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Dedication

“Leadfoot Lil ” 

The  only  one  ever  to  have  shut  down  the 

Little Old Lady, at 9:47-:50 PM on Colorado 

Boulevard,  Pasadena,  April  21,  1972,  in  her 

1970 “Mark Donohue” AMC Javelin SST. 
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Preface: Spectres at the Sunset Grill

Let’s go down to the Sunset Grill, 

Watch the working girls go by, 

Watch the basket people walk around and mumble, 

Gaze out at the auburn sky. 

Maybe we’ll leave come springtime. 

Meanwhile, have another beer. 

What would we do without all these jerks anyway? 

And besides, all our friends are here. 

- Don Henley,  Sunset Grill (1984)

Today’s  Hollywood  tourists  looking  for  the 

Sunset Grill will be thrilled to find it at 7439  Sunset 

Boulevard: a lavish, upscale restaurant with a trendy 

menu and, of course, Henley CDs at the cashier. 
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What  they   don’t  know   is  that  the  sidewalk 

counter known to Don and legions of hookers, cops, 

UCLA students, and Broken Dreamers  is  “vanished 

into  thin  air”  -  sold  by   its  legendary   host  Joe 

Froehlich  in  1997   after  a  40-year   run,  thence 

demolished. 

Back  in  the  1960s,  as  a  budgetmindful  UCSB 

student often driving down to UCLA for its library, I 

munched many  a burger at the Grill, and yes, struck 

up  many  momentary  friendships.  It  was  just  that 

kind of place:

This  is  also  that  kind  of  book:  nostalgia, 

eccentricity, ghosts, mind-cobwebs. It may  interest, 

perhaps  amuse  you  simply  as  casual  conversation 

over  after-dinner  coffee.  During  the  last  couple  of 

years I’ve been on a binge of serious, scholarly  books 

-  even stories reflecting my  Lovecrafty  penchant for 

entangling unbelievable fact with believable fiction. 

Admirers  &  alarmists  alike  have  occasionally 

wondered  whether,  darkly   concealed  behind  my 

professional  &  academic   persona  of  exemplary 

stability   and  rationality,  there  lurks  a  Phibesian 
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psychotic  indulging,  nay   driven  by   depraved 

dementia. Wonder no longer: I’m a lifelong car nut. 

It all began over fifty  years ago  in 1964. After an 

unremarkable  Eisenhower-childhood  in  which  cars 

were  mere  transportation utilities,  I  had  just  been 

elected National Secretary  of the Eagle Scout Honor 

Society,  the  Knights  of  Dunamis.  There  was  a 

National  Board  meeting  in  San  Mateo,  California, 

and the new National Commander, Robert S. Ballou, 

picked  me  up  at  the  airport  -  in  a  small  white 

Pontiac with the three  letters  G  T O on its  grille  & 

flanks. 

“What’s  a  GTO?”  I  asked  Bob  as  we  cruised 

slowly   onto  the  Highway   101   onramp.  “This,”  he 

said, and stomped the gas pedal to the floor. 

Two  things  immediately   happened:  Under   the 

hood  three  double-barreled  carburetors  all  opened 

at once, and my  skeleton made a determined effort 

to push its way out the back of my body. 

“Oooh,  goodness  gracious!” 1   I  said  when  the 

airblast slowed enough for me to breathe some of it. 

The rest, as they say, is history: this history. 

In  his   The  Compleat  Witch,  Anton  Szandor 

LaVey  observed that a man’s personality  is  revealed 

by   what’s  in  his  garage.  That  may   no  longer  be 

definitive  for  the  “Internet  &  anti-fossil  fuel”  kids, 

but he arguably  had a point with regard to his  own, 

Great  Depression-era  and  my   own  postwar 

“Boomers” generations. Anton’s  collection included 

a rare  1937  “coffin-nose” Cord, a Cadillac hearse, a 

black Buick Limited limousine, a skyblue Jaguar 4.2 

litre  sedan,  and  the  ultimate  “penis  car”:  an 

Oldsmobile  Toronado.  Whenever  he  visited  me  in 

1 O.K., so  that’s not exactly  what I said, but this book is rated 

PG-13. 
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St. Louis  and  Santa Barbara, he enjoyed  taking my 

latest toys for a high-velocity spin. 

But this  book is  not merely  an old attic toybox. 

Each  acquisition  responded  to  a  situation  and/or 

state of  mind, either personal or “out there” in the 

World  of  Horrors.  Each  car  provided  power, 

protection, or  some subconscious magical key. Some 

factors I recognized at the time; others may  lurch to 

the surface for the first time in these pages. 

The  reader will doubtless  notice  that these  cars 

are  not  only  unusual  and  exotic,  but  also  sticker-

shocking.  Nevertheless  one  of  my   habits  was  to 

search  for  and  find  the  “exceptional”  opportunity, 

even  if  it  meant  waiting  a  year  or   longer   for  a 

vehicle. Hence  there  is  no  methodical  order to  the 

sequence  herein,  and  in several  cases  just  a quick 

reaction to a surprise opportunity. Overall I  neither 

made  nor  lost  significant  amounts  of  money;  but 

then again these were never “ulterior investments”. 

Finally, as will also become evident herein in due 

course, this  is  a “closed  history”.  The  deterioration 

of  my  bodily  health,  and  particularly  my  eyesight, 

has  brought the  gavel down. This  does  not give me 

cause  for  despondence.  Had  I  denied  or   delayed 

these fantasies and adventures until it was too  late, 

it would be a different story. Happily  that was never 

the case. So hang on tight - here we go! 
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Introduction: “High Octane” 

- by Don Webb

Adventurers  along  the  Left-Hand  Path  have  a 

reputation   for   unexpected  contrariness.  We’re 

observed concentrating on one thing, only  to veer off 

elsewherish  for   maddeningly-obscure  reasons. 

When invited to Introduce Baron2 Dr. 3 Col. 4 Michael Aquino, arguably  the greatest Black Magician of  his 

generation and  reciprocal Teacher of my  Teacher, I 

decided to write about my  uncle instead, then about 

the  Runes  for   awhile.  Then,  if  I  have  space  left, 

perhaps a word or two about Aquino. 

My   uncle  Oliver  Scot  was  a  distinguished 

employee  of  the  Southwestern  Public  Service 

Company  in Amarillo, Texas. He was a World War  II 

veteran who saw  action in the Pacific Theater. When 

he left home for the War, he had black hair; when he 

returned, it had turned white. 

We kids  were told  not to  ask about the War, so 

we didn’t. 

2   Yes, he is the 13th Baron  of Rachane, as recognized by HM 

The Queen’s representative in Scotland, the Lord Lyon  King of 

Arms, Court of the Lord Lyon, Edinburgh. 

3   Yes,  he  received  the  Ph.D.  in   Political  Science  from   the 

University of California, Santa Barbara in 1980. 

4   Yes, he  is a  Lt. Colonel, U.S. Army  (Ret.) in Special  Forces, 

Political-Military Affairs, Human & Space Intelligence, etc. 
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Here’s  what I  discovered Uncle Oliver could do: 

anyeverything. He could build a  wall, install a toilet, 

wire an entire house. One of my  earliest memories - 

I  was  only   3   -  was  of  his  constructing  an  entire 

storage room in our attic for my mother. 

He had one great love: fishing. Over  the decades 

he  determinedly  saved, always  taking advantage  of 

overtime,  towards  his  dream  of  creating  a  fishing 

camp. Shortly  before  he  retired  in 1981, he  bought 

two  lakefront parcels  in the town of Lake Palestine. 

There he proceeded to build a beautiful house with a 

bold,  strong  dock  from  which  to  fish.  The  entire 

estate was magnificent. 

The week before the party  he’d been planning to 

unveil his masterpiece to family  and friends, he kept 

the doctor’s appointment he’d been procrastinating - 

and  learned that his  body  was  riddled  with stage-4 

cancer - which  had not yet become painful, but soon 

would.  His  remaining  days  were  consumed  as 

though  on fire, finally  releasing him  in 1983. But he 

had  lived  in  his  earthly  paradise  for  two  precious 

months; he had heroically not wasted one minute. 
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Curiously  during  the  chemotherapy  ordeal,  his 

hair   had  turned  brown  and  curly,  as  though  to 

emphasize his Protestant work-ethic. 

Today  I  know  of  no  one who  works harder  than 

Michel  Aquino,  though  I  don’t  think  he’s  a 

Protestant. He  has  consistently, quietly  generated a 

stream of thoughtful works  on a variety  of subjects 

while  simultaneously   juggling  the  demands  of 

academia,  the  military,  and  an  ancient/future 

initiatory religious institution. 

Somewhere  amidst  all  this,  he  inspired  me  to 

read  Marcus  Aurelius’   Meditations.  Blackmagic-

contrarily   he  also  introduced  me  to  Forrest  J5 

Ackerman: the legendary  “Mr. Science Fiction” who 

gave  us  “sci-fi”,  “egoboo”, and  10 puns  per  day  to 

make us laugh - though as I recall, no pun in ten did. 

Nevertheless  our  workaholic  Baron  also 

cherished  love  -  indeed  two  of  them.  This  book  is 

about one  of  these and  Dedicated  to  the  other: the 

5  No  period! Ever! Unless you  want to  be consumed horribly 

by   shoggoths  lingering  beneath   the  Ackermansion  at  3495 

Glendower in Hollywood for just such blasphemous outrages. 
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Much  Honoured  Baroness  Lilith  of  Rachane6,  aka 

“Leadfoot Lil”, the other Terror of Highway #101. 

Lovecraftians  know all  to  well that, beneath his 

almost-human  externalities,  Wilbur   Whateley  was 

finally  exposed as a tentacled protoplasmonstrosity. 

What  Michael  Aquino’s  latest  book  -  thus  no  less 

damnable  than  the  dread   Necronomicon  -  now 

reveals is an even more shocking truth: that beneath 

the  serene  semblance  of  my  revered  mentor  lurks 

the  slavering  soul  of  none  other  than  Ed  “Big 

Daddy” Roth’s infamous:

But,  as  one  might  expect,  not  your  average 

asphalt  abomination.  In  these  pages  you’ll  be 

reading  about  some  very   rare,  peculiar,  and 

expensive  automobiles  -  but  also  about  some  war 

wagons, jungle jalopies, Earthly  & space speedsters, 

and  perchance  some  interstellar/interdimensional 

inventions as well. 

As often as not these chapters careen crazily  “off-

road” into  the bumpy  backtrails  of  time and  space. 

6 as she would be formally announced at Buckingham Palace or 

Hollyrood House, the royal residence in Edinburgh. 









- 19 -

Clearly  when Michael got behind the wheel of one of 

his  cars,  it  was  never  “just  a  drive  to  the  corner 

grocery”. I daresay  what we’ve stumbled onto here is 

a  real-life  Calvin in his  “Spaceman Spiff” identity: 

heroically  trying to  escape  the  slavering, slobbering 

alien  Zorgs  before  they  turn  into  the  exasperated 

teacher  Miss  Wormwood  &  the  principal,  and  his 

snazzy starfighter an old wooden classroom desk. 

Michael’s  dad, Michael  Sr., was  like  my  uncle a 

World War  II  combat veteran, with a Purple  Heart 

California  license  plate  on   his  car,  for  wounds  in 

action [in his case in Europe]. 

Michael  (Jr.)  either   didn’t  learn  or  didn’t  care 

that well-to-do  White boys  get to  stay  out of  wars. 

When I  met Michael Sr., he talked about Jr.’s being 
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a  war   hero  with  a   chestful  of  medals,  and  their 

intergenerational love of cats. Both Michaels’ homes 

have  always  been  cathouses7   as  well  as  human 

habitats. 

If “Indulgence Instead of Abstinence” was Anton 

LaVey’s motto for the Church of Satan, then Michael 

the  car-collector   took  him   at  his  word  here.  And 

that. gentle reader, is magic. Since I  succeeded him 

as  High Priest of  Set, you might wonder whether I 

shared this passion too? Not in the least: I’m  a Texas 

boy, and my  wheels-0f-choice was an ’82 Chevy  half-

ton pickup. I hauled books and bookshelves for  just 

about  every  sci-fi  -  thanks,  EEEE8   -  aficionado  in 

this  state  -  and, in case  you haven’t  noticed,  it’s  a 

rather big state. 9

One of the things  I  really  liked about that truck 

was  that you could  work  on it yourself. You didn’t 

have  to  hook it  up  to  a computer to  learn that the 

alternator  was  on  fire.  Smoke  and  flames  were 

coming  out  from  under  the  hood.  You  popped  it 

open. Yup, the alternator was on fire, all right. 

It’s  amazing  how  if  you  have  a  pickup  truck 

everybody   suddenly   wants  to  be  your  friend.  I 

pulled  friends  out  of  snow-filled  ditches  during 

freezing  Panhandle  winters.  I  saved  lives  with that 

truck.  If  there’s  a  Truck  Heaven,  she’s  earned  a 

reserved parking-space. 

Michael  and  I  do  see  eye-to-eye  on  one’s 

conveyance  being  a  mystical  extension  of  oneself. 

Our mutual friend Dr. Stephen Edred Flowers, who 

7 of the  Arkte kind! 

8 “Forry”, get it? 

9   In 1956  Rock  Hudson,  Dame  Elizabeth Taylor (DBE),  and 

James  Dean   [posthumously]  made  a  movie  about  Texas.  It 

wasn’t titled  Midget. 
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reclaimed the 24  Runes of the  Elder Futhark, points 

out that the 19th Rune,  Ehwaz, is the “Horse Rune”. 

As such it was the Rune of trust between a man and 

his  steed.  It  symbolized  Odhinn  and  Sleepnir,  the 

amazing 8-legged horse. With the right steed a  man 

can  do  two  things:  go  into  strange  &  dangerous 

realms  in  search  of  the  unknown,  and  -  more 

importantly - impress your girlfriend. 

For  modern Americans  the  car has  become  the 

horse.  Madison  Avenue,  television,  &  movies  have 

made and remade this myth countless times. So this 

book is a mythology: the saga of one magician’s in-

car-nation. 

In the  “occult subculture” masters  of  magic are 

seldom   anything  else;  it  is  a  stable  of  one-trick 

ponies. But Michael’s more of a “Renaissance man”  , 

with  interests  from  Scouting  to  Art  Deco  to 

successful  legislation  outlawing  “live  animal”  food 

markets  in  California.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  he’s  a 

sound scholar of both  the exo- & esoteric; he stands 

up  for his  friends, both human  &  animal;  and  he’s 

pretty good at being visionary. 

It was 1983, and in the aftermath of losing  both 

my  father  and  uncle,  I  set  out  on  a  sci-fi  writing 

career while a student at the University of Texas. 

I  decided  to  take  a  break  and  visit  Carlsbad 

Caverns in New Mexico. Cruising along the highway 

in  my  truck,  I  was  passed  by  a black Cadillac  with 

“666” plates -  the driver  a man with a widow’s peak, 

his  passenger  a  raven-haired  beauty.  They  smiled, 

waved, and disappeared into the distance. 

After returning to Austin I related the incident to 

a few  friends, and  someone mentioned the Aquinos 

and  their   car-fondness.  Six  years  later,  when  I 

decided  to  join  the  Temple  of  Set,  I  recalled  that 

incident and took it as a favorable omen. 
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When  I  recounted  this  to  Michael,  however, he 

said that on that date he’d been in Germany, visiting 

the  Wewelsburg Castle  in  Westphalia.  And  at  that 

point in time he’d  owned  a Lincoln, not a Cadillac. 

So  my   mysterious  encounter  remained  “in  the 

Twilight Zone”. 

But  one  mystery   had  been  solved.  I’d  been 

writing a column for   Brimstone under the byline of 

“Uncle  Setnakt”,  and  Michael’s  next  words  to  me 

were that he’d  just realized  who  “Setnakt” was;  his 

eyetwinkle indicated that it was good! 

There  are  precious  few  occasions  in  one’s  life 

when  one  senses  an  adventure  is  starting;  for  me 

this remains one of the best. 

And  while  I  may  not have  encountered  Michael 

Aquino  on that dark highway  those many  years ago, 

I  have a pretty  good  idea where I’ll find him in the 

far future:  with Uncle  Oliver, out at the  end of  his 

dock,  as  they   enjoy   a  Texas  evening  fishing  for 

phantoms.  I  might  even  conjure  a  pole  and  join 

them. 
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Author of 24 books including a St. Martin’s Press 

mystery series, five nonfiction  works on the occult, a 

volume of poetry, and collections of horror, western, 

and  science  fiction   stories,10   Don  Webb  is  the 

winner  of  both  the  Fiction   Collective  and  Death 

Equinox  Awards,  and  has  been  nominated  for  the 

International  Horror  Critics  Award,  the  Shirley 

Jackson Award, and the Rhysling Award. 

By  day an  Instructor in Creative Writing  at the 

University  of  California,  Los  Angeles,  he  is  also  a 

Priest of the Egyptian god Set,  in  whose Temple he 

held the  High Priesthood  and  attained  initiation  as 

an Ipsissimus VI°. Additionally  he was recognized as 

a Master of four of the Temple’s specialized Orders, 

including Grand Master of two. 

As indicated by  the silver  Bonnet Badge atop this 

Introduction,  he  is  a  Fellow  of  the  Barony  of 

Rachane, Argyllshire, Scotland. 

Terrestrially  he is  owned by two Tuxedo cats. He 

and  his  lovely  wife  Guiniviere  occasionally 

materialize in the Ultharian suburb of Austin, Texas. 

10 https://www.amazon.com/Don-Webb/e/B000APUMN0
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1:  1965 Lotus Cortina Mark I SE

  1965-1969

Mrs. Peel, we’re needed. 

- John Steed

 The Avengers

As  a  freshman  at  the  University  of  California, 

Santa  Barbara  in  1964,  my   first  car  was  1960s 

student-ubiquitous,  a  1964  Volkswagen  Beetle.  By 

Bug  standards  it  was  impressively   advanced:  It 

actually   had  a  fuel  gauge  and  a  lever-controlled 

heater! Previous Bugs left you  gas-guessing and had 

a floor-screw  offering you a choice between freezing 

and  frying.  I  managed  to  afford  the  one  dealer-
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option: an AM radio with its one speaker weirdly  on 

the dashboard to the driver’s left. 

Also  by   VW  standards  it  had  been  given  a 

massive  horsepower increase:  from 35  to  40.  This 

was enough to get you  to 65mph on the freeway  with 

the wind behind you, but if you had to stop on one of 

San Francisco’s  steep  hills, there  was  nothing to  it 

but coast awkwardly  backwards  to  the  bottom  and 

take another run at it. I  once reached the top of the 

clifflike  Jones  Street  block  up  to  Union  only   to 

confront a stop-sign on the right and a bemused cop 

on  the  left.  I  had  a  choice  between  another 

backdown-coast or  a sign-ignoring ticket. At the last 

second  the  cop  laughed  and  waved  me  safely  onto 

the crest at Union Street. 

Clearly   more  horses  were  needed,  and  shortly 

thereafter  thought I had found them  in the form  of a 

bolt-on  Judson  supercharger  designed  for  ænemic 

Beetles.  Curiously   this  device  wanted  to  be  fed 

something  with  the  colorful  name  of  “Marvel 

Mystery   Oil”,  available  at  Pep  Boys  automotive 

shops.  Thus  lubricated,  the  Judson delivered  both 

speed  and  acceleration.  To  my  delight  I  was  soon 

annoying  Porsche  912s  around  Santa  Barbara,  as 

well  as  at  least  bread-and-butter  Detroit  Iron 

cruising State Street Friday nights. 

What I  didn’t know was that blowers add heat to 

engines,  and  are  sensibly   used  only   briefly   for 

takeoffs. In the summer of 1965 I  was  to  learn this 

lesson  the  hard  way   while  blazing  through  the 

Sacramento  Desert  at  a  speed  high  enough  to 

demand  continuous  boost. The  daytime  desert was 

approaching   100°f,  and  Beetles  had  air-cooled 

engines. In  due course I was startled by  an explosion 

from   the  engine  compartment,  and  shortly 

thereafter  notified that the cylinder heads had blown 
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themselves into  tiny  little pieces. No  further cans of 

Marvel Mystery Oil would ever be needed. 

What  might  have  been  a  respectable  period  of 

mourning for my  late VW was preempted that fall by 

a passionate, if unrequited 4-year  love affair with a 

married  woman.  Her  name  was  Mrs.  Emma  Peel, 

and instead of me, she spent her time with a British 

Army  Major, John Steed. Steed was what one might 

call  überEnglish:  If  he  were  forced  to  open  his 

tightly-wrapped “brolly”  to keep his Bowler  dry, the 

slight bulge resulting from its later reclosure  would 

have caused talk at his club. There was nothing for it 

but to nip along  to Saville Row  and purchase a new 

one, complete with concealed rapier. 

Upon finding each week’s avengee [Steed & Mrs. 

Peel were known in MI5 as “the Avengers”], he was 

content  to  leave  the  fist-  &  footicuffs  to  his 

ladyfriend: first the Karate-lethal Kathy  Gale, who in 

1964  changed her name  to  “Pussy  Galore” and  lost 

her  first  fight  to  an  MI6  Royal  Navy  Commander 

named Bond, though she didn’t seem upset by this. 
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Mrs.  Peel  was  a  bit  more  ladylike,  gently 

disabling  the  obstreperous  with   Kung  Fu.  She 

shared  with  Miss  Gale  a  proclivity   for  catsuits, 

though  was  equally   comfortable  in  gossamer, 

spandex, or snakes:
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But what especially interested me was her car. 

Steed’s  steed  was  a 1929 supercharged  Bentley, 

which I  can only  describe  as  a locomotive  on  tires 

(“tyres”)  instead  of  tracks.  Mrs.  Peel  prowled  in  a 

sleek little roadster, which I  learned was something 

called a Lotus Elan. 

The  student  community   adjacent  to  UCSB  is 

called  “Isla  Vista”,  and  in  1965  saw  on  its  streets 

mostly  muscle  cars, VW Beetles  & buses, and  a few 

foreigners:  Porsches,  MGBs,  Austin-Healeys, 

Sprites. Carroll Shelby, who had recently  humiliated 

Enzo’s  Ferraris at Le Mans  with his  upstart Cobras, 

had also  taken the gentle little Sunbeam Alpine and 

stuffed  a  Ford  289  V8 into  it,  creating  a Corvette 

killer   called  the  Sunbeam   Tiger.  Chevy   retaliated 

with  an engine-from-Hell: the fearsome L88, which 

shook  its  Vette  and  the  surrounding  street  even at 

idle. 

But there were no  Loti. Indeed the nearest Lotus 

dealer was  down in Beverly  Hills.  Few Isla Vistans 
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even knew  what a  Lotus  was,  much less  had  ever 

seen one. 

I didn’t want another VW, and I couldn’t afford a 

muscle-  or  sports-car.  Ford  was  entering  the 

European  compact  market  with  its  English-Ford 

Cortinas,  for  which  Channel  City  Lincoln-Mercury 

was the Santa  Barbara dealership. I dropped in for a 

look-see. 

Cortinas  came  in  two  models:  standard  &  GT. 

They  were  pretty  and  peaceful;  the  GT  was  more 

cosmetic  than  competition.  As  I  was  turning  to 

leave,  the  salesman said, “Oh, we  just  got  another 

one  in.  It’s  in  the  warehouse  out back;  we  haven’t 

cleaned it up yet. Some kind of a flower name. Care 

to see it?” 

The  “flower  car”  was  a  white  coupe  with  an 

avocado-green flash on each side. At the end of each 

flash   and  on  one  side  of  the  grille:  the  “Lotus” 

medallion. 

In  World  War   II  Nazi  Germany   added  to  its 

infamy   by   creating  what  became  known  as  “Q-

ships”:  ostensible,  unremarkable  freighters  which 

could  pass  Allied  warships  and  coastal  batteries 

without attracting attention. Closing in on a convoy, 

the  Q-ship  would  suddenly  hoist  the  Swastika  flag 

and open disguised hatches concealing six 5.9” guns 

and  numerous  additional  anti-ship  &  -aircraft 

weapons.  After   dispatching  its  prey,  the  Q  would 

revert  to  nondescription  and  sail  away   under  the 

noses of any converging warships. 11

I  was  staring  at  a  Q-car.  It might look like  any 

other English Ford, but beneath the surface all of its 

11   The German Navy  coyly  called Q-ships “auxiliary  cruisers”. 

The most famous,  Atlantis, sank 22 Allied ships, more than 144 

thousand  tons,  in   the  Atlantic  during  1940-1  before  being 

exposed and destroyed by the Royal Navy. 





- 31 -

mechanicals  had  been  Lotized.  Under  the  hood 

(“bonnet”)  was  Mrs. Peel’s  double-overhead-cam-4 

engine, fed by  twin 40 DCOE Weber carburetors. On 

the  dashboard  the Ford  instruments  were  replaced 

by   a   Smiths  140mph  speedometer,  80,000rpm 

tachometer, & etc., the only  dubiosity  the inevitable 

Lucas  ammeter. 12   The  Elan’s  exquisite  wood 

steering-wheel  & 4-speed  gearshift  knob  both bore 

the  Lotus  enameled  medallion.  The   pièce  de 

 résistance  was  an  engraved  silver  shield  atop  the 

blackleather transmission tunnel:

That  pleasant  punctuation  was  courtesy  of  Jim 

Clark, OBE, who  had  also  won his second  Formula 

One World Championship for Lotus that same year. 

In addition to his F1  wins - at the time of his fatal F2 

crash  in 1968 a world-record 25 -  Jim also  enjoyed 

racing the Lotus Cortina, which  also  that same year 

won  eight  European   Touring  Car  Challenge 

competitions in addition  to its numerous victories in 

previous years. Jim’s smile is understandable:

12  In Britain  Lucas is nicknamed “the Prince of  Darkness”  for 

its  elegant but precarious electrical products. 
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“Mrs.  Peel”  -  for so  my  car  was  named  -  and  I 

enjoyed  four  years  of  fantasy,  including  many 

startled and humiliated Porsche 911s, BMWs, Jaguar 

XKEs, and Alfa Romeos. 

I  don’t know how things  are for  younger drivers 

these  days, but in the  1960s  any  Californian under 

25  with  a  “performance  car”  was  subject  to 

insurance  premiums  so  high  as  to  effectively 

eliminate  this  combination. Here  again “Mrs. Peel” 

earned  her  Q-ship  credentials:  Both   the  State  of 

California  and  my  insurance  company  considered 

her just another  English  Ford  for  registration and 

premium  purposes. Their delusion might have been 

short-lived  had  there  been  more  of  these  white/

green things  around, but in those same four  years  I 

never  saw   another  one  during  my   extensive 

California drives,  or  on  occasional  excursions  into 

other states as far east as Colorado. 

Alas, Mrs. P and I parted in 1969, when the Army 

sent me off to Vietnam. The short life-expectancy  of 

officers in Special Operations made a sale prudent. 
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2: 1968 Dodge M37B1 3/4-Ton Truck

  1969-1970

Luke Skywalker  [on seeing the  Millennium Falcon]: 

What a piece of junk! 

Han Solo: She may  not look like much, but she’s got 

it where it counts, kid. 

-  Star Wars

Richard  Nixon sent me  on an all-expenses-paid 

vacation in Indochina from  June 1969 to June 1970. 

For  about half that time [we won’t discuss the other 





- 34 -

half], I was assigned as a HA (Command & Control) 

Team  Leader   of  the  6th  Psychological  Operations 

Battalion (proponency  for  III  Corps  Tactical  Zone: 

the  quarter  of  South Vietnam  including Saigon)  of 

the  4th  PSYOP  Group  (proponency  for  the  entire 

country).  As  HA-1   I  supervised  several  HE  (civic 

information)  and  HB  (combat  propaganda)  teams 

working with American and South Vietnamese units 

throughout  IIICTZ,  as  well  as  elements  of  MACV-

SOG, Regional & Popular Forces (aka “Ruff-Puffs”), 

Civil  Operations  &  Rural  Development  Support 

(CORDS:  The Agency, since  it was  not supposed  to 

be  there  under its  own name),  American  &  South 

Vietnamese  (LLDB)  Special  Forces,  and  anything/

where else the 6th, the 4th, 2nd Field Force (IIFFV) 

G5, or the Great Old Ones at the Joint United Public 

Affairs  Office (JUSPAO) of the Department of State 

in Saigon might dream up. 

If you were a field-grade officer “in country”, you 

usually  got your own 1/4-ton truck (civilians still call 

them  “Jeeps”)  &  driver.  If  you  were  a  flag  officer 

(general  or  admiral),  your  own  UH-1   (“Huey”) 

helicopter. 

Military  Assistance  Command  Vietnam  (MACV) 

Commander 4-star  General William  Westmoreland 

(aka “Westy”) had  a  lavishly-appointed  VC-123 for 

his personal use, known as the “White Whale”. 
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Westy  was  succeeded  as  MACV Commander  in 

1968  by   General  Creighton   Abrams,  a  gruff  old 

tanker. “Abe” was shocked by  the Whale’s opulence, 

which,  while  a  closely-held  no-photos  secret,  was 

said to resemble Hugh Hefner’s famous “Big Bunny” 

DC-9:

Westy  presumably  had  to  do  without Hef’s  “Jet 

Bunny”  stewardesses,  but  his  guests  included  the 

Secretaries  of State & Defense, Bob Hope, Bobby  & 

Teddy   K,  and  USAF  Brigadier  General  Jimmy 

Stewart. 

“Abe”  was  so  repelled  by   the  Whale  that  he 

refused  to  fly  in it. Shortly  thereafter  its  decadent 

interior  was  removed  and  the  plane  returned  to 

ordinary military usage. 

