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OPENING ACT

THE MAGICIAN AT HOME
The Smartest Man in Manhattan entered his
private library, in a luxury penthouse
overlooking Park Avenue. It was February
29th, 1938: Time to put an end to his greatest
enemy, once and for all. He made a sharp
motion to his right, and his lovely assistant
appeared from a puff of smoke. She was
tall, slim and athletic, and moved with
animal grace.

precise manner: Mythology, physics, magic,
anthropology,
stagecraft,
engineering,
psychology,
conspiratorial
societies,
biology, and ancient civilizations created by
extraterrestrial beings, and more. A selfdescribed wealthy dilettante, he favored a
modern, liberal arts style education.
For the occasion he wore white tie and tails.
Tonight they were going out dancing
afterwards, one last time in Manhattan. His
assistant and private secretary wore a one-

The room was lined in books, each section
methodically labeled in an unobtrusive but
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piece bathing suit from the Chanel summer
collection, but no shoes. She wanted to stay
in, and said so with her eyes.

cauldron. He endeavored to focus the power
of his clairvoyant mind to read the future
like a racing algorithm. She put her hand on
his shoulder to help him make the
connection to the otherworld.

He gave her a look that had nothing to do
with business.

He passed his hand over the cauldron. She
covered it with a red handkerchief, then both
manipulators stood back as it was consumed
by a hot blue flame. Five small objects now
filled the bowl, shaped like Mah Jong tiles.
He took them out, placed them on the five
points of a pentagram, and read the names:

He flipped a switch, and five generators
around the room hummed to life. Slim
charges of lightning leapt across vapor trails,
bathing the room in an electromagnetic field
to assist his deep, meditative trance. He put
on a mask of great totemic power. He was
the catalyst. His assistant stood ready to
hand him what he needed.
He placed a mask next to a small golden
cauldron sitting on a table of the Tang
Dynasty. This was the mask of his enemy,
obtained at great cost. The stalemate had to
be broken by any means necessary. He
uttered the incantation, "invovo legem
magicarum” and burned a mandrake root.
Using white ink and a brush, he wrote the
word "karma" in archaic Chinese on the
mask and dropped it into the Sumerian

•
•
•
•
•

His assistant sat down and typed out the
message to the Mayor, and the final draft of
the will. The man of mystery held out his
empty left hand, closed his fist, then
produced a sixth tile with the name
Asmodeus Karnak. His assistant out an
oblong wooden box of ancient design the
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length of a forearm, and wrapped it in paper,
addressed it Karnak. He would have
possession of the cursed hand.
The prey must be flushed, so Karnak would
go first. He would draw out the enemy.
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ASMODEUS KARNAK and HARRY HOUDINI
13 years ago, Occult Scientist Asmodeus
Karnak was at the top of his game. In 1938,
he was falling down a well, on the run for
his life. Everything changed when Doctor
Satan turned on him.

In 1925, Houdini stood on Karnak's front
step in midtown Manhattan, facing a gang of
reporters. Houdini’s usual Modus Operandi
was infiltrate a séance, rip off his disguise,
and pulled down all the wires. To complete
the scene, he made a dramatic exit to the
front door, where The Great Houdini
unexpectedly encounters a gang of reporters,
with pen and notebooks hanging on his
every word. He was a superstar, beloved by
all their readers.

In 1925, Con artists pulled in heavy cabbage
getting in touch with the dead. Many lonely
survivors paid heavy sums to speak with
loved ones at least one more time. Frauds
cleaned up. Spirit mediums became cash
cows and heavy celebrities in New York
City.

Asmodeus Karnak, Master of Occult
Machines, worked on a strictly private client
and personal invitation only basis. He
avoided the common trash Houdini kicked
around on the front pages. Getting a front
seat at one of his occult machine
demonstrations was a hot ticket with the
super rich, but impossible to find without the
right connections.

