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The all-female commune was
run by a movement that called itself The Angels of Love, but as far
as Larry Kent could see, there wasn’t much love around. The place
was cut off from the rest of the world by a nine-foot chain link
fence, and the perimeter was patrolled twenty-four hours a day by
rifle-wielding guards and vicious attack dogs.

Larry’s assignment was to
rescue eighteen year-old Ann Brady from the commune’s clutches. It
was a tall order, but Larry was prepared to risk everything to
return the girl to the safety of her widowed father. Besides, he
had his own score to settle with the commune’s boss-lady—the
so-called White Angel of Love.

Too bad he didn’t realize she
also had a score to settle with him …
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Chapter 1 ... strange people ...

 


There are more weirdos in our
society than Horatio ever dreamed about. Until about seven months
ago four or five of them would gather each Sunday night in the main
studio of Channel 10 in New York City to participate in a two-hour
television
show called “Strange People.” Most of the guests on the show were
phonies, some were simply crackpots; almost all, it seems to me in
the five or six telecasts I watched, appeared to be ripe candidates
for the Nut Farm.

If anyone had told me I’d
appear as a guest on “Strange People,” I’d have said he or she was
crazy. But I hadn’t reckoned on Monty Walsh, a little
pepper pot of a man
who went in for wild suits and ties that didn’t match. The first
time I saw Monty was in Vietnam. I was a captain in charge of a
Special Missions unit and Monty was a private transferred from the
infantry because he was a genius at hunting—and finding—the enemy
on lone night missions. Monty kept a souvenir for every Vietcong
soldier he killed; wrist watches, rings and so on. I switched
Monty’s tactics. Instead of sending him out to kill the enemy at
night, I had him pinpoint enemy positions. Every once in a while I
got him to bring in a prisoner. His crowning achievement was the
capture of a Vietcong general. He was awarded the Distinguished
Service Cross for that one. Then, only a few days before Monty
returned to the States, his tour of duty over, he saved my
life.

Because I was the C.O. and my unit was
giving the enemy hell, the Vietcong put a price on my life. In
gold. One night a Vietcong commando sneaked through our guards
during a torrential downpour and bellied his way to my tent. He
knew exactly where to find me, so obviously one of our South
Vietnamese “comrades” was a spy. The Vietcong soldier was standing
beside my cot, raising my mosquito net with his left hand so he
could cut off my head with the machete in his right, when Monty put
his razor-sharp, needle-pointed bayonet knife through the guy’s
neck. I was awakened by the thud of the body on the wooden floor of
the tent. Monty snapped on the light and grinned at me.

“You owe me one, Cap,” he
said.

Now, all these years later, on a
wickedly cold morning in December, Monty came to my office to
collect.

At first I didn’t
recognize him. The
Monty I knew had lost every hair on his head. The guy who stood
near my office door had what looked like a dead brown rat on his
dome.

“Hiya, Cap,” he said, then
he grinned, displaying slivers of teeth with wide spaces between
them, and I knew he was Monty Walsh. “Didn’t figure it was me, did
you?” He patted the brown monstrosity. “Whaddya think of the rug,
huh?”

“Amazing,” I said. Well,
it was.

We shook hands over my
desk.

“Good to see you,
Cap.”

“Same here,” I said. “What
are you doing in New York, Monty?”

“I live here,
Cap.”

“I thought you lived in
Seattle.”

“Did until a couple of
weeks ago. Flew here to take a big job in television.”

“Which
channel?”

“Ten. The production
side.”

“What kind of shows are
you working on?”

“They’ve only got one real
show, Cap. They sold it to over a hundred TV stations here in the
States. I’m the assistant producer on ‘Strange People’.”

“Congratulations,” I said.
“Take off your coat, Monty. Sit down.”

His bright yellow overcoat was
decorated with brown and yellow squares. But more was to come. He
whipped off the coat and I was all but blinded by the brightness of
his suit. Every primary color was represented plus at least a dozen
mixtures and various shades. The design on his tie was that of the
solar system. Each planet had a different color. The sun was a
violent red. All this against a pink background. Monty draped his
coat over the back of my red client chair and pulled at his suit
lapels before sitting down.

“Whaddya think of the
outfit, huh?”

“It’s really something,” I
said.

He turned on his grin. “In the
TV business you’ve gotta let ’em know who’s comin’. Not like in Nam. You
didn’t want to let somebody see you comin’ over there. You ever
think about Nam, Cap?”

“Not if I can help
it.”