Down in the jungles of the Iron Triangle and War 

Zones C & D of IIICTZ, 1st Lt. Aquino soon found his 

most  useful  wheels  to  be  the  M37B1  truck.  It  was 

small enough to go  anywhere and carry  the number 

of  people  and stuff  I  picked up  in my  solo  visits  to 

units, bases, and villages. 
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In  Vietnam   one  rarely   went  anywhere  in  a 

vehicle  without giving a  lift  to  hitchhiking  soldiers 

and locals. It was friendly, and also helped you stay 

alive if  you  ran into “situations”. If I  were  observed 

to  be a community  asset rather than an intrusion, I 

might  make  it  through  the  day   without  getting 

“greased”. 

In any  war  there’s a lot of  stuff  lost, abandoned, 

just mysteriously  lying around. If I had space in the 

truck and came across useful items that didn’t seem 

to  lend  themselves  to  being  made  into  weapons,  I 

would toss  them  in the back of the truck and invite 

any   villages  visited  to  help  themselves.  Personal 

mirrors,  toothbrushes/paste,  soap,  canned  food  & 

drinks, brushes, combs, shovels, hammers, blankets, 

towels,  clothing.  At  times  the  truck  resembled  a 

Wild West “medicine show” wagon. 

The windshield  could be folded  flat, but as I  did 

not  have  a  vertical  steel  bar  welded  to  the  front 

bumper  to  cut  decapitating  wires  stretched  across 

backroads  by  the  VC, I  left  it  up. The  mechanism 

was useful because it had a thumbscrew convenient 

to hang my M16A1 on while driving. 

There  wasn’t much footroom  in the  cab, as  the 

floor was packed with sandbags for added protection 

against mines. 

Army  trucks  didn’t  have  key-ignitions,  just  an 

on/off  switch.  If  you  didn’t  want  your  vehicle 

“borrowed”,  you  chained/padlocked  the  steering 

wheel  to  the  frame.  The  only  identification  was  a 

unit’s  name  stenciled on the bumper: 6POBN could 

quickly   become  anything  else.  And,  if  I  may  say, 

vice-versa. 

Dodge  makes  good  trucks.  Mine  never  once 

broke  down,  even  after  being  submerged  in  rice 

paddies and jounced in jungles. Fond memories. 
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3: 1970 Lotus Elan +2S

  1970-1972

Lotus:  Lots  Of  Trouble,  Usually 

Serious. 

- Jeremy Clarkson

 Top Gear (UK)

Did I  mention that Indochina is  hot and humid? 

An American’s  first impression upon  arrival is  that 

of  having  stepped  into  a  steam  bath.  “If  God  had 

wanted  me  to  live  in  a   place  like  this,”   moaned 

arrival-graffiti  at Saigon’s  Tan Son  Nhut Air  Base, 

where  the  chartered  Boeing  707  “Freedom   Birds” 
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arrived  and  departed,  “he  would  have  given  me 

baggy green skin!” 

Immediately  underneath was  departure-graffiti: 

“Don’t worry  -  In three months you will have baggy 

green skin.” 

Actually  Caucasians  developed  a slightly  orange 

complexion  from   the  daily  regimen  of  giant  anti-

malaria   pills  -  fortunately  only   temporary.  Wives 

and  girlfriends  thus  welcomed  home  Creamsicles 

incapable  of  uttering  a single sentence  without the 

word  “fuck” somewhere  in it, and who  for the next 

month would dive out of  bed  and underneath it at 

the siren of a passing firetruck. 

After  about  nine  months  “in-country”,  I  was 

entitled  to  the  honorific of  “short-timer”, at which 

point the soldier would start checking off  days  on a 

pocket calendar between himself and  his  Freedom-

Bird.  The  shorter you  got, the  more  paranoid  you 

became, hence useless “out in the shit”. If you were 

“so short that you had to look up to look down”, you 

were usually  pitied with a desk-job “in the rear with 

the gear”. 

When I began having a  hard time seeing over the 

tops  of my  jungle boots, I decided that if I had been 

forced  to  leave  one  Lotus  in  “the  World”,  another 

one was  going to  meet me when I  returned. One of 

the  “bennies”  of being in a combat zone was  being 

able to do  various transactions without duties, sales 

taxes,  and  similar  privileges  of  civilization.  So  I 

wrote  directly   to  the  Lotus  factory   in  Hethel, 

England  and  arranged  for  the  purchase  and 

shipment  to  San  Francisco  of  Emma  Peel’s  Elan’s 

new big brother: a 4-seat Elan+2. In correspondence 

I  also  learned  that  a  livelier  version  was  being 

produced:  the  +2S. So  of  course  I  added  an “S”  to 

my order. 
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The  Lotus  and  I  both  arrived  in  California  in 

early   June  1970:  my  Freedom  Bird  at  Travis  Air 

Force Base and the car at the Port of Oakland, where 

it sat  in a  warehouse  long  enough  for someone  to 

steal its wood/emblem shift knob. San Francisco did 

have  a Lotus dealer, so  I  just ordered  another one, 

leaving the  management  to  wonder how  I’d  snuck 

the  first  +2S  in  without  all  the  usual  Customs 

complications. 

Lotus, like almost all other British cars, had still 

through  the  1960s  the  reputation  of  being 

“temperamental”, which  was  a polite way  of saying 

“badly   built”.  If  you  bought  a  Jaguar  XKE,  you 

probably   wouldn’t  get  to  race  Jan   &  Dean   to 

Deadman’s Curve with it, because it would be in the 

shop. 

I  had  never  had  any   trouble  with  the  Lotus 

Cortina, possibly  because of Ford glaring over Lotus’ 

shoulder  during  manufacture.  The  far-more-

expensive and -advanced “pure” +2S boiled over  on 

the Bay  Bridge on the way  home from  Oakland. And 

it was not a hot day, even if a year “in-country” had 

left my baggy green skin a bit insensitive. 

The dealership found nothing broken, but it was 

obvious that the car had been designed for Britain’s 

climate, not America’s. The radiator was small, with 

about 1/3 of the vanes customary  here, while the fan 

was  a  tiny  electric  toy,  apparently  borrowed  from 

someone’s office desk. 

I  had  a  new  radiator  custom-made,  and,  since 

this car  still had the Elan’s engine, I  purchased a fan 

from San Francisco’s English Ford  dealer;  it bolted 

onto  the  +2S  block  perfectly. The  car  kept  its  cool 

thereafter, even in the Nevada and Arizona deserts. 

On  delivery  it  was  discovered  that  the  electric 

window switches  in  the  beautiful  wood  dashboard 
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didn’t work. They  could be replaced under warranty, 

but  it  turned  out  that  this  would  take  about  six 

months  because the only  way  to get at them  was  to 

remove  that  entire  beautiful  dashboard,  to  which 

almost  everything  in  the  car,  including  the  +2S’ 

extra  four  Smiths  instruments  in  addition  to  the 

several  standard  to  the  car.  I  settled  for  two  new 

switches mounted on the center console, which took 

about 15 minutes. 

My  wife Janet and  I  were  zooming through no-

speed-limit  Nevada  en  route  to  my   next  Army 

assignment  at  Fort  Knox,  Kentucky   at  well  over 

100mph,  which   the  sleek  car  essayed  effortlessly, 

when Jan noticed a small switch inside the glovebox. 

Curious, she  flipped  it,  and  the  car instantly  died, 

along with  it almost ourselves. It seems that Hethel 

had  added  a  hidden  kill-switch  to  deter  theft, but 

had forgotten to mention it in the owner’s manual. 

I  had  been assigned  to  the faculty  of  the Armor 

School at Fort Knox. We rented a little white house 

in   Brandenburg,  a  picture-postcard  townlet  about 

30  minutes’  drive  through  the  woods  from  Knox. 

Brandenburg  is  famous  for  a  restaurant,  the  Doe 

Run Inn, founded by  Daniel Boone’s father, and also 

for not having a Lotus dealer. Nor indeed was  there 

one anywhere in Kentucky. I ordered a complete set 

of  +2S shop  manuals  from  Hethel and  crossed  my 

fingers  that  the  local  repairs-garage  could  make 

sense  of  them.  To  my   pleasure  [if  surprise],  this 

worked out flawlessly. 

Look closely  at the photo  of Emma Peel and  her 

Lotus,  and  you  will  note  that  the  Elan  has 

disappearing headlights, a feature  brought forward 

to the +2  models as well. The rotational mechanism 

was  not by  electric motor, but by  vacuum  from the 
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engine: After starting the car, you  could turn on the 

lights and they would simultaneously spring up. 

This  was  clever and  fun,  except  on  one  stormy 

night on the freeway  in Louisville when a big truck 

roared past through a big puddle, sending a  cascade 

of  water  over  the  low-to-the-ground  Lotus.  The 

 tsunami drenched the distributor under the bonnet, 

the  engine  died,  and  the  headlights  obligingly 

disappeared, leaving me in total darkness at 65mph! 

Such quibbles  aside, the  +2S  lived  up  to  Lotus’ 

image  as  the  world’s  most  maneuverable  car.  It 

clung to  winding roads as though glued to them; the 

Lotus  philosophy   of  ultralightweight  and  perfect 

balance was, and  probably  today  still is  unequalled 

by   any   other  car  constructor.  Even  when  I 

experimentally   tried,  I  could  never  break  the  car 

loose, make it skid, or  “burn rubber”. Wherever you 

pointed it, it would just instantly  go there. Such was 

the  philosophy   and  goal  of  Lotus’  founder,  Colin 

Chapman, one  of  the  automotive world’s  supermen 

alongside  such  immortals  as  Enzo  Ferrari,  Alfieri 

Maserati, and Carroll Shelby. 
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One of the secrets  of the Lotus Elans’ [and their 

predecessor Elites’] phenomenal handling was  that 

they  had no  chassis in the usual sense. An ordinary 

automobile  consists  of  a  steel framework, to  which 

are attached internals such  as  engine, transmission, 

passenger cabin &  seats, and  wheels/tires. Then all 

the external steel bodywork is welded or bolted on. 

The Elan chassis consisted of a single aluminum 

I-beam,  which   split  in  front  to  accommodate  the 

small  twin-cam-4   engine.  Steel  “Chapman”  struts 

extended from  the I-beam  to hold the wheels. Most 

of the rest of the car was a fiberglass sculpture which 

rested atop & alongside the I-beam. For racing-cars 

this concept was ideal. For passenger  cars it was not 

easily   noticeable,  and  it  also  provided  almost  no 

protection in case of collision. As I soon discovered. 

In 1972 I left home as usual and headed towards 

Fort Knox. It was raining, and from around a blind 

curve  in  front  of  me,  a  big  Chevrolet  sedan  lost 

control  and  spun sideways  into  my  lane. I  hit the 

brakes  and  the  light  Elan  responding  by  stopping 

almost instantly.  But  it  made  no  difference  as  the 

Chevy skidded into me at perhaps 30-40mph. 

The Lotus virtually  vaporized, leaving its  engine, 

the  steering  wheel  in  my   hands,  and  myself.  My 

Corcoran paratrooper boots saved my  feet, but both 

my  ankles  were  broken. As  I  later learned, the  big 

sedan was barely  scratched and its driver, the wife of 

an enlisted soldier at Knox, completely unharmed. 

Something  else  that  Brandeburg  didn’t  have 

besides a Lotus dealer was a  hospital or ambulance. 

It did, however, have a funeral parlor, with a hearse 

allowing casketed corpses to  stretch  out full length. 

So  I  was  taken  to  the  Fort  Knox  hospital  in  that, 

which  made  for  a   dramatic  and  [at  least 

retrospectively] comic arrival. 
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4: 1965 Pontiac GTO

  1973-1978

Little GTO, 

You’re really lookin’ fine:

Three deuces and a four-speed

And a 389. 

Listen to her tachin’ up now; 

Listen to her whine. 

C’mon and turn it on, wind it up, blow it out, GTO. 

- Ronny & the Daytonas

 GTO (1964)

During  the  three  months  it  took  for  my   two 

broken ankles to  heal, I  was  certain of  one  thing:  I 

wanted something more than fiberglass between me 
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and  any  future  car  crash.  So  I  experimented  with 

different  creations  of  “Detroit  Iron”,  the  most 

interesting of which was a 1965 Pontiac GTO. But to 

ingest this  Gestalt, a bit of background context:

1964   marked  a  turning-point  in  American  car 

culture. Prior to that, from the end of World War II, 

the United States had developed an Eisenhower-era 

lifestyle quite different from those of Europe or Asia. 

As  perhaps  most  dramatically  envisioned  by  Walt 

Disney, America looked forward to a  “Flash Gordon” 

future  of  exotic  and  beautiful  fantasy.  It  was  not 

enough for Howard Hughes’ Trans World Airlines to 

field  voluptuous  airliners  like  Lockheed’s  “Super-G 

Constellation”:

... in the care of dashing pilots fresh from   Terry and 

 the  Pirates or  Blackhawk, and  moviestar-gorgeous 

stewardesses  in  tantalizing  ensembles  that  Dale 

Arden or the  Dragon Lady  would  have found  quite 

adequate for court ceremonials on Mongo as well as 

 noir cloak-and-dagger intrigue here on Earth. 

Indeed  if  you   found  terrestrial  jet-setting 

becoming  a  touch  too   blasé,  TWA  was  perfectly 

happy  to fly  you to  the Moon and back, on one of its 

fleet of  five  Moonliners  which  lifted  off  daily  from 

the Anaheim, California spaceport it opened in 1955. 
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American  automobiles  were  every   bit  as 

fantastic. There  were  three  principal  corporations: 

General  Motors,  Chrysler,  and  Ford;  each  with   a 

hierarchy  of  companies  from  the  expensive  to  the 

economical.  GM:  Cadillac,  Oldsmobile,  Buick, 

Pontiac,  Chevrolet.  Chrysler:  Imperial,  Chrysler, 
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Dodge, DeSoto, Plymouth. Ford:  Lincoln, Mercury, 

Edsel13, Ford. 

“The General” was easily  the most extroverted of 

these.  Each  year   from   1949  to  1961   it  created  a 

nationally-traveling exhibition of  the  current year’s 

models  (which  throughout  those  years  changed 

dramatically   annually).  Each  division  had  its  own 

display  area, with sparkling cars, scantily-clad ladies 

to accent them, and one “concept car” incorporating 

futurisms not yet [but maybe soon] available. 

Reigning  supreme  over   each   Motorama  was 

GM’s corporate concept-car, the Firebird. 14

The  first  three  Birds  -  presented  at  the  1953, 

1956, & 1958 Motoramas - are assembled here:

13   Named for Henry Ford’s son, the  oval-grilled  “Oldsmobile 

sucking  a  lemon”   lasted  only  1958-60;  its  name  became  a 

 cliché for disastrous enterprises. 

14 Later, from 1967 to 2002, Pontiac would adopt this name for 

its Mustang-challenger models. 
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Of these  F1  was  the least practical: essentially  a 

jet  fighter  with  wheels  instead  of  wings.  It  had  a 

passenger capacity  of 1, and would break loose from 

the road above 100mph. At least it was unlikely  to be 

tailgated: the gas-turbine exhaust exceeded 1,200°f! 

As  the 1950s  progressed, America’s  automobiles 

became  ever-larger  jukeboxes  of  chrome  and 

tailfins,  in every  imaginable  coat &  cushion:  “land 

yachts”  which, when occasionally  reappearing today, 

are  usually   sprawled  across  two  urbancramped 

parking   spaces.  They   were  clumsylumbering 

dinosaurs, meant for promenades, not performance. 

This  pleasant  parade  of  plushiness  came  to  an 

abrupt  end  when,  in  1964’s   Goldfinger,  Desmond 

Lewellyn as the prickly  “Q” introduced James Bond 

to  the  replacement  for   his  cherished  Bentley:  an 

Aston   Martin  DB5  coupé  “with  a  few  special 

modifications”. 

That  car   appeared  in  the  movie  for  only   13 

minutes, but in that time  transformed  the way  that 

almost-adults thought about automobiles. Suddenly 

acceptable wheels had to be compact, powerful, and 

fulfill  a  checklist including a 4-speed  floor manual 

shifter,  matching  speedo  &  tach,  full  instruments, 

wood steering wheel, hood airscoop, bucket seats. 

But there  were few  Astons  in the United  States, 

not  to  mention  that  they   were  as  expensive  as 

Ferraris. What, oh what to do? 

The  better mousetrap was  forthcoming from, of 

all places, one of the humbler GM divisions, Pontiac. 

In 1964 “the Indian” marketed three models: the 

big  Bonneville  “land  yacht”,  the  mid-size  Catalina 

sedan, and  the  small, spartan  Tempest coupé. The 

little  Tempests  came  with  an  unremarkable  six-

cylinder  engine,  with  a  V8  option  called  the  “Le 

Mans”.  That  was  it  -  until  some  Injuneers  saw 
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 Goldfinger  and  wondered  what  would  happen  if 

they   applied  that  checklist  to  the  Tempest.  Not 

having Aston’s  haughty  282hp DOHC I6 with triple 

SU carburetors15, they  found a larger, 389ci V8 and 

in  1965  put  three  sequential  2-barrels  (the  famous 

“three  deuces”)  atop  it for 360hp.  0-60mph in 4.6 

seconds; don’t even think about it, Oddjob! 

Of  course  the  “Goat”,  as  it  came  to  be 

affectionately  called, was still a ramshackle Tempest 

under  the skin: It was suitable for  going very  fast in 

a straight line  for the  short  distance  of  a cruising-

strip  drag race,  aka  “count-down at  the  Christmas 

tree”   (traffic  lights).  Goats  didn’t  like  corners  or 

sudden stops. 

Unfortunately  for me, 1973  proved the wrongest 

possible time to indulge in a GTO [or any  other kind 

of  “musclecar”:  GTO-imitators  such  as  the 

Oldsmobile  442,  Chevrolet  Chevelle  SS396,  Buick 

Skylark  GranSport,  Shelby   Mustang  GT-350/500, 

Plymouth Road Runner, AMC Javelin  SST, Corvette 

427).  In  October  the  Arab  nations  controlling  the 

Mideastern oil cartel OPEC got their collective butts 

kicked by  US-backed Israel in the  Yom Kippur War, 

and  they  decided to  level America’s   karma with  an 

oil  embargo.  And  back  in  those  pre-frakking  days 

OPEC had a lock on the non-communist world’s  oil 

supply. 

The  impact  throughout  the  United  States  was 

both  immediate  and  catastrophic.  The  Nixon 

15 The gadget-fixated Q blew his DB5 budget on machineguns, 

tyreslashers, and a  preposterous ejector seat, leaving no  funds 

for  the high-performance Vantage  Aston  equipped  with three 

of the Lotus Cortina’s Webers. So 007 got a  standard DB5 with 

SU  carbs  instead.  The  consensus  among  Intelligence 

professionals is that Bond could have easily outrun  Oddjob in  a 

Vantage. But then he would have been  stuck with the icy Tilly 

Masterson instead of the fiery Pussy Galore. 
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Administration  introduced  immediate  price-  and 

rationing-controls,  a  55mph  national  speed  limit, 

even/odd license number access to gas stations, etc. 

In  the  automotive  culture  sales  and  values  of 

“gas  guzzlers”  plummeted.  Manufacturers  either 

discontinued  muscle-cars outright or reduced  them 

to  ænemic shadows  of their former greatness, often 

with idiotically-large decals on hoods or side-panels. 

After the  first few  years  of  this  purgatory, “the 

natives  became  restless”.  Previously   law-abiding 

citizens  began  resuming  the  old  speed  limits   en 

 masse. Cars bristled with CB (Citizen’s Band) radios 

all  tuned  to  the  truckers’  channel  18,  where 

“Smoky” (state  trooper or  highway  patrol cars) was 

located  and  tracked,  thus  enabling  “convoys”  of 

speedcrooks  to  evade  tickets.  Sales  of  car  radar 

detectors  spiked,  as  well  as  creative/concealed 

installations in states where detectors were illegal. 

The spirit of the Joker, Harley  Quinn, Zorro, and 

Guy Fawkes prevailed. 

Over  time it became worse: Once accustomed to 

a  55-to-65  crime,  drivers  increasingly  disregarded 

even the old limits, with 80-100mph  de rigueur  on 

Interstate highways. 

Gonna write me up a #125, 

Post my face: WANTED - DEAD OR ALIVE

Take my license, all that jive -

I can’t drive 55! Oh, no! 

So I signed my name on number 24. 

The judge said, “Boy, just one more, 

We’re gonna throw your ass in the city joint!” 

Looked me in the eye, said, “You get my point?” 

I said, “Yeah, oh yeah!” ... 

- Sammy Hagar

 I Can’t Drive 55 (1984)
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In 1987  a frustrated Congress raised the national 

legal speed limit to 65mph, and in 1995 threw  up its 

hands and repealed national speed limits altogether. 

But it was too late to  close the barn door:  everyone 

had  become  accustomed  to  ignoring  posted  limits 

except  when  “Smoky”  is  present.  Drive  65  on  an 

Interstate today and you’ll be blown into the gutter. 

If  the  Aston  Martin  DB5  became  the  United 

Kingdom’s  iconic performance  car, and  the  Ferrari 

250  GTO  Italy’s,  a  good  case  can  be  made  for 

America’s  being  the  1965  Pontiac  GTO.  While  the 

model  continued  nominally   in  production  until 

1974,  when  the  OPEC  embargo  signed  its  death 

warrant,  the  years  after  1965  had  not  flattered  it. 

First its  fame  caused  new models  to  be  larger and 

heavier, and  then as  first government-nannies  and 

then  the  Arabs  made  muscle-cars  increasingly 

untenable,  the  GTO  became  a  detuned,  decalled 

caricature  of  its  original  glory.  There  would  be  an 

almost-reincarnation 2004-6, but “not quite”. 

Never before, never again: the mighty GTO. 

These  adventures  overlapped  with  the  first 

several years of the Temple of Set, founded in  1975. 

While that history  is recounted in my   The Temple of 

 Set, this memoir seems an appropriate venue for an 

amusing “sidebar”  in two phases: the  Omen series of 

movies. 

The  original   The  Omen, released  in 1976, was  a 

Catholic-atmosphere  fantasy   of  the  birth  and 

childhood of the Biblical AntiChrist, in the person of 

Damien  Thorn  (the  adopted  son  of  the  American 

Ambassador to Britain, Robert Thorn. 

Unlike   Rosemary’s  Baby,  The  Omen  was 

extremely, graphically  violent and murderous, with 

both of Damien’s adoptive parents and several other 

“interferers” dead by  the end of the film. The infant 
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actor portraying the infant Damien had nothing  to 

do  except  survive, which  he  did  for a 1978 sequel, 

which Forrest J Ackerman told me was going to  be 

unofficially   modeled  on  -  myself,  as  the  known 

founder  of  the  nation’s  new,  preeminent  Satanic 

religion. 

Since  I’d  heard  nothing  from   the  film’s 

producers, I  shrugged this off as mere gossip - until 

I  saw  Damien:  Omen II in  1978 and stared into  my 

own image of  Danien as  a  high school ROTC Cadet 

Sergeant  in  1962,  receiving  the  award  as  the 

outstanding cadet in his class. 
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As  Lilith  and  I  left  the  theater,  I  felt  that 

everyone  was  staring  at  me.  Irritated  at  myself,  I 

shook it off as mere coincidence and forgot about it. 

Until  1981,  when   Omen  III:  The  Final  Conflict 

hit theaters. Now it  was  present-day, with Damien 

having  assumed  control  of  the  worldwide  Thorn 

Industries in - you guessed it - 1975 (founding of the 

international Temple of Set). 

And  another near-double  as  the  adult Damien: 

New Zealand actor  Nigel John Dermot “Sam” Neill. 

As we were both photographed 1980:

O.K., this time everyone was staring at me as we 

left the theater ... 

Damien’s career  had just taken him  to Britain as 

the  American  Ambassador.  On  this  side  of  the 

screen I wasn’t quite an Ambassador, but as close to 

one  as  possible  in  the  Department  of  Defense:  a 

Foreign  Area  Officer,  with  Defense  Intelligence 

Agency   certification  as  a  Defense  Attaché  and 

Department  of  State  Foreign  Service  Institute 

qualification for Western Europe:
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Damien didn’t make it through the third  movie, 

but happily both Sam and I did; no daggers just yet. 
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5: 1979 Mercury Capri RS Turbo

  1979-1982

Lieutenant Athena:  Sector  12, Launch  Bay Alpha, 

stand by to launch fighter probe. 

Captain  Apollo:  Acknowledged.  Input  recorded 

and functioning. 

Athena:  Vector  coordinates coded and  transferred. 

Acknowledge? 

Apollo: Acknowledged. Ready to launch. 

Athena:  Core  systems:  Transferring  control   to 

probe craft. Launch when ready. 

* TURBO *

-  Battlestar Galactica (1978-9)
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After leaving Britain’s  MI5 in 1968, Emma Peel 

changed  her  name  &  nationality   to  Madame  La 

Comtesse  Teresa di Vicenzo, aka  Tracy  Draco, and 

exchanged her Lotus for  a Lancia. Shortly  thereafter 

she  went  her  Avenging  predecessor  one  better, 

becoming Mrs. James Bond. 16

John  Steed  also  left  MI5  shortly  thereafter;  in 

fact he  left the  Earth altogether, going well beyond 

the Solar  System to  a large interstellar starship, the 

Battlestar  Galactica, calling himself “Count Iblis”. 

16  As uncannily  predicted by Ian Fleming  in   On Her Majesty’s 

 Secret Service (1963). See the 1969 film if you don’t believe me. 
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Unfortunately  the Count delayed departing Earth 

until the imposition of Sammy  Hagar’s   nemesis. At 

55mph he didn’t reach the  Galactica until 1978. The 

long trip adversely affected his complexion:



Shortly  thereafter  Iblis  absconded  with  one  of 

the   Galactica’s  “Viper”  fighters,  and  was  able  to 

return to  Earth in a matter of  only  a few  hours  by 

pressing  the  “TURBO”-button  for  not  just  instant 

but sustained Pontiac-GTO acceleration. 
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Landing  in  Ventura,  California,  Iblis  modified 

the  Viper to  resemble  a Mercury  Capri, leaving its 

turbocharger  intact.  He  also  changed  his  visage  to 

that of actor/director José Ferrer  so as not to  shock 

the locals. 



Of  course  I  knew  absolutely   nothing  of  this 

bizarre  history  [and  wouldn’t  have  believed  it  if  I 

had],  when  Ventura  Lincoln/Mercury,  knowing  of 

my  disgust  with  the  current  landscape  of  gutless 

OPECars, called me in Santa Barbara to inquire if I’d 

like  to  see  a  Capri  Mr. Ferrer had  just sold  them, 

with  a  strange,  green  “TURBO”  light  on  the 

dashboard. 

A turbocharger disproves the old adage that “you 

can’t  get  something  for  nothing”.  It  consists  of  a 

turbine, driven by  an engine’s exhaust-gases, which 

compresses  the  air  forced  into  the  engine’s 

combustion-chambers. 

It proved  an ideal  solution  to  the  oil-embargo. 

When  the  green  light  flashed  on,  the  little  black/

green car sprang forward like, well, a spaceship. 
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6: 1982 Lincoln Continental Mark VI

  1983-1988

My pappy said, “Son, you’re gonna drive me to drinkin’

If you don’t stop drivin’ that hot rod Lincoln.” 

- Commander Cody & 

his Lost Planet Airmen

 Hot Rod Lincoln (1955)

A. Art Decar

The  Capri  RS-Turbo  was  refreshingly  fast  and 

satisfactorily  agile, if not quite as twinkle-toed as the 

Loti. 

What  it  wasn’t  was  luxurious.  Capris  were  the 

budget-compacts  of  Ford’s  Mercury  Division.  The 
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rebodied  Battlestar  Viper  had  retained  much of  its 

utilitarian origins. 

In 1980,  having completed  my  doctorate  at the 

University   of  California,  Santa  Barbara,  I  was 

offered a professorship at Golden Gate University  in 

San Francisco. The cramped City 17  was  no  place  to 

“exercise” a car, so the Capri’s green light flashed on 

only  during weekend excursions down to Santa Cruz 

or  Monterey,  or  to  lunch   at  the  faculty   clubs  at 

Stanford or U.C. Berkeley. But now, in keeping with 

my  anointed academic dignities, I  felt compelled  to 

try something a bit more dignified and  decadent. 

One  day  while  servicing  the  Capri  at  the  L/M 

establishment  in  Burlingame,  I  noticed  a  striking 

 Art Deco sculpture-on-wheels across the showroom. 

It was, I  learned, the new Lincoln Mark VI; and, by 

sheer  chance,  this  dark  bronze  example  with  a 

devastatingly-voluptuous  burgundy-velvet  interior 

just  happened  to  be  a  discounted  demonstrator. 

Seduction  was  inevitable  and  immediate.  For  the 

next  several  years  the  Herr  Professor-Doctor 

asserted advanced-age and  decorum  at the  expense 

of redlines and races. 

Each  excursion  immersed  in   Deco  became  a 

weirdfantasy, and to grok this you need to  grasp the 

essence of this artistic atmosphere:

Have you looked at a  modern æroplane? Have you 

followed  from  year to  year the  evolution  of  its lines? 

Have  you ever thought not only about  the  æroplane, 

but  about  whatever   man   builds,  that  all   of  man’s 

industrial   efforts,  all  his  computations  and 

calculations,  all  the  nights  spent  over  working 

draughts  and  blueprints,  invariably  culminate  in  the 

production of a thing whose sole and guiding  principle 

is the ultimate principle of simplicity? 