Harry Houdini, the world’s greatest
practitioner of stage magic, knew all the
tricks and despised the exploitation of the
gullible. Houdini's tricks were the greatest
mystery ever, but he never clamed they were
anything more than clever tricks. He opened
a campaign of public shaming against phony
spirit mediums to enlighten the public.

Karnak wondered how Houdini infiltrated
his elite circle of highly confidential clients,
but realized even the rich talk too much
when star struck. And in crept a disguised
Harry Houdini.
During Karnak’s demonstration of a
machine that talked to the dead, Houdini
started shouting and causing a big scene
with a lot of drama "Shame on you, Karnak,
shame on you, shame on you. You are a con
artist and fraudulent operator guilty of
exploiting your innocent rubes. Ha! Do you
hear me, Karnak?!”
When Houdini emerged from Karnak's
secret laboratory 13 minutes later, he pushed
past the reporters with a “no comment,” got
in his car, and drove home to his wife. He
never spoke of the incident again. Some
reporters said the Great Houdini looked very
disturbed by something he’s seen.
Karnak discovered later it was Chester
Belmont, heir to the Belmont shipping
empire, who let Houdini in the back door.
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Relocating the lab Houdini exposed was
very annoying and costly. There had to be
consequences.

that arranged the kidnap of Chester Belmont
in 1925 started calling himself Doctor Satan
several years later. In 1938. Asmodeus
Karnak was the only man alive that knew
Doctor Satan's true identity. The solitude of
that knowledge became deafening as Satan's
power with organized crime and occult
circles grew. As Karnak's star fell, he felt
great anxiety crushing down on him.

His new young assistant put together a crew
and stuffed Chester Belmont into the trunk
of a car. He was taken to a secret lab and
tied to a chair in front of a motion picture
camera. As it rolled, Asmodeus Karnak cut
out and ate Chester's heart. He screamed
then gurgled as Karnak made a point of
looking into the lens as he chewed. He sent a
print of the film to Houdini with the simple
note, "Can you tell how we did it?" Carnage,
cannibalism, and snuff films were a rare
treat, but too much heat and attention was
bad for business and made his clients
nervous.

Karnak's once lofty financial picture had
been sliding like a map of the depression all down hill. Secret Circles stopped
conferring guru status on Karnak. Important
figures in the underworld stopped returning
his telephone calls. He was old hat. Doctor
Satan was the new flavor and dropping hints
in occult circles that the old bird should be
taken for a ride.

Karnak always denied having anything to do
with the freak accident that killed Houdini
one year later. Sudden punch from a boxer,
Chinese underwater death chamber upside
down, who could have foreseen that? “It
must have been a freak accident. How tragic
for his wife.”

When he got the hand in the mail, Karnak
had a heart attack. This was too much, he
gasped to himself in the doorway of his
crumbling house.
Several weeks later, Karnak crafted the best
getaway plan he could, and bugged out of
New York City.

The bored young man of the affluent class

TERROR TRAIN
Karnak began quietly moving major parts of
his operation to the West Coast for three
years. He played it cool and kept off Doctor
Satan's radar. He bought train tickets.

and arranged everything, so Karnak could
find a seat on the platform and grasp some
oxygen. He regarded his fellow travelers as
cockroaches infesting his surroundings.
Karnak cursed Doctor Satan for forcing this
on him. He hated traveling by train.

His long time Hindu lab assistant and
bodyguard Rajiv carried the luggage to the
car, drove them around the city to lose any
tails, then ditched the car and got them on a
local train heading upstate. They switched
trains several times until they were out of
state. Karnak lumbered off and on the trains
like a broken man in pain, a criminal refugee
long past his better days. He was over 60,
out of shape, short, and overweight. This
was not supposed to be his life.