He nodded, and suddenly
I realized
what he reminded me of: a well-fed weasel. “Yeah,” he said. “You
didn’t like that war much, did you Cap? Not like I did.” He
laughed, sounding like Australia’s kookaburra. “Remember that night
when the geek tried to lob off your nut?”

“I certainly
do.”

“By the way, I got a medal
for that. Thanks for puttin’ me in for it.”

“I recommended you for the
Silver Star, Monty. Sorry they broke it down to a Bronze
Star.”

“I ain’t. I already had a
Silver Star. I’d’ve had to put on one of them gold leaf clusters.
This way I got another medal and ribbon. You got anything to drink
here, Cap?”

I produced a bottle of scotch and two
glasses from a desk drawer. “The usual way, Monty?”

“Yep. Straight in the
glass. No ice, no nothin’. You got a good memory, Cap.”

I smiled. “Watching you drink booze,
Monty, is something a man doesn’t forget.” I poured four fingers
into his glass and two into mine. We clinked the glasses together.
“The best of luck to you, Monty.”

He made two fingers of neat
scotch disappear, smacked his lips. “Luck, Cap? The way I see it, a
man makes his own luck. Like that night in Nam when I saved your
life. I figured that’d come in handy someday—and I’m not talkin’
about that medal I got. Medals. Hell, people didn’t give a damn how much
fruit salad was pinned to your chest, not if you were a Nam
veteran. They treated us like animals, Cap.”

I looked down at my drink. “It wasn’t
the best of wars, Monty.”

“Look at me,
Cap.”

I lifted my gaze. His small dark eyes
bored into mine.

“Remember what I said
right after I put my bayonet knife into that geek’s back,
Cap?”

“I remember,
Monty.”

“I said you owed me
one.”

“How much money do you
need, Monty?”

He shook his head slowly. “I never
took money from an officer.”

“Hell, Monty, I’m no
longer an officer, just as you’re not an enlisted man.”

“I ended up a private,
Cap.”

“I put you in for sergeant
the same time I recommended you for the Silver Star.”

He half-smiled. “Yeah. Matter of fact,
they gave me three stripes along with the Bronze Star. I sewed on
the stripes and that night I went out and beat the hell out of
three MPs. One was an officer. A couple of days later I was a
private again.”

“What are you trying to
say, Monty?”

“Just this, Cap. When I
said you owed me one I didn’t mean a medal and I didn’t mean three
stripes.”

“What did you mean?”

He finished his drink.

“Help yourself,” I
said.

He reached out to pour more
scotch into his glass. “What did I mean? Well, Cap, I’m gettin’ to
that. Y’see, even though us Nam vets didn’t get the red carpet laid
out for us, I was a big hero in Seattle. How many privates get out
of a war with eight major decorations? Do you know’ that I get ten
bucks a month for the Distinguished Service Cross? The only higher
decoration is the Congressional Medal of Honor.”

“I know,” I
said.

“Anyhow, my congressman
was runnin’ for re-election and he wanted the veterans’ vote. He
said he’d get me a good job if I helped him, so I did. Well, he got
in and he kept his promise. I was hired by WLKV, a small TV
station. My job was to produce an afternoon show for kids. The
money wasn’t bad but I knew damn well I wasn’t gonna get anywhere.
Then WLKV bought ‘Strange People’ and it went to the top of the
ratings. I wrote a letter to Eloise Majors, the MC of ‘Strange
People’ here in New York. I told her how I saved your life in
Nam.”

“Why’d you do that,
Monty?”

“Because Eloise Majors
sent a promo letter to WLKV before she sold the station her show.
In the letter she said she was gonna try to get some big-name
people on the show who weren’t kooks and weirdos. There were ten
people on that list and you were one of ’em. She phoned me back and
said that Channel Ten would give me a job as assistant producer on
a try-out basis. If I got you on the show inside of two months,
they’d make me a full producer and give me a two-year contract. So
I’m here, Cap, askin’ you to prove to me that you’re really
grateful that I saved your life.”

I lit a cigarette. “You sure make it
tough on a guy, Monty.”

“All you have to do is
talk to Eloise in front of cameras for maybe fifteen
minutes.”

“The problem is, what will
she want to talk about?”

“Why should you
care?”

“I care because I’ve been
involved in some touchy business since the last time I saw you.
There are some questions she may ask that I just can’t
answer.”

“So push her off. I always
said you were the smartest officer I ever served under.”

“You’re
shoving me into a corner, Monty.”

He sipped scotch. “Cap, you
were in a real corner when that Vietcong lifted his machete.”

“All right,” I said.
“You’re calling in your debt.”

“Right.”

“Will she give me a list
of the questions she might ask?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s
not that kind of a show. You never know what’s gonna happen on
‘Strange People.’ That’s why it’s so popular. Outside of the news,
it’s one of the few ‘live’ shows left on TV.
Well, what’s your
answer, Cap? If it’s ‘no’, I’ll go straight back to
Seattle.”

“When will I have to
appear?”

“This Sunday.”

I let out a long sigh. “I always pay
my debts, Monty.”

He grinned. “Thanks, Cap. I guarantee
it—you’ll be a sensation!”

The next day, a lawyer from Channel 10
appeared at my office with a contract. There were thousands of
words that didn’t say much. I would be paid $350, but only if I
completed my segment of the show. The station would not be liable
if a member of the audience attacked me. The station was insured,
but I could not sue for above the amount paid by the insurance
company if I fell down and injured myself. I was to appear at
Channel 10 no later than ten-thirty on Sunday night. The suit I
wore had to be dark, and my shirt had to be light blue.

I arrived at Channel 10 at
10.25. A
tall blonde whose breasts seemed about to explode from her
lime-green evening dress escorted me to a small room that contained
two chrome and plastic chairs and a table of the same breed piled
with magazines. The girl with the about-to-explode mammaries
informed me that guests were not permitted to talk to each other
before the show and that I would soon be visited by someone from
the production staff. If I were lucky, she added with a smile
loaded with promise, I would be briefed by none other than Eloise
Majors herself.

As it turned out, however, it was
Monty who visited me in my cell. “Did you see our ads in the papers
for tonight’s show?” he asked.

“I was told about them,” I
said. “At least a dozen friends phoned and said I had to be crazy
to appear on ‘Strange People’.”

Monty laughed. “Jealousy, Cap,
jealousy.” Then: “Look. Eloise wanted to have a warm-up talk with
you, but she decided it would be best if you met for the first time
in front of the cameras. I can’t tell you how excited she is about
you appearing on the show.”

“Don’t try,” I
said.

He laughed again and it sounded phony.
“Let me tell you how it’s gonna work, Cap. Eloise is gonna tease
the audience about you. Just before every station break she’s gonna
tell the audience that you’ll be appearin’ on the show.”

“Translate that into
time,” I said. “How long will I have to sit in this cell before I’m
called out?”

“Not long, Cap. An hour or
so. Read a magazine.”

“National
Geographic?”

“Why not? The
best boobs you’ll ever see are in National Geographic.
Just relax, Cap.
Everything’s gonna be all right. I’ve gotta go now. The show’s
about ready to start.”

Monty left the cubicle. More than an
hour passed before there was a rapping on the door. The door opened
before I could say a word. The plump, moon-faced creature who stood
before me wore a shocking pink shirt and a violent crimson cravat.
He smiled, showing teeth that must have cost him at least five
thousand.

“Mr.
Kent, I am Dudley Alperson, director-producer of ‘Strange People’.”
He closed the door behind him and looked at his watch. “In a bit
less than three minutes, Eloise will be taking a break for a few
commercials. She would like to thank you before the cameras
start.”

He gave me a limp hand.

“Pleased to
meet you,” I said.

“I can’t tell
you how pleased we are to have you on the
show.”

“Monty Walsh talked me into it,”
I said.

“A good man,
Monty. A bit ... crude, of course, but I think he’ll go far in this
business. I understand that Monty saved your life in
Vietnam.”

“If it wasn’t for that,” I
said, “Monty wouldn’t have had a chance of talking me into being
here.”

Alperson made a sour face.
“What do you have against ‘Strange People’, Mr. Kent?”

“The fact that some very
strange people appear on the show. In a few minutes I’ll be joining
their ranks.”

“But you’ll be getting
great exposure. Do you know how many people watch us?”

“Don’t tell
me.”

“Over forty million. Not
all see it ‘live’, of course. We send the tapes out to more than a
hundred stations here in the States and six overseas. About four
million in the metropolitan area will be

































































cover.jpg





tmp_dad303bf4b86d8d3c216ed03322b5741_sCiSiY_html_2a1b54f9.jpg
PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING





tmp_dad303bf4b86d8d3c216ed03322b5741_sCiSiY_html_2dd81199.jpg
Don Haring

LARRY KENT, DETECTIVE
IN

THE
WEIEDOS