17 To its children San Francisco is always “the”, not “a” City. 
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It is as if  there were a  natural law which ordained 

that to achieve this end, to refine the curve of a  piece of 

furniture,  or  a   ship’s   keel,  or  the  fuselage  of  an 

æroplane, until  gradually it partakes of the elementary 

purity   of  the  curve  of   a  human  breast  or  shoulder, 

there  must  be  the  experimentation   of  several 

generations of craftsmen. In  anything  at all, perfection 

is finally  attained not when  there is no longer anything 

to  add  but  when there  is  no  longer  anything to  take 

away,  when   a  body   has  been  stripped  down  to  its 

nakedness. 

It  results  from  this  that  perfection   of  invention 

touches hands with  absence of invention, as if that line 

which  the human  eye will  follow with effortless delight 

were  a  line  that  had  not  been  invented  but  simply 

discovered,  had  in   the  beginning  been  hidden   by 

nature and in the end been found by the engineer. 18

B.  E Luce Ad Tenebras

It was  during the  1980s  that  Lilith and  I  made 

the  acquaintance  of  a television soap  opera named 

 Dark Shadows. It had originally  appeared on ABC at 

4PM,  at which 1/2-hour  during 1966-71  we’d  both 

been  unable  to  see  it  because  of  employment 

schedules. When initially  aired, the series  had been 

viewable only  to housewives and schoolchildren. But 

now  it was  in syndication and being rerun by  local 

stations, often as late-night filler. 

 Dark Shadows was  Archie with fangs. Instead of 

being chased  by  gorgeous  blonde  Betty  & gorgeous 

brunette  Veronica,  the  hapless  vampire  Barnabas 

Collins was perennially  pursued by  gorgeous blonde 

Angelique and gorgeous brunette Josette. 

18  Antoine de Saint-Exupery in  Hiller, Bevis,  The World of Art 

 Deco. New York: E.P. Dutton, 1971, page #33. 
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During  its  five-year  run,  Dark  Shadows  went 

through  just about every  classic Gothic horror  plot - 

vampires,  witches,  werewolves,  seances,    dæmons 

from  Hell,  Frankenstein’s  monsters,  Turn  of  the 

 Screw  ghosts  &  possessions,  Lovecraftian  entities, 

 Dorian  Gray-paintings,  mad  doctors,  malevolent 

body-parts, a phœnix, and  time/dimensional travel. 

There  were  also  plenty  of  nasty  ordinary  humans: 

clergymen, lawyers, murderers, insane relatives. 

As  with any  soap, several intrigues  were  always 

underway  simultaneously. Arguably  the series ended 

when the few  characters still alive and sane chipped 

in  to  buy  a deadbolt for the Collinwood front  door 

and just agree to ignore any further knocks! 

For  twenty  years  thereafter,  the  original  series, 

much like  Star Trek before it, slowly  percolated into 

a  cult  classic,  spawning  annual  conventions  and 

theme-costume  events,  all  graciously   attended  by 

the somewhat-surprised cast & creators. introducing 

Collinwood to new generations of devotees. 

Nevertheless  the  most  dramatic epilogue  of  the 

 genre  came  years  after the  demise  of  the series, in 

the  form  of  several memoirs  and  novels  written by 

the  series’  two  principal  heroines,  Kathryn  Leigh 

Scott (Josette) and Lara Parker (Angelique). 
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C. Hoppy Tails to You

1960s viewers were led to believe that Josette du 

Pres,  in her 20th-Century  reincarnation as  Maggie 

Evans, was a waitress in the coffee shop of the sleepy 

little Collinsport, Maine Inn. 

Ah, but that was just her  day  job. When the town 

“rolled  up  its  sidewalks  at  dusk”,  as  she  put  it, 

Maggie  caught  a  commuter-train  to  Manhattan, 

where  she  traded  in   her  waitress’  uniform  for 

something to  inspire Barnabas Collins to apply  for  a 

Playboy   Club  Key   right  after  Willie  Loomis  first 

unchained  his  coffin  and  received  his  thank-you 

strangle. 

Hugh  Hefner  wouldn’t  let  members  touch  the 

Bunnies, but he hadn’t banned neck-nibbling. 

Indeed  some  years  later  “Bunny   Kay”   rallied 

restive  rabbits  in  recollective  refutation  of  gloomy 

Gloria Steinem’s  grumpy  growls  about Hef’s  happy 

hutches in her  Ms-magazine. 
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Kathryn  assembled  alumnæ  acclamation into  a 

book,  The  Bunny  Years19,   which  became  a  sales 

sensation  and  was  soon  spun  into  a  sme-name 

television testimonial. 20

But  even  more  sensational  was  Kathryn’s 

shocking disclosure that she herself is  a vampire, 

and had joined the cast of  Dark Shadows only  after 

convincing herself that every  time Barnabas bit her, 

she could manage not to necknip him right back. 

Her   confession  took  the  form   of  a  “fictional” 

novel,  Dark Passages. 21

D.  

As  an  enthusiast  of  her   previous  books,  I 

assumed  this  to  be  a  thinly-disguised  memoir  of 

Kathryn’s  1960s’  experiences  as  a   Dark  Shadows 

actress moonlighting as a Playboy  Bunny, teased by 

a subplotted sparring  sub rosa between realvamp & 

realwitch amidst the styrofoam  tombstones and dry-

icemosphere. 

19   Scott,  Kathryn  Leigh,  The   Bunny  Years.  Beverly   Hills: 

Pomegranate Press Ltd., 1998. 

20  The Bunny Years. A&E Home Video VHS, 2000. 

21   Scott,  op.  cit.,  Dark Passages.  Beverly Hills:  Pomegranate 

Press Ltd., 2011. 
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The  bonefreezing  ferocity   of  the  narrative, 

punctuated  by   moments  of  madness,  melancholy, 

and  pitiful  pathos, ambushed  me  as  I  peered  past 

the cover to the darkness within. 

From  her awkwardly  self-conscious annunciation 

to  her  final  summation,  Kathryn’s  alter-ego,  Meg 

Harrison, undergoes a continuous, relentless  ordeal 

of  adolescent  anxiety,  conflicting  love,  emotional 

vulnerability,  consuming  rage,  sexual  confusion, 

self-doubt, and all-too-brief respites before the next 

crushing blow of conspiracy  or circumstance. By  the 

Epilogue  the  reader is as  drained  and  exhausted as 

Meg herself. 

Amidst the emerging “women’s liberation” of the 

1960s,  the  Playboy   Club  was  an  unapologetic 

Faustian gargoyle  gloating over  America’s   decadent 

cities. Young ladies, driven by  a  mixture of ambition 

and  desperation,  found  themselves  as  Bunnies 

transformed  into  subservient  but  unapproachable 

sex-goddesses,  at  once  enchanting  and  taunting 

male  customers  who  paid  for  the  momentary 

illusion  of  either  control  over  such  loveliness, 

comfort  from  it,  or  at least  some  small  gesture  of 

interest by it. 

Meg’s addiction to  this sybaritic circle of Dante’s 

Inferno  is  haltingly  confessed,  then  dramatized  by 

the  human  sacrifice  on  her  personal  altar   of  an 

elderly  lost soul grieving for his  long-dead wife. His 

suicide does not reunite him  with her, but condemns 

him  rather as a ghostly  servitor of his goddess, a fate 

at once deeply touching and quietly horrifying. 

Meg’s  experiences  as  an  aspiring  actress  on 

“Dark  Passages”   are  no  less  convulsive.  She  is 

surrounded  by   executives  and  fellow   actors 

personifying  every   conceivable  emotion   from 

encouragement and affection to jealousy  and mortal 
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hatred. Her  acquaintances  range  from paragons  of 

strength and integrity  to careless drunks and forlorn 

relics. 

Far from  being a detached observer, Meg, as  in 

the  Playboy   Club,  is  mesmerized  by   the  show’s 

promise  of  celluloid  immortality;  despite  the 

constant  consequence  of  danger   to  herself  and 

others  dear to  her,  it  never  once  occurs  to  her  to 

leave. Only  an intense personal tragedy  brings her to 

this  point,  ironically   reversed  by   an  even  more 

devastating one. 

Against this  seething  tableau  of  human passion 

and frailty,  Meg’s vampirism seems almost virginal 

in  its  simplicity. She  can transform,  fly, and  drink 

blood - less as a necessity  than as an energy-cocktail. 

Moral  issues  about  human  victims  are  avoided  by 

Meg’s indifferent killing of sparrows, squirrels, deer, 

and  cats  for  her  pick-me-ups  -  an  oddly  heartless 

dimension of  her  otherwise  sympathetic  character. 

[There are plenty  of New Yorkers  who  have a good 

neck-chomp coming.]

 Dark  Passages  is  obviously  written  to  provoke 

readers’ curiosity  concerning the apparent allusions 

to  its  author’s    Playboy  Club  and   Dark  Shadows 

acquaintances.  Since  she  prefaces  the  book  with  a 

bland  denial of  any  explicitly-intended  caricatures, 

one  is  left  blindly   wondering  whether  Mitchell 

Ryan/Anthony   George  was  an  alcoholic,  Joan 

Bennett  was  a  compulsive  upstager,  Alexandra 

Moltke  was  a  Botticelli  beauty   underneath   her 

lackluster  screen  presence,  or  Jonathan  Frid  and 

Scott  were  lifelong  soul-  if  not  physical-mates.  I 

wouldn’t have the courage [or the indelicacy] to  ask 

her - although  the late Mr. Frid gives  Dark Passages 

his glowing endorsement on its back cover. 
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The most chilling personality  -  the witch Camilla 

-  is  far  too  malevolent  to  be  everyone’s  cherished 

chipmunk-cheeked witch Lara Parker (who  is  well-

known to be Scott’s good friend). Parker’s Angelique 

is  a  lonely,  tragic  figure:  seduced  in  vulnerable 

adolescence  by   Barnabas,  then  rejected  by   him 

equally  casually. Angelique’s “evil” throughout  Dark 

 Shadows  is  always  tinged  with  desperation,  not 

wantonness.  The  Camilla  of   Dark  Passages  is  as 

heartless, as  contemptuous  of  those  around  her, as 

the psychotic serial murderess  Catherine Tramell of 

 Basic Instinct. 

 Dark  Passages  is  not  recreational  reading. 

Ultimately   the  reader  is  left  shaken  by   the 

excruciating candor and intimacy  of this “novel”. It 

is  like  peering  through  a  keyhole  into  Kathryn 

Scott’s soul, seeing more than one was meant to see. 

It  is  coldly,  savagely  terrifying.  I  suspect  that  she 

wrote it more as a confession and an exorcism of her 

personal demons, and that few of us would have the 

introspection, courage, and honesty to do likewise. 

Reading a novel  is  supposed  to  be  entertaining, 

perhaps  suspenseful,  perhaps  amusing.  Reading 

Dark  Passages  met  none  of  these  expectations:  It 

was  unnerving,  tearing-up  tragic,  coldly  terrifying. 

But most of all it felt like a violation, an invasion of 

personal  privacy.  It  feels  less  a  commercial  book 

than  the  author’s  private  diary   which  one  has 

broken  into  without her knowledge  or  permission. 

Hence  as  one  peruses  each  new  page,  there  is  a 

feeling  of  impropriety,  even  guilt  even  despite  it 

being  impossible  to  stop  and  not  know  what’s 

coming next. It would be distinctly  disconcerting to 

ask the author to inscribe one’s copy. 
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E.  

Lara  Parker  began  with  a   fairly   conservative 

sequel-novel,  The  Salem  Branch,  following  it  with 

an  account  of  her   character’s  pre-series  life, 

 Angelique’s Descent. 

What  I  remember most  about   Salem  Branch  - 

crass  gearhead  that  I  am   -  is  that  Parker  had 

Barnabas  driving  a  Bentley.  As  one  of  those 

insufferable fanatics who  notice and decry  incorrect 

shoulder-patches  in war movies, I was  gotchasmug: 

There are no  Bentley  dealerships in the entire State 

of Maine!  Quelle honte! 

 Angelique’s  Descent  upset  me  for  a  more 

profound [and  less  adolescent] reason. And  frankly 

a very  simple  one:  I  like  her  and  want to  see  her 

happy. 

After viewing the entire run of  Dark Shadows, I 

came  to  the  conclusion  that  if  the  story   had  an 

antiheroine,  it  was  Angelique.  She  was  sincerely, 

helplessly  in love with a man who  had seduced  her 

as an adolescent, then proposed only to betray her. 

In a series turning on family  and friendships, she 

had neither; she was only  sought by  others to exploit 

her   witchcraft  skills  for   their  own  purposes. 

Everyone either tried  to  kill her or had  to  be  killed 

by   her  in  self-defense.  At  the  very   end,  having 
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sacrificed herself yet again for Barnabas, she dies in 

his arms before he can tell her  of his forgiveness and 

[belatedly realized] love. 

As  lifestories  go, Angelique’s  is  painfully  tragic. 

But  if  I  had  any   hopes  that  Lara  would  at  least 

accord  her  pleasant  childhood  memories,  Descent 

came as an even more depressing shock. 

In  this  journal/novel  Angelique  is  born, 

apparently  illegitimately, to  a mulatto  slave mother 

in   the  French   Caribbean  colony  of  Martinique  in 

1774. She escapes  from  the terrors and hardships of 

her  childhood  and  early  adolescence  by  retreating 

into  a psychotic dreamworld, eerily  echoing Joanne 

Greenberg’s  insane   I  Never  Promised  You  a  Rose 

 Garden (1964). 

Torn from her  Voodoo-obsessed  mother by  her 

sadistic landowner  father, the little girl is first locked 

into a cage with wild dogs. Narrowly  escaping being 

torn   to  pieces  by  them,  she  is  imprisoned  by  her 

father, periodically  mocked-up as a  “Voodoo  loa”  to 

intimidate  superstitious  slaves,  then  readied  for 

sacrificial murder,  which she  evades  by  killing  her 

father first. 

Later,  working  as  a  domestic  for  the  French-

aristocratic du  Pres family, the teenager is seduced, 

then proposed to by  a dashing young merchant from 

America,  Barnabas  Collins.  Accompanying  her 

mistress  Josette  to  Maine, Angelique  is  devastated 

to  discover  that  Barnabas  has  discarded  her   for 

Josette. And so begins the television-narrative. 

My  sensibilities  and sympathies rebelled against 

this  sad  backstory.  Defying  the  book’s  5-star 

Amazon  review-ratings,  I  refused  to  believe 

 Angelique’s Descent, privately  promising my  friend 

some better memories later on [as precounted in #G 

below]. 
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F. 

Then  Lara  Parker came  out  with a third  novel: 

 Wolf  Moon  Rising. 22   I  acquired  it  with   some 

trepidation, but was deliciously surprised:

Do  you  remember  that  scene  in   Superman  I 

where Lois Lane was about to fall to  her death  from 

a  wrecked  helicopter,  and  suddenly   Christopher 

Reeve came running at the screen, tearing his  shirt 

off  to  reveal  that  big red/yellow \S/  on his  chest? 

All  the  Boomers  in  the  theater  were  instantly   on 

their feet, tears  in their  eyes, yelling  “GO  SUPE! ” 

while  their  startled  kids  gaped  at  them  as  though 

they’d gone completely out of their minds. 

Well, that’s  Wolf Moon Rising. If you were there 

to  be  enthralled  by   the  original   Dark  Shadows 

television series - and I don’t mean the painful TV & 

movie revival efforts - reading this book is like being 

mugged  by  angels:  your mind  and  body  end  up  in 

complete disarray but you still feel blessed. 

Almost  everyone  from  the  original  gang  still 

living  [and  a  few  who  aren’t]  is  here.  And,  in  the 

usual  Collins  tradition, in  lots  of  trouble  seasoned 

with  romance, violence,  and  neurosis.  All of  which 

22 Parker, Lara,  Dark Shadows: Wolf Moon Rising. New York: 

Tor Books, 2013. 
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pounces on you on page #1  and doesn’t let up for the 

next 394. 

Remember  how  excruciatingly  drawn-out  some 

of  the  show  sequences  could  be?  Not  so  here. 

Pacewise   WMR  compares  favorably   with  the 

Indiana Jones ride at Disneyland. 

And  guess  what? After two  earlier  DS  novels  in 

which she cracked her literary  knuckles, Lara Parker 

hits the ground running this time as a writer with as 

eloquent a pen as  Nelson DeMille  or James  Ellroy. 

Her   characters  sizzle  with  vitality,  her  scenery 

preempts  your outside-the-book  surroundings, and 

you  find  yourself  joining  in  everything  from 

rebuilding  a  Duesenberg  to  dodging  tommy-gun 

bullets. 

All  of  this  comes  together  in  a  lush,  sensuous, 

 decadent  tapestry   of  fantasy   that  leaves  you 

thoroughly   gruntled.  How  very   annoying  to  find 

yourself on the last page! 

In  addition  to  showing  how  well  she  can 

yarnspin, Parker clearly  had  fun putting  this  thing 

together.  The  narrative  ripples  with  in-jokes  and 

nostalgiquips  for the   DS  junkie  to  find  like  Easter 

eggs. 

- And the women!:

Grayson  Hall’s  Dr.  Julia  Hoffman  was 

perceptive, practical, sensitive, and warm. What she 

wasn’t  was  sexy.  Like  a  bad-girl  version  of 

Cinderella’s  fairy   godmother,  Parker  brings  Julia 

back  as  a  vampire  with  vamp:  a  flameflowing 

cascade  of  hair,  glowing  jeweleyes,  and  a take-no-

prisoners  gown  to  showcase  ...  well,  Julia’s  teeth 

weren’t the only two parts of her anatomy to grow! 

We know from  the jacketnotes that there’s going 

to  be  a  Roaring 20s  timetrek. Right above the  text 

Parker  gives you a wake-up kick in that direction: a 
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period-photograph of  a stunningly-beautiful  young 

woman. Then you get it: Joan ... Joan Bennett! 

Good lord. Most of us who watched the original 

series knew  vaguely  that she’d “been a famous movie 

star”, but she was  so  ... underwhelming as the wan, 

matronly, passive Elizabeth Stoddard. I  don’t think 

many   of  us  bothered  to  look  her  up  in  those 

preGoogle days. 

Try  it now  and prepare to  fry  your eyeballs: She 

and  her  sister  Constance  were  full-fledged  drop-

dead-gorgeous sirens of the Golden Age. 

All  of  which makes  you cheatread  ahead  to  the 

1920  flashback  to  see  how  Parker  rejuvenates  her 

[and  her  sister!].  It’s  deliriously   hilarious.  With 

Collinwood the glitzy  setting for a Gatsbyesque orgy, 

David’s  bewildered    girlfriend  -  Angelique’s  latest 

reincarnation -  is whisked away  by  the Bennetts for 

a head-to-toe makeover. 

“Flapper  or  Gibson  Girl?”  they   speculate 

mischievously, then decree  the  former.  [While  this 

fits  the  frenzy  of  the  party  and  properly  stupefies 

David, I  hit an æsthetic snag here: the cool, distant, 

and  aristocratic  Angelique  is  much   more  Gibson, 

even though  that  Grecian-goddess  image  went  out 

with the  Art Nouveau of the turn of the 1900s.]
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By  contrast, the  men  in the  story  are  just their 

usual petulant, grouchy, homicidal selves, spending 

most  of  their time  drinking [though Barnabas  and 

Quentin prefer slightly different cocktails]. 

Barnabas  thoroughly   alienates  his  latest   objet 

 d’amour,  who  attracts  him  because  he  thinks  she 

looks  exactly  like  Angelique  whom  he  hates. Yes,  I 

know: go  figure. Also  happens  to  be the  same  lady 

Quentin has his wolfy  eyes  on, so you  know she’s  in 

for some bummer dates. 

What Barnabas  does  manage, for the first time 

in   Dark  Shadows history,  is  to  terminally  piss  off 

the  ever-loving/loyal/suffering  Julia.  Way   to  go, 

Barney  -  particularly   now  that  she  looks  so,  um, 

outstanding. 

Considering  that  it’s  Lara  P.  who’s  telling  this 

tale,  one  would  think  that  Angelique  would  get 

center stage, and some finale fulfillment. Oddly, no. 

The  story  spends  most of  its  sequence  in a sort of 

identity  tag-team  between David’s teenage girlfriend 

and  her  mother,  a  worn-out  60s’  hippie  who 

apparently     learned  her  vocabulary  in the  Marine 

Corps. The  “real” Angelique  just drops  into  one  or 

the  other  of  them   now  and  then  to  confuse  the 

reader and jerk Barnabas’ chain. [I thought that they 

fell  back  in love  with each  other at the  end  of  the 

Gerard  Stiles  caper in  DS episode  #1198,  but what 

do I know?]

I  wish I  could tell you that after everything that 

hits  the  fan  in  this  book,  it  at  least  has  a  happy 

ending.  Well,  it doesn’t.  Everyone  still  alive  is  just 

catching  a  breath  before  the  next  troublemaker 

knocks  on  the  Collinwood  front  door.  Elizabeth 

Stoddard  could  have  saved  her family  considerable 

grief  by  simply  installing  a  doorbell  triggering the 

doors to an alligator pit beneath the threshold. 
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Nevertheless  it’s peachy  that Lara decided, after 

all this  time, to fling that door  wide open again and 

let over 40 years of accumulated Bad News shamble 

in and run wild in her book. 

I’ve  only  one request: For her  next one, will she 

please, please  let  Angelique  at  last  have  some 

simple happiness: love, snuggles, and laughter  [and 

I  don’t mean  that famous  “you’re  in  for it now!” 

wickedgiggle]. 23 The poor girl has it coming. 

G. The Truth

As  recounted  above: Upon suspecting the tragic 

tale of  Angelique’s Descent to  be  yet another  “cover 

story”  concealing a  deeper mystery, I set out in 2014 

to  see what I  might uncover. My  search took me  to 

the  libraries  of  the  Louvre  &  Invalides  in Paris, as 

well as  to the archives of the Papacy  in the Vatican. 

Gradually  the pieces of a most remarkable sequence 

of  events  emerged -  cumulatively  so  startling that I 

doubt the highlights here will be believed. 

The  story  begins in France  at the court of Louis 

XIV,  whose  celebrated  mistress  Madame  de 

Montespan retained  the King’s affections by  arts  of  

magic  which  she  learned  from  the  legendary 

Catherine Deshayes (1640-80), aka  la Voisin. 

Deshayes  was  one  of  many   “fortune-tellers” 

about  Paris,  becoming  noted  for  her  powers  of 

prescience.  In  the  rigidly-Catholic  climate  of  the 

city, this eventually  made her a  target of the Church, 

and  she  was  arrested,  charged  with  witchcraft, 

poisoning,  abortions,  and  Black  Masses  -  all  of 

23 No, she hasn’t forgotten how to do it. At a booksigning  Q&A 

in   the  Haight/Ashbury  a  couple  of  years  ago,  someone  just 

asked  Lara  if  she  would  “do  the  laugh”.  She  obliged  to  a 

standing ovation. 
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which  she  denied,  despite  several  days  of  cruel 

torture  by   the  dreaded   Chambre  Ardente  (the 

Church’s secret, inquisitorial court). She was burned 

at the  stake after spurning absolution by  a Catholic 

priest. 

While  la Voisin did not betray  her clientele, after 

her  execution  her  terrified  daughter  disclosed  her 

mother’s  tutelage  of  Montespan,  whereupon  Louis 

immediately stopped all further investigation. 

Montespan had seven children by  the King, all of 

whom were eventually  legitimized, including  Louise 

Françoise de Bourbon (1673-1743), whose carefully-

selected  female  students  were  secretly  schooled  in 

the  Arts  passed  down  from   Montespan.  In  due 

course  this  included  the  Austrian  bride  of  the 

Dauphin who, upon taking  the throne, became Louis 

XVI.  His  Queen  was  the  famous  Marie  Antoinette, 

and  their first  child,  Marie-Thérèse  Charlotte,  was 

born at Versailles in 1778. 

The  Dynasty   of  course  had  hoped  for  a   male 

successor. “Poor little angel,” her  exhausted mother 

said, “you are not what was  desired, but you are no 

less  dear to  me on that account. A son would have 

been  property   of  the  state.  You  shall  be  mine.” 

During  the  next  decade  she  therefore  secretly 

schooled her daughter in the Arts of La Voisin. 

Following  the  storming  of  the  Bastille  in  1789, 

the royal family  was deposed and imprisoned. Louis 

was  guillotined  in  January   1793,  and  Marie 

Antoinette ten months later. 

Of the royals’ five children, all but Marie-Thérèse 

succumbed to illnesses. Determined to save her only 

surviving  child,  during  the  time  before  her   own 

execution,  the  Queen  arranged  for  her   to  be 

impersonated by  a servant, who became the “Marie-

Thérèse” known to conventional history. 
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Recalling  her  first  words  to  her  daughter  upon 

her birth, Marie  Antoinette gave her the  new name 

“Angelique”.  She  was  rescued  from  the  Temple 

Prison  on  the  night of  August 24, 1793 and  never 

saw her mother again. 

The impersonation allowed the abduction-trail to 

become  cold,  and  the  Queen  knew  that  if  the 

substitution  were  ever  discovered,  the  peasant 

imposter, as non-nobility, would not be in danger. 

The Princess Angelique with her Parents

Angelique  was  taken  by  her  Loyalist  protectors 

first to  Monaco, then to  the island of Corsica, where 

she  became  a   “daughter”  of  Carlo  Marin  di 

Buonoparte and his wife Maria. 

In 1779 one or  Carlo’s sons had been admitted to 

the  military   academy   in  Paris,  simultaneously 

commencing  an  affair  with  the  Viscountess 

Joséphine  de  Beauharnais,  while  the  Viscount was 

on extended assignment to the newly-formed United 

States,  whose  Revolution  the  French  king  had 

actively supported. 

In 1780  the  lovers  had  a  daughter, whom they 

named  “Josette”  after  her  mother.  Before  the 

Viscount returned to  Paris, Josette was  sent to  live 

with her father’s family in Corsica. 
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Josette had  just turned  14  in 1793  when the 15-

year-old  Angelique  arrived  to  become  the  newest 

“family  member”.  Because  of  their  close  ages  and 

similar “predicaments”,  the  two  girls  became  close 

friends. 

The  French   Terror  was  now  at  its  zenith,  and 

because of his title the Viscount de Beauharnais was 

guillotined in 1794. Even Corsica was no longer  safe 

for both girls. A close friend of Carlo’s, Count Andre 

du Pres, offered  to  let them live  with the  Countess 

and  himself  at  their  Martinique  estate,  so  Josette 

and  Angelique  left  Corsica  for  the  West  Indies. 

While  the  du  Pres  considered  both  girls  as  family 

behind  closed  doors,  in  public  they   represented 

Josette  as  their   daughter  home  from   school  in 

France  and  Angelique  as  her   maid,  minimizing 

attention to the more-endangered Princess. 

While later  than the  1795 events  in Collinsport, 

in  1796  Joséphine married her lover  (now  a French 

Army  General), whereupon they  legitimized Josette 

as  their  daughter.  In  1804 they  would  be  crowned 

Napoléon I and Joséphine, Emperor and Empress of 

France, thus raising Josette to  the rank of  Princess, 

co-equal with Angelique. 

The Princess Josette with her Parents
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As 1794 drew to a close, a hurricane collapsed the 

beach-house  in  which  the  girls  were  vacationing. 

Angelique was  unharmed, but Josette  was  mortally 

injured. The  only  way  Angelique  could  think  of  to 

save her was to  invoke the  secret Arts of La Voisin, 

which  until  now   she  had  never  dared  to  use,  to 

reunvive  Josette  as  a  vampire  -  which  they   kept 

secret even from their adoptive parents. 

Shortly  thereafter  a  merchant  ship  from  Maine 

arrived, with two  dashing young sons of the owner, 

Barnabas and Jeremiah Collins, on board. 

Angelique  fell  in  love  with  Barnabas,  as  did 

Josette  with  Jeremiah.  Upon  becoming  aware  of 

this,  the  Count  &  Countess  du   Pres,  while  not 

disclosing the actual parentage of either girl, assured 

the suitors that they  were both  French aristocrats in 

disguise for their protection. 

Barnabas and Jeremiah proposed to marry  them 

and shelter them safely  in America. A joint wedding 

was planned for late 1795 in Maine. 

Josette  and  Angelique  decided  that  they  would 

disclose  the  former’s  Undeath  to  Jeremiah  upon 

arrival  in  Collinsport,  and  work  out  a  suitable 

accommodation at that time. 

Unfortunately   just  before  the  brothers’  ship 

sailed home, Martinique’s annual  Vaval Mardi-Gras 

took place, with its atmosphere of inebriated revelry. 

During  a  wild  dance  with  Josette,  Barnabas 

impulsively  kissed her. Startled, she kissed him  back 

-  on the neck - with the result that, despite his  love 

for  Angelique,  he  immediately   became  obsessed 

with Josette. 

When  the  brides-t0-be  arrived  at  Collinsport, 

Barnabas  rejected  Angelique  in  favor  of  Josette. 

Neither  he  nor  the  others  understood  the  actual 

reason  for   this,  dismaying  Josette,  angering 
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Angelique,  and  infuriating  Jeremiah  to  where  he 

demanded a pistol-duel, in which both were killed. 

But that night Barnabas arose as  a vampire, and 

shortly   thereafter  a  distraught  Josette,  feeling 

responsible  for the  collective  tragedy, jumped from 

Widow’s  Hill -  commencing the “official” history  of 

 Dark Shadows. 
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7: 1987 Lotus Esprit

  1987-1989

I used to go to  pieces. I’d see an  accident like that and 

be so  weak inside  that I wanted to  quit - stop  the car 

and walk away. I could hardly  make myself go  past it. 