Outside of Hartford, Connecticut, they
boarded a limited overnight express for
Kansas City.
Karnak spent the bank and reserved an
entire passenger compartment, as he hated to
travel in discomfort without privacy. He
confirmed the number, slid open the door,
and regarded the two short rows of seats
facing each other with suspicion. It was
small, from door to window, about 8 square
feet. He pulled down the shades facing the

He despised being among the common
rabble. Indispensible Rajiv got the tickets
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corridor and prepared to sit down. The large
windows looked out on the small, sparse
houses and fields of country Connecticut
sliding past quietly in the dark.

very sure of himself, and easy with a gun.
He wore a conservative grey hat, black coat
and scarf like a successful mobster, and a
red mask with the mark of the pentagram
that covered his entire face. Only his eyes
were visible. It gave him a blank, faceless
expression that most found disturbing. The
mob secretly hated him. He spoke, phrasing
his words like a serpent with a hidden
agenda.

He grabbed the table between the facing
seats and discovered the awful truth. It was
bolted down and did not fold up. It was too
wide, built for people with narrow bodies.
Karnak had to review his mathematical
computations
for
boosting
phantom
wavelength, while being slowly crushed to
death by a table designed for underfed
travelers. Asmodeus Karnak was furious.

“My old buddy old pal, my first mentor in
the business where I made my bones, this
wonderful man, leaves town, and does he
call me to say goodbye? Oh Uncle
Asmodeus, I am heart broken.”

He squeezed his chubby bulk into the seat
just barely, spitting and hissing like a
raccoon with each little shove into the trap.
After wedging himself in, he estimated at
least a minute to extricate his body from the
trap of seat and table. Luckily, Rajiv his
loyal bodyguard was on board to protect
him. To come this far to the ultimate secret
of eternal life, then be fouled up by a cheap
hood like Doctor Satan was extremely
mortifying to his great intellect.

“Knock it off, Satan. Your cheap theatrics
don’t impress me.”

Rajiv was checking on the luggage when
suddenly he felt a prick on his neck. He
reached back to feel a dart, and his whole
body shutting down in paralysis. His pants
became filled with defecation. As he
slumped to the ground, he had only one
thought in his dying moments - "not like
this, not like this…" His body was then
pushed off the train, contributing to the total
anonymity of his death.

ENTER: DOCTOR SATAN
Karnak heard the latch on the door. The gun
entered the room first – a .38 snub nosed
revolver, held level and pointed straight at
Karnak. The rest of him slid through the
door. “Hands up Karnak. Who knows. You
may actually survive this.”
Doctor Satan, world’s greatest criminal and
king of lies, shut the door to the corridor,
and locked it. He moved slow and steady,
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There was a tapping at the door. Satan
opened it just a slit, keeping his heater
trained on Karnak. A man outside in an
unseasonably white suit kept watch. “All
clear,” he said.

the space between gun and gut, and asked
Karnak a question. “What is that, two or
three feet? I always fail at ballistics. Could
the bullet kill the woman in the next
compartment, after ripping through your
body? I have no idea. I am fascinated by the
mechanics of making other people suffer.”

“Good. Keep it that way, nice and quiet and
nobody gets hurt. Keep out any party
crashers,” then slid the door closed. “That is
my able assistant Mr. Clarence Bratt, my
new charity case. He was diagnosed with a
mental disorder in an asylum for the poor.
Asmodeus had heard this before. “Bratt is
just an irresponsible slacker, so spare me
your insincere sob sister routine.”
“Oh good. You are defiant in your
resignation. You may survive this yet.
What you do want?
“As I was saying, young Mr. Clarence Bratt,
of Harlem, fights the pathological impulse to
insult others. Its like Tourrettes Syndrome,
but more directly offensive. I trained it out
of him but sadly the cure only works with
me.”
“I have no interest in your flunkies, you
coward. Ascott Keane trimmed your sail. I
bet you think he’s dead, don’t you? Just
wait, your time will come.”

Doctor Satan paused a moment, then asked
his next question.” So let me clarify, you last
had possession of the hand, correct?”

“Brave man you are. Where is my Hand,
Karnak?”

“No, that is not accurate,” Karnak puffed. “I
tested it for others. You know that. The
appearance is easily faked, but the occult
properties. No. That cannot be faked in my
laboratory.”

“Hand? What hand? Are you mad?”
“The Yellow Hand of Satan. Where is it?”
“Oh. That hand.” Karnak was an old sphinx.
“Well, it’s not yours, is it? If I had known it
was yours, I would have given it to you
before disposing of it. I hated having it. It’s
too much, even for me. So good luck finding
it.” Karnak stared right at the fiend’s eyes,
hidden in the shadow of his hat.

Karnak played for time. At any moment,
Rajiv his assistant would appear.
He
dropped his voice to a stage whisper, “So I
tested it for others, no names they said, it
was all hush hush and mysterious, meeting
of twelve, ten in masks, spider, snake, and
scorpion. The usual suspects as you well
know, Doctor Satan.”

Doctor Satan sat down in the seat facing
Karnak. His rested his arm on the table, and
pointed the .38 right at Karnak’s gut,
trapped by the table. He mentally measured
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Doctor Satan leaned in slightly. “Where did
these mysterious conspirators take it? What
are their names? Is this all pulled straight
from your ass?”

“You have the gun.”
“Guns, plural. I believe in options and
choices.” Doctor Satan checked the pocket
watch again, like a man on a tight schedule,
keeping both eyes and guns on Karnak. “The
.38 fired from two feet away, blows a large
hole through your gut, causing death after
hours of unbelievable agony bleeding out.
The flame gun, on the other hand, sets you
on fire.

“No! Of course not!” Karnak protested. “I
have no idea where they took it. Can I go
now? I’m small fish. I’m just a bum on the
street now. You know that. But you? The
new conqueror in town, you don’t need me.”
Doctor Satan waited a moment before
speaking. “Let me show you something.” he
used his free hand to pull from his jacket a
second, very odd pistol and a large pocket
watch. “This is my new prototype flame
gun.”

Satan paused for a moment for effect. “The
agony is much worse, but the end is much
quicker, as long as you pass out. Not
everyone passes out. They just burn and
scream, burn and scream. I’ve done studies.
Want to participate in my study?”

“The small, pressurized capsule that forms
the barrel of the gun contains an aerosol gas.
A miniature flame at the end of the barrel
ignites the escaping gas into a magnificent 3
foot stream of chemical fire. The range is
poor but just right for you. I could easily
escape before you set fire to the train
compartment.”

Karnak perceived that he still had a card to
play. The old man was determined to take
his occult secrets to his grave. Where is
Rajiv?
Doctor Satan broke the silence. “I find these
moments fascinating.” He stood up
suddenly, took a step forward, and slugged
Karnak in the face with the butt of the .39.
“You’re a washed up fat cow.” He hit
Karnak again. “You are nothing to me.” He
slugged Karnak a third time, and blood hit
the window. He sat down again. “Asmodeus
Karnak. Where is the Yellow Hand of
Satan?”

“That doesn’t look like it could shoot much
fire,” Karnak scoffed.
Doctor Satan leaned forward and warmed to
his topic. “The capsule runs out after 10
seconds. It can set three people on fire if I
move the flaming stream in a steady, thirtydegree arc. I tested it on people I don’t like.”

Karnak just needed a little bit more time.
“The older occult societies and mob bosses
are already muttering about you. Do what
you want to me, but mark my words – you
will die like a dog if you keep….”

“Is that supposed to frighten me?” Karnak
was
unbowed.
Doctor Satan was definite. “Make your own
choices. I have. I’m also on very friendly
terms with Murder, Inc. Everyone says the
mob hates me, but when its me and the mob
its all love and affection. Have you been
talking behind my back?”

“Now this is tedious. I killed your assistant
and dumped his body off the train. He was
old and sloppy. I lifted his own blow darts to
put him down. I didn’t tell you because I
can’t help but play with my prey like a cat,
but now you are just plain boring. Tedious.”
He stood up and held the butt of his gun
above Karnak’s skull. “Where is the Yellow
Hand of Satan?” he hissed.

Karnak noticed him checking the pocket
watch again. “Your shameless name
dropping bores me.”
“A loser like you should not be so
judgmental. I’m sorry, where were we?”
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“I never had the hand, I never had it. I tested
it for a client years ago, and then he died
when it was in my laboratory. I tried to find
the rightful owners, but all the occult
societies and ancient clans threatened total
occult mob war unless they got the hand
first. Sober members on both sides
discretely suggested the thing be lost
forever.”

“What did you do with it? Talk faster. Tell
me what I want to hear, fat man.”

Satan hissed derisively. “The secret occult
empires are washed up and irrelevant– old
hat like you. We need to wrap this up soon.
He checked the pocket watch.”

“Just the money. He acts as broker to pass
on good finds to his clients. People that
know The Hand won’t go near it.”

“They fear you, Satan. You are too public.
You bring far too much heat. You preach the
eventual abdication of the human animal as
they do, but they worry your premature
actions will give humans the warning they
need.”

“He brings in experts like me to verify
authenticity on occult objects. He knew
nothing before, but he’s been approached by
people, dangerous people. He’s terrified. He
hid the hand somewhere. I instructed him
not tell me where he it.”

“You’re talking about cowardly old fools
standing on a pentagram in a masonic lodge
with hands up their asses.”

The two sat silent for a moment, each
turning over the situation in their mind.

“I dumped it on Yanni Sadyr. He’s a dealer
of rare antiquities, all black market, and a
known fence. He knows nothing of the
shadow conspiracies.”
“What’s his real game?”

“Why do you know him?”

“So there it is,” Doctor Satan said matter of
fact. “Your information matches my other
sources, so that counts for something.”

“No,” Karnak said quietly. “There are other
forces like Oberon Command that will not
allow such blatant use of sorcery.”

“Then let me go. I mean nothing.”

“I saw this movie before.”

“You are the one living person that knows
who I really am behind this mask. You are
the only person who can identify me. That is
not a plus, Professor Karnak. Do you take
bad news well?”

“The Yellow Hand of Satan will destroy
you. You can’t even use it. No human can
use it properly.”
Doctor Satan clucked at his own cleverness.
“I plan on cutting my arm off and grafting
the Yellow Hand to my stump. Others
lacked my sense of commitment. How did
you come to possess Satan’s Yellow Hand?
My time grows short. You need to talk to
me, Karnak.”

Doctor Satan pulled the trigger on the flame
gun, igniting a stream of chemical fire that
flew across the 3 foot gap between them,
setting Karnak’s upper body on fire. Karnak
burned hot. He screamed, and kept
screaming. A plume of flame rose up from
his body to the ceiling. Karnak’s body
flailed in desperation, one last mad spasm,
his obese frame trapped between seat and
table. A column of fire waved and trembled.
His skin burned off his upper body in
seconds, filling the compartment with the
smell of burning flesh. He screamed and
screamed
again.

There was a click from the flame gun, and a
small, flickering flame appeared at the end
of the nozzle. Karnak’s heart skipped a beat.
Karnak sang some more. “I don’t know.
Somebody dumped it on me. They mailed it
to me, first class postage rates with no return
address. I was dumfounded. I swear it's the
truth.”
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Before the inferno could consume the train
compartment, Doctor Satan ducked out,
removing his mask as he moved into the
corridor. Clarence Bratt joined him, rushing
down the corridor towards the exit at the end
of the train car.

Bratt opened the door at the end of the rail
car, and both men jumped off. Doctor Satan
checked his pocket watch, pulled out a flare
gun and fired twice into the air.
A mile away down the tracks, a man saw the
flares and flipped a switch on a detonator.
Four carefully placed sticks of TNT blew a
six foot stretch of track into the air. The train
was just two minutes away and nobody
knew to warn the train.

Concerned
passengers
ran
to
the
compartment to find out who was screaming
so horribly. A man tried the emergency
brake, but the wires of the car’s breaking
system were disabled.

The locomotive hit the broken track and
derailed, all eighteen cars. Survivors of the
accident said they could hear the screams of
the burning man in Car 24 for hours, as the
train car just sat on its side, going nowhere.
Most of the injured lay in the wreckage all
night long, as the emergency response
struggled with night conditions and a lack of
resources, out in
the
Connecticut
countryside. George Jackson, Pullman
Porter, suffered many bone fractures and a
severe concussion, laying there in the train
for about ten minutes before going into a
coma. As he passed out, he heard a man
screaming without end.

George Jackson, Pullman Porter, rushed up
towards the screams, and saw two men
racing down the narrow corridor away from
the scene of chaos in his direction. Jackson,
bold for a black man in a white train car,
grabbed the man, looked into his eyes, and
demanded, “What’s happening in there?”
The stranger in the hat and coat pointed
towards the screams. “There’s a man on fire
in 203. Hurry! The train’s in danger!”
Jackson rushed past the two men in the dark
overcoat to the scene. After he’d gone, Mr.

THE MAYOR SPEAKS OUT
Inside the darkened rotunda of City Hall,
New York’s most popular mayor waited for
his press secretary to announce him.

His voice was a bugle stuck on B flat ready
for a fight, deliberate but delivered with the
articulation of a small arms cannon laying
down covering fire. People ate it up because
he spoke to the concerns of families
everywhere.

On cue, New York's beloved mayor known
for ferocious energy approached the podium
like a compact motorcycle. Despite stepping
up on a small box, he still looked straight
into a bank of microphones, unable to see
the crowd of reporters.

“Ladies and Gentleman of the Press, I just
got off the telephone with President
Roosevelt.

Like a man in command, he pushed aside
microphones until his face was visible to the
assembled photographers. He waited for the
flashbulbs to have their way, his face
communicating a dour but resolute
expression.
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fathers, and their children. The Connecticut
Rail Authority is reporting over 600 dead
and injured.

to get it right. We’re in the middle of a
tragedy of epic proportions that just
happened a few hours ago, and any relevant
information to that effect will be distributed
to the press as effectively as possible. We
got time for a few more? OK. Down up
front.”

“Mr. Mayor”
The Mayor held up his hand. “I told the
president that New York City stands ready
to help its fellow citizens. Our heart goes out
to the victims and their families, and we
pledge the considerable resources to help in
any way we can. The safety of the rails is
sacrosanct.”

“Mr. Mayor, Won’t FBI and NYPD
animosity due to the Killer Tolson incident
prevent police and G-Men from working
together? Sounds optimistic.”
“Don't characterize my statement, Mr.
Tibold, that's cheap journalism.”

I also offered any law enforcement resources
necessary to properly investigate the
incident. The New York Police Department
stands ready to work arm in arm with New
Jersey and Connecticut, and the Federal
Bureau of Investigation. There shall be no
talk of jurisdictional impediments in
Hartford. Your government works for you,
and I work for you. That’s why I am here.
That's my prepared remarks, now I can take
a few questions….. you in the front..

“Your Honor, I...”
“And I don't know who you talk to, but I
talk to the Police Commissioner of New
York City, and the Police Chief of New
York City, and all the rank and file officers
on the force that impress me greatly with
their daily acts of courage.”
“Mr. Mayor, ?”

Mr. Mayor, did the president characterize
the train derailment as a terroristic act?

“J. Edgar Hoover is a good egg. The NYPD
and FBI work together on several special
investigations, targeting political agitators,
espionage, and agent provocateurs. Don't
sell a New Yorker short on teamwork fellas,
OK, that's all for now. Thanks guys.

“I'm not sure what the relevant statue is for
‘terroristic acts.’ For now we're leaving it to
J. Edgar Hoover's FBI Crime Lab to look at
the scientific evidence first.”
So did the president characterize the train
derailment as

Mr. Mayor!
Mr. Mayor!
Mr. Mayor!

sorry frank, have to get everyone, over there
in the blue...

Little footsteps shuffled off like a mini
freight train, the center of a moving
hurricane made up of staffers in the inner
circle and reporters blowing away on the
periphery. Stopped short by the elevator, the
reporters still took advantage of the last
chance to shout questions. The Mayor
waved goodbye to the press as the doors slid
closed.

“Mr. Mayor, we have comments on
background from transit officials in other
states, reflecting years of deep distrust
“Just ask your question, its late Chris.”
“Well, they are saying New Yorkers are
outside of their jurisdiction. Any comment?”

The Mayor’s press secretary stepped
forward with a message. "Oh, I forget to tell
you sir, the new large donor for the Boys

“Chris, I never said New York was taking
over. Careful boys, your readers rely on you
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and Girls Club got in touch with us. He has
a big donation, but he wants to me you
personally."

The Mayor was clear. “President Roosevelt
told me on the telephone when he gave me
the news this evening. They received a note
that claimed responsibility. Hoover says it’s
authentic.”
The Archbiship looked faint. “You mean…”

Well, put it on my calendar, but not for a
week or two. This thing may take a while to
blow over. What's the donor's name?
"Clarence Bratt. He runs a restaurant chain
called “Amityville Eats." It’s big in New
Jersey.

“Doctor Satan.”
TRANSCRIPT FROM TELEPHONE
LINE TAPPED BY DOCTOR SATAN

“OK, noted. Keep me posted.” He charge
through the outer office into the inner office.
Four people were strategizing in the corner,
so he looked up at them and said, “Thanks,
guys. Gives us the room.” A third of the two
dozen people split off and joined the mayor
in the inner office. The doors closed.

2 AM – Night of the Train Disaster
•

(telephone rings)

The mayor walked over to a gaudy portrait
of Jimmy Walker. He was joined by the
Police Commissioner, the Police Chief, the
Mayor’s chief-of-staff, and the Archbishop
who walked over from St. Patrick’s
Cathedral with his chief aide. Twelve
affluent and powerful men who knew Ascott
Keane also attended, very quietly.

(man’s voice) Hello?
Hello, Bob? It’s me, your dear Aunt
Clara! How’s your mom?
High as a kite, I suppose. Hey, who is
this?
It’s me, Bob! Your dear old Aunt
Clara, sister to your mother’s love, oh
Bob your mother loves you so much

The mayor flipped open the painting to
reveal a safe hidden in the wall. He told the
group, “Mayor Walker used this for
contraband, right here in the office of the
people’s mayor.” The Archbishop crossed
himself and prayed for Walker’s many 42nd
street women.

Can
you
turn
down
your
phonograph? I can barely hear you!
Oh I can never find the switch that
does that, besides, its just one song,
and I need it right now Bob, you have
no idea what happened to me
tonight….

As the mayor opened the safe, he explained.
“For several years, a war was fought in the
shadows, but now that shadow war is a hot
one. Several months ago I was named the
executor of Ascott Keane’s will. This was
our shadow warrior on our side. He left me a
list of names, to act as Board of Trustees for
his Park Avenue penthouse and its library,
the greatest ammunition we have to fight the
real
mastermind
behind
the
train
derailment.”

Get to the punch line, Aunt Clara.
What time is it?
Oh Bob! I was robbed! At gunpoint, I
think.
You think?
Well it looked like a gun before I
passed out. Bob! I need you on the
case!

“We know who derailed the train?” asked
the Chief of Police.
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OK, slow down, what are you talking
about?

He kind of faded up from the
shadows. He was pointing some sort
of gun at me…but, oh you’ll think I’m
crazy.

Well I was at Madame Saturn’s that
evening and having a lovely time I
might add. So then Yanni caused a
scene, we had a spat so I went home
early.

What?
It was a deathray, Bob! A deathray!
The moon man pointed a deathray at
your dear old Aunt Clara!

So who robbed you?
Gimme a minute! I took a taxi home,
and walked in on a cat burglar in the
parlor! A vicious cat burgler, can you
imagine? He invaded my home!!

Well you ain’t dead. What happened
to the deathray?
Well if I recall correctly, he raised his
other hand, palm outwards, then said
“sleep now” then I passed out.

Did he threaten you?
Well he frightened me! He was
covered all in black, with some sort of
fishbowl on his head, a fishbowl!
What does that mean, Bob? I’m a rich
widow. This is your beat, not mine,
dear.

That’s a dodgy description
hypnotism, Aunt Clara.

Of course I know that! I used to open
for the Great Mesmer on vaudeville.
The whole act was mind control. But
don’t ask me to explain this guy in
the fishbowl. He creeped me out, Bob.

Are you saying you got robbed by the
Moon Man?

Are you hurt?

Yes! How can I face society and know
what to say after something like
this? I expect the press to be camped
out at my door any minute. Oh what
will I say when all the cameras are
taking my picture?

Apparently I did a header into the
coffee table when passed out. Ouch.
Did not feel a think until I woke up.
But now, Ouch! It hurts, Bob!
What did the police say?

Did you confront him?

About the turmoil in my life?

Well, the parlour, was dark. I didn’t
notice him at first, but I heard that
sound they talk about, like a snorkel
full of … hissing and fluid. I may faint,
Bob.

No! About the robbery!
They said I just fainted from fright.
They said these days second story
men like to dress up like the Moon
Man to frighten their victims and
make people think they’re Robin
Hood or something. Ha!

Right now?
Gimme a minute, nephew. Where was
I? Oh! I turned and suddenly he was
there – I swear he just… well, this
seems crazy but

You lose anything?
Stocks, bonds, cash in the thousands,
and precious jewelry that will never
be replaced ever. Yes, I’ve been
consulting Doctor Bourbon all night.

Hit me.
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And also, and a few items Dimitri was
keeping in the safe.

Train derailment?
Didn’t you hear? It’s on the radio, all
stations. Yanni said He it was all
because of Doctor Satan. Right here
in my home, Bob!

What kind of items?
Oh I dunno. Something to do with his
business. He sells. Oh I dunno what
he sells, but he says its lots of money
and very hush hush. Oh. The
bourbon. Feels good.

Doctor Satan?
No! Maybe! Oh I have no idea. Yanni
isn’t telling me anything. I need my
own eyes and ears, And I trust you
because you’re family, when I was
just a little girl on the lower east side
like your mother, with big Manhattan
dreams. What do you say, Bobbie?
Gonna help out your old Aunt Clara?

Anything else?
I might have lost the deed to the
house in New Hampshire, too, but the
lawyer says don’t worry.
So what do you need me for?

Well, that’s hourly, plus expenses. I
bill at the Pinkerton rate. You OK
with that?

Dimitri is beside himself with anger
and fear, he’s really worked up, Bob!
I’m scared! He’s talking some
dangerous
talk.

Yes! Absolutely. Come by the
penthouse
tomorrow
and
my
business manager can work out the
details. Oh! I almost forgot! The
police commissioner stopped by the
crime scene at my apartment. He
said you should call the mayor.

Are you too still…
Oh I know I know, I’ve heard it from
all the girls, he’s a parasite, a user,
lives off his woman, blah blah blah.
Well, Aunt Clara. We have also had
this conversation.

This whole thing stinks. The mayor
only wants to talk to me when there’s
a big mess to clean up.

Yanni doesn’t bring his work home,
just like my dear departed Arnold.
Yeah, gunned
mobsters.

down

by

You’re a public servant, Bob!

fellow

And I’m a little drunk right now, I
gotta go pass out. Lemme call you up
in the morning. Love you Aunt Clara.

Don’t you be judgmental too, Bob
Wayne! I won’t have it!

Love you Bob!!

OK, down girl. He’s been investigated
for antiquities fraud and robbery of
national treasures, y’know. He
traffics in illegal items. You ever
consider that?

(TRANSCRIPT ENDS HERE)
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He said he’s mixed up, peripherally,
with the people responsible for train
derailment in Connecticut.
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