”

He pushed himself erect and
balanced by holding onto both of
them. His face was gray with pain.

“Listen, and don’t argue. If they
find me alone, they’ll think I'm
nosing around on my own, trying
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to discover why Granny is giving
Grace and me the brushoff. If they
see you two, we’re finished. They’ll
know U.N.C.L.E. is investigating
them. On your way. Don’t worry.
They won’t bump me off. Killing
Mrs. Twombley’s grandson would-
n’t make sense.” |

Walton handed his car keys to
Mark, gently shoved them away
- and sank to the lawn. “On your
way. Please!”

April bent and kissed his cheek.
“Bobis right.”

She reached into his inside jack-
et pocket and attached her foun-
tain-pen, with its hidden aerial.
Palming the tiny, flesh-colored ear-
piece that U.N.C.L.E. agents use
with the fountain-pen transmitter,
she dropped it into the same
pocket.

“Contact us the first chance you
get. You saw how the combo
works. You’d better put the ear-
gadget in your wallet. The pen
won’t attract attention if you’re
searched, but someone might get
ideas if they saw the earphone.”

The voices were getting alarm-
ingly close. April kissed Bob Wal-
ton’s cheek again. The two dashed
toward the marble figures that
marked the secret entrance.

Slate inserted a deft finger. The
wall panel opened. They were
through and on the beach side in
seconds. He eased the panel back
into place with a sure touch. Their
bare feet made soft crunching
sounds as they ran through the

sand. Neither of them paused until
they reached the parked car.

April Dancer looked back and
Slate kept one eye glued to the
rear-view mirror as they sped up
the ocean highway. There was no
sign of pursuit.

The car skidded around a sharp
curve and headed for the heart of
Palm Beach.

Slate eased up slightly on the
accelerator. “Poor kid! I certainly
hated to leave him there. He was
right, of course. We couldn’t have
made it with him. They’ll certainly
think he was snooping around his
grandmother’s estate, for family
reasons.”

April Dancer sighed. “We’ve
put Bob in jeopardy and accom-
plished exactly nothing. We still
don’t know if Krause is in the
house. We don’t even know for
sure that he has any connection
with the Bahalia Movement. Inci-
dentally, what did Krause do dur-
ing World War II that makes him
such a dangerous man?”

“He was the Nazis’ chief terror-
ist. He and his gang preceded the
invading forces - by infiltrating
into each country. They dynamited
railroad bridges, grounded planes,
blew up ammunition dumps, de-
stroyed vital factories and para-
lyzed transportation. Krause is the
principal reason Hitler’s invasions
were virtually unopposed. He is an
expert linguist. Speaks a dozen
languages. He took his crew into
doomed countries and softened
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them up, months before the mili-
tary action began.”

“But, what makes him danger-
ous now? The Germans don’t have
an army.”

“You’d know the answer to that
question if you hadn’t been on va-
cation at U.N.C.L.E.’s last briefing.
Krause has become one of the
upper echelon of THRUSH since the
war. Mr. Waverly thinks there’s a
frightening possibility that history
may repeat itself, with THRUSH'S
hand taking the place of Hitler’s at
the helm.

“Remember when Hitler formed
~an alliance with Russia for his own
purposes, then double-crossed his
ally? Our top men think that the
hard-core remnants of the Nazis
have been persuaded by THRUSH
to hook up with China’s Red-
Guard. They’ve got a good sales-
talk for both sides. The war-mon-
gering Nazis need man-power.
The equally military-minded Red
Guard needs atomic and other
technical know-how.

“Think what that combination
could do under the malevolent
guidance of THRUSH! Of course,
both sides would be puppets.
THRUSH always pulls the strings.”

“I see why Mr. Waverly consid-
ers this an important assignment.
What a shame we couldn’t have
located Krause at the Twombley
estate! We might have been able to
clip THRUSHs wings, whatever
they’re up to.”

“We did locate Krause.” Slate

smiled at April’s obvious puzzle-
ment. “You couldn’t possibly have
known, of course. You’ve never
seen or talked with the man, as 1

‘have.”

April exclaimed excitedly, “Of
course! That’s the reason U.N.-
C.L.E. lost the trail in Tibet. Plastic
surgery! Krishna is Krause. You
recognized his voice.”

FOUR

DIG THAT CRAZY BLIMP!

THE BLINDING BEAM of a power-
ful flashlight caused Bob Wal-
ton to wince and raise a shielding
hand to his eyes, as several white-
robed figures crowded around
him. '

“Point that thing somewhere
else,” he said. “If you can’t see by
this time that I'm Mrs. Twom-
bley’s grandson, you’re even more
stupid than Granny’s usual brand
of domestics.”

He let out a yip of pain as two
of the men yanked him to his feet
and pinioned his arms behind him.
“Take it easy! My left leg is
broken.”

The tallest of the men facing
him in the moonlight, spoke in a
deep guttural voice. “Hold him
securely. He probably is lying.”

Bob Walton glared at him. “Just
what do you think I was doing,
stretched out, full-length, on the
lawn? Picking dandelions?”’

“That is a good question. What



18 THE GIRL FROM U.N.C.L.E. MAGAZINE

are you doing on Mrs. Twom-
bley’s lawn at this hour?”

“What right have you to ques-
tion me? I’m here to see my grand-
mother, of course. Let’s stop hors-
ing around. I demand that you
take me to Mrs. Twombley, at
once.”

The tall man’s teeth gleamed in
the moonlight. “I find that very
amusing. You are here to see Mrs.
Twombley. Do you always call on
relatives barefoot? You took a de-
cidedly roundabout way to the
front door. My men have been
following you all over the grounds
for the past hour.”

“So what? This place has been
my home since I was a little boy.
What 1 do and where I go on my
grandmother’s estate is none of
your business. Are you taking me
to Mrs. Twombley, or do I have to
come back with the police and
force my way into the house?”

The tall man drew one of the
robed figures aside. There was a

whispered consultation. The short-

er man returned, bent over the in-
jured leg and ran unexpectedly
gentle fingers over the surface.
He straightened up with a grunt.

“A very definite fracture. He
will have to be carried.” He ges-
tured toward a shadowy figure in
the background. “You know where
the stretchers are in my laboratory.
Please bring one here at once.”

- “Herr Doctor,” the tall man
said, “you have skilled fingers.
Would you be so kind as to search

our bumptious invader? He obvi-
ously is a professional burglar.
Mrs. Twombley’s grandson would
never be found barefoot skulking
in the shadows. Please make the
search a thorough one.”

Light fingers patted Walton
from neck to toe, before probing
into his pockets.

“Nothing lethal,” the prober
observed. He handed the tall man
the objects extracted from Wal-
ton’s pockets. The latter examined
them with interest. He seemed dis-
appointed.

“A well-filled wallet, some loose
change and a fountain pen. He
probably threw whatever weapons
and burglar tools he has into the
bushes when he heard us ap-
proaching. We will make a search
in the morning.” He started to
place the assorted objects in the
folds of his robe.

Walton emitted a contemptuous
snort. “You were right about one
thing. There is a robber on the
premises. My thieving friend, that
wallet contains fifteen-hundred
dollars of my money. Unless you
like the idea of spending the bal-
ance of the season in a Palm Beach
jail, I suggest you return my per-
sonal belongings.”

After a momentary hesitation,
the man walked to Walton and
slipped wallet and fountain pen
into an inside pocket of his jacket.
The change was dropped into a side

pocket.

“That’s better,” Walton said.
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“Now tell your goons to release
my right arm so I can prove my
identity. I have my driver’s license,
Diner’s card and several personal
cards in my wallet.”

Cold gray eyes probed blue. Bob
Walton returned the stare unwav-
eringly.

“Your cards mean less than
nothing. One can have such things
forged. You will be released if Mrs.
Twombley identifies you. Other-

wise, you will be held until we find

out who you are and what you are
up to.”
~ He extracted a large white hand-
kerchief as the man approached
with the stretcher. Walton opened
his mouth to protest. The kerchief
was forced between his teeth. An-
other was placed over the make-
. shift gag and tied at the back of his
neck. Still another blotted out his
vision. A moist substance was held
against his nostrils. There was an
overpowering odor of anesthetic.
He fought against the encroaching
fumes with each gasping breath.
Balancing himself on one leg,
Walton shook off his captors with
a mighty effort. He heard a voice
say, “I've given him enough to
make an elephant fall over!”
Flailing arms were seized again.
Pungent odor assaulted olfactory
nerves. His captors swore as they
were tossed about. Freeing one
arm with a savage jerk, Walton
tore the cloth from his eyes, ripped
off the gag and smashed a fist into
the nearest face. The man went

down like a felled ox. Four men
seized the struggling figure.

The tall man’s eyes glinted with
admiration. The young giant re-
sembled a wild horse, as he tossed
his blond mane and glared around
him. Bob Walton suddenly stopped
struggling. The distended eyes nar-
rowed.

Leaning back into encircling
arms, he smiled beatifically. He
was still smiling like a happy child
when they took him off the stretch-
er and placed his unconscious body

on a cot in his grandmother’s wine
cellar.

BACK IN HER suite at the Break-
ers Hotel, the girl from U.N.C.L.E.
paced the floor. Mark Slate’s lean

length sprawled like a boneless

squid on a nearby divan. He lifted
a limp hand to attract his col-
league’s attention.

“Honey, you're going to wear a
trail right through that expensive
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rug. Calm down. Bob is a big boy.
He can take care of himself until
we come and get him. Let’s give
him a little more time before we do
anything drastic.”

April stopped pacing and glared
at the inert figure. “How can you
lie there like a reclining Buddha,
when that kid is somewhere with a
broken leg and—and God knows
what else, at this point?”

Slate stiflied a noisy yawn and
slowly straightened up. To the an-
noyed girl, the deliberately rising
figure resembled a tapeworm un-
winding in sections.

Slate peered at her owlishly.
“April, my sweet, you obviously do
not have the confidence in that big
tough boy that I have. Let’'s be
logical. They have no reason to
suspect he is anything more than
he appears to be, a disgruntled
young man, determined to see his
grandmother at any cost. Mr. Wav-
erly told us to give Bob twenty-
four hours to contact us, before we
stormed the place with the police.
We have almost a half-hour to go
I don’t have to remind you there is
too much at stake to expose our
hand needlessly. I think you will
~agree we should follow the boss’s
orders to the letter.”

The girl from U.N.C.L.E. flung
herself into a chair. Her voice was
penitent. “Sorry, Mark. You're
right, as usual. I'm just taking out
my frustration on you. Underneath
that maddeningly relaxed exterior
you're as worried as I am. I saw

the look in your eyes when we
walked away from Bob.”

As Slate started to speak, both
of them heard the faint “beep” that
signified an incoming message. Ear-
phones had been in place for hours.
They grasped fountain pen trans-
mitters and pressed the receiving
buttons. |

A wide grin split Slate’s face as
Walton’s cheery voice came over.
“Tarzan speaking. Me got message
for brother-ape, Mark King Kong,
and beautiful native-girl, April
Showers. Do you read me?”

Mark signaled for April to
speak. “Gosh! It’s good to hear your
voice. What about that leg? Are
you in pain? Where are you? Are
you sure the room you’re in isn’t
bugged?”

The laugh that came over sound-
ed like a carefree boy. “Believe it
or not, these creeps: have a first-
class doctor on the premises. The
leg is in a cast and doing fine. Not a
twinge. Don’t worry about my
prison being bugged. I'm down in
Granny’s wine-cellar. "'The concrete
walls are eight-feet thick. Ditto
for the ceiling. I know. I was
around when they built it.”

Slate raised a hand. “What
about the light fixtures, Bob? They
could be wired for sound, you
know.”

“No light fixtures. My grand-
father was adamant about that. He
wanted his wine cellars in the same
unadorned state as those he had
seen in European castles. I can see
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the old boy now, flashing a lantern
around the cellar, when he came
down here for booze.”

“You poor kid!” Aprl said.
“You mean you’re lying there in
total darkness?” .

“Nope. They left me a lantern,
just like the ones dear old grand-
dad used to have. Incidentally, at
the risk of being indelicate, grand-
pa did make one concession to civ-
ilization. Sanitary facilities. I have
the very distinct impression that
the old dear spent quite a lot of
time down here. Granny always
frowned on immoderate elbow-
bending.”

“What about ventilation?”’ Slate
asked.

“Four enormous openings cut
through the concrete walls. Win-
dows at the end of each opening.
They’re all open at the moment. I
even have a view of sorts.”

April said, “Are the openings
large enough to crawl through?”

“Plenty. There’s one little catch,
though. Each opening is adorned
with six thick iron bars. Take my
word for it. They are impregna-
ble.”

“I presume you’re being fed and
watered,” Slate said. “Who 1s your
contact? Kirshna or Gandura been
down to see you? I know there’s no
use asking if you’ve seen your
grandmother.”

“’m living on the fat of the
land,” Walton said. “The guy who
brings my food is a tongue-tied
Arab. A tall man with a definitely

Teutonic accent has tried to pump
me, with negative results. No
Krishna. No Gandura. And, no
Granny. I think—" he broke off
abruptly. “Don’t go away. Some-
thing is stirring down by the tennis
courts. I’'m going to douse the lan-
tern and crawl out to the window.
Be right back.”

The two heard shuffling sounds,
interspersed with subdued groans,
then silence.

Walton’s voice finally came
over. It was barely audible. “Dig
that crazy, mixed-up blimp! Kids,
you wouldn’t believe this if you
saw it. Something that looks like
a giant soup tureen is hovering
over the tennis courts. I tell you it’s
uncanny. The darn thing isn’t
making a sound. So that’s why
Granny’s neighbors haven’t seen
her coming or going.” -

A period of silence. The snuf-
fling noises and the groans were
resumed. The voice had faded to a
whisper when the pair in the room
heard it again. |

“I'm back in bed. Signing off.
Someone’s at the door.”

FIVE

TEA IN A FLYING SAUCER

MR. WAVERLY’'S voice contin-
ued its deliberate, measured
cadence. “Listen carefully. Both of

you must return to the Twombley

estate. Make careful preparations.
One question at this time. Does the
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giant banyan tree you described
overlook the tennis courts?”

Mark gestured to April. She
responded. “It does. One section
of the tree actually spreads over
some of them. Incidentally, there
are six courts in a row and the
backstops are unusually deep. An
ideal spot, made to order, for a
vertical landing.”

“Excellent! Let us get on with
preparations. April, check your
travel kit to make sure you have
our latest model telescopic night

camera. While you are doing so, I

will brief Mark. Are you ready
for instructions?”

“As our young friend, Mr.
Walton, would say, ‘I dig you.’
Please proceed, sir.”

“Mark, this is one time when
your R.A.F. background and engi-
neering training could prove in-
valuable. April’s assignment will
be to take pictures of the mystery
craft from every possible angle.
You will take along sketch-pads
and drawing gear. Be meticulous
in your drawings. Perhaps you
had better use the Malayan jungle
technique of strapping vyourself
into the tree, so both hands will be
free. We mustn’t have another ac-
cidental fall.”

Slate said, “Excuse the interrup-
tion, sir, but the tree-house is the
logical place for me. It has a table,
chairs and a couch. My athletic
colleague can clamber all over the
tree to make her pictures, but I
think you will agree that 1 should

have a stationary base, to make
accurate sketches.”

A sound suspiciously resembling
a snort assaulted Mark’s ears.
“Amazing how you can think of
excuses for working in a recum-
bent position. Very well, my boy. I
trust you to do a good job. I can’t
overstress the importance of your
sketches. They and your observa-
tions will furnish us with the first-
hand impressions of a man who
has both flown and helped con-
struct aircraft. Also, they provide
added insurance. Something might
happen to April’s films. Now may
I speak with the athletic Miss
Dancer?

“You have the camera? Good!
I know you will carry out your as-
signment without technical instruc-
tion from me. I think Mr. Kovac,
who is sitting beside me, will agree
that Miss Dancer is the finest pho-
tographer on our staff. He has
signified his agreement with a
fatuous smile. Sorry, I can’t put

"him on. Time is of the essence.

“A parting message for both of
you. This mission is for the sole
purpose of getting important data
on a revolutionary type of aircraft.
When you have accomplished that
purpose, return to your hotel, im-
mediately. Do not allow anything
to delay or distract you. No matter
what transpires in or around the
aircraft, you are not to exceed
these explicit instructions. Photo-
graph, sketch, memorize, then
leave, unobserved.
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“Do not attempt to contact Mr.
Walton, either from your hotel or
at the estate. Turn off your receiv-
ing sets the moment I sign off. If a
signal should come through from
our young friend, ignore it. I will
explain everything when you re-
turn from the assignment and con-
tact me from your hotel. Any ques-
tions or remarks?”

Slate said, “No questions, sir.”

“One remark,” April said. “I
know I also speak for Mark. We
will carry out your instructions to
the letter.”

“Well said. Good luck. Signing
off.”

MARK SLATE inserted explora-
tory fingers between the marble
statues. The panel slid down si-
lently. He stepped through. April
Dancer followed. .
~ Both carefully surveyed the
moon-drenched undergrowth. A
moment later they were feeling
their way cautiously through dense
shrubbery. Their bare feet made
only the slightest of whispering
sounds in the grass. They paused
and scanned the surrounding ter-
rain with the nervous awareness of
jungle-trained  experts, before
blending into the inky patch of
darkness beneath the banyan tree.

Slate was the first to shinny up
the tough fibrous root they chose
for the ascent. April ignored the
hand he extended and waved him
on. To the impatient climbers, the
distance between ground and tree-

house seemed to have lengthened
interminably since the previous
ascent.

Mark pulled himself up to the
platform. April smiled in the dark-
ness as her comfort loving col-
league collapsed onto the wicker
couch with a grateful sigh. She
parted dense foliage. Her involun-
tary gasp brought Mark Slate to his
feet. |

They gazed downward in rapt
silence. April’s first conscious
thought was of the strange vehicle’s
awesome proportions. It sprawled
over four of the six tennis courts.
Slate fitted a tiny, powerful tele-
scope to an eye and scanned the
craft’s lines intently.

“Incredible!” he said softly.
“THRUSH has come up with some-
thing completely revolutionary.”

The minute telescope traveled
back and forth again. Slate shook
his head in wonderment. There
was no visible evidence of wing,
motor or rudder. The only discern-
ible break in the slightly obloid
metal sphere was a blister that

 seemed to be the pilot control, with

a hatchlike opening that obviously
served as an entrance.

Both shrank back as a robed
figure appeared at the opening. It
was followed by others. As they
departed, other robed figures,
weighed down with bundles of
various sizes and shapes, filed out
of the semi-darkness into the va-
cated breach.

April nudged her companion.
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“We’d better hurry. No telling
when they may take off.”

She took several carefully aimed
shots of the sprawling craft while
Slate bent over the table and be-
gan sketching. April saw that he
was having trouble with the foli-
age. She slipped the tiny camera
into an armpit-holder and held the
obstructing limbs apart for her
frantically sketching confrere.

“You’re on your own,” she whis-
pered, aiter a few moments of
struggling with the foliage. “I’'m
going down to lower levels, for
angle shots.”

Slate held up a restraining hand.
“Bear with me a moment longer.
I'll join you. I can’t get even a min-
ute mechanical clue from this ele-
vation. About all I can do here is
make comparison drawings to
show the craft’s size in relation to
the surrounding terrain.”

Both took a final look through
telescopes before beginning the
descent. A man in a white jacket
and chef’s hat stood in the area-
way. He was talking to a tall man
in a white robe. The pair hastily
inserted tiny amplifiers.

They heard the man in the
chef’s hat say, “I'll have tea and
crumpets ready by the time you’re
all aboard.”

The other man laughed.
“You’re a little mixed up, aren’t
you, Hans? This is hardly tea
time.”

“You won’t think I'm mixed up
when we take off. This 1s your first

trip on this sky rocket. Believe me,
there is nothing like a spot of
strong, hot tea to prepare the
stomach for supersonic flight.”

The tall man laughed again.
“When you were the head chef at
the Ritz in Paris, I’ll bet you never
thought you’d be serving tea in a
flying saucer.”

The two men walked back into
the craft. April and Mark tucked
their amplifiers away and started
down the tree.

“I'm afraid we’re as low as we
can get without being seen,” April
whispered. They straddled a limb
dangerously close to the open
hatch. '

She took three quick shots with
her camera.

“I'll have to memorize from
here on,” Slate whispered. “It’s no
good trying to sketch when I can
barely retain the status quo.”

From what could be seen of the
dimly lighted interior, they might
have been looking into the salon
of a large group of people. They
muttered his disappointment.

“Shame there isn’t a hatch open-
ing into the propulsive section.
This doesn’t tell me a thing.”

April placed a quick hand on his
arm. Voices heralded the approach
of a large group of people. They
peered through the leaves. Slate
smothered an exclamation of dis-
may. Two men were carrying .a
stretcher. The face of the giant

form on the stretcher was covered,
but neither of the watchers had
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any doubts as to the man’s
identity.

Krishna and Gandura were in
the group following the stretcher.
Mark Slate craned his neck. He
recognized Mrs. Twombley among
the robed figures shuttling into the
plane. There was a sharp intake of
breath at his side.

“The hatch is closing,” April
said excitedly. “What’ll we do?”’

“Exactly what Mr. Waverly told
us to do,” Slate'said woodenly, as
they watched the plane door merge
with the smooth surface.

The airship remained motion-
less for several minutes after the
hatch closed.

Suddenly a blast of hot air en-
veloped them. Mark rubbed his
eyes and April found herself gap-
ing with open mouth. Six bare ten-
nis courts stretched out before
them. The strange-looking craft
had vanished, without a sound.

April’s voice shook with excite-
ment. “Did you see what I saw?

The darm thing melted into thin
air. Don’t tell me THRUSH has per-
fected a time machine.”

Slate shook his head. “I’m ready
to believe almost anything, at this
point, but there’s a more logical
answer. Blinding speed. That
weird contraption went up so fast
the human eye couldn’t follow it.”

April drew a deep breath and
released it slowly. “Boy, am I glad
you saw the same thing I did. I
mean, didn’t see the same thing I
didn’t. I was beginning to think I
was losing my mind.”

Mark Slate peered through the
leaves. “Do you get the same feel-
ing I do, that this place is com-
pletely deserted? I wonder if we
can take time to check.”

- The girl from U.N.C.L.E. placed
a firm hand on his arm and point-
ed toward the sea. “You know
better than that. Mr. Waverly
couldn’t have spelled it out any
clearer. Let’s get out of here fast.
And quietly. For all we know, the
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place is still crawling with guards.”

“I have tremendous respect for.

Mr. Waverly’s judgment,” April
remarked, as they sped toward
their hotel in Walton’s car. “But he
may have pulled a booboo on this
mission. If we had brought the po-
lice with us, we might have cap-
tured the airship. Think what it
could do in the right hands!”

She shuddered. “And think
what it probably will do in the
hands of an organization as evil as
THRUSH!”

“As a former fighter pilot,”
Slate said, “I couldn’t disagree
with you more emphatically about
the possibility of capturing that
flying carpet. It’s a million-to-one
bet that any invading force would
have been wiped out. I shudder to
think what weapons they must
have aboard.”

April’s gaze was scornful. “I'm
sure you’re right about the devas-
tating power of their weapons, but
you’re overlooking one thing—the
element of surprise. We could have
brought our forces through a secret
entrance that is unknown to any-
one on the estate. With all the
hullabaloo of departure, we might
have gained access without being
spotted. I didn’t see a single guard.
“Well, let’s go!”

A half hour later, Mark Slate
eased the car into a parking space
near the entrance to the Breakers.

“One of the things I learned in
aerial combat was to keep an eye
on the cockpit of enemy craft.
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Apparently you didn’t see the four
shadowy heads moving about in
that semi-transparent blister.”

He chuckled, as he helped April
from the car. “No offense, darling,
but I’'m afraid U.N.C.L.E. would be
minus the services of a mediocre
ex-flyer named Mark Slate and a

deductive genius named April
Dancer, if you had been my
R.A.F. observer.”
SIX
DONKEY WITH TWO TAILS

HE BORED looking young man

in the black turtle-neck sweat-
er and shaggy gray trousers
slipped onto a stool at the end of
the bar. “Ale,” he said curtly to
the man in the soiled apron.

The barman slid the foaming
brew to a nicely-timed stop in
front of sweatered elbows. Wiping
damp hands on an even damper
rag, he gave the customer the swift
appraisal of the veteran drink-
mixer.

Lackluster eyes met his blank-
ly, then turned away to survey the
passing traffic through the little
tavern’s fly-blown window.

After giving the stained wood a
perfunctory swipe, the barman
shrugged  philosophically and
headed for the back. No point in
wasting conversation on this one.
He was all too obviously a solitary-
minded barfly.

Mark Slate was a naturally gre-
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garious soul. It had taken years to
perfect the chill technique. Out of
the corner of one eye he saw the
aproned man lean fat elbows on
the bar and bury his nose in a rac-
ing form.

Mark continued to peer through
the dirty window in an apparently
aimless manner.

He saw a girl struggling through
the press, on the sidewalk across
the street. If he hadn’t been con-
centrating on that particular patch
of cement, he could easily have
missed her. She was almost indis-
tinguishable from the hurried and
harried looking young housewives
who milled about her.

Wisps of black hair hung damp-
ly over one eye. Her loose-fitting,
coarsely-woven black sweater was
hiked up on one side by a feverish-
ly clutched parcel. A bulging shop-
ping-bag pulled a shoulder down
into an awkward slope.

Slate’s eyes continued to scan
the scurrying form approvingly.
Stretch pants, a size too large to
attract wolf whistles. Teetering
high heels on black open-sandals.
Over-painted mouth opening and
closing rapidly on a blob of chew-
ing-gum.

He smiled inwardly. It was very
unlikely that anyone in the busi-
ness and resort capitals of the
world, who had been exposed to
the charms of April Dancer would
associate this dowdy young shop-

per with the glamorous girl from
U.N.C.L.E. April blended like a

chameleon into the humdrum
backdrop.

Slate ran an expert eye over the
nearby pedestrians, then searched
further back for a possible “tail.”
Nothing suspicious that he could

- See.

April Dancer slowed down to a
shuffile. She and Mark had timed
this carefully. She would not walk
into the tiny tailor shop that
loomed just ahead until assured
she was not being followed.

Her eyes roamed across the
street and met those of the man
behind the grimy tavern window.
Slate raised the tankard of ale to
his lips. It was the all-clear signal.
Shifting the unwieldy parcel to a
higher position, with a quick lift of
a hip, she turmed into the dingy
shop.

Slate continued to sit idly at the
bar. April would be on the U.N.-
C.L.E. side of a secret panel in a
matter of moments. Even the pos-
sibility that a “tail,” unobserved
by him, might dash into the store
after her, didn’t worry him too
much. The camouflage was virtu-
ally fool-proof. He knew from
experience.

The tailor-shop was the top
secret strategic entrance to the
maize of electrically monitored
corridors, offices, computers, ex-
perimental laboratories and high-
powered transmitters that com-
prise the central headquarters of
U.N.C.L.E. It was located innocent-
ly within the shadow of the United
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Nations Building on Manhattan’s
bustling East-side.

Slate looked at his wrist-watch,
then walked to the man behind the
Racing Form and handed him a
dollar bill. Resisting the urge to
overtip, he rummaged through the
change handed to him and placed
a frugal fifteen cents on the ma-
hogany before taking his depar-
ture.

The little gray-haired man at
the steam-pressing machine looked
up indifferently as Slate entered
the tailor-shop. The girl behind the
counter finished slipping a plastic

cover over a blue suit and handed

it to the shop’s sole customer, a
bald-headed man, wearing the

twin to the covered suit he was

now carrying.

Slate spoke to the girl behind
the counter as the man was walk-
ing through the door. “I’ve lost my
receipt. Mind if I look through the
suits that have come back from the
cleaner? Can’t miss it. It's gray
flannel with a red pin-stripe.”

As the door closed behind the
bald-headed man, the girl pointed
to the racked suits at the rear of
the shop. Slate strolied to the racks,
looked them over, gave his head a
negative shake and disappeared

behind another crowded rack.
- The man at the pressing ma-
chine pushed a lever. Clouds of
vapor issued from the exhaust and
obscured an opening panel in the
wall. Slate stepped through into a
small anteroom. The panel closed

behind him. He knew he was be-
ing scrutinized closely. A panel on
the opposite side opened and he
walked into the first of a labyrinth
of monitored corridors that even-
tually brought him into Mr. Wav-
erly’s swank reception room.

The girl at the reception desk
smiled a greeting, and gestured to-
ward a door. “Mr. Waverly is ex-
pecting you.”

An electric eye opened the door
as Mark Slate approached. He
walked into an office containing a
single large desk, dotted with tele-
phones, a flashing communications
panel, several comfortable look-
ing chairs and a divan.

Alexander Waverly extended a
hand of greeting. Randy Kovac,
one of the brilliant youngsters be-
ing groomed as future U.N.C.L.E.
agents, waved to Mark from his
post at the communications panel.

A slightly breathless April
Dancer was just sinking onto the
divan as Slate entered. The new-
comer noticed with amusement
that the girl from U.N.C.L.E. had
made a quick change into more
alluring habiliment before the
scheduled briefing in Mr. Waver"
ly’s office. One of the features of
central headquarters was a well-
equipped wardrobe room, where
clothes tailored to each agent’s
measurement were available at an
instant’s notice.

Slate always made his wardrobe
changes after the briefings, but a
look at the rapt countenance of
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young Randy Kovac and the ad-
miring glint in the boss’s eyes, not
only explained but, in his opinion,
completely justified April’s light-
ning transformation from the
dowdy to the delectable.

Mr. Waverly waited until April
was seated before returning to his
chair behind the desk. Slate sat
down beside his glamorous col-
league, on the divan.

“First of all,” Mr. Waverly said,
“I want to thank you both person-
ally for a job well done. Establish-
ing a definite link between the
Bahalia Movement and THRUSH
was most important. You also did
an excellent bit of work on the
THRUSH aircraft. Mr. Slate, your
sketches and written descriptions
have proved helpful to our aero-
dynamics experts. So have your
pictures, Miss Dancer. Now, let us
talk about the future. We still
have a tremendous task to ac-
complish.’’

His gaze was quizzical as he sur-
veyed them. “You were probably
mystified at my allowing young
Walton to be spirited away from
his grandmother’s estate. I can tell
you now that I counted on the
abduction.”

He raised a restraining hand as
April started to speak. “Thanks to
your persuasive powers, Miss
April, we now have an agent lo-
cated at the very heart of the
THRUSH conspiracy. No one on our
staff could have possibly gone be-
hind the scenes as young Walton

has—I see you have a question,
Mr. Slate.”

“Two, if you please, sir. Where
is Bob Walton? And how do we
contact him?”

“Before I give you and Miss
Dancer your instructions, I’'m go-
ing to test your powers of deduc-
tion. Where would you look for
Mr. Walton?”’

Mark Slate shrugged. “Deduc-
tion is not my cup of tea, but, at a
rough guess, I'd say he and his
grandmother could be at THRUSH
headquarters in Tibet.”

“And you, Miss Dancer?”

“Please forgive me if I seem to
ramble, Mr. Waverly, but in study-
ing your list of Bahalia’s rich wid-
ows and their assets, I note that
each one is a majority stockholder
in an aviation company, a trans-
continental bus or trucking com-
pany, or a railroad. This indicates
a plot by THRUSH to take over
America’s transportation com-
plex.

“The presence of former Nazi
terrorist Kurt von Krause suggests
that this transportation control
could be a prelude to military ac-
tion. THRUSH would want to estab-
lish a base reasonably close to the
heart of America’s transportation
system, yet isolated enough to es-
cape observation. When Bob Wal-
ton made it impossible for them to
operate from his grandmother’s
Palm Beach estate, because his
disappearance would be immedi-
ately investigated, they shifted to
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an even more secluded spot in the
United States.”

April shot a quick glance at
Mr. Waverly. His features re-
vealed nothing. She continued
slowly. “I’m sure you have another
list with the location of the Ameri-
can resort estates owned by all of
Bahalia’s fat cats. Now, you intend
to pin two tails on the donkey who
owns an estate, not too far removed
from a metropolitan complex, but
even more difficult of access than
the Twombley place in Palm
Beach.”

Mr. Waverly’s snort could have
meant anything; even amusement.
He cast a furtive glance at Randy
Kovac. The young man at the con-
trol board caught the look and
- blushed a bright red.

“So help me, Mr. Waverly, 1
didn’t tell—"

Mr. Waverly displayed one of
his rare smiles. “Mr. Kovac,” he
said, “you have my complete con-
fidence. I know you didn’t tell
Miss Dancer where she and Mr.
Slate are being assigned.”

He turned back to the waiting
pair. “I am going to pin two tails
named April Dancer and Mark
Slate on a donkey named Penelope
Pine. Mrs. Pine owns the most
logical hideaway for THRUSH. Her
wooded acres in New England
are on an island that rises a sheer
two thousand feet above the water.
There is no way to get to the
walled-in estate on the plateau
except up a privately-owned cable-

lift. You will both check in at a
nearby ski resort named Francon-
ick. It is only a short boat ride
from Mrs. Pine’s island.”

Waverly rose to his feet, extend-
ed a hand, first to April, then to
Mark, and handed them separate
brief-cases. “Detailed instructions
are inside. Contact me when you
locate Mr. Walton. Not before.
Good-by and good luck.”

SEVEN
LITTLE INDIAN—BIG MEDICINE

EMBERS OF THE international

set, who considered 1t an
honor to be house guest on Pene-
lope Pine’s lofty acres, thought of
her island estate as the last word
in fashionable seclusion. National
magazines ran picture-spreads of
the mansion, the gardens, the view
of the surrounding mountains from
the top of its sheer cliffs and the
electric cable-car that furnished
the sole means of entry and exit.
Society’s inner circle thought its
fortress-like isolation was due to
“Penny” Pine’s snobbish desire to
avoid the proletariat, but Penny’s
long-since discarded friends of the
Prohibition Era knew different.
They were aware that she and her
now deceased husband, Barney
Pine, had selected this plateau,
high above the placid waters of
Lake Charlot, because it furnished
them with a surprise-proof hide-
away from the avenging guns of
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rival rum-runners. Like many of
the now respectable fortunes, the
Pine millions had emerged from
the blood baths of the illicit booze
era.
Penny sat before a mirror in her
suite at the mansion and looked at
her reflection with a Mona Lisa
smile. She frowned her annoyance
as the mirror revealed the figure of
her personal maid in the back-
ground. Penny’s eyes traveled be-
tween her image and her maid.
Maria would have to leave. She was
far too elderly and sedate for the
dynamic executive Penny had be-
come.

“Yes, Maria?” she said impa-
tiently.

“Pardon me, Madam, but Miss
Gandura asked me to remind you
that there will be a mystic con-
clave in the music room within a
half hour.”

Penny nodded and waved a curt
dismissal. Her eyes shone with the
fervor of the fanatic, as she con-
tinued to admire her reflection in
the mirror. She smiled happily as
she recalled the ruthless way she
had resumed active management

of her trucking and bus enterprises

under Bahalia’s direction. She had

lopped off heads in high places.
Key men in Krishna’s brain-trust

had taken their jobs.
One of the fired executives had
committed suicide. Penny had

laughed like a hyena when she
heard the news.

As Mrs. Pine neared the music

room, she sighted Annabelle
Twombley walking in the same
direction. The two linked arms.
They surveyed the group in the
large, mirrored room.

Penny saw Annabelle’s grand-
son, Robert Walton, in animated
conversation with Gandura. She
thought again how fortunate they
were to have young Walton as a
house guest. Dr. Conrad was a
dear. So were Krishna, his aide,
Fritz Waller, Dr. Conrad and Dr.
Habib Mahommed, but Anna-
belle’s strapping grandson was the
only man on her mountaintop re-
treat who danced the frug, the
watusi and other way-out dances,
with the verve of youth and the
facility of an expert.
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“'m so glad Robert decided to
become a disciple,” Penny said.
She and Annabelle Twombley
sank into deep comfortable chairs
and smiled a greeting to the other
disciples.

Mrs. Twombley nodded agree-
ment. “The dear boy! I’'m so proud
of him. He’s the first male convert.
Isn’t it strange the way the men in
our set continue to resist the
truth?”

“Not so strange,” Penny said
complacently. “The men are the
ones who have plunged the world
into the condition it’s in. It’s high
time we took over, with the help
of the divine spirit. Every day I
see it more clearly. The only way
we can halt this continuing de-
scent into the abyss of war is

through submission to Bahalia.

Isn’t it thrilling to play an impor-
tant part in the divine spirit’s plan
for taking over the world by con-
trolling its thinking?”

Penny drew a deep breath and
sat more erect. “I love the feeling
of power that it gives me to com-
municate directly with Bahalia.
You and I and the other disciples
will be the leaders of the new
world.”

Bob Walton left Gandura and
sank into a chair beside his grand-
mother.

Doctor Mahommed and Gan-
dura took their places on the dais.
As the tiny Indian beauty and the
Hindu mystic began a singsong
chant, a barely discernible mist of

sweet-smelling anesthesia filtered
into the room. '

The built-in ventilation fans in
the wall behind the dais blew the
fumes away from Gandura and the
mystic, but they did not have to
depend entirely upon the fans for
protection from the mist’s insid-
ious effects. Both had spent a half-
hour, previous to the conclave, in-
haling an atmospheric antidote to
the fumes.

Gandura’s eyes swept over the
disciples. They sat erect and at
ease. They would remain in a
drugged state for four hours. Dur-
ing that time they would receive
individual instructions from ‘“Ba-
halia.” Each would leave the room
and carry out those orders to the
letter. None of the assignments
were important. They were rou-
tine. This particular conclave was
simply another in a series of ex-
periments to prove that a combina-
tion of the mist and the spoken
word could mesmerize an unsus-
pecting populace into obeying or-
ders.

Gandura sighed softly as her eyes
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