But  I’m  older   now.  When   I  see  something   really 

horrible, I put my foot down - hard!  Because  I know 

that everyone else is lifting his. 

- Phil Hill

Formula One World Champion 1961

Phil Hill and  I  became  friends  after the  turn of 

the  21st  Century.  He  was  a  gracious,  gentle, 

thoughtful  man,  suffering  from   the  Parkinson’s 

which would finally do what no race ever could. 
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Formula One car racing has become much safer 

and  hi-tech  than  it  was  in  the  mid-20th   Century, 

when  it  was  still  gladiatorial  in  its  danger  and 

lethality. No matter how skilled and careful a driver 

might be, his life hung  by  the proverbial thread -  as 

had  mine  in  Special  Operations.  Perhaps  that  was 

ultimately  what we shared, archaic as  others  might 

see it. Keep your foot down hard, Phil. 
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In 1986 the  U.S.  Army  selected  me  as  the  sole 

Reserve  officer   to  attend  the  General  officer-

anointing Industrial College of the Armed Forces of 

the  National  Defense  University,  located  in  the 

picture-postcard Fort McNair in Washington, D.C. 

As  pleasant as  the  Lincoln  Mark VI  was, I  was 

beginning to feel that old itch that Lotus leaves with 

you.  To  celebrate,  upon  arriving  in  D.C.  I  took 

delivery   of  an  Esprit  Turbo  from   the  dealership 

across the Potomac in Alexandria. 

It was  one dazzling car: pearlescent white with a 

skyblue  brushed-suede  interior.  The  Elan  engine 

was  long-gone,  replaced  by   a  turbocharged 

powerplant behind the cockpit. One didn’t get in an 

Esprit as  much as  put it on, like  a pair of trousers. 

Very fast trousers. 

The  Esprit seemed  to  have  no  top  speed,  or at 

least  I  never  had  the  nerve  to  find  it.  In  Lotus 

tradition it was glued to  every  bend in the road, no 

matter how sharp. 

As with similar rear-engined sports cars, luggage 

capacity  was a joke, not to mention  a hot one, since 

what there  was  of  it  was  adjacent  to  the  engine.  I 

quickly   learned  that  if  I  bought  carbonated  soda 

cans or pressurized anything, it needed to ride home 

in the passenger seat if it were not to explode. 

Lotus  liked the Esprit and  kept it in production 

for  several  years,  in the  midst  of  which  it  made  a 

bodywork  change  from   origami,  e.g.  folded-sheet-

of-paper, to jellybean, e.g. no sharp edges. As late as 

1988 Lotus still had a “kit-car” image, of which I was 

rudely  reminded one day  while watching mine go up 

on the dealership’s hydraulic lift. Suddenly  TOYOTA 

passed  before  me  like  Poe’s  Raven.  When  I 

recovered  from the  shock and  horror,  I  discovered 

that the Hethel factory  had saved a  few £s  by  using 
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red  taillight  lenses  from  Camrys,  with  the  Scarlet 

Letters  there  for anyone with a magnifying glass  to 

see! 

After  the  first  couple  of  Esprit-years,  Lotus 

decided  that the  car would  look cooler with a rear-

deck wing. Grand Prix  racers had wings to keep their 

butts  on the ground at high  speeds. The  Esprit was 

so  æodynamic  it  didn’t  need  one,  but  one  had 

apparently   to  keep  up  with  the  bat-winged 

Lamborghini  Countach,  which   had  just  taken  the 

automotive-design world by storm. 

Notwithstanding the  many  teenaged  males  who 

drooled over Countach posters on their dorm walls, 

in  the  flesh it was  an inexcusable  pain in the  ass  - 

beginning  literally,  since  getting  in/out  of  one 

required  Yoga  prehensility.  That  dramatic  wing 

neatly  obscured  what little  vision  the  rear  window 

might otherwise  have permitted:  Reversing the  car 

without  hitting  something  required  the  driver   to 

open his  door and  sit on  the  sill to  see. And  if  you 

look  closely  at the  photo, you’ll  see  that  the  side-

windows  are  divided  horizontally  -  because  there 

isn’t room  in  the  door-panel  to  open them  all  the 

way.  Just  hope  for  midgets  manning  the  next 

tollbooth! 
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The  Esprit  suffered  from   none  of  these 

indignities, but ... Lotus  couldn’t figure  out what to 

do with its wing. One year  it would be on the bootlid, 

the  next  on  the  body   behind  it.  The  wing  itself 

morphed  from  being  Lambobatsy  to  looking like  a 

totebag  carrying-handle.  Accessing  the  luggage-

compartment,  such  as  it  was,  required  diving 

around the thing, and woe betide the radio  antenna 

if it were not retracted before being sliced in two  by 

a rising wing upon hatch-opening. Seasoned  Esprit 

owners  could  be  identified  at  club  events  by 

unbroken  antennæ  and  the  absence  of  exploded 

shaving-cream or Pepsi on the bodywork. 

A n y o n e  g r o w i n g  u p  i n  C a l i f o r n i a   i s 

weatherspoiled.  Once  you  drive  eastward  past 

Denver, you enter an unbelievable hell of humidheat 

alternating with snowcold. If the eastern half of the 

country  knew what the west is  like, everyone would 

move  out  here,  unbalancing  the  continent  so  that 

California would break off and fall into the Pacific. 

I already  knew from  my  experience with the +2S 

that  Lotus  knows  nothing  about  American 

summerheat.  The  featherlight,  waisthigh  Esprit 

testified  that  Britain   knows  nothing  about  serious 

snow   either.  Traction  during  winter  required 

sandbags filling the boot, while it wasn’t uncommon 

to  walk outside  after a Washington blizzard  to  find 

the car disappeared beneath a soft, white blanket. 

As far as a true Lotus addict is concerned, “all of 

the  above”   is  insignificant  quibble.  Life  with  the 

Esprit was a blast: Even a dash  to the corner grocery 

became a fantasy  race through the streets of  Monte 

Carlo, or the 24 hours of Le Mans. Actually  arriving 

at one’s destination was the most disappointing part 

of  any   trip.  Like  the  “transformers”  of  animated 

cartoons, Loti are less vehicles than exoskeletons. 
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8: 1989 Ferrari 328GTS

  1989-1990

. . .  H o  d e d i c a t o  l a  m i a  v i t a 

 all’automobile:  una  conquista  di 

 libertà per l’uomo.  [I have devoted my 

life to  the automobile,  which has won 

the human race its freedom.]

- Enzo Ferrari

When it eventually  came time for Pope John Paul 

II  and  Enzo  Ferrari  to  meet,  it  was  the  Pope  who 

traveled  to  Maranello  for  an  audience  with  the 

 Commendatore,  not  the  other  way   around. 

 Ferraristi  (as  initiates  of  the  Marque  are  known) 

would find nothing inappropriate or unusual in this. 
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In  the  Ferrari  world  there  are  only   two 

classifications  of  cars:  Ferrari  and  Brand  X.  This 

should not be interpreted as snobbiness, just as the 

Ferrari Myth  that the famous red cars conceived and 

constructed at the  Inner  Sanctum  of  the  factory  in 

Maranello  are  in   a   class  of  performance  and 

perfection unique to themselves. 

Enzo  Ferrari  (1898-1988)  was  the  personal 

embodiment of the Myth. His  lifestory  went back to 

the  dawn of the  automobile, when he was  a testing 

and  racing  driver  for  Alfa  Romeo.  He  later  left  to 

form his own company, which over the decades grew 

to dominate international motor racing, particularly 

in Formula One Grand Prix and Le Mans. 

The  Mussolini  regime  honored  Enzo  with  the 

title  of   Commendatore  (“[One]  Commended  [for 

accomplishment]”), which stuck even after the fall of 

that government. For  the rest of his life he remained 

the “Grey  Eminence” of motor racing; no race would 

be complete without the presence of his red cars. 

In  the  early   years  of  Formula  One,  each 

European  nation’s  cars  had  a  distinct  paintcolor: 

Britain  [“British  racing”]  green,  France  blue, 

Germany  white  (silver),  and  Italy  red.  Long  after 

this coding ceased, Ferrari continued it, painting the 

 Scuderia  Ferrari  cars   Rosso  Corsa.  Indeed  most 

road  car  owners  specified  it too,  although it would 

always be possible to order Ferraris in other colors. 

The  road  cars  were  limited  in  production,  and 

extremely   expensive.  In  the  United  States  there 

were/are  relatively   few  dealers,  so  the  sight  of  a 

Ferrari is still a noteworthy event. 

After graduating from  the ICAF course in 1987, I 

was  assigned  to  the  national  U.S.  Army   Reserve 

headquarters in St. Louis, Missouri. Lilith and I took 

a  penthouse  apartment  overlooking  the  Central 
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West End,  which is  St. Louis’  interpretation of  the 

Haight/Ashbury  or Greenwich  Village, with a touch 

of Georgetown for respectability. On my  commute to 

the  office  each  morning,  I  noticed  that  St.  Louis’ 

Volvo  dealer  also  [somewhat  incongruously] 

displayed a Ferrari sign. 

Yes, said the owner, they  indeed got a Ferrari in 

every   now   and  then  -  rarely   one  of  the  flagship 

Testarossas, and never the sacred F40’s - but rather 

the  “bread  &  butter” model, the  328. One  of  these 

happened  to  be en route and  miraculously  had  not 

been spoken for. Was I interested? 

I  was  quite  gruntled  with the  Esprit,  so  felt  no 

especial  pangs. “Please  ring  me  when  it  comes  in, 

and I’ll take a look.” 

When it did come in and I did take a look, it was 

a  decidedly   strange  experience,  like  being  called 

over to Wright-Patterson to check out the latest UFO 

in  Hanger  18.  The  328  was  one  of  the  targa  GTS 

models,  Rosso Corsa [of course] over tan leather. 

British, German, Japanese, American leather car 

interiors  have no  scent. The one radiating from the 

Ferrari was strong and mesmerizing. 

Everything about the car was  weirdly  alien. One 

never  starts  a  Ferrari  without  fully  depressing the 

clutch, and the pattern  of the [only] manual 5-speed 

gears was inverse, with 1st down instead of up. And 

when  that  engine  started,  it  did  so  with   a  bass 

whoop  unlike  any   other  engine  I’d  ever   heard.  I 

recalled  one  reviewer’s  speculation  that  Ferrari 

engines  have  various  extra/unnecessary   parts  in 

their mechanisms just to make exotic music. 

Incidentally   that  was  all  the  music  a  true 

 Ferrarista  needed/wanted  to  hear.  Nothing  as 

blasphemous as a  radio came with  the car, although 

there was a hole in the dashboard if one insisted on 
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defiling  it.  [So  as  not  to  disturb  the  leather  door-

panels,  however,  a  couple  of  cheap  speakers  were 

pre-buried behind them.]

Apart  from  the  aromatic  leather  itself,  the  sole 

“extravagance” insider the car was the sacred yellow 

horn button containing the  black  Ferrari  Cavallino 

(Prancing Horse). 24

The  328  contained  nothing  as  feminine  as  a 

glove-compartment.  In  an  apparent,  grudging 

concession  that  male  owners  might  want  to  allow 

wives  or   girlfriends  to  occupy  the  passenger  seat, 

there was a tiny, cheap mirror affixed to the back of 

the passenger-side sunshade. 

While the dealership invited test-drives in any  of 

its  Volvos,  a  test-drive  of  the  328  was  out  of  the 

question. Would you want anyone else to sleep with 

your  fiancée before you marry her?! 

Only   a  confirmed  automaniac  would  purchase 

such   a  car  under  such  conditions,  so  of  course  I 

immediately did. 

Upon  turning  the  ignition  key,  I  was  initiated 

into  the  secret  of  the  Marque  guarded  by   all 

 Ferraristi:  Driving  a  Ferrari  is  a subliminal  sexual 

experience. Loti are lighter on their  feet and handle 

better,  Corvettes  &  Cobras  are  more  muscular, 

Jaguars  &  Maseratis  are  more  luxurious, Mercedes 

& Porsches are better-built, Lamborghinis  & Astons 

are  more  exotic.  Only  Ferraris  have  sex  with  you 

every time you turn the key. 

24   Heathens  who  blasphemously   mention  that  the  Porsche 

infidels also  have a black horse against yellow at the center of 

that   garagista  emblem  are  admonished  that it is  the  coat of 

arms   of  the  city  of  Stuttgart,  from   the  High   German 

 Stuotgarten  (stud  farm),  hence  the  horse  shown  is a  mare; 

whereas  the  Ferrari    Cavallino  is  artistically-explicitly   a 

stallion. 
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In 1965 John Frankenheimer decided  to  make a 

widescreen  spectacular  about Formula  One  racing, 

which  was  released  the  following  year  as   Grand 

 Prix. Cameras mounted on actual F1  cars, as well as 

a special  Cobra lead-car, put the  audience  virtually 

in   the  cockpit  at  150mph.  The  several  races  were 

linked  together  with  human  soap  opera,  but  the 

really  steamy  stuff  was  out there  in the  streets  of 

Monte Carlo and the tracks at Clermont, Zandvoort, 

Brands Hatch, Monza. 

Obviously  Ferrari participation was  essential, so 

Frankenheimer made  the  pilgrimage  to  Maranello. 

To  his dismay, Enzo  turned him down:  A film  with 

Ferraris was unthinkable unless they won. 

But  Grand  Prix  was  an American film,  and  the 

climactic  World  Champion  had  to  be  an  American 

(James  Garner),  driving  a  quite  unEuropean 

Japanese car entered by Toshiro Mifune. 

Disaster  was  averted  by   a  typically   Enzo 

compromise: The Ferrari team  would be  en route to 

victory   in  the  final  Monza  race,  when  one  of  its 

drivers  (Yves  Montand)  would  be  killed  when  a 

broken-off  piece of  another car caused his  to crash, 

killing him. Whereupon the  Commendatore, despite 
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his  other  driver  a certainty  for  the  Championship, 

would signal him  to stop in dramatic respect. Honor 

and image were thus preserved. 

 Grand Prix also  cameoed several real F1  drivers, 

among  them   Jimmy   Clark,  Graham   Hill,  Richie 

Ginther,  Bob  Bondurant,  and  the  5-times  World 

Champion  Juan  Fangio.  The  most  active  such 

appearance was that of Phil Hill, as one of Garner’s 

co-drivers  on the  Japanese  team. Amusingly,  when 

Garner  asked Mifune why  his other drivers were not 

being criticized for mistakes, he  answered “Because 

they  are  not  winners.” Hill was  of  course  the  1961 

World Champion, and  graciously  allowed Montand 

to pretend to that title in the film. Hill’s quote at the 

beginning of Chapter #7  in this book was also in the 

film,  conversationally  spoken  by  Montand  to  Eva 

Marie Saint, shortly after another driver’s crash. 

But  the  most  unforgettable  impersonation  was 

that of Enzo Ferrari by Italian superstar Adolfo Celi:
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The  photograph  above  survives  from   their 

meeting at Monza  in 1965 during the shooting of the 

movie’s dramatic  finale - arguably  not only  a world-

championship contest of cars, but of Roman noses. 

An  amusing  snippetrivia   deserves  rescue  from 

years of forgottenness:

In  1967   the  James  Bond  establishment  Eon 

Productions  was horrified by  the appearance  of the 

first “spaghetti spy  movie”: a Bond lampoon by  the 

name  of   O.K.  Connery  (U.S.:   Operation  Kid 

 Brother). This  Tuscan turkey  starred Sean’s brother 

Neil Connery  under his own name as “the brother of 

Britain’s  top  secret agent”, pressed  into  spyheroics 

by  Bernard  Lee  (Bond’s  “M”) and his assistant Lois 

Maxwell  (“Miss  Moneypenny”).  OKB  mercilessly 

raided  other  Bondfilm  notables:  Daniela  Bianchi 

( From Russia With Love), Yasuko  Yama ( You Only 

 Live  Twice),  Anthony   Dawson  ( Dr.  No),  and  as 

supervillain Adolfo Celi ( Thunderball). 

The  “spaghetti  western”  image  was  further 

reinforced  by   a   soundtrack  by   Ennio  Morricone, 

famous for  Clint Eastwood’s  For a Fistful of Dollars, 

 For a Few Dollars More, and  The Good, the Bad, & 

 the Ugly. 

Reportedly  Eon managed  to  purchase   OKB  and 

immediately   suppress  such  blasphemy,  though  it 

finally  reappeared on the irreverent  Mystery Science 

 Theater 3000. 

Why   bring  this  up  here?  Because  at  the 

beginning of the film, Lee and Celi happen to  meet, 

and  Lee  offers his  sympathy  for  Celi’s  “unfortunate 

accident at Monza  last year”. That was of course an 

allusion  to  Yves  Montand’s  fatal  crash  in   Grand 

 Prix, released in 1966. 
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9: 1989 Maserati 228

  1989-1994

Sundance  [festival]  is  all  your  Hollywood  buds  and 

buddies  and  rolling  out  and  high-fiving  and  “Hell, 

yeah. Here comes the  movie,” and in Venice,  it’s very 

elegant, and respectful ... It’s  decadence. It’s such a  fun 

way to  formalize  a  movie  that  is  for  us a down-and-

dirty,  gritty  movie. And to  see  it with the  red  carpet, 

and rolling up in a Maserati. 

- David Gordon Green

Bologna, Italy, 1914: The six Maserati brothers  - 

Alfieri,  Bindo,  Carlo,  Ettore,  Ernesto,  and  Mario  - 

decided to build and race cars. Mario, an artist, gave 

their new  company  its  famous  emblem, taken from 

the city’s famous statue of Neptune. 
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Eventually  the  company   moved  to  its  present 

home  in  Modena,  and  over   the  years  became 

Ferrari’s  principal rival in both racing and sporting 

road  cars.  Characteristically   Maserati  preferred 

twin-overhead-cam  6 engines  to  Ferrari’s  V12, and 

the  Trident  cars  were  unashamedly   more 

comfortable  and  luxurious  than  their    Cavallino 

counterparts. 

Among  Maserati’s  many   motorsport  triumphs 

were Juan Fangio’s 1957  F1  World Championship in 

a  250F,  as  well  as  Wilbur  Shaw’s  1939  &  1940 

Indianapolis 500 victories in a 8CTF. 

The  post-World  War  II  period  was  not an easy 

one  for   expensive  European  cars.  Legendary 

marques  like  Bugatti  had  disappeared, and  Ferrari 

survived only  by  being purchased by  Fiat in 1969. In 

1968  Maserati  was  purchased  by   the  French 

company   Citroën,  and  then   in  1975  by   the 

Argentinian  racing  driver-turned-entrepreneur 

Alejandro de Tomaso. 

Instead  of  voluptuous   Gran  Turismo  cars  like 

the previous  Mistral, Ghibli, & Khamsin (all named 

for  famous  winds),  de  Tomaso  envisioned  small, 

practical, but powerful & luxurious coupés & sedans. 

The mammoth  straight-6 engines were replaced by  a 

compact V6 mounting  twin turbochargers, hence the 

new generation’s name “Biturbo”. 
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The  first  Biturbos  began  to  reach  the  United 

State in 1985, and quickly  developed a reputation for 

being  blindingly-fast  but  unreliable.  Initial 

bodywork  quality   was  also  somewhat  less  than 

German-precise.  Indeed  almost  all  Italian  exotics 

shared  an “Italian”  image that  no  two  body-panels 

were identical. 

De  Tomaso  worked  furiously  to  fix  the  defects, 

and  succeeded:  By   1989   the  Biturbos  were 

mechanically  impeccable, as  well  as  showpieces  of 

both  bodywork  and  interior  lavishness.  “The  only 

way  to  be  surrounded  by  more  leather and  suede,” 

commented one reviewer, “is to get inside a cow.” 

Also  working  against  the  Biturbos  was  their  Q-

ship  appearance,  recalling  the  ordinariness  of  the 

Lotus Cortina. They  just didn’t look like the “classic” 

Maseratis, even if they  were better-built and  would 

hold more people more comfortably, with plenty  of 

luggage-space. 

So  1989 was  Maserati’s  last year in the  USA. It 

was  also  the  year  when,  thinking  about  a 

replacement for the  Lincoln Mark  VI,  I  visited  the 

St.  Louis  Maserati  store  and  found  Alejandro’s 

masterpiece, the 228. 

As  noted:  From  the  outside  it  was  the  last  car 

you’d notice in a pack, a big, metallic-brown coupé. 

If you removed  the Trident emblems, you wouldn’t 

know what it was. 

The  blush-tan  leather  interior,  on  the  other 

hand,  was  something  out  of  a  Borgia  palace.  The 

seats were not only  more comfortable than any  other 

car’s;  but  any   house-furniture  as  well.  Within  5 

minutes  of  sinking  into  the  front-passenger  seat, 

Lilith was invariably  blissfully  asleep. The rear seats 

were if anything more intoxicative: Driving a carful 

of passengers was rather like piloting a hearse. 
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Like its Trident brethren the 228 was  blindingly 

fast.  The  twin  turbos  gave  it  instantaneous,  GTO-

like acceleration, such that - also like the Goat - the 

challenge was to hold the car to a controlled straight 

line.  Unlike  the  Pontiac,  however,  the  Maser  was 

built for European-Autobahn speeds; in our weenie 

legal environment it barely  broke idle in gear  #3  out 

of its 5, at 70mph. I have no  idea what the 228’s top 

speed  was;  I  never  had  either  the  highway  or  the 

courage to find out. 

Which brings  to  mind  another  bit of  slapstick: 

The  228  had  beautiful,  jewel-like  instruments 

[Maserati  dash  clocks  are  world-famous  golden 

sculptures]. But with stereotypical Italian indolence 

[or  insolence],  the  factory   hadn’t  bothered  to 

calibrate the speedometer. Shortly  thereafter, on the 

I-280 Interstate in California, I was red-lighted by  a 

California  Highway  Patrolman  for  90mph  in  a  65 

zone. But the  speedo  said  65!?  I  took  the  car  to  a 

shop where the wayward instrument was diagnosed 

and calibrated. Shortly  thereafter I  was in Redwood 
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City’s  traffic court. The  judge read the ticket aloud, 

then  asked  the  brand  of  car.  I  said  “Maserati”  as 

humbly   as  possible,  whereupon  the  courtroom 

exploded  in laughter.  Let’s  see  a Maser get out of 

this! 

But  the  paperwork  from   the  shop  did  the 

impossible;  His  Honor  joined  in  the  laughter  and 

tore up the ticket. 

That said, the Q-ship 228 never attracted Smoky-

attention  like  the   Rosso  Corsa  Ferrari  328GTS.  I 

have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  Ferraris  are 

assigned their own CHP tails once sighted. 

Driving  up  to  Chicago  one  weekend  with   a 

comatose  Lilith,  I  decided  to  visit  the  Ferrari/

Maserati facility  there, which was in a small suburb 

by   the  name  of  Lake  Forest.  Thus  began  two 

unexpectedly creepy days. 

If  you  ever  saw  the  original  Katherine  Ross 

movie  The Stepford  Wives, well, it must have  been 

filmed  in  Lake  Forest,  Illinois. I  don’t  know  if  it’s 

still like that today, but in the 1980s it was a picture-

postcard  town.  110%  Caucasian.  Manicured  trees 

and flowerbeds everywhere. Not only  was  there  not 

a speck of litter anywhere, but not even a stain on 

any   sidewalk  or  street.  The  service  stations  had 

courteous,  bow-tied  attendants.  Every   pedestrian 

smiled  warmly  at you. The  Disneyesque  hotel  was 

immaculate  and  featherbedcomfy.  All  food 

everywhere was delicious. Even the F/M  dealership 

was unItalianny pristine. 

In  short,  Lake  Forest  was  terrifying,  and  we 

couldn’t escape from it fast enough. 

Oh, yes, about Italian-exotic dealerships: They’ve 

become  very  upperclassy  today,  but  as  late  as  the 

1970s:  Well,  in  San  Francisco  the  Maserati 

dealership was  just an old, ramshackle  garage on a 
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Russian Hill backstreet, and Ferrari was in a similar 

dump down by  the Wharf. Neither  place had a sign. 

You either knew about it or you didn’t. If you  walked 

into  the garage, you might see  a few  cars  there. To 

find  out if  one  were  for sale,  you had  to  interrupt 

one of the mechanics, who doubled as salesmen. 

By  the 1980s this was still par for  Ferrari [except 

in  Lake Forest]. Alejandro  de Tomaso, on the other 

hand, had decreed that his customers be treated like 

royalty. No  matter what the 228 needed, anywhere, 

anytime, Maserati USA would instantly  see to it. It’s 

become as much a  signature as Maserati clocks and 

trumpet-horns;  to  this  day  Maserati  ownership  can 

only be described as coddling. 

The collapsing exotic-car market in 1990 saw the 

exit  of  Maserati,  Alfa  Romeo,  Fiat,  and  several 

others. The de Tomaso Maseratis lingered for awhile 

in  Italy  and Britain, then died out, a great pity; their 

elegance and  comfort have never been approached, 

much less matched since. 

Maserati  not  only   coddles  current  owners,  it 

remembers  previous  ones.  After  owning several  of 

the marque over the years, I was surprised to receive 

a  solid  gold,  deeply-enameled  “MASERATI 

F I D E L I T A T E M  H O N O R A T ”  g r i l l e - b a d g e . 

Unfortunately  actually  attaching it to the 228’s grille 

would  be  insane:  In  a  very  shot  time  it  would  be 

ripped off to become some gang-punk’s  belt-buckle. 

So it has since remained a preserved heirloom, along 

with  its  companion  -  a desk-version of  the  famous 

Maserati  dash-clock.  Not  content  to  stop  there 

timewise, Maserati went on to commission a line of 

wristwatches  in  these-days-rare  rose-gold.  Marque 

watches  have  since  become  both  widespread  and 

exhibitionist, but Maserati’s remain subtly  dignified: 

distinguished but never ostentatious. 
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In  1993   de  Tomaso  sold  the  now-dormant 

Maserati  to  Fiat,  which  in  1997   sold  it  to  its 

subordinate  company   Ferrari,  Maserati’s  ancient 

rival. 

Nevertheless it was the best thing that could have 

happened  to  the  Trident,  because  after  decades  of 

financial cliff-hanging, it was  now  under  the  same 

Fiat umbrella as Ferrari. The factory  was completely 

rebuilt, and a new  line of cars created: luxury  Grand 

Touring  exotics  in the  US$150K  range  rather than 

Ferrari’s  US$500K.  Ferrari  designed  and  built the 

new V8 with  “Maserati” on the cam-covers. Unless 

you just had to  have the  Cavallino on your hood, it 

was  a  much  more  comfortable  “Ferrari”  for  a 

fraction of the pricetag. 

What  Fiat  and  Ferrari  didn’t  assume  was  any 

interest  in/responsibility   for   the  de  Tomaso  or 

earlier   cars.  As  of  2017   Biturbos  have  virtually 

vanished  from   the  used-car  markets.  A  pity   just 

when they  had  been  perfected.  And  as  nice  as  the 

Ferrari  interiors  are,  they   are  nowhere  near  as 

sumptuplush as Alejandro’s. Passengers stay awake! 
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10: 1989 Ferrari Testarossa

 

1990-1992

Detective Sergeant James  “Sonny” Crockett (seeing his 

TR for the  first  time)  “340  horsepower, 180  miles 

an hour, new paint, new rubber ...” 

Detective  Sergeant  Ricardo  Tubbs:  “Absolutely 

essential for any type of serious police work.” 

Sonny: “You got that right!” 

-  Miami Vice

Season 3, Episode 2 (1986)

When  in  1983,  well  into  the  decade  of 

“conspicuous  consumption”  characterized  by   gold 

chain  necklaces,  expensive  clothes,  and  exotic 

automobiles,  Hollywood  producer  Michael  Mann 

- 104 -

proposed  a  new   cops-series  set  in  Miami, 

emphasizing the Reagan “war on drugs” and related 

big-money, high-lifestyle criminality, the city  fathers 

were  horrified  by   what  this  would  do  to  Miami’s 

respectable image. Imagine their discomfiture when 

 Miami  Vice transformed  the  peaceful vacation-spot 

into  the world’s  most glamorous locale -  for all the 

wrong reasons! Miami was now a seething hotbed of 

cocaine,  prostitution, “cigarette”-boat racing,  beefy 

guys and busty  girls, and above all obscenely  exotic 

automobiles. 

Sonny   Crockett  started  out  in  1984   driving  a 

Ferrari Daytona Spyder  -  a  black convertible. It was 

actually  a rebodied Corvette, but the average viewer 

could  not  tell  the  difference  (easily  apparent from 

the  car’s interior). The  car soon became as  much a 

star of  the  show  as  its  passengers  and  Sonny’s  pet 

alligator Elvis. 

Supposedly   Sonny’s  undercover    persona  as  a 

big-bucks  drug-dealer  necessitate  the  Metro-Dade 

Police  Department  issuing  him   a  suitable 

confiscated  car.  Nevertheless  the  choice  raised 

 Ferraristi eyebrows: The Daytona Spyder was one of 

the  most valuable  collector Ferraris, with a market 

value  of  $4  million.  One  would  think  that  M-D 

would  have  been  a  bit  less  extravagant  with  its 

inventory! 

Be  that as  it may, in the  finale of  Season #2, a 

non- Ferrarista  bad  guy   blew  up  $4M  of  M-D’s 

budget  with a stinger missile, forcing  the  deprived 

Detective  to  pound  on  his  [Lamborghini-driving] 

Lieutenant’s  desk  for  a  socially-acceptable 

replacement.  Edward  James  Olmos  curtly  cut him 

short:  “It’s  out  back.”  -  prompting  the  quote 

beginning this chapter. 
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The  sensation  of   Miami  Vice  had  not  gone 

unnoticed by  Ferrari North America. While certainly 

having nothing to  do  with  the  “Daytona” Corvette, 

Ferrari now  contributed one of its current signature 

models, a 1986 Testarossa (“Red Head” [for its cam-

covers], or  conversationally  “TR”). While TRs  were 

also  mostly   Rosso Corsa, such would  have clashed 

with  the  Miami-pastel tints  of  the  series, including 

Sonny’s  trademark-white  suits  and  loafers.  Ferrari 

didn’t  have  any   TRs  in  the  series’  [&  Miami 

Dolphins’]  orange  &  aqua  livery,  so  Sonny   got  a 

wardrobe-matching white. 

In  1989,  less  than  a  year  into  my  328GTS,  I 

began wondering about its  big brother: more room, 

greater comfort, more luggage-space, not to mention 

that legendary  flat-12 instead of a V8. I  telephoned 

Ferrari  Houston  to  inquire.  Yes,  they  had  several 

TRs, including a very  nice company-executive ’89 in 

white/tan, at a  discounted $160K [since it wasn’t the 

sacred red]. “We’ll buy your 328 for $130K.” 

I’d  purchased  the  328  at its  $80K  sticker-price 

only  a  few  months  previously!  I  began  wondering 

why  I was bothering to work for an Army  salary  if I 

could  just  buy/drive/resell  Ferraris.  The 

 Commendatore  had  recently  departed  his  personal 

racetrack  at  age  90,  and  the  value  of  cars  made 

during  his  lifetime  was  skyrocketing.  TRs  were 

projected to surpass $1M in another year or two. 

I  decided  it  would  be  fun  to  play  vice  cop  for 

awhile. A short time  later the  small  red  fireball  in 

the  Army  headquarters  parking  lot  each   day  was 

replaced by a gleaming white spaceship. 

Like  its  little  brother,  however,  the  TR  had  its 

bizarre Maranello quirks:

• The big seats were manually  adjusted by  three 

levers, one of which didn’t do anything. 
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•  There  was  a  glovebox  this  time,  which  could 

only  be  opened  electrically, so  don’t keep  anything 

in there you’d need in case of a dead battery. 

•  Those  dramatic,  signature  cheese-grater 

“strakes”  on each  side were made of light aluminum, 

very  delicate.  One  doesn’t  park  a  TR  in  danger  of 

opening-door  impacts  from  other  cars  unless  one 

wants  to  fund  the  local  bodyshop-owner’s  entire 

vacation. 

•  The  front hood  latches  didn’t  like  any  torsion 

from irregular roads, and wold fly open in protest. 

•  The Italian A/C was  prone  to  freezing-over in 

really  hot Missouri summer weather, ceasing to cool 

passengers. 

• That high left-side-view  mirror  on Sonny’s 1986 

didn’t  have  a  right-side  counterpart  because  it 

wouldn’t  be  visible.  [The’89   fortunately   had  two 

lower/visible mirrors.]

•  Sonny’s  car  also  had  the  original  “knock-off” 

wheels. That means  to  remove  a wheel  you had  to 

bash  the  single  big  bolt  in  the  center  with  a  lead 

mallet in the toolcase. [Also  fortunately  by  1989  the 

wheels had the usual 5 lug nuts.]

•  TRs  are  very  wide,  to  allow for that wild  side 

bodywork.  Great  attention  needed  to  be  paid  to 

street  &  freeway   lanes,  as  well  as  garage-door 

openings. 

• The TR is a  very  low car, with side skirts/panels 

even lower.  The  entire  nose  of  the  car has  a black 

fiberglass chinpiece beneath  it: extremely  expensive 

to replace when you’ve destroyed it on a steep hill or 

driveway,  pothole  in  the  street,  or  parking-lot 

cement  obstacles.  All  those  high-speed  car-chases 

Sonny   made  through  Miami  necessitated  streets 

considerately  chosen by  the crooks for  their glasslike 

surfaces. 
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•  Everything  about  Ferrari  is  $$$,  including 

parts  made  by   Fiat  which  would  have  cost 

substantially  less if for  Fiats. A major service on that 

magnificent flat-12 cost $5K! 

•  The  TR’s  luggage  space  was  under  the  front 

hood, together with a small shelf  behind  the  seats. 

While  more  than the  328’s,  this  was  still minimal. 

Ferrari offers  custom  luggage  for its  cars,  made  by 

the exclusive Italian company  Schedoni. There was a 

4-piece  set  for  the  328  and  a  6-piece  for  the  TR. 

Both  sets  were  gorgeous,  aromatic  Italian   leather 

with   beautiful  brasswork  and  of  course  plenty   of 

deep-stamped   Cavallinos.  Each case  came  with its 

own protective cloth bag. 

As  can  be  imagined,  these  Schedoni  sets  were 

also $$$ -  so much so  that it would  be unthinkable 

to  leave  them  in a hotel-room  or check them at an 

airport. Most  Ferraristi  left  them at home in their 

protective  bags,  and  used  junky  old  soft  cases  for 

any  car-travel.  Ferrari  Club  newsletters  often  had 

for-sale sections for Schedoni sets as well as cars. 

•  The  328  had  that  wonderful,  sexy   exhaust 

growl.  Surprisingly  the  more  powerful  TR  was  as 

quiet  as  a  Chevrolet.  [Again,  what  you  hear  on 

 Miami Vice are sound-effects.] To get this Ferrari to 

sound  like  a  Ferrari,  an  aftermarket  muffler  from 

the  Italian  company  Tubi  is  necessary  -  for  about 

$4K! 

All these exclamation-points aside, the TR was a 

devastatingly-fantastic car  to  drive. And everywhere 

the  immediate  center  of  attention.  Everytime  I 

stopped  at a gas  station, I  had  to  reserve  twice the 

time for guided tours, and innumerable photo-ops of 

men, women, teens, and kids perched in the driver’s 

seat.  I  became  a one-car  recruiting  promo  for the 

Miami Police Department. 
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In  1990  Lilith  and  I  moved  home  to  San 

Francisco, and I discovered that the TR did not care 

for  SF’s  steep  hills  &  driveways  [that  chin, 

remember?],  or  for  the  City’s  narrow  streets  and 

cramped  parking-spaces.  Also  the  TR’s  handbrake 

would not hold the  car on a steep hill -  a necessity 

for  driving  here  with  a  manual  transmission.  So, 

sadly, “Sonny”  had to retire - fortunately  just before 

the  inevitable  collapse  of  the  Ferrari market in the 

early  1990s.  I  didn’t make  that $1M,  but at least  I 

didn’t lose my shirt either. 

Several years later - around 1998, I  think - I was 

jogging on  my  usual route through Aquatic Park and 

saw Don  Johnson relaxing  by  his  mobile  dressing-

room   between  takes  of  his   Nash  Bridges  police-

series.  I  took  a  breather,  and  we  shared  a  few 

minutes  of   MV-nostalgia,  including TR-quirkiness, 

all  of  which  he  too  recalled  with  a  chuckle.  He’d 

forgotten how many fiberglass chins he’d shattered. 
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11:  1990 Chrysler/Maserati TC 16V

 

1990-1995

The  best-looking  Italian  to  arrive  on 

these  shores  since  my   grandmother 

came over. 

- Lee Iacocca, 1989

During  his  efforts  to  revive  Maserati  in  the 

1980s,  and  particularly  to  break  into  the  lucrative 

American  market,  Alejandro  de  Tomaso  made  it 

known that he was looking for  an American  investor 

or partner. In 1987  he  though he  had finally  found 

one;  Chrysler’s  Lee  Iacocca  acquired  an  option  to 

purchase a major interest in Maserati. 
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Despite, or  perhaps  because of,  their aggressive 

personalties,  the  two  men  immediately  decided  to 

create  a  joint  sports-car.  The  chassis  bodywork 

would  be  built  by  Chrysler  to  its  rigorous  quality-

control  standards,  then  the  car  would  go  to  the 

Maserati  factory   in  Modena  for  its  interior   and 

mechanicals. 

Most of the cars  would receive a 160hp Chrysler 

turbocharged  4  mated  to  a  Chrysler  3-speed 

automatic  transmission.  In  this  configuration  the 

car  -  officially  “Chrysler’s  T[urbo]  C[onvrtible]  by 

Maserati”  -  was  a  silky-smooth  vehicle  for  the 

average  owner  more  interested  in  comfort  and 

image than high-performance. 

For   enthusiasts  who  were  seeking  that 

performance,  a  select  few   of  the  TCs  received  a 

Maserati  16-valve  double-overhead-cam-4  engine 

(similar to  that of the  Lotus  Cortina/Elan, but 200 

instead  of  115hp),  mated  to  a  German  Getrag  5-

speed manual transmission. Externally  the only  way 

to  tell the two apart was a  small “16-Valve” emblem 

on the front-quarter  panels of the Maserati-engined 

car. 

The interior was every bit as lush as the 228:
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The  TC  was  so  completely-equipped  that  there 

was only  one option: a CD player for the shelf below 

the sound-system. 

In addition to its fully-lined convertible soft-top, 

the  TC  had  a  removable  hardtop,  complete  with 

glass “opera” windows etched with its “Pentatrident” 

logo.  The  embossed-leather   toolkit  included, 

charmingly  if  mysteriously, a Swiss  Army  knife. In 

the lined storage compartment behind the seats was 

a  log0-umbrella.  As  a  finishing  touch,  each  owner 

received in the mail a gold-engraved console plate:

The TC was priced at $30K - high for a Chrysler, 

but half  the  price of  a  Maserati.  It came  with a 5-

year Chrysler warranty,  and  unlike  Maserati  could 

be serviced at any American Chrysler dealership. 
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What was  not to like? As far as I was concerned, 

absolutely  nothing:  The  TC  embodied  the  best  of 

every  sports car I’d previously  driven, and at a price 

matched only by [in 1966 dollars] the Lotus Cortina. 

However  the TC got off to an unhappy  start even 

before the first finished cars  arrived in  this country. 

Shortly   after  completing  this  wonderful  work  of 

collaborative  art,  Alejandro  and  Lee  decided  they 

didn’t like each other  so much after  all, and Chrysler 

declined its  investment option, essentially  dooming 

the  financially-precarious  Maserati  firm.  While 

Chrysler  had  committed  itself  to  three  years’  TC 

production,  the  death-sentence  thereafter  was  no 

secret,  and  dealerships  treated  inventory  much  as 

out-of-wedlock children. TCs usually  sat in back lots 

rather  than  showrooms,  and  few  salesmen  knew 

anything about them  [or Maserati]. Purchasing mine 

was thus   déjà  vu the Lotus  Cortina, with the dealer 

utterly clueless concerning this inventory oddity. 

For  my   part,  seeing  the  already-minuscule 

Maserati  dealership  network [read  parts  & service] 

disintegrating, the decadent 228 had to go  -  but the 

TC  seemed  its  perfect  reincarnation,  less  two  rear 

seats. I  had  to  look around a bit to  find  a  Chrysler 

dealer more frightened of his TC allotment than the 

228,  but  finally   did  in  Indianapolis.  Just  as 

management knew next-t0-nothing about the TC, it 

knew  even  less  about  the  dark  clouds  over 

Maserati’s United States future. 

Meanwhile  the  American  motoring  press,  once 

aware  of  the  de  Tomaso/Iacocca  falling-out, 

pounced on the still-not-yet-arrived TC as the latest 

Edsel-debacle.  It  mattered  not  at  all  that  most 

columnists who  burned the TC at the stake in their 

publications hadn’t even seen one, much less driven 

it.  It  was  ugly,  clumsy,  overpriced,  uncomfortable 
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(?!),  front-wheel-drive  despicable,  underpowered 

[few  mentioned,  presumably   knew  nothing  about 

the Maserati-engine option]. There were not enough 

reprehensible adjectives  in the  dictionary  to  hurl at 

this monstrosity. 

That  uncouth  and  absolutely-undeserved  curse 

has  stuck  to  the  TC  ever  since  its  3-year  sales 

presence.  It  invariably  appears  in  scornful  lists  of 

history’s  ten  worst  cars,  along  with  the 

aforementioned  Edsel,  Ralph  Nader’s  despised 

Corvair, the Yugo, and the Zil. 

Indeed  it  was  that  same  curse  that  eventually 

caught  up  with  my  beloved  1990  16V:  a  beautiful 

rose-red  with   black-leather.  Not  only   did  the  TC 

disappear from  American dealerships after 1991, but 

the  number of  such facilities  willing  to  service  the 

car  gradually   shrank  to  nonexistence.  And  as 

Maserati in Italy  also  closed its doors, parts  for the 

Maserati  components  of  the  car,  including  its 

wonderful engine, also disappeared. 

At  this  writing a  very  few TCs  -  almost  all  the 

Chrysler  automatics  -  still  exist,  most  in  varying 

states  of inexorable  deterioration.  All these  years  a 

valiant,  dedicated  lady, Karleen  Tarola, has  almost 

single-handedly  established and maintained the “TC 

America” club to provide communication, resources, 

and  social  events  for  those  who  still  revere  this 

magnificent work of automotive art. 

My   limited  resources  and  garage-space  have 

pitilessly   combined  to  prevent  my   keeping   every 

single  one  of  my  metallic  friends  memorialized  in 

this book. But if I  could ever get just a few of them 

back, the  TC would be the  very  first I’d  grab. Until 

then,  its  little  golden  nameplate  will  have  to 

represents it sadly in my study, like Poe’s raven. 

Thanks, Alejandro, Lee, Karleen, for the dream! 
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12:  1989 Ferrari Mondial-t Coupe

 

1992-1995

Second is just the first of the losers. 

- Enzo Ferrari

Look  closely:  Yes,  that’s  indeed  “Leadfoot  Lil” 

behind the wheel of our t. 

During the 1980s  Ferrari offered four models: a 

small V8 spyder/berlinetta (the 308 GTS/GTB, 328 

GTS/GTB,  &  348ts/tb),  a  signature  flat-12 (Boxer, 

Testarossa,  512TR),  a  supercar  (288GTO,  F40), 

and  ...  something  with 4 seats  for  the  regrettably-

domesticated. This  last  was  the  Mondial (8, 3.2,  & 

finally in 1989 the -t). 

“4  seats”   is  not  quite  accurate.  Like  any 

European  sports  car,  the  code-description  “2+2” 
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means 2 normal front bucket seats and an elaborate 

work  of  art  behind  them  that incorporates  all  the 

features  of  2  seats, including  seatbelts, arm-  head-

rests,  with  no  space  for  legs/feet  and  higher-up 

space for only  very  small double-amputee children, 

or small dogs. Among the most famous such artists 

are  Porsche,  Jaguar,  Lotus,  Aston  Martin,  and 

Ferrari.  The  rumored  explanation is  that there  are 

some countries in which 4-seat cars are taxed much 

lower than 2-seat. 

The  Mondial  got  off  to  an  uncertain  start for a 

few other reasons as well:

•-  It  looked  funny.  Its  engine  was  still  in  the 

back, resulting in a short nose and long rump, which 

simply appeared big-butt ungraceful. 

•-  Until  the  -t  came  along  in  1989,  it  was 

underpowered,  sharing  its  engines  with the  lighter 

308/328s. 

•- Until the -t, the front seats were unsupportive, 

ugly hammocks. 

•-  Until  the  -t, the  sides  incorporated  overlarge, 

awkward side-strakes of no functionality. 

•- Somehow the car managed to look worse, and 

was heavier as  a  hardtop, so the vast majority  were 

built  as  convertibles  (“cabriolets”).  You  won’t  find 

many  photos  of  these  with  their  tops-up,  because 

thus  they   were  even  uglier,  besides  which  the 

manual  tops  were  a  tug-of-war  to  both  erect  and 

lower/store. 

•-  As  seat/shoulder-belts  became  mandatory  in 

the  United  States,  the  cabriolet’s  inter   resembled 

Shelob’s spiderweb from  The Lord of the Rings. 

•- Despite being such  a  long car, the Mondial still 

had  only   a  tiny,  328-like  luggage  compartment 

behind  the  engine,  and  the  rear  seats  didn’t  fold 

down. 
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The  good  news  is  that  in  1989  the  Mondial-t 

coupé fixed every  single one of these problems. The 

bad news is that only  43 of these coupés were sent to 

the United States, making them  almost as rare as the 

Lotus Cortina. 

Before you ask, the  “-t” stands  for “transversal”. 

In amusing Italogic, the engines of the 8 & 3.2 were 

mounted  transversally,  with  the  -t’s  mounted 

lengthwise.  But  since  it  was  still  in  the  back,  the 

transmission had to  be mounted sideways, hence 

said “-t”. 

When  “Sonny”  the  gleaming  white  Testarossa 

proved  undrivable  & unparkable  in the cramped  & 

vertical confines of San Francisco, I  discovered one 

of the -t coupés at the local dealership - the only  one 

in   this  country   in  a  soft  metallic  grey   ( Grigio) 

instead of the  usual   Rosso Corsa. So  “Sonny” went 

on  to  a  better  home  in  the  wide  open  elsewhere, 

while I continued my   Cavallino compulsion with his 

“sedate” cousin. 

If  the  328GTS  and  evenmoreso  TR  had  caused 

rubberneckidemics  and  dedicated  highway   patrol 

tails, the -t once again  emulated the Lotus Cortina as 

an  unnoticed  Q-ship.  It  was,  as  blasphemous  and 

counterintuitive as it sounds, a  downright practical 

Ferrari. That must be why  the factory  produced only 

a handful of them, and for that one year only. Even 

the  back  seat  folded  flat-down  into  a scandalously 

real luggage-area! Also  Ferrari-uncharacteristically 

there  was  a  dashboard  switch   for  three  shock-

absorber  settings,  from  the  “racetrack”  to  “San 

Francisco pothole”. But so that Lilith  and I  wouldn’t 

get  too  spoiled  by   such  capitulations,  the  earlier 

Mondials’  glovebox was  328-removed  -  apparently 

just for spite, since plenty  of empty  space remained 

behind the solid steel dash panel. 
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The  -t was  fitted  with the  V8 of  the 328’s  1989 

successor,  the  348tb/ts,  producing  300hp  and 

giving  the  car  a 170mph  capacity  if  I  felt  naughty 

(frequently) or CHP-invisible (rarely). 

Ferraris [O.K., all of these cars] aren’t habitually 

driven  to  get  somewhere  or   support  some  other 

activity.  They   are  driven  for  the  sheer  visceral 

pleasure of the experience. 

Part of that experience involves the two principal 

gauges  on the dashboard: the speedometer and the 

tachometer:  the  former  registering  the  car’s 

groundspeed  and  the  latter  the  revolutions-per-

minute of the engine. 

Ferrari  speedometers  mock  the  driver,  because 

they   go  all  the  way  to  200mph;  so  at  U.S.-legal 

freeway  limits of [usually] 65mph, the needle hardly 

moved from rest. 

By  contrast Maserati speedometers  in the  1980s 

went to 195, Lotus’ went to 145, and the TC’s went to 

125. It wasn’t unusual to find an American car  with a 

dial maxing out at 85. 

American pushrod engines  couldn’t  spin as  fast 

as  European  overhead-cams,  so  American  tachs 

tended to  redline at about 4,500. The dual-OHCs of 

the  Lotus  and  the  TC  reached  6,500,  while  Ferrari 

and  Maserati  spun  to  8,700.  The  328GTS  actually 

had a red “idiot light” between the speedo & the tach 

which,  when  illuminated,  said  “SLOW  DOWN”.  I 

recall  it  was  triggered  by  engine  temperature  as  a 

result of sustained tach redlining. I  never saw mine 

light up, for the simple reason that I  never slammed 

my   cars  around.  I  preferred  them   to  purr 

melodiously,  and  I  would  have  considered  it 

unforgivably uncouth to slip a clutch. 

An  ideal  weekend  drive  from   San  Francisco 

might  start  with   a  run  southward  along  Skyline 
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Boulevard  (California  #35)  for  breakfast  at  Alice’s 

Restaurant (where you can indeed get anything you 

want, excepting Alice) above Woodside:

Then cut down to the Coast Highway  (California 

#1)  through  La Honda  past  Ken Kesey’s  old  place 

(site of Hells Angels revels and [almost] the Beatles), 

thence south on Coast Highway  (California #1)  past 

sleepy   Santa  Cruz  to  touristed-up-but-still-fun 

Cannery  Row  in John Steinbeck’s Monterey. Stop by 

the Aquarium and tickle a sea otter’s tummy. 

Then back down #1  past ultrarichsnooty  Pebble 

Beach (where the  Ferrari’s  hood  ornament sufficed 

for  the  gate-guards  to  wave  you  in)  to  Carmel-by-

the-Sea. The Valley, where I  once visited Joan Baez 

back  in  the  60s,  is  off  to  the  east,  while  the  town 

proper is down Ocean Avenue to the west: a picture-

postcard  warren of  art galleries  and  wonder-shops. 

alluring  for  the  walking  and  gawking.  Strolling 

through  this  pocket  paradise,  it’s  hard  to  imagine 

the much-less-comfortable world “outside”. 

Stop  for lunch at Mayor Clint Eastwood’s  Hog’s 

Breath Inn, perhaps a friendly nod if he were there. 
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Through the 1970s the idyllic retreat in which to 

romantically  overnight was the Highlands Inn in the 

Carmel Highlands -  a Scottish-themed collection of 

Théoden King’s Golden Hall surrounded by  a colony 

of  charming private cottages. The following decade 

this  fairytale  treasure  was  revised  into  Greyhound 

bus  station   postmoderne.  Bypass  its  quivering 

corpse and head south  to  where CA#1  joins US#101 

at  San  Luis  Obispo.  Check  in  for  the  night  at  the 

Madonna Inn:

In addition to its elaborate restaurant and coffee 

shop,  the  Madonna  has  over  100  fantasy-themed 

rooms  and  suites  (photographs  of  which   are 

viewable on its website) to  fit guests’ fancy  & fetish. 
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Lilith  and  I  were  partial  to  the  Madonna   Suite, 

combining  Olde  World  aristoelegance  with a  cave-

bathroom  with  the  shower  a  waterfall  over  a  rock 

cliff and the jacuzzi a volcanic crater. Fred & Wilma 

Flintstone would have felt right at home! 
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After breakfast Sunday  morning  at SLO’s  other 

landmark  the  Apple  Farm, the  -t  would  head  back 

up #1  to  San Simeon, for a morning visit to  Hearst 

Castle, publisher William Randolph H’s hideout:

...  including its  eerie  indoor pool,  one  of  the  most 

haunted locales on the planet. Legend has it that no 

one has ever swum  there alone at night and emerged 

sane - or not at all. 
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Northward  again  on  #1  past  Michael  Murphy’s 

Esalen metaphysical retreat, where  back  in the  60s 

Hunter  Thompson got his Countercultural start as a 

security  guard, and finally  back to  Big Sur, stopping 

at Nepenthe. 

During  World  War  II  Orson  Welles  &  his  wife 

Rita Hayworth  decided  to  drive back to  Los  Angles 

from a  War  Bonds  event  in  San  Francisco  via the 

Coast  Highway. Stopping for a picnic lunch in  Big 

Sur, they  followed a dirt road up to  an empty  cabin 

on a  bluff overlooking the Ocean. Struck by  the view, 

they  tracked  down  a  local  realtor  and  bought  the 

cabin, but never returned to it. 

In  1947  they  sold  it  to  Bill  &  Lolly  Fassett  for 

$14K; the  Fassetts  moved into  the cabin with their 

five  children,  and  two  years  later  opened  the 

restaurant with its landmark views. 

 Nepenthe  (ancient  Greek:  νη π ενθές)  first 

appeared  in Homer’s   Odyssey  as  an Egyptian  drug 

to cure sorrow  through forgetfulness.  It would later 
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be likened to  hashish, or to Abraham  Merritt’s  even 

more  sinister   Kheft,  but  originally   had  neither 

negative nor addictive connotations. “Forget your 

worldly cares  at  Nepenthe’s  gay  pavilion,” 

states  the  menu-cover, “where  the  phœnix-bird 

repairs and is feeling like a million.” 

The  phœnix (ancient Greek φοῖνιξ) is a mythical 

bird  which burns  itself  to  death every  1,400 years, 

only  to  arise  renewed  from   its  ashes  for  another 

lifetime. 

As Nepenthe’s mascot, a metal phœnix [suitably] 

above  the  patio  firepit  has  replaced  the  original 

driftwood  sculpture,  and  “the  Dark  Angel”   looms 

over   the  entrance  staircase.  Adjacent  to  the 

restaurant is the Phœnix Gallery & Gift Shop:

In  addition  to  the  work  of  Big  Sur  artists  and 

authors,  the  shop  carries  such  unique  imports  as 

Tibetan monastery  bells/gongs, and for a long time 

the  famous  Phœnix  woolen  robes,  which   were 

among other things  the  ceremonial attire  of  choice 
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for  both  the  1960s  Church   of  Satan  and  1970s+ 

Temple of Set. 25

Lunch  or  dinner  at  Nepenthe  is  usually   the 

signature  Ambrosiaburger   (regular  or  vegan)  with 

pink  lemonade, though menu alternatives  exist for 

the impious. 

In  addition  to  being  Big  Sur’s  cultural 

centerpiece, patronized  by  Henry  Miller  and  other 

Beat  Generation  notables,  Nepenthe  enjoyed  a 

splash of  big-screen glamor  in 1965, when Richard 

Burton and  Charles  Bronson fought over Elizabeth 

Taylor during a patio-party  there in  The Sandpiper. 

One  of  the  first  Taylor/Burton  post- Cleopatra 

potboilers,  Sandpiper  was  supposed  to  keep  the 

audience  actually   wondering  whether  the  saintly  

Episcopal minister Burton was going to cheat on his 

Eva Marie-Saintly  wife with Guess Whom, who  was 

a penniless hippie artist who somehow  landed a $$$ 

oceanfront bungalow  in Big Sur. At this point in her 

career, EMS  got roles which called  for hysterics  [as 

when her lover Yves Montand croaked the following 

year in  Grand Prix], so  the writing was on the  bed. 

It’s  hard  to  know  whether  Taylor,  Saint,  the 

audience,  or the  rescued  title-bird  had  the  hardest 

time  keeping a straight face/beak during  Reverend 

Richard’s  self-flagellating  sermon  at  the  end.  One 

couldn’t help  suspecting that  Sandpiper  was  just a 

soap-opera  excuse  for  a  Big  Sur  sceneryfest,  like 

Hitchcock’s  love-affair  with  San  Francisco  by 

 Vertigo. 

 The Sandpiper  was also memorable for arguably 

the  most  brainless  theme-song  ever  repeated 

25 When last checked, in  the 21st Century the Phœnix no longer 

manufactures these red/camel/blue hooded robes, though  one 

hopes they may, like their trademark, reappear  at some future 

magical moment. 
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endlessly   throughout  its  assigned  movie:  “The 

Shadow  of  Your  Smile”.  The  lyrics  of  this 

melodelusion  were  so  atrocious  that  it  went  on  to 

win the Oscar for Best Song that year, and was duly 

immortalized  by   Frank  Sinatra,  Nancy   Sinatra, 

Johnny  Mandel, Oscar Peterson, Wes Montgomery, 

Henry Mancini,  et al. 

Oh,  well,  if  the  -t  brought  us  safely  past  the 

Piedras Blancas Lighthouse on our return #1 drive:

... then I suppose we could survive Dick & Liz too. 

Besides, back in San Francisco there was another 

very  loud chorus of automotive growls, which clearly 

needed our attention ... 
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13:  1993 Jaguar XJR-S Coupe

 

1994-1998

Overheard  between  two  senior  Ford 

executives at the 1988 Los Angeles car 

show:

“How  can  I  make  our  cars  more 

appealing to women?” 

“Build Jaguars.” 

I  understand and can testify  from  conversations 

with  others  that the  above  advice  contains  a  Great 

Truth. Men accustomed to being berated by  wives or 

girlfriends  for  any   other  “wasteful,  frivolous, 

impractical,  etc.”  otherexotic  purchase  will 

encounter no objection whatever if  they  show  up in 

a Jaguar. 

Exactly   what  causes  this  chemistry   is  elusive. 

Jags  are  elegant,  comfortable,  safe-feeling 
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substantial,  prestigious, and  just plain sexy.  So  are 

some other cars in various price-ranges, but “there’s 

just something girlmagnetic about Jaguars”. 

Whenever  I  reflect  on  this,  I  recall  one  day  in 

downtown San Francisco, seeing a beautiful woman, 

presumably  recently  divorced,  zoom  by  in  a  shiny 

Jag XJS. The license plate: WASHIS

Lilith is no exception. She has had 5 Jaguars over 

the  years:  a  bronze  Vanden Plas  I6  sedan, a  dark 

metallic  “Solent  Blue”  XJS  V12  coupé,  a  light 

metallic “Sapphire Blue” XJS V12, a metallic scarlet 

“Flamenco  Red”   XJS-AJI6,  and  a  metallic  black 

XKR supercharged V8. 

This succession of XJSs wasn’t as  excessive as  it 

might  sound.  The  first  one  almost  killed  her:  The 

United States  had  just instituted  its  latest round  of 

crazy  laws  about car-restraints, requiring front-seat 

shoulder/lap-belts  to  be  self-applying.  Presumably 

the  Safety  Police  suspected  that  too  many  people 

were  driving  their  cars  without  “buckling  up”.  So 

Jaguar’s  initial  smart  solution  to  this  consisted  of 

automatic-motorized  belts  that  would  zip  along  a 

track around  the  door when  it was  opened/closed. 

In practice  this  simulated  the  French  Revolution’s 

guillotine. After a  few narrow  escapes with her head 

still attached to her neck, Lilith took the Solent Blue 

killer   cat  back  to  the  St.  Louis  dealership  and 

returned  with the  next-generation  Sapphire, which 

merely  tut-tuts  passengers  with a buzz-alarm  if  an 

occupied seat is not belted. 

The  XJS  was  Jaguar’s  sports-model throughout 

the  1980s  and  early   1990s.  It  had  a  hard  act  to 

follow: the classically-beautiful XKE of the 1960s. 

In  keeping  with   the  automotive  tradition  of 

starting  with  a  good  idea   and  continuing  to  fuck 

with  it until you ruin it, Jaguar introduced the XKE 
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as  a  lean, lithe roadster whose  bonnet swung up  to 

reveal a  jewel-polished  twincam  I-6. They  flew  off 

showroom floors. 

A short time later  the  Washington  Safety  Police 

decreed  bumpers  strong  enough  to  permit  driving 

full-tilt  into  a  concrete  wall. So  the  XKE  sprouted 

atrociously-ugly   front/rear  amusement-park 

bumper-car   growths,  destroying  its  superpenis 

presence. 

The deathblow came when the company, thrilled 

with  having invented the largest and heaviest V12 in 

the  industry,  replaced  the  light/slim  I6  with  this 

hulk. They  XKE was now  both ugly  and heavy, read 

“doomed”. 

Its  successor   was  the  XJS,  a  larger,  stronger 

coupé designed for the V12. It was more of a Grand 

Touring than a Sports car, with  a 3-speed automatic 

transmission and flying-buttresses behind the cabin 

that looked as  though they’d  been copied  from  the 

Notre-Dame Cathedral in Paris. Nevertheless  it was 

comfortable  [in  the  non-amputee  front  seats], 

hushed  as  all  V12s,  solid  as  all  Jaguars.  Not 

everyone’s  cup  of  Earl Grey, but a satisfying ride  if 

one survived the guillotine safety-belts. 

If  Jaguar fucked  with the  XKE until they  got  it 

wrong,  they  fucked  with  the  XJS  until  they  got  it 

right. In its final 1993 year the big V12 was replaced 

by  a completely-redesigned [hence “AJ16=Advanced 

Jaguar #1  [I]6”] DOHC I6, mated  to  an equally  all-

new  4-speed  automatic.  The  bodywork  had  been 

softened  and  smoothed;  the  car  was  suddenly 

beautiful  instead  of  looking  like  a  prop  from   a 

Universal monster movie. Lilith’s  Flamenco  sprang 

through S.F. traffic like a ballet-dancer on tiptoe. 
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Of  course  for every  Dr. Jekyll there is  the  other 

guy, and for 1993  Jaguar imported 25 of him  to this 

side of the Pond as well: the JaguarSport XJR-S. 

Britain’s  version  of  Carroll  Shelby  was  a  Scot 

named Tom Walkinshaw, who’d started out as a very 

successful  Formula  One  driver  for Lotus,  and  had 

gone on to distinguish himself at Le Mans and other 

European classic races. On the side he was a devotee 

of Rugby, overseeing his own team of that intensive 

sport.  So  when  Jaguar   decided  to  Mr.  Hyde  its 

image  a  bit in the  staid  1980s,  it  created  a  racing 

division called  “JaguarSport”  and  brought Tom  on 

board to direct it - which he did, very successfully. 

Also  as  Ford  did  with  Carroll  Shelby,  Jaguar 

couldn’t  resist  asking  their   mad  doctor  to  do 

something  nasty   to  the  XJS,  which  he  did  by 

souping up the V12  to  335hp of violence, along with 

structural  &  bodywork  zip.  The  result  was  the 

JaguarSport  XJR-S,  which  only   made  it  to  the 

United  States  for  that  same,  final  1993  year.  San 

Francisco didn’t get one, but San Jose did, so I  took 

this  big  bad  cat  home  to  crouch  next  to  Lilith’s 

pretty kitty. 

Jaguar  being  Jaguar,  the  XJR-S  was  tarted-up 

even more than usual, with the rarest and gnarliest 

burlwood  dashboard  &  console,  cut  adjacently  for 

mirror-imaged  gnarls.  The  leatherwork  was 

Maserati  glove-s0ft.  For  the  ultimate  touch  there 

was  a solid  silver numbered  nameplate, which also 

informed  you  that  it  was  engraved  by   Asprey   by 

Royal Warrant to the Prince of Wales. If you  weren’t 

impressed by now, it wasn’t Coventry’s fault! 

In action  the  XJR-S  was  every  bit as  menacing 

and  thundering  as  its  crouched  stance  and  rear-

batwing  promised.  Once  up  to  highway  speed,  its 

passing authority was like a gunshot. 
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Did you  notice  that I  said  “once  up  to  highway 

speed”? Therein lay  the car’s Achilles’ heel. It seems 

Tom   had  forgotten  about  that  ancient  General 

Motors  3-speed  automatic:  a  throwback  [as  in 

“Throw   it  back  in  the  Thames,  Your  Highness.”]. 

Lilith’s  twinkletoed  AJ16/4-speed  could  easily  beat 

the mighty  XJR-S across an intersection from  a dead 

stop. A kid  on a  skateboard could. Only  once  up  to 

its superhero  torque-curve at 70mph or  so  was  Mr. 

Hyde omnipotent. This would have been great fun if 

I were inclined to leave CHP cruisers in the dust, but 

I didn’t think I could outrun an angry helicopter. 

Amusingly  [as it wouldn’t have been were I not a 

veteran  Lotus  Esprit  owner],  the  XJR-S’  radio 

antenna, like that of  the Esprit, was directly  in line 

to  be  scythed  in  half  by  the  rear  wing  if  the  boot 

were  opened.  There  was  no  engraved-silver  plate 

warning against this. 

Throughout  the  1980s  Jaguar  was  struggling 

financially   to  preserve  its  quality   and  image. 

Looking  further  ahead,  neither  its  venerable  I6  or 

equally  not-exactly-state-of-the-art V12  promised to 

keep  up  with   ever-toughening  American  emission 

standards. Cat-astr0phe loomed - until Ford stepped 

in  and bought Jaguar  in 1989  for $2.3 billion. That 

was  a big gulp  for Dearborn, but  it wanted  to  add 

some  Olde  World  class  to  its  act,  not  to  mention 

attracting  the  other   half  of  the  U.S.  population. 

Indeed  Ford  had  been eyeing  Jaguar’s  example  as 

far back  as  the  mid-60s,  when  it  called  Mercury’s 

upscale  Mustang  clone  the  Cougar  and  gave  it  an 

emblem close to the Jaguar “Growler” (heading this 

chapter), and gave it a luxury  interior rich  in leather 

and  [simulated]  wood.  The  Cougar’s  performance-

model also  had a name close to that of the XKE: the 

XR7. 
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The immediate impact of the 1989  Ford takeover 

was  a  quantum   jump  in  Jaguar  manufacturing 

quality   control,  up  to  Ford  standards.  Previously 

Jaguar  had  had  a  less-than-reliable  reputation 

despite its cars’ beauty; now they became rock-solid. 

1993  was  the last year for the  XJS  &  XJR-S, as 

well as existing line of sedans. Ford punted the two 

old engines and did a few token modifications to one 

of  its  small V8s, put “Jaguar  V8” cam-covers on it, 

and  announced  it  with  great  fanfare  as  Jag’s 

astounding new powerplant. 

An entirely  new  sports car would showcase it: the 

1996   XK8,  a  2+2  for  even  smaller  rear-seat 

amputees which recalled the swoopiness of the long-

lamented XKE

The XK8 was still a solidly-bodied car, for which 

its  290hp  AJV8 was  adequate  but not  spectacular. 

Two  years  later  Jaguar  bolted  a   blower  onto  the 

engine  to  give  it 370hp, strengthened  and  lowered 

the car accordingly, and named this optional model 

the XKR - which satisfied “Leadfoot Lil’s” occasional 

whim to  blow the doors  off anyone rash enough to 

challenge her  on Interstate #280. Her Javelin SST’s 

ghost smiled. 
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14:  1935 KdF-Wagen Kübelwagen

 

Troop Transport Prototype

Marion Ravenwood: “Trust me.” 

[Marion drives the transport full-speed off the cliff  into 

a deep  chasm  with  a river a great  distance  below. 

The  transport lands on  a  tree jutting out from  the 

cliff  halfway  down. Marion  guns the engine, and the 

transport flies off the tree and plummets the rest of 

the  way,  finally  splashing safely  into  the  river  far 

beneath.]

Indiana Jones (terrified): “Don’t ever do that again!” 

Marion (calmly): “Yes, dear.” 

-  Kingdom of the Crystal Skull (2008)
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Shortly   after  coming  to  power  in  1933,  Adolf 

Hitler   ordered  the  groundbreaking  of  a  new 

automobile factory  at a site called “Wolfsburg”  (after 

his  personal  code-name  in  the  Nazi  Party   before 

becoming Chancellor of Germany). 

The  factory, under the supervision of Ferdinand 

Porsche,  was  to  construct  an  inexpensive  but 

versatile “people’s car” within the  financial reach  of 

the  average  citizen,  who  could  then  travel  freely 

around  the  nation,  including  the  superhighway 

 Autobahnen that Hitler also commissioned. 

The   Führer  drew the  initial  sketches  for the  car 

he  envisioned:  a  beetle-shaped  4-passenger  coupé 

called  the   Kraft  durch  Freude-Wagen  [after  the 

national  recreational  program   “Strength  through 

Joy”]. 

World War II interrupted this utopian vision, but 

both  the  factory   and  the  freeways  survived  the 

conflict.  “KdF-Wagen”  was  duly   de-Nazified  to 

“Volkswagen”. The  Allies  didn’t know the  source  of 

the  town’s  name,  so  Wolfsburg  continued  to  be 

named after Hitler, with VW horn-buttons  showing 

a  wolf  above  a  castle.  1960s’  hippies  driving  VW 

Bugs  &  Buses  hadn’t  the  faintest  idea  they   were 

staring at a heraldic image  of Adolf Hitler standing 

on his castle ( Burg):
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The  Allies  did  notice  the  winged  swastika 

surrounding the  hood-emblem  (atop  the  first page 

of  this  chapter)  and  righteously   ordered  it  de-

Nazified  to  the  plain  “VW”  adorning  the  cars’ 

exteriors thereafter. 

Hitler   had  also  instructed  Porsche  to  design 

some  practical troop-transport vehicles, and within 

a  year  Ferry   had  several  prototypes  ready.  Their 

official  name  was   Kübelsitzwagen  (“bucket-seat 

car”)  because,  while  doorless,  they   incorporated 

rows  of  bucket-seats. This  was  soon abbreviated  to 

 Kübelwagen,  by  which  these  vehicles  were  known 

during the War. 26

These  were  not yet  needed  by  the  Wehrmacht, 

but  in  October  1934,  after  the  end  of  India’s 

monsoon season, Heinrich Himmler’s archæological 

research  office,  the   Ahnenerbe-SS,  wanted  several 

off-road vehicles for an expedition into the Sahyadri 

jungle  of  India, in  an effort to  locate  a fabled  cult 

center of the Buddhist deity Mara. 

Himmler’s  mandate  to  the   Ahnenerbe  while  its 

teams had freedom of action in the prewar years was 

to seek out not just evidence of Aryan racial ancestry 

&  prehistory,  but  also  unusual  sources  of  power, 

natural or otherwise. 

The organization’s exploratory  records, seized by 

the  U.S.  Army   following  V-E  Day,  had  been 

meticulously   photographed  for  microfilm   and 

deposited  in  the  National  Archives  Library   in 

Washington,  D.C. 27   Strangely,  while  accounts  of 

expeditions to South America, Tibet, and Iceland are 

26   In  the  1970s  K-wagens  enjoyed  a  cult-revival,  and  VW 

obligingly   made  some  for  the  United  States,  calling  them 

simply “the Thing”. 

27 Microfilm rolls #120-211, Microcopy T-580 (10-135-4). 
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included,  all  mention  of  the  Indian  venture  is 

conspicuously  absent. Correlative  searches  through 

the   Ahnenerbe’s  scholarly   periodical  publication 

 Runes, collected in the Library  of Congress, suggest 

that some disaster befell that project, because after 

entering the jungle it was never heard from again. 

An  apparently   bombing-damaged  box  of 

unpublished   Runes  manuscripts  contained  the 

following fragment:

MARA

- by -

René Emile Belloq, Ph.D. 

Assistant Curator

The Louvre, Paris

18th January 1933

In Buddhism Mara is the lord of 

misfortune, sin, destruction and death. 

Mara is the ruler of desire and death, 

the two evils that chain man to the 

wheel of ceaseless rebirth. Mara reviles 

man, blinds him, guides him toward 

sensuous desires; once man is in his 

bondage, Mara is free to destroy him. 
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Buddhist tradition holds that 

Buddha encountered Mara on several 

occasions. When he abandoned the 

traditional ascetic practices of 

Hinduism, Mara reproached him for 

straying from the path of purity. Mara 

later reappeared as a Brahmin, 

criticising him for neglecting the 

techniques of the yogins. At another 

time, Mara persuades householders in a 

village to refuse to give alms to the 

Buddha. Mara also accuses Buddha of 

sleeping too much, and not keeping busy 

like the villagers. 

In a famous incident similar to the 

temptation of Jesus in the Christian 

religion, Mara urges Buddha to become a 

universal king and establish a great 

empire in which men can live in peace. 

He reminds Buddha that he can turn the 

Himalayas into gold if he but wishes so 

that all men will become rich. Buddha 

replies that a single man’s wants are so 

insatiable that even two such golden 

mountains would fail to satisfy him. 

While Mara is unable to subjugate 

Buddha, he is more successful with 

Buddha’s followers, even approaching 

the Buddha’s own brother, Ananda. As 

the source of evil, he causes 

misunderstanding between teachers and 

pupils, casts doubt on the value of 

Buddha’s sayings by calling them 

nothing but poetry, or encourages 

monks to waste their time on abstruse 

speculations. Worse, he appears in the 
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guise of a monk, nun, relative, or 

prominent Brahmin, bringing false news 

that a disciple is destined to be a new 

Buddha. If the disciple succumbs to the 

temptation, he will be filled with sinful 

pride. Mara could even appear in the 

form of Gautama Buddha in order to 

confuse Buddhists or lead them astray. 

Mara is lord of all men who are 

bound by sense desires. His origin, 

according to Theravada commentators, 

was as a rebellious prince who seized 

control of our world from the supreme 

god of the highest heaven. As prince of 

this world, Mara can boast of possessing 

great majesty and influence. Though he 

has only a spirit body, he is endowed 

with the five modes of sensual pleasure, 

has plenty to eat and drink, and lives to 

amuse himself. 

This  may  have  been one  of  the  documents  that 

prompted  the   Ahnenerbe  expedition,  but  that  is 

obviously speculative. 

What transpired after the  Ahnenerbe expedition 

may  be pieced together from  the following collection 

of  correspondence,  retrieved  from  the  Department 

of  Art  History   &  Archæology   of  the  University  of 

North Carolina, Chapel  Hill. The “Indy” mentioned 
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is presumably  the noted Professor Emeritus Harford 

I. Jones, Ph.D. 28

Further investigation  leads  to  the  University  of 

Indiana,  which  apparently   sponsored  and  funded 

Jones’ effort to discover the facts concerning the ill-

fated  Ahnenerbe expedition. In early  1935 Jones was 

contacted in India while on his way  to  Delhi after a 

harrowing  encounter  with  Kali  cultists  up  by  the 

Chinese border. 29

____________________________________

June 4, 1935

Indy - One of my sisters works at 

the German office in Alex, said 

they’re setting up a dig in Tanis 

ruins. I took a look, saw your old 

friend René leaving a tent. Went in, 

saw & borrowed this map - seems to 

show what you said you were looking 

for. Can’t read the words, but from 

the pictures watch yourself. 

Sallah

28   aka “Harry” or “Indiana” Jones - the latter nickname from 

this  highly-publicized  research  project  sponsored  by  that 

university.  Dr.  Jones  would  later  be  portrayed  as  “Henry 

Jones, Jr.” in  a series of films by George  Lucas, after the  two 

had  met  at one  of  the  Pinckard Salons  in  the Ackermansion. 

Amused  by  this,  fellow  director  Stanley   Kubrick  further 

satirized  it by naming the  protagonist of his  1999   Eyes Wide 

 Shut  “Harford” -  which some ironically supposed  to  be a play 

on  Harrison  Ford’s name.  Cf.  Secret  of  the Lost  Ark  in this 

author’s  FireForce. 

29   George  Lucas would  later  film  this  encounter  as   Indiana 

 Jones and the Temple of Doom (1984). 
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----------------------------------------------------

August 10, 1935

Dr. H. Jones

Lost Delta Encampment

Sahyadri, India

Indy, 

The map photo you sent me from 

Delhi looks authetic. Jackson at 

Columbia says it’s a dialect called 

Marabic. Enclosing a translation, 

looks like your Egyptian friend is 

right, Marion said to tell you to go 

right in; obviously she’s joking. 

What’s Belloq doing in Tanis? I’m 

going to ask around, will advise 

anything interesting. 

Stay well, 

Abner
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beware the pathways that lead to delta

beware the secret boobytraps that lurk 

within

Temple of the Forbidden eye

look not into the eyes of mara and you 

shall gain admission to the temple of 

your greatest secret desire

BEWARE THE PATHWAYS THAT LEAD 

TO DELTA

BEWARE THE SECRET BOOBYTRAPS 

THAT LURK WITHIN

TEMPLE OF THE FORBIDDEN EYE

LOOK NOT INTO THE EYES OF MARA 

AND YOU SHALL GAIN ADMISSION 

TO THE TEMPLE OF YOUR GREATEST 

SECRET DESIRE

----------------------------------------------------
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University of Indiana

1401 Flower Street

Lawrence, Indiana

October 1, 1935

Dr. Harford I. Jones

Lost Delta Encampment

Sahyadri, India



Dear Harry, 

The Department has received and read 

your Sept. 20th report with satisfaction, 

and we are pleased to inform you that the 

expedition’s funding is augmented per your 

request. 

In an effort to control costs, however, 

we recommend that you open safe areas of 

the site for paid tourist viewing. The several 

abandoned German vehicles you found 

there would seem to be ideal for this 

purpose. 

Generating tourist income will also help 

us to resist the Indian government’s efforts 

to take over the project, since we can more 

efficiently share tourist profits with it. 

You should also be advised, 

confidentially, that the University is in 

receipt of an official complaint from the 

government of Germany alleging the theft of 

a map to the site from one of their foreign 

offices. Of course we have denied that a 

scholar of your integrity would do such a 
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thing! I phoned Ravenwood and Jackson; 

they’ll keep their mouths shut. 

The radio networks here have begun to 

nickname you after our University, which 

we enjoy as long as you don’t get caught 

with that damned map. Watch out for some 

frog named Bellock (sp?), who’s apparently 

en route to snoop. 

Cordially, 

Ham

Hammond Salley, M.A. 

Administrator

Dept. of Archaeology

----------------------------------------------------

Oct 28, 1935

Sallah, 

I’m leaving this note for you with one 

of the locals I can almost trust -

Thanks for coming to keep the lid on 

things here. We’ve now got a regular flow 

of tourists, on the whole nice but 

underfoot. And as you know, we’re still 

finding doors & passages here, and that 

paper wasn’t kidding about boobytraps! 

I’ve got a short, safe tour outlined. 

The K-wagens are ideal for this, and 

they’re all working. Tourists will be fine 

as long as you warn them NOT to look at 

Mara. I’m almost certain that this is 

what did in the Germans - at least I didn’t 

find any armbands in the traps! 

I won’t be here when you arrive. 

Marcus cabled that he’s got something in 
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Peru he wants me to get, an old Hovitos 

idol. But at least he swears it’s an easy 

job. Thank goodness, because after that 

Shanghai & Kali business, not to mention 

the hysterical girl, and now this Mara 

thing, my nerves are shot. 

Jones

----------------------------------------------------

3rd July 1936

Department of Archaeology

University of Indiana

1401 Flower Street

Lawrence, Indiana

Gentlemen:

His Majesty’s Government regrets to 

inform you that the excavations at the temple of 

Mara in Sahyadri are to cease immediately as 

well as all tourist access to the site. 

This decision follows from a series of 

unexplained and continuing disapperances at the 

site. The entire complex will be closed to all 

access and fenced off until such time as a proper 

investigation can be undertaken. 

 Edw. Benson

Assistant to the Consul

____________________________________
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That’s  what  happened:  The  site  was  cleared, 

fenced,  and  soon  overgrown  by   the  surrounding 

triple-canopy  jungle.  It  was  soon  forgotten  in  the 

commotion  of  World  War   II  and  the  subsequent 

decolonization of India and Pakistan. 

In 1993, looking for a way  to  breathe some  new 

life  into  Disneyland’s  Adventureland,  Disney 

Imagineers  began  to  search  the  globe  for  ideas. 

George  Lucas,  who  a  decade  previously   had  set 

 Indiana  Jones  &  the  Temple  of  Doom  in  India, 

recalled  that  his  own  Industrial  Light  &  Magic, 

researching the  proper atmosphere  for  a Kali-cult, 

had heard of, but not attempted to  visit the  nearly-

forgotten Mara complex. 

It seemed to be the ideal solution: Just purchase, 

dismantle, transport, and reassemble the  temple  in 

Disneyland, much as Walt had done years previously 

with  the  bizarre  Ambrose  Gracey  residence in New 

Orleans, which was moved to Disneyland to become 

its famous “Haunted Mansion”. 30

AT&T was  coincidentally  looking for  a dramatic 

advertisement, so  was  pleased  to  fund  the  massive 

project. 

The most difficult task was  access to  the original 

site, requiring  not only  new roadways  to  the  coast 

but  careful  defoliation  of  the  structure  without 

ecological  or   æsthetic  damage  to  the  surrounding 

jungle. But eventually  these problems were properly 

resolved, and the entire temple taken to the port of 

San  Pedro  by  container-ships.  From   there  it  was 

overland  by   truck  to  Anaheim,  followed  by 

painstaking reassembly. By  March 1995 the Temple 

30   The  detailed  account  of  this  affair  is  contained  in  the 

author’s  Ode to Esmé: Memoirs of Captain Nemo. 
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of  Mara  was  in place  a short  distance  through the 

jungle from the cruise-boats’ dock. 

LucasFilm’s & Disney’s original idea had been to 

reactivate Dr. Jones’ original, pleasant experience of 

wonders and riches, viewed by  Park guests from  the 

comfort of  the  fleet of  Kübelwagens  (which, still  in 

working order, had also been brought over). 

Most  of  the  time  this  worked  perfectly,  with 

Guests  enjoying  the  exotic  atmosphere  of  the 

centuries-old  ruins,  followed  by  a tranquil  tour  in 

one  of  the  K-wagens  to  one  of  three  beautiful 

chambers  containing wondrous  vistas  and  dazzling 

artifacts. 

On  rare  occasions,  however,  someone  in  a  K-

wagen  would  forget  or  ignore  Cast  Members’ 

emphatic  instructions  to  under  no  circumstances 

look  into  the  eyes  of  the  Mara-statue  that  was 

unfortunately   integral  with  the  temple’s  stone 

supports. 

When  this  occurred,  the  normally  peaceful  and 

pleasant K-wagen tour was suddenly  wrenched into 

a  terrifying  ordeal  of  fire,  bugs,  dæmonic 

apparitions, molten-rockfalls, and snakes. 31

Even worse, careening through the old structure 

in  a panic to  attempt escape, Guests  driving the K-

wagens  couldn’t  help  repeatedly   hitting   the 

stonework.  The  K-wagens  were  strong  enough  to 

survive  such  impacts,  but  exceptionally-unlucky 

riders,  almost  at  a   safe  exit,  might  find  to  their 

horror that they  had  dislodged  some  of  the  largest 

stonework directly overhead. 

While  such   instructional  disregards  were 

exceedingly  rare,  AT&T  informed  Disney  &  Lucas 

that  its  shareholders  would  not  stand  for  even 

31 Why’d there have to be snakes!? 
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occasional horrible deaths under  the AT&T emblem. 

Fortunately   the  telephone  company   also  had  a 

solution:  It  tracked  down  the  now-retired  UNC 

professor and  hired  him to  move  to  Anaheim and 

personally  overwatch the  rides  to  spot any  careless 

or  accidental  Guest-gawking at the  statue.  In  such 

cases  Dr.  Jones  would  attempt to  personally  guide 

the now-endangered K-wagen to safety. 

While there were still some extremely  close-calls, 

on the whole  this  solution worked. It certainly  kept 

the old archæologist’s retirement from being dull! 32

At least  the retaining of  Dr. Jones  by  Disney  & 

Lucas  had  one  educational  side-effect:  When  not 

attending to  Mara-crises,  he  was  able  to  complete 

his study  of the Marabic inscriptions throughout the 

temple.  His  summary   of  these  findings  -  which 

unfortunately   most  visitors  to  the  temple  bypass 

unawares - is included herein as Appendix #1. 

Readers  seeking more  information about  Harry 

Jones’  real-life  background  may   wish  to  peruse 

 Secret  of  the  Lost  Ark  in  the  author’s   FireForce 

book.  When  it  first  appeared  in  1981  against  my 

better  judgment, SLA struck me as  merely  the  wild 

imaginings of those relating it to me. But years later, 

hearing  the  startlingly-corroborative  accounts 

reproduced herein as   Grail  Mission (Appendix #2), 

I am no longer so sure. 

Of  at  least  one  thing  I  am  sure:  Ferdinand 

Porsche  knew how  to  build  a  very  strong, reliable, 

and enduring  Kübelsitzwagen. 

32 After kindly fact-checking this chapter  and related Appendix, 

Dr. Jones asked  me  to  please  reemphasize  to  readers:  If you 

visit  Disneyland  to  see  the  reconstructed  temple,  please, 

please  don’t  look  at  the  Mara  statue  during   the  K-wagen 

tour! 
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15:  1998 Aston Martin DB7 Coupe

 

1999-2005

Q:  Now this  one I’m particularly keen  about. You  see 

the gear  lever  here? Now, if you take the top off, you 

will find a little red button. Whatever you  do, don’t 

touch it. 

James Bond: Why not? 

Q:  Because  you’ll release this section  of the  roof, and 

engage and then fire the passenger ejector seat. 

Bond: Ejector seat? You’re joking! 

Q: I never joke about my work, 007. 

-  Goldfinger (1964)
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Remember   the  genealogy   of  my   1965  Pontiac 

GTO  back  in  Chapter  #4?  A  respectable  but 

unremarkable car  company, Pontiac, stumbled  into 

a bizarre idea in 1964, which took the USA motoring 

enthusiast  world  by   storm   that  year.  Pontiac 

perfected it the  following year, creating the famous 

classic 1965 GTO. 

Then,  over  the  next few  years  the  Goat became 

progressively  bigger, heavier, dull & numb to  drive, 

and  finally  retired  after only  a decade as  a pathetic 

decal-camouflaged  shadow  of  its  original  glory. 

Then thirty  years later it would suddenly  return for a 

spectacular if brief curtain-call - as will be discussed 

in Chapter 18. 

Well,  much   the  same  thing  happened  with  an 

obscure little British venture started  in 1913 by  two 

motor-racing  hobbyists,  Lionel  Martin  and  Robert 

Bamford. Martin enjoyed racing  their  cars at nearby 

Aston Hill, and the name stuck: Aston Martin. 33

In  1947   the  little  company   was  acquired  by 

entrepreneur David Brown, who invested serious £s 

into  his  famous  series  of  “DB-”  models,  notably 

upscale  from  most other  British  sports  cars  0f  the 

1950s-60s. 

When  Ian  Fleming  wrote   Goldfinger  in  1959, 

Brown  was  offering  his  Mark  III  coupe,  which 

Fleming mistakenly called a “D.B. III” in his novel:

The  car  was  from   the  pool.  Bond  had  been 

offered  the  Aston  Martin  or  a  Jaguar  3.4.  He  had 

taken   the  D.B.  III.  Either  of  the  cars  would  have 

33   When  tractor-manufacturer  David  Brown   bought  Aston 

Martin   in   1947,  he  also  acquired  the  Lagonda  name  and 

merged its line of  luxury  sedans with  the sports-car firm, hence 

subsequently/officially   “Aston   Martin  Lagonda   Ltd”. 

Occasional Lagondas would appear, but by the 1990s had been 

discontinued. 
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suited  his  cover  -  a  well-to-do,  rather  adventurous 

young man with a taste for the good, the fast things 

of life - but the D.B. III had the advantage of an  up-

to-date  triptyque,  an  inconspicuous  colour   - 

battleship  grey  - and  certain  extras which  might or 

might not come in  handy. These included switches to 

alter  the  type  and  colour of Bond’s  front  and  rear 

lights if he were following or  being  followed at night, 

reinforced  steel   bumpers  fore  and  aft  in   case  he 

needed  to  ram,  a  long-barreled  Colt  .45 in  a  trick 

compartment under the driver’s seat, a radio pick-up 

tuned to receive an apparatus called the Homer, and 

plenty   of  concealed  space  that  would  fox  most 

Customs men. 34

By  the time Eon Productions  had  gotten round 

to  turning   Goldfinger  into  the  1964 Sean Connery 

movie, Aston Martin had progressed two models up 

to  what was  now the  DB5. For  its  predecessor DB4 

Brown  had  incorporated  a  Superleggera   body   by 

Italian  stylists  to  produce  a  stunningly-graceful 

coupé,  whose  boot  was  extended  slightly   for  the 

perfectly-proportioned  DB5.  Eon   asked  Brown  for 

two  of  them,  which  he  was  originally  reluctant  to 

provide, fearing that the movie would degrade Aston 

Martin’s  aristocratic  image.  Quite  the  other  thing 

happened: The   Goldfinger  DB5 appeared on-screen 

for  a  total  of  only   13  minutes,  but  in  that  time 

became,  and  has  since  remained  the  most  famous 

car in the world. 35

I  should  say  cars,  because  there  were  actually 

four of them:

34 Fleming, Ian,  Goldfinger. New York: Signet, 1959, page #53. 

35   As  is  adequately  substantiated  and  documented  by  Dave 

Worrall  in  his   The   Most  Famous  Car  in  the   World:  The 

 Complete  History  of  the  James  Bond  Aston  Martin  DB5 

(Christchurch: Solo, 1993). 
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DP 216/1 - the “Effects Car” 

DB5/1486/R - the “Road Car” 

DB5/2008/R - show car

DB5/2017/R - show car

The Effects Car was the one originally  fitted with 

all  of  the  devices  shown in  the  movie.  It was  used 

only for close-up scenes. 

In addition to  being fitted  with all  of  Fleming’s 

features, Eon’s Effects Car  added bulletproof glass, a 

steel  shield  rising  up  from   the  boot,  twin  front 

machine-guns, taillight-concealed dispensers of tire-

destroying spikes and an oil slick,  Ben-Hur-inspired 

teeth  projecting  from   the  rear  hubcaps,  a  more 

elaborate  “Homer”  including  a  concealed  radar-

screen,  and, as  Q  (above-right) noted, a passenger 

ejector-seat. 

The  Road Car was  an unmodified  DB5 used  for 

all  of  the  driving scenes  in   Goldfinger;  it was  also 

the  car  appearing  briefly   at  the  beginning  of 

 Thunderball, wherein  it was  fitted  with twin  rear-

mounted water cannons. 
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The  two  show-cars  were not used in any  movie. 

They   were  ordered  by   Eon  with  visual-display 

devices, and  were  shown in film-promotional  tours 

as “the Bond car”. 

After  Goldfinger  [in the  case of the Effects  Car] 

and   Thunderball  [in  the  case  of  the  others], these 

cars were sold to private collectors. A few years later 

the  Effects  Car  was  stolen  from   a   warehouse  in 

Florida and has never been found since. 

Like  its  1965  Pontiac  counterpart,  the  Aston 

Martin DB5 represented a never-before/never-since 

zenith  for  the  marque.  The  following  DB6  was 

supposed  to  be  a   step  upward  in  quality   and 

practicality  [one could almost actually  sit in its back 

seat], but managed  to  “eject” its  predecessor’s lithe 

looks  with  a  bloated  body   finishing  in  a  huge 

ducktail. 

Next up was the DBS driven by  George Lazenby, 

who had the unenviable job of trying to replace Sean 

Connery  as 007  in  On Her Majesty’s Secret Service. 

The DBS didn’t help; it was a horribly-Americanized 
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monster that could have been mistaken for a Dodge 

Charger. Neither Lazenby nor the DBS reBonded. 

Presumably  on  the  premise  that  one  bad  idea 

deserves  to  be  followed  by   many   more,  Aston 

followed its Charger  with a succession of ever-larger, 

-heavier,  -cramped,  -truckV8ed,  -overpriced 

Godzillas  throughout  the  1970s-80s.  Eon  inflicted 

one  of  these  on  Timothy   Dalton,  otherwise 

mercifully   provided  Bond  with  a   succession  of 

imaginative  but  tediously   unconvincing  rides: 

Toyota 2000GT, two Lotus Esprits, a Ford Mustang, 

and even, desperately, a Bimmer  or two. When Sean 

Connery   reprised  himself  in   Never  Say  Never 

 Again,  at  least  he  insisted  on  what  Ian   Fleming 

originally   prescribed  as  Bond’s  “locomotive”:  a 

beautiful classic Bentley. 

By   1988,  despite  heroic  efforts  by   its  then-

Chairman Victor Gauntlett, the  legendary  marque’s 

days  appeared  00-numbered.  Gauntlett  had 

concluded  that Aston had “rather lost its  way” after 

the DB6, and that only a “new DB4” could save it. 

Just  coincidentally   Henry   Ford  II  was  then 

asking  his  friend  Walter   Hayes  how  to  calm   his 

financial blood  pressure  after acquiring  Jaguar  for 

$2.5 billion. 

“Well,”   smiled  Hayes,  “we  could  always  buy 

Aston Martin.” Yes, that  sounded  like  secret-agent 

fun, so Henry  dashed off the cheque for  a  much-less-

perspirational £15 million. 

Carroll  Shelby   still  thought  he  was  nuts. 

Referring  to  Aston’s  quaint  factory   at  Newport 

Pagnell, he told  Ford, “All you’ve bought are twelve 

blacksmiths and an obsolete engine.” 

Hayes and Gauntlett set out to prove “Ol’ Snake” 

wrong. In the best American tradition, Ford liked to 

use  common  parts-bins,  and  with  JaguarSports’ 
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Tom  Walkinshaw  they’d just created the sultry  XK8 

to  supersede the aging XJS. The Walkinshaw works 

at Bloxham  could handle another  production line, so 

an upscale  XK8 was  created, with  a Maserati-posh 

interior and  Aston’s  signature  fishmouth grille  and 

bonnet side-vents. 

Continuing   to  recapture  the  DB  aura,  Hayes 

wanted  a twin-overhead-cam  I6  engine, and  found 

just the thing in the smaller brother of the Jag XJS’ 

last engine, the AJ16. To give it Bond-pep, Gauntlett 

added a supercharger. They  were almost there; only 

one  further  essential  was  needed.  They   tracked 

down  the  venerable  David  Brown,  who  was 

delighted to bless the car with his initials: DB7. 

When  the  DB7   appeared  ca.  1996,  it  was 

appreciated  by  the  automotive  press  as  “the  most 

beautiful car in the world” - except by  a few grouchy 

old  purists,  who  sniffed  at  what  they   called  the 

“XJ7”. 

At  the  height  of  their  hideousness,  the  old  V8 

Astons  had  impossible  pricetags  of  multi-hundred-

thousand $s. Although the DB7  cost a comparatively 

economical  $130K,  that  was  still  well  out  of  my 

reach.  At  the  time  there  was  only   one  Aston 

dealership  in  the  Bay   Area:  Cole  European  in 

Walnut  Creek.  It  was  also  a  Jaguar  cattery,  and 

while  having  Lilith’s  XKR  serviced  there,  I’d  duly 

fantasized over the very-occasional othercar with the 

silver wings on its nose. 

After  awhile  the  sales  manager  apparently   got 

tired  of  such shameless  displays  of  adoration. “Mr. 

Cole  is  bored  with his  personal  DB7,  wants  me  to 

move  it.  Interested?”  The  “move  it”   price  was  as 

amazing as the car: Cotswold Gold  (a pale, metallic 

blush)  with  rich  tan  leather  and  brown  piping, 

burled  walnut  accents,  decadenthick  rugs  with 
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embroidered wings. Under the bonnet was  a plaque 

attesting  to  the  personally-assembled  engine  with 

the “blacksmith’s” signature. Similar silver-engraved 

plaques on the door-bases took responsibility  for the 

hand-crafted  coachwork.  Inside  the  embossed 

leather toolkit were suitably-gleaming instruments - 

and [O.K., that does it!] a pair of white gloves! 

There  weren’t very  many  of these  jewels  on the 

road in California at the time, so I had no trouble in 

obtaining  personalized  license  plate  DB007.  Yes, 

shameless. 

1998  was  the  last  year  for  the  I6  DB7  in  the 

United States; emissions  requirements and  all that. 

Ford  was  undaunted. It took two  Duratec V6s  and 

glued  them   together,  adding  “Aston  Martin  V12” 

cam-covers. A nice, quiet, silky  V12 henceforth, but 

it  was  the  snarl  of  that  blown-6  that  recaptured 

 Goldfinger; it had taken me only 35 years. 

The  other  icon  of  that  movie  -  besides  Pussy 

Galore,  I  mean  -  was  the  United  States  Bullion 

Depository  at Fort Knox, Kentucky, which sits alone 

in  an open expanse  at the end  of  Gold  Vault Road 

just past its intersection with Bullion Boulevard. 
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If  you  thought  the  movie  took  you  up  to  and 

inside  it,  nope.  There  are  few  places  in  the  world 

more  unwelcoming to  visitors  than the  Depository, 

and that included Eon. It was forced to build its own 

duplicate at England’s Pinewood Studios, which also 

doubled as Auric Goldfinger’s Swiss factory. 

In the late 1960s, if an uninvited sightseer turned 

from Bullion Boulevard  onto  the  Gold  Vault Road 

driveway  leading  to  the  Depository,  a  loudspeaker 

would  instruct  him   to  stop/turn  around/leave. 36 

 Tres disconcerting [and not a little embarrassing] to 

2nd Lt. Aquino  when assigned to  Knox in 1968 for 

the Armor Officer Basic Course. But so stringent was 

the Treasury  Department that no  one not on official 

business  could  enter,  including  such aristocracy  as 

Generals, Admirals, Senators, Sean Connery, Honor 

Blackman, and  Gert “Goldfinger” Frobe, even if he 

promised not to try to blow it up again. 

Ah, but the Fates were weaving something fun in 

their tapestry:

Upon  returning  from  southeast  Asia  in  1970, 

now-Captain  Aquino  was  assigned  to  the  Armor 

School Faculty. Along with this came the usual mix 

of  additional  duties;  my  academic  background  got 

me tasked to  update  the official histories  of Armor 

and  Cavalry  for the post’s  Patton Museum. I  spent 

many  evenings  combing  through   two  centuries  of 

original  records,  orders,  letters  -  some  of  which, 

such  as  the  19th-Century  Indian Wars’, were  cold-

bloodedly   shocking  beyond  anything  Hollywood 

depicted. 

However  this  project  eventually  brought  me  to 

the  attention   of  the  School’s  academic  head, 

36   I  understand  that  post-9/11  rebuffs  and  barriers  are 

significantly  more  ominous,  to  include  camera-confiscation 

should you be noticed taking even a distance-photograph. 
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Assistant  Commandant  General  George  S.  Patton. 

No, not a ghost, but close enough: the 1-star son of 

World War II’s 4-star “Old Blood and Guts”. 

As  it  happens,  my   father,  Cavalry   Sergeant 

Michael  Aquino  Sr.,  had  served  with  the  WW2 

Patton in his  Third  Army  as  it swept across  France 

into  Germany. His son was already  his own legend, 

decorated  with  two  of  the  United  States’  second-

highest medals  for valor, the  Distinguished  Service 

Cross. 37

In  addition  to  his  School  responsibilities,  the 

General  was  in  constant  demand  for  public 

appearances,  and  a  PSYOP  officer  on  his  staff 

accordingly  came in handy  as a speechwriter. Not as 

simple  as  it  sounds:  I  had  to  project  the  famous 

OB&G  electricity  while  carefully  staying within the 

boundaries of gentlemanly good taste. 

37 After prior  combat service in Korea, Patton also received the 

Purple Heart for  serious wounds on  his third tour  in  Vietnam. 

These  eventually forced  his retirement as a Major  General in 

1980,  and ultimately sent him to  meet his father at Fiddler’s 

Green in 2004. 
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When  not  in  his  expected  superhero  character, 

the  General was  a Renaissance Man of  exceptional 

dignity, courtesy, and  sensitivity. Like his father he 

was  passionately   patriotic,  as  well  as  constantly 

concerned for those under his command. 

Thus he was not at all pleased with the George C. 

Scott  portrayal  of  his  father   as  a  callous,  coarse 

egomaniac.  Nothing,  he  insisted,  could  be  farther 

from the truth: Again the elder  Patton had adopted 

an  aggressive   persona  for   his  soldiers’  and  the 

American public’s morale -  but he worked tirelessly 

never to endanger his troops needlessly. 

In 1972  the United States  was  clearly  extricating 

itself  from  a  very   unsatisfactory   southeast  Asian 

war.  The  Combat  Arms  of  the  Army   -  Infantry, 

Armor, & Artillery  -  were  very  dangerous  branches 

for  new   officers  to  choose,  and  one  day   Patton 

returned from  a visit to  the Infantry  School at Fort 

Benning, Georgia,  brandishing a copy  of  a  booklet 

being distributed to West Point and ROTC campuses 

extolling Infantry  as a career-choice. I  could see that 

his house PSYOP officer  was about to be volunteered 

on behalf of Armor/Cavalry. 

I  cracked my  Fort Bragg knuckles and saluted. A 

short time later  Armor  had a booklet far zestier  than 

Infantry’s  -  full-color, overflowing with maps, units, 

photographs, and  personal welcomes  by  all the  Big 

Brass.  Unfortunately   once  again  I  had  done  too 

much of a good job. “Before you sit down, Captain, 

how about doing another one for enlisted careers?” 

Another   month,  another   bursting-at-the-seams 

celebration  of  M60A1   Main  Battle  Tanks,  Air 

Cavalry  HueyCobra helicopters, and ground Cavalry 

Sheridans  (parachutable,  amphibious  tanks  rather 

more fun than the big M60s because their main gun 

fired the Shillelagh guided missile). 
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I  put  the  Sheridan  on the  cover of  the  enlisted 

booklet. In  case officer cadets were tempted to stand 

in  front of one to see what it would be like to have a 

Shillelagh fired at you, I obliged on the front cover of 

the officer booklet. 38

And that’s how  the Armor & Cavalry  Branches of 

the U.S. Army  were not wanting for new  officers and 

enlisted  troopers  even  during  the  waning  years  of 

the  Vietnam War. Or so  the  Oak  Leaf  Cluster that 

appeared on my  Army  Commendation Medal shortly 

thereafter seemed to indicate. 

But  what  does  all  this  have  to  do  with  Aston 

Martins  and   Goldfinger?  Just  that  the  next 

“additional duty” I  was  assigned  was, somewhat to 

my  consternation, to  update the land-defense  plans 

for Fort Knox. 

38   New  2nd  Lieutenants  &  Ensigns  aren’t  usually  noted  for 

being particularly  bright. Yes, that black thing in  the middle of 

that pretty rocket-exhaust fire headed directly for  your nose is 

the Shillelagh guided missile. ’Bye! 
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These  date  back  to  1918,  when  the  Army  had 

consolidated  a  number   of  Field  Artillery 

installations in Kentucky  into the new Camp Knox. I 

gather   that  there  was  some  uncertainty   about 

whether   Kaiser  Wilhelm   II  would  knock  out  the 

British  and  French,  then  chase  General  Pershing 

back across the Atlantic to Kentucky  before he could 

make an Alamo-like Last Stand here. 

In  the  best  bureaucratic  tradition,  these  plans 

were  not  scrapped  with  the  defeat  of  the  Hun. 

Rather  they   were  carefully   maintained  and 

periodically   revised.  Hitler,  Mussolini,  and  Tojo 

didn’t make it to Kentucky  either, but in 1972  there 

was  still  the  Warsaw   Pact  from   Europe  and  Mao 

from  Asia.  Fort  Knox  was  not  going  to  be  caught 

unprepared! 

One of the United States’ interests, I  discovered, 

was that Enemy  Hoards not rip off what in 1937  had 

been  about  $13  billion  in  gold  bars.  Especial 

attention was  therefore  to  be  devoted  to  defense  of 

the  Depository.  Which  meant  that  the  planning 

officer had to personally inspect it. Cool! 

I didn’t need to gas anyone, dynamite the electric 

fence, or cut open the steel doors with a laser. I  just 

stated  my   business  to  the  loudspeaker  and  was 

quickly  and  cooperatively  escorted  throughout  the 

complex  and  the  Depository’s  two  stories  & 

basement-level. 

I  was  a  bit  disappointed  to  discover  that  the 

building’s  interior  looked  nothing like  the  dazzling 

golden  display   of   Goldfinger.  It  was  a  quite 

ordinary, indeed dull collection of storage rooms full 

of  neatly-stacked  gold  bricks. These  were  generally 

never  moved or touched during inventories, both  to 

prevent any  abrasion to  the  relatively  soft gold and 
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also  because,  as  I  was  allowed  to  experience, they 

were surprisingly heavy. 

James Bond crashed his DB5 into a wall of Auric 

Goldfinger’s  Swiss  factory  (actually  the  back  lot  of 

Pinewood Studios  in England)  instead  of  driving it 

up  Gold  Vault Road, and  my  DB7  never made  the 

Golden Pilgrimage either; all these events happened 

in  1972, when I was zipping around Fort Knox in the 

Lotus Elan +2S of Chapter #3. 

As  for  that  gorgeous  DB7,  it  wasn’t  crashed 

either.  Rather,  in  the  occasional  whimsy  of  exotic 

car dealerships, Cole  European decided  in 2005  to 

drop its Aston Martin franchise, which meant that at 

the turn of the century  the nearest service point for 

the  car was  Beverly  Hills  to  the  south,  Portland  to 

the  north,  and  Salt  Lake  City   to  the  east.  As 

maintenance commutes go, these would have been a 

bit excessive, so I drove down to Ferrari Los Gatos to 

see if they had anything interesting on their lot. 
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16:  2001 Dodge Viper GTS

 

2005-2006

They’re coming to take me away, hoho, heehee, haha, 

To the funny farm, where life is beautiful all the time, 

And I’ll be happy to see those nice young men in  their 

clean white coats. 

And they’re coming to take me awaaay ... 

- Napoleon XIV

 They’re Coming to Take Me Away (1966)

Arguably   all  of  the  cars  throughout  this 

“automobiography”  are  eccentricities,  fetishes, 

adventures into  the unusual and exotic. But in each 

case there is also an appreciation for unique artistry, 
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much as one might view  or collect rare and beautiful 

works of art, wines, music, etc. 

I’d have to push the envelope pretty  far, however, 

to  find some æsthetic justification  for the Viper. It’s 

rather a bald descent into madness, with no excuses 

either attemptable or believable. Some cars  you buy 

with  your  head. Some you buy  with your  heart. You 

have to go a bit further down the body  in the case of 

the Viper. 

Los  Gatos is  a  chic little  backwater of San Jose, 

about  60  miles  south  of  San  Francisco.  It’s 

whimsically   named  after  two  massive  stone  cat 

statures  guarding  the  entrance  to  an  estate  off 

California #17, the deadly  racetrack that winds over 

the hills to Santa Cruz. What passes for its “business 

district”  is  a  sleepy   shopping  street  about  three 

blocks long. On one of those in 2005 nestled Ferrari 

of  Los  Gatos  -  the  only  such dealership  in  Silicon 

Valley. Like most such enterprises, it survived more 

on used toys than new ones. Its small showroom was 

dwarfed  by  its  backlot,  in  which   one  never  knew 

what  one  would  find:  older   classic  Ferraris, 

Maseratis,  Lamborghinis;  Loti,  Cobras,  Bugattis, 

perhaps  a  Mercedes  300SL  gullwing  or  a  Morgan 

with leather straps holding its bonnet closed. 

But today, despite all the flash and flamboyance, 

one  thing  insolently   relegated  the  rest  to  also-

viewed: a Midnight Blue Metallic Dodge Viper GTS 

coupé.  Unexpectedly,  perhaps  as  a  contemptuous 

gesture to  show that it qualified to park amidst such 

august old-school machinery, this Viper also boasted 

the  Connolly   Leather  interior  option,  in  a  deep 

Cognac  hue:  an  altogether   mysterious  and 

incongruous factory offering. 

This  hulking  monster   instantly   evoked  the 

Batmobile  of  the  resurgent   Batman  films  -  you 

- 167 -

know, the ones in which Batman is a bit of a  psycho 

himself and therefore needs appropriate wheels. 

The Dodge Viper has a similarly-sinister history. 

After Carroll  Shelby  had  a  falling-out with Ford  in 

the  early  1970s.  Seeing his  kick-ass  1965  Mustang 

GT-350 gradually  de-assed, luxurified, and  bloated 

into what he disavowed as a “boulevard cruiser”, Ol’ 

Snake  was  wooed  by  fellow-departee  Lee  Iacocca, 

who  wanted  him to  whip  up  something vicious  for 

Chrysler as he had the Cobra for Ford. 

Ford now owned the “Cobra” name, so what now 

sat  up  on  Dr.  Frankenstein’s  operating  table  was 

called the Viper, and assigned to  the Dodge division 

of the corporation. I suppose it was a bit too brawny 

for  the  more  dignified  Chrysler  Division,  which  at 

that  time  was  flirting  with  the  Maserati  TC  of 

Chapter #11. 

The  other  “11”  pertinent  to  the  Viper  was  its 

appetite  in  miles-per-gallon.  There  was  nothing 

exotic  or  high-tech  about  its  engine:  a  massive 

pushrod  V10 flexing 46ohp  at just about anywhere 

on the tachometer you cared to stomp the go-pedal. 

The  MoPar  exhaust system more  or  less  emulated 

the  re-entry  tiles  on  the  Space  Shuttle,  making  it 

essential not to  allow  your ankle to  touch the  door 

sill  on exit.  This  extremism was  duplicated  at  the 

intake,  as  the  coolant-temp  gauge  quickly  went  to 

the redline just below “overheat” and  stayed  locked 

there,  regardless  of  weather  or  traffic  conditions. 

Driving this thing was like sitting inside a bomb that 

might  or  might  not  explode  at  any   moment. 

Sandwiched between the twin-furnaces of the intake 

& exhaust, the driver  just kept the A/C on “Max” and 

prayed for the luck of Dirty  Harry’s client facing the 

business end of that .44 Magnum. 
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But of course  all these alarmisms  evaporated  in 

the  thrill  of  launching  this  road-rocket.  In  the 

tradition  of  the  Goat  of  Chapter  #4,  it  didn’t  like 

curves,  but  in  a  straight line  it was  the  proverbial 

Irresistible  Force.  Official  0-60mph  time  was  3.5 

seconds,  about  a  second  quicker  than  the  Goat’s. 

You may  not think that 1  second  makes  much of  a 

difference;  trust  me  -  it  does.  Sort  of  like  testing 

whether  Albert’s idea that everything compresses  to 

nothing at the speed of light is scientifically valid. 

Arriving somewhere in the Viper definitely  made 

a statement, but I was never quite sure what. I think 

it  was  the  only  vehicle  with  four   wheels  that  the 

Hells Angels Frisco would tolerate parked in front of 

their clubhouse, and at Paul Kantner’s Sea Cliff digs 

it stirred old memories of his purple Porsche back in 

the 1960s. That was  shortly  after  one  of El Camino 

del Mar’s  gaping  sinkholes  had  [de]materialized  to 

excite  that  otherwise-superpricey  neighborhood  of 

San Francisco, and recalls one of my  more ominous 

visits  to  Anton  &  Diane  LaVey’s  house  at  nearby 

6114 California Street back in the early 1970s. 









- 169 -

I’ve  given a  descriptive  &  photographic  tour  of 

6114  -  the  original  “Central  Grotto”  -  in  my   The 

 Church of Satan. It was a three-story  building with 

the 2nd as its main floor, a streetside-stair  leading to 

the  front  door.  Thus  the  ground  floor  served  as  a 

garage for the LaVeys’ sky-blue 4.2  Jaguar  sedan in 

front, the “Den of Iniquity”  bar immediately  behind 

it,  the  “Blue  Room”   (a  kaleidoscopic  mirrormaze) 

behind  the  Den,  and  the  building’s  innermost-

sanctum, the “Council Chamber” to  the right of the 

garage. 

What almost no  one  knew  was that off the Den, 

between the  Council Chamber and  the Blue  Room, 

concealed behind a door appearing to be part of the 

Den’s  wall,  was  a  secret alcove, containing  a  small 

private  office  for  Anton  [in addition to  his  better-

known  one  beneath  the  ceiling-bed  in  the  main 

floor’s Red Room]. It was also from  this small alcove 

that a ladder led to the fireplace in the Purple Room 

(the main floor social/audience room), which could 

thus  permit  the  Devil’s  High  Priest  to  make  a 

suitably   “Hellfiery”  entrance  when  greeting  a 

startled reporter. 





- 170 -

But  that  wasn’t  the  creepiest  thing  about  that 

alcove.  One  evening  Anton  and  I  had  been 

discussing  H.P.  Lovecraft’s  novel   The  Case  of 

 Charles Dexter  Ward, notable for  an ordinary  New 

England  farmhouse  concealing  a  warren  of 

underground  tunnels  and  caverns  with  the  usual 

HPL horrors lurking therein. 

“How much do  you know about this  part of San 

Francisco?” asked  my  host, then led  the  way  from 

the  Purple  Room through the  bookcase  to  the  Red 

Room,  thence  into  the  Tutankhamun  mummycase 

concealing the “normal” ladder  down into the Den of 

Iniquity.  Anton  unlocked  the  alcove  door,  and  we 

went inside,  where  he  pulled  up  the  throw-rug  on 

the  cement-slab  floor,  revealing  an  obviously  very 

old iron manhole-cover. 

Without  touching  it,  Anton  replaced  the  rug. 

He’d  inherited  6114  from  his  parents, he said, and 

his  father  had  shown  him  this  feature  in  what 

originally  was just unfinished basement crawlspace. 

Young  Tony  had  been  told  just  to  leave  it  alone, 

which he did. 
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Years  later,  when  remodeling  the  house  to  its 

present  exotica,  he’d  come  across  it  again  while 

constructing the Purple Room’s fireplace-ladder. He 

opened  it,  revealing  a  vertical  tunnel  of  utter 

darkness  beneath.  There  was  no  ladder  or  the 

remains of one, and a flashlight beam  was not strong 

enough  to  illuminate  its  lower  terminus.  He 

replaced the iron lid and hadn’t disturbed it since. 

From   a  drawer  of  the  alcove’s  desk,  Anton 

retrieved a document. Back in the Purple Room he 

spread it out on the tombstone-coffeetable. 

“This  is  the  storm-drain  network  beneath  the 

Richmond  District, Sea Cliff, and Land’s End. After 

the 1906 Earthquake  & Fire, there was  a great deal 

of engineering effort put into the city’s water-supply 

&  -drainage  systems.  Apparently   the  old  North 

Beach  &  Financial  Districts  just  needed  repairs  to 

their  existing  networks,  but  out  in  the  Avenues, 

Sunset, & Richmond there was major excavation. 
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“As  best I  can determine  from  these  old charts, 

6114’s  sitting  slightly   off-center  above  the  main 

storm-drain  artery,  a  gigantic  spillway   called  the 

‘Mile  Rock  Tunnel’.  It’s  about  300  feet  down  and 

several thousand feet long, ending in the Land’s End 

crags  below  the  Sutro  Baths.  A  great  many 

tributaries,  both  official  and  unofficial,  were 

connected to Mile Rock. This entire district is sitting 

over  an  underground  labyrinth  that  would  put 

Lovecraft to  shame. I  think it’s  obvious  that the  pit 

below this  house  is  one  of  those  extensions, if  not 

part  of  Mile  Rock  itself.  Here’s  an old  photo  of  it 

before it was sealed off from sight:

“Collapsing  branchlines  explain  the  gigantic 

sinkholes that plague this district. Judging from  the 

bewilderment  at  such   times,  I  don’t  think  anyone 

but  myself  knows  the  existence  or  extent  of  the 

abandoned  subterra, else  they’d  be  terrified  to  live 
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here. And  it also  lays  bare  the  blighted  devastation 

haunting the ruins of the Sutro Baths.” 39

Anton paused, pulled a moldering tome from the 

bookshelf covering the entrance to  the Red Room. I 

saw  with  a  thrill  of  horror  that  it  was  indeed  the 

dread   Necronomicon  of  the  mad  Arab  Abdul 

Alhazred.  Undeterred, indeed  apparently  driven  by 

some  subtle  madness  emanating  from   the  iron-

sealed  chasm  below  us,  Anton pawed  through  the 

disintegrating  pages,  then  intoned  in   a  voice 

alternately  maniacally  triumphant  and  quaveringly 

hysterical:

“The  nethermost  caverns  are  not  for  the 

fathoming  of  eyes  that  see;  for  their  marvels  are 

strange and terrific. 

“Cursed  the  ground  where  dead  thoughts  live 

new and oddly  bodied, and evil the mind that is held 

by no head. 

“Wisely  did Ibn Schacabao say, that happy  is the 

tomb  where  no  wizard  hath  lain,  and  happy  the 

town at night whose wizards are all ashes. For it is of 

old rumour  that the  soul of the devil-bought hastes 

not from  his charnel clay, but fats and instructs the 

very  worm  that  gnaws;  till  out  of  corruption 

horrid life springs, and the dull scavengers  of earth 

wax crafty to vex it and swell monstrous to plague it. 

“Great  holes  secretly  are  digged  where  earth’s 

pores ought to  suffice, and things have learnt to 

walk that ought to crawl.” 40

Anton slammed the hated book closed and stared 

wild-eyed into  the Infinity  Mirror across  the room; 

innumerable  metaphysical  monstrosities  glared 

39 Concerning the Sutro Baths, see Appendix #3. 

40   al-Hazred,  Abdul,  Al  Azif  (“the   Necronomicon”),  foolishly 

quoted by H.P. Lovecraft in  The Festival (1923). 
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mockingly  back at him  as I  ran shrieking from  that 

accursed house and the Horror Beneath. 

Over  the next score of years  the house  endured, 

gradually  falling into disrepair after first Diane, then 

Anton  LaVey   abandoned  it.  Finally   it  was  past 

restoration:  As  the  commercial  firm  acquiring  the 

property  put  it, “That house  is  just held  up  by  the 

buildings on both sides.” 

6114  California  Street  ended  its  existence, 

blasphemously  on my  birthday, October 16th, in 

the year 2001. The newspapers  ignorantly  assumed 

and  reported  that  it  had  been  an  ordinary 

demolition,  but  they  had  not  been  there  just after 

mid-night  to  hear -  as  incredulous  neighbors  later 

put  it  -  that  obscene  sucking  sound  as  the  black 

spectre  shuddered,  then   collapsed  hideously 

inward,  until  nothing  remained  but  a  small, 

pulsing Darkness adjacent to  a flung-aside circlet of 

cold iron. 

The  lot  was  shunned  for  months  behind  a 

hastily-erected  chainlink  fence,  behind  which  the 

weeds and bushes overgrew monstrously. 

A year later Lilith and I  were invited to the open 

house-showing  of  the  condominiums  which  had 

been built on the site. 
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For  reasons the agents could [or, more probably, 

would]  not  explain,  it  was  now   named  “6118 

California Street”. It appeared  that the  Other Gods 

had decreed that not only  the original structure, but 

even  its  very  address,  should  cease  ever  to  have 

been. 

I was somehow not surprised to see that the new 

building also had no excavated basement, but rested 

on  a freshly-poured,  curiously  thicker cement slab. 

The  ground-level  area  previously   containing  the 

alcove  and its surrounds  was now a large, ordinary 

recreation room. There was no sign of the iron lid. 

It was  only  then,  reassuringly  convinced  by  the 

soothing banality  of the condominiums, that I could 

finally  put those mocking memories  of that terrible 

night to rest. 

Well,  almost.  One  thing  persists  in  vaguely 

disquieting my  last glimpse of Anton LaVey  as I ran 

for the door. 

He had no business laughing while he screamed. 
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17:  2006 Pontiac GTO

 

2006-2010

When your engine is hot and your foot hollers drag, 

Get your wheels on the line ’cause you won’t run sec. 

Hold your clutch down tight, rev it up to go; 

You’re about to do business with my mighty GTO. 

Go, go, go, GTO! 

Go, go, go, GTO! 

There’s no match, ’cause none can catch

My GTO. 

- Jan & Dean

 My Mighty GTO (1964)
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Forty  years  later neither  Pontiac  nor a rapidly-

aging generation of Baby  Boomers could stand it any 

longer.  The  highways  out  there  were  full  of 

performance-cars, but The One That Started It All - 

the Pontiac GTO - was nowhere to be found. 41

It was  no longer  possible to  recreate the original 

formula:  just  stuffing  an   overpowered  engine  into 

Pontiac’s smallest coupé. It had been a pretty  dumb 

thing  to  do  even  back  in  1964,  and  2004   safety 

standards wouldn’t hear of it. What to do? 

Bob  Lutz,  who  had  become  head  of  Pontiac  in 

2001,  found  the  answer  surrounded  by  kangaroos 

and koala-bears: General Motors’ Australian branch, 

Holden.  Word  reached  him of  a new  model  called 

the  Monaro,  which  was  causing  something  of  a 

sensation Down Under. So he went down to  see for 

himself,  and  brought  it Up  Above  for a three-year 

American run as the 2004-6 Pontiac GTO. 

Old  Goatherds  weren’t  sure  what  to  think.  I 

mean,  the  original  GTO  had  been  quintessentially 

“Detroit Iron”, and  even if this new kid  onna block 

was GM, it was still, you know, an import. Heresy! 

Also, and I don’t know how else to put this, it was 

built  too  well.  The  old  Goat  had  been  assembled 

around  Pontiac’s  lightest,  cheapest  body:  the 

Tempest.  With that  tri-power  389,  it  was  and  felt 

dangerous. It was marginally  safe to drive for a short 

distance in a straight line, e.g. at a dragstrip or for  a 

bit of Friday-night Stoplight Grand Prix on Whittier 

Boulevard.  But  it  was  certainly   not  a  high-speed 

road-racer. 

This  new  “GTO”,  on  the  other  hand,  was  as 

strong  and  solid  as  a  Mercedes-Benz.  The  doors 

41   Except  in   devoted  classic  clubs,  such   as  San   Francisco’s 

Golden  Gate  Goats.  But  these  carefully-preserved  originals 

usually appeared only in car shows and club rallies. 
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closed with a “thunk”, not a rattle. Everything about 

it  was  top-quality:  premium   leather  seats, 

instrumentation, and the entire powertrain. Despite 

its being far heavier  than its predecessor, its 400hp/

400fpt DOHC LS2  V8, matched to the same Tremec 

transmission used by  BMW for its  M-series  street-

racers, blasted  it to  60mph  in a tidy  4  seconds  flat 

(1/2sec quicker than the original). 

The  new  GTO  also  came  fully-loaded;  the  only 

option was a slightly-larger set of wheels. A dealer-

installed “appearance” package was  also  available if 

you wanted the car to look a bit meaner. 

Which  of  course  I  did,  when  my  midlife-crisis 

hormones  lashed me to Ellis Brooks’ Pontiac in San 

Francisco  for  a  2006  in  Grey   Metallic,  6-speed 

manual [natch!], red-dial instruments, 16” wheels. 

The  only  thing to  complain about, as  one might 

surmise  from the  above,  is  that the  new  GTO  was 

too  perfect.  The  traditional  0-60  launch  was  no 

longer explosive and terrifying; the red speedometer 

just moved quietly/near-instantly  to 60. Lilith didn’t 

scream anymore. Shucks. 

At  the  risk  of  sounding  overly  imaginative, the 

more I  looked at this GTO’s configuration, the more 

I  couldn’t dismiss  a troublesome prickle that it was 

subtly  “unEarthly”, with instruments and controls in 

slightly  odd  configurations  reminiscent  of  relics  in 

Wright-Patterson AFB’s Hanger #18. 

Australia is  a strange  place.  Historically, as  I’ve 

recounted  in   The  Temple  of  Set,  it  started  out  by 

appearing,  disappearing,  and  reappearing  on 

explorers’  maps  over  the  centuries  before  settling 

down into more-or-less materialization. 42

42   Michael   A.  Aquino,  Appendix  #9.IV   “Wonders  Down 

Under”,  The   Temple   of  Set  (Volume  II)  (2nd  Edition).  San 

Francisco: Barony of Rachane, 2016. 





- 180 -

As  far  back  as  the  pre-Setian, Church  of  Satan 

days, I’d heard weirdness  from  & about “Oz”, much 

of  it  having  to  do  with  Ayres  Rock,  a  gigantic 

sandstone  erupture  which  the   Anangu  Aborigines 

know as   Uluru, located  in the  southern part of the 

Northern  Territory.  It  lies  208  miles  southwest  of 

Alice Springs. 

According to native legend:

The  Earth was  once  a  featureless  place.  None  of 

the lands  or seas we know existed until  creator  beings, 

in  the  forms of humans, plants, and animals, traveled 

widely  around the world. Then, in  a process of creation 

and destruction, they  formed the Earth as we know it 

today. The  Aṉangu land is still  inhabited by the spirits 

of these ancestral creator beings,  which are known as 

 Tjukuritja or  Waparitja. 43

And  far from being just a solid, inert  clump  of 

sandstone,  native  sages  know   Uluru  to  contain  a 

warren  of tunnels  and fabulous  chambers, teaming 

43   “The  Creation   Period”,  Department  of  the  Environment, 

Water, Heritage and the Arts, Commonwealth of Australia. 
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with  puzzling  power-nucleii  and  eerie  entities 

seeking to acquire or retain control of them:

Many   Tjukurpa,  such   as   Kalaya  (emus),  Liru 

(poisonous  snakes),  Lungkata  (blue-tongue  lizards), 

 Luunpa  (kingfishers),  and   Tjintir-tjintirpa  (willie-

wagtails)  constantly  frolic  and  fight  not  just  within 

 Uluru  itself,  but  throughout   Uluru-Kata  Tjuta 

National   Park,  though   other   Tjukurpa  seem 

concentrated in specific enclaves. 44

Obviously  even the human members of the Park 

administration are not enthusiastic  about outsiders 

blundering  about within the  Rock. Fortunately  the 

only  entrance  is  concealed  and  camouflaged,  and 

about 10 feet above ground, discouraging access:

The  interior  maze  itself  is  quite  bewildering, 

particularly  for humans who have absolutely  no idea 

what they’re looking for [diagram not to scale]:

44 Brockman, Norbert C.,  Encyclopedia of Sacred Places. Santa 

Barbara: ABC-Clio, 2010. 
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The  incident pertinent to  this  chapter  concerns  

the  one  with  the  sky  map,  the  one  with   a  ceiling 

opening,  and  the  [concealed,  booby-trapped] 

“Chamber of Secrets”:  a  1981  visit by  the  Jefferson 

Starship’s Paul Kantner preparing a new project. 

In  August  1964  a  new   band  opened  in  San 

Francisco  at  a  small  nightclub  named  the  Matrix. 

Calling itself the Jefferson Airplane, it soon became 
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the  most  prominent  band  of  the  Haight-Ashbury 

“acid  rock”  culture.  The  themes  of  its  songs  [and 

first six albums] were  those of the late 1960s: love, 

political protest, and psychedelic fantasia. 

In  1970  a  new  album   appeared.  Bearing  Paul 

Kantner’s  name  and  “Jefferson  Starship”  (rather 

than  “Airplane”),  it  was  called   Blows  Against  the 

 Empire. Kantner’s compositions, arranged in a  loose 

sequence,  told  the  story   of  a  group  of  young 

counterculture  Americans,  increasingly   alienated 

and frustrated by  the climate of the Johnson/Nixon 

era,  who  ultimately  decided  to  hijack  an  orbiting 

starship just constructed by  the government and go 

streaking  off  into  the  cosmos  en  route  to  the 

Andromeda Galaxy. 

At the  end  of the accompanying  libretto booklet 

was a proclamation:

We intend  to  hijack the  first sound interstellar or 

interplanetary  starship  built  by  the  people  of  this 

planet.  A   time  of  3-7  months  will   be  needed  for 

tantronic  conversion   of  the  machinery  to  make  it 

usable for practical  travel -  involving light years. We 

need  people  on   Earth   now  to  begin   preparing  the 

necessary  tools. There will be room  for  7,000 or  more 

people.  If it seems that your head is  into  this, please 

write & talk about something for a bit. You  will  not be 

contacted immediately. Please just prepare your  minds 

& your bodies. Experiment - move your  mind. Practice 

telepathy  &  telekinesis  -  if  you  feel   it.  Search   out 

Atlantis. It lives and breathes inside of you. Join  us - a 

plunge into reality. 

- Starship Foundation

The NASA Apollo  vehicles were obviously  far  too 

small  and  awkward  to  be  relevant.  The  only 

operational  spacefleet  at  that  time  consisted  of 
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TWA’s  five  Moonliners45,   which  the  airline  had 

retrieved from  Disneyland’s spaceport in 1962 -  two 

years  after  Howard  Hughes,  who  had  personally 

initiated and funded their design and operation, had 

relinquished his control of the airline. 

Three of the Moonliners had since been stored at 

the TWA corporate headquarters facilities in Kansas 

City, while the other  two  (ML-2 & ML-5)  had  been 

lent  to  NASA   for   oversight  and  backup  of  its 

Mercury, Gemini, & Apollo programs. After the last 

Apollo  mission  -  #17  in  1972 -  NASA launched  no 

more  manned  craft  until  the  first  Space  Shuttle 

flight in 1981. NASA retained the two Moonliners in 

service for contingencies, but did not have occasion 

to  launch  either   of  them.  After  the  initial  Shuttle 

flights  were  deemed  reliable,  the  two  Moonliners 

were  finally  returned  to  TWA  in  1983.  The  entire 

fleet was then mothballed until TWA’s dissolution in 

2006. The subsequent disposition of the Moonliner 

fleet is unknown. 

In 1970,  therefore,  NASA reasoned  that  if  Paul 

Kantner   were  to  attempt  to  seize  a  spaceship,  it 

would  be  one  of  the  Agency’s  two  operational 

Moonliners. One  was  hangered  at Cape  Kennedy  in 

Florida, the  other at Vandenberg Air Force Base  in 

California.  The  latter’s  proximity  to  San  Francisco 

made  it  the  more  likely  candidate  for  a  hijack,  so 

security was quietly but significantly increased. 

Obviously  the Moonliner couldn’t accommodate 

7,000 hippies, but its passenger cabin had plenty  of 

room for a dance party of 100 or so, plus a band. 

With  that limitation, it  would  do  just fine  as  a 

Jefferson Starship starship. 

45 Cf. Chapter #4. 
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These  precautions  failed  for  a  completely 

unanticipated  reason:  Shortly   before  his  death  in 

1976, Howard  Hughes  heard  about them. It  seems 

that  he’d  acquired  and  enjoyed   Blows  Against  the 

 Empire, and he had  a bit of a  “rebellious” streak in 

his  own  character.  Might  as  well  sign  out  with  a 

whoopie  cushion on  the  chair of  the  stuffed  shirts. 

So  he  placed  a phone  call  to  his  old  employee  and 

friend  Patrick  J.  Collins,  now  about  to  retire  as  a 

senior  vice  president  of  TWA,  with  a  personal 

request. 46   Collins  agreed,  gave  some  orders  to  his 

staff, then called Paul Kantner in San Francisco. 

Thus  on  March  14,  1977  the  Jefferson  Starship 

and  100  specially-invited  friends47   lifted  off  in 

46 Yes, this was the same “P.J. Collins” who as a  TWA  Captain 

had piloted my  own Moonflight from  Disneyland back in  1955; 

cf. the signed certificate in Chapter #4. 

47  When I learned of this years later from  the DIA  MSIC  file at 

USSPACECOM,  I  asked  Paul  why   Lilith  and  I  hadn’t  been 

invited.  “Because  if  you’d  known about it,  you’d  have had  to 

blow the whistle to  NASA  or  kiss your  Clearance goodbye.” He 

had a point. Bummer! 
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Moonliner ML-4  from  the roof of the TWA corporate 

offices  in  Kansas  City  for a round-the-Moon dance 

party. 48

This  clandestine  launch  not  only   shocked  and 

embarrassed  NASA,  but  also  alarmed  the  Soviet 

Union  as  an  apparent,  unannounced  American 

“missile”-launch.  A  flurry   of  “red-telephone” 

conversations  dispelled  this  concern, though hardly 

reassuring Moscow that Washington had its rockets 

under control. 

To  ensure  that  his  parting  shot  wouldn’t  be 

missed,  Hughes  further   asked  Collins  to  land  not 

back  in  Kansas  City,  but  at  the  still-extent 

Disneyland spaceport:

Tomorrowland  visitors  scattered  as  the  rocket 

touched  smoothly   down   on  its  old  pad,  but 

delightedly   assumed  it  was  a  nostalgic  surprise 

staged  by   Disney.  Park  officials  distracted  the 

crowds  with   free  churros,  while  escorting  the 

48   The  Jefferson Starship  memorized  this  trip  with  the  song 

“Freedom   at  Point  Zero”  on  their  1979  album  of  the  same. 

name. 
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Starship & entourage  onto  the   Mark Twain, where 

the party continued until closing. 

Reportedly  the  infuriated  NASA  wanted  Collins 

arrested and prosecuted. But Hughes was now dead, 

and  the  new   President,  Jimmy   Carter,  told  the 

Agency  to  forget  it  and  get  busy   on  the  Shuttle 

project. Rosalynn Carter later  said  in  her memoirs 

that  she’d  never  seen Jimmy  laugh  so  hard  -  once 

he’d calmed down an agitated Alexei Kosygin. 

As much fun as the Moonflight had been for Paul 

Kantner, it had also  sobered him  as to  the daunting 

logistics  of  vehicular spaceflight.  Unlike   Star  Trek, 

 Battlestar  Galactica,  &  Star  Wars,  humans  can’t 

just hop on a starship and go galavanting off across 

the  cosmos  without  painstakingly   complex  life-

support  mechanisms  and  provisions.  The  TWA 

Moonliners,  as  serviceable  as  they  might  be,  were 

just  short-range  encapsulations  tied  to  Earth 

departures and returns. 

This  realization  shifted  Paul’s  attention  away 

from physical  space  vessels  to  the  capabilities  and 

potentialities  of consciousness: “altered states” as  it 

were. Themes  of dreams  and visions  proliferated  in 

his extraterrestrial music. What might I suggest? 

I  scarcely  need emphasize that neither of us had 

motives  the  least nefarious. Paul  simply  wanted  to 

take the experience of music sensation to a new  level 

of  intensity, while I  was  seeking a key  to  reduce, if 

not  eliminate  irrational  hatreds  and  violence  in 

international conflicts & crises. 

What particularly  interest us  were influences  on 

consciousness from outer space. No, not lunatic-

fringe  “close-encounters”,  but  rather   very   real, 

scientifically-measurable  electromagnetic  spectral 

activity, such as  he  suspected  to  exist at two  of  his 

investigated locales: Mount Shasta and Ayres Rock. 
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Like   Uluru,  Shasta  has  a  long  and  colorful 

reputation for weirdness. 49 As Paul later illustrated 

in   “Lilith’s  Song”,  “She  is  a  Telepath”,  &  “Mount 

Shasta”  on    Planet  Earth  Rock  &  Roll  Orchestra 

(1983),  he’d  asked  Grace  Slick  to  check  the 

mountain out, and she’d returned  from  the caverns 

below  Panther  Meadow  with  what  H.P.  Lovecraft 

would call “exceedingly singular sensations”. 

My  research  into  this  came  from  two  unusual 

sources: the records of the  Ahnenerbe-SS in the U.S. 

National Archives  and  those  of  the  four ultrasecret 

KGB  laboratories  under   the  control  of  the 

mysterious  psychiatrist  Dr.  Dmitry  G.  Mirza,  with 

the  charming  nominal  title  of  “Director  of  the 

Research  Division  of  the  National  Center  for 

Traditional  Folk  Medicine”.  While  the  first  three 

49   Cf. my “Nameless  Rites at Bunny Flat”, Appendix #9,  The 

 Temple of Set (Volume 2),  op.cit. 
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Mirza labs  studied  conventional  variations  of  ESP, 

the  really  intriguing  -  and  most  secret  -  one  was 

Mirza-4, specifically concerned with Black Magic. 

This  passing  mention  in  an  extensive  report  

illustrates  the  Intelligence  Community’s  ignorance 

of/disinterest in Mirza:

In the 1970s-80s U.S. Intelligence agencies were 

busy  being  flimflammed50   by  “remote  viewers”  at 

the  Stanford  Research  Institute,  and  awestruck  at 

the  way  “Jedi  psychics” could  make  goats  fall over 

by staring at them. 51

Meanwhile  Paul  Kantner   and  I  were  learning 

about mind-affecting aspects of the Electromagnetic 

Spectrum   (EMS)  from  a  quite  Countercultural 

source, Esalen’s founder  Michael Murphy. Since the 

publication  of  Ostrander  &  Schroeder’s   Psychic 

 Discoveries Behind the Iron Curtain  in  1970, there 

hadn’t been much fresh material, so Mike decided to 

investigate for himself. He made  numerous  trips  to 

the  Soviet  Union,  and  caricatured  Mirza  as 

50   Randi,  James,  Flim-Flam!:  Psychics,  ESP,  Unicorns,  & 

 Other Delusions. Buffalo: Prometheus Books, 1982. 

51   Unknown  to  “Project  Jedi” researchers,  the  breed  of  goats 

celebrated  in   The   Men  Who  Stare   At  Goats  is  called 

“Myotonic”. They routinely faint if anyone stares at them. 
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“Vladimir Kirov” in  An  End  to Ordinary  History52 

and  Jacob Atabet53. 

Mike  graciously  introduced  us  to  his  colleague 

Steve  Donovan,  an  intensive  archivist  whose 

meticulous  apartment in the  San Francisco  Marina 

was  a  treasure-trove  of  room   after  room  of  file-

cabinets  in  support  of  their   “Transformation 

Project”. 54

What both the Mirza and the  Ahnenerbe material 

revealed  about  places  like  Mount  Shasta,  Ayers 

Rock,  and  the  Wewelsburg  in  Germany   can  be 

summed  up  from   the  transcript  of  Gräfin  Dr. 

Daniela  von  Hecke’s  briefing  to  Adolf  Hitler  on 

August 1, 1940:

...  The  Atlanteans  came  to  understand  that  the 

human brain  is  an  electrochemical  machine which is 

far more  affected by the EMS  than  our  present-day 

science realizes. Today  we know of the four principal 

brainwave frequencies:  alpha,  beta,  theta, and  delta. 

These  reflect one’s mental  condition, alertness, and 

mood. Hence  alpha is emitted by a relaxed, friendly, 

positive,  open   mind.  Delta  characterizes  sleep, 

dullness, exhaustion.  Beta signals nervousness, fear, 

concentration,  intense  strain.  Theta  is  extremely 

peculiar   and  elusive;  I’ll  save  its  discussion   for 

another time. 

In  complete EMS insulation, were this  possible, 

these  would  just  indicate  each   brain’s  discrete 

condition   and  activity.  The  Atlanteans  further 

recognized,  however,  that  each  human   brain   is 

sensitive  and  subject  to  external,  more  powerful 

EMS radiation  in  these frequencies. Per the principle 

52 Murphy, Michael,  An End to Ordinary History. Los Angeles: 

J.P. Tarcher [distributed by Houghton Mifflin], 1982. 

53   Murphy,  Michael,  Jacob  Atabet.   Millbrae:  Celectial   Arts, 

1977. 

54 Cf. Kripal, Jeffrey  J.,  Esalen: America & the Religion of  No 

 Religion. Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 2007. 
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of resonance, it seeks to align itself with  them, all of 

which   occurs  at  the  subconscious  level.  Humans 

cannot  hear   or  otherwise  sense  these  subsonics 

without instruments. 

T h e  A h n e n e r b e  h a s  a l r e a d y   b e g u n 

experimenting with  such  technology.  Imagine  being 

able to  simply  send an attacking army  to  sleep on  a 

battlefield without firing a shot, for instance. 

However  it is not quite  as simple  as creating a 

 delta-gun  and  pointing  it  at  an   antagonist.  These 

waves are  generally omnidirectional  and  difficult to 

shield against. You  might send your enemy  to  sleep, 

but you’d be sleeping right next to him as well. 

What  the  Atlanteans  further  understood  was 

that  the  Earth   itself  is  a   natural,  and  extremely 

powerful, EMS generator. All of the planet’s natural 

forces are subject to its EMS fields, including all life 

forms,  continuously   and  where  humans  are 

concerned, mostly  unconsciously. And I haven’t even 

touched  upon   the  area  of  extraterrestrial   EMS, 

which  Atlantis  found  to  be  an  even  more  vast and 

complex area of influence. 

In  examining  the  Earth’s  EMS,  the  Atlanteans 

were  able  to  calculate  and  map  various  paths,  and 

strong and weak areas of  radiation related to  them. 

In  our own era,  you may have  heard  of something 

called ‘Ley Lines’ - a  term  used by  an amateur British 

archæologist  in  1921 to  describe  presumed  natural 

and  artificial  alignments  in  landforms  and  human 

structures  with  imagined  ‘Earth   forces’.  He  was 

unaware  of  the  EMS  field  phenomena detected  by 

the  Atlanteans,  but  intuitively   he  came  closer  to 

actuality than he could imagine. 

To  put  it  most  simply,  there  are  intersections 

between  Earth’s EMS  fields  and those  of the  Sun - 

from  the  small  to  the  large, from  the  instantaneous 

to  the continuous. The Atlanteans were well  on their 

way to completing  detailed calculations and maps of 

these,  with a  view  not  just  to  prediction  but to  be 

utilized in augmenting artificial generations by  their 

scientists. Thus they  thought to  magnify  fairly  small, 

artificial generations to  widespread, even planetary 

impact. 

As we continued to decipher  the Atlantean  EMS 

maps, we  were  fascinated  to  discover how  many  of 

Earth’s natural  and artificial  features relate to them. 
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Thus,  for example,  the  placement of  Stonehenge  in 

England,  and  the  importance  attributed  to  the 

Externsteine  in  our  own  country  are  not  merely 

imaginative:  these  and  various  other   structures  of 

note  happen   to  be  positioned  almost  precisely   on 

one of these field-intersection portals. This can serve 

both  passively   and  actively,  although   in  our   own 

civilizations it appears  humans knew and  used only 

the passive functions. Thanks  to the Atlantean  maps, 

the Ahnenerbe is now developing the capacity  to use 

the more basic active options ... 55

Thus  the  altered  states  of  consciousness  that 

Grace  Slick  experienced  in  the  caves  of  Mount 

Shasta, and Paul’s own experiences in the “Chamber 

of Secrets”  within  Uluru, were activated by  just such 

Earth/Solar  Portals,  as  is  the  North  Tower  of  the 

Wewelsburg, the Moon Rock of Nan Madol56, etc. 

Like  the  Atlanteans,  the  Australian  Aborigines 

had, at least for the locale of the Rock, calculated the 

conjunctions  that  opened  the   Uluru  Portal, 

recording  them  in  the  stellar  map  chamber  and 

providing   the  aligned  ceiling-tunnel  in  another 

chamber to precisely identify each occurrence. 

But in the  early  1980s  neither  Paul  nor  I  fully 

understood  the  implications  of  the  Portals,  nor 

would have dared to activate them  if we had. He was 

interested in the much  more modest - and safe - goal 

of   alpha-resonating  audiences’  brainwaves  to 

maximize relaxation and pleasure. 

Hence the concept behind the real “Fred”-device 

was  to  generate  infrasonic  (inaudible)  waves 

synchronous  with the audible music, both amplified 

55   Aquino,  Michael  A.,  We  Break  the  Sword.  San Francisco: 

Barony of Rachane, 2016, pages #46-48. 

56  Cf. Aquino,  Michael A.,  Ode to Esmé: Memoirs of  Captain 

 Nemo. San Francisco: Barony of Rachane, 2017. 
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and  projected  through  concert  speakers  [or 

mastered into studio recordings]. 57

My  own research continued towards what would 

eventually become the 2012/16  MindWar book. 58

I  don’t know  if  Paul actually  built and activated 

the  “Fred” that he  described  in  PERRO. If  he  did, 

the   PERRO  recording  may  well have  been its  “test 

flight”;  but one  would  need  an infrasonics  detector 

to determine that. Do you  feel “unusual” pleasure at 

certain points in the music? 

We  lost  touch  in  the  late  ’80s,  though  I 

remembered  Paul’s  passion  for  space  when  I  was 

assigned to the X-desk of USSPACECOM J2 in 1990. 

That’s where I learned about the HH caper from the 

DIA-MSIC & NRO files. XM-1 59, you fink! 







I  was  one  of  the  Army’s  very   first  Space 

Intelligence  officers  -  so  new  that  the  equally-new 

Army  Space Institute didn’t yet have an Intelligence 

course yet, so punted me to the Air Force, along with 

other  novice  space-spies  from  the  usual  alphabet-

soup: USN, CIA, DIA, FBI, NRO, NSA. It was a great 

57   Kantner,  Paul,  Planet  Earth  Rock  &  Roll  Orchestra.  San 

Francisco: Little Dragon Publishing, 1983. 

58   Aquino,  Michael  A.,  MindWar.  San  Francisco:  Barony  of 

Rachane, 2012 (2nd Ed. 2016). 

59 Kantner’s ET nickname. 
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 Star  Trek party  -  except for  the NSAers, who  never 

smiled, worse dark suits, and sat quietly  in the back. 

I decided that NSA is secretly staffed by zombies. 

Other  than  its  being  fun,  I  can’t  say   much  - 

indeed anything - about the course, because it was 

certainly   the  most  tightly-asspuckered  I’ve  ever 

experienced in the government, including its several 

on-location  orientations  in  similarly   T-AP  places, 

some even without names. There was no  homework 

because  nothing could  be  taken from  the  Sensitive 

Compartmented  Information  Facility   (SCIF) 

classroom. If  our heads  had  been  removable,  we’d 

have had to leave them there each night too. 

In J2X, by  contrast, I had a great deal of research 

flexibility, including escorted-guest access. I  thought 

it  would  be  interesting  to  get  the  Captain  of  the 

Jefferson Starship to  the U.S. Space Command as a 

guest speaker,  perhaps  take  him  over  to  Cheyenne 

Mountain to check out the Stargate downstairs:
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Then down to Vegas to catch a Janet60 for Groom 

Lake,  or up to 52  in the wilds north of Winnemucca 

where we actually keep the saucers. 61

60  These should be a glaring giveaway: You don’t need aircraft 

with  the  speed  or range  of  the  Janets  just for the  short  hop 

from Vegas to 51. It’s about 400 miles by air to 52. 

61   This  may   be  a  secret  to  everyone  else,  but  not  to 

Winnemuccans,  whose  town  bank proudly displays  a  plaque 

commemorating its robbery  by Butch  Cassidy’s Wild Bunch. In 

1977 I was enjoying a superb Basque dinner with local  officials 

and  the  town   Ladies  [one  never  calls  them   “prostitutes”!] 

when William Murray, who knew the entire region because he 

was  responsible  for   all   Indian   support  services,  invited  me 

“night-sightseeing”.  We  took  his  VW  “Thing”  atop  the 

mountains north of the town, from  which the “secret”  site was 

putting on quite a show from its airstrip in the distance. 
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Significantly   it  was  Paul  himself,  not  the 

government, who declined such invitations. 

He was simply  not comfortable  in the proximity 

of “the Matrix”. It was a metaphysical, not a political 

antipathy,  like  opposing  poles  of  some  strange, 

invisible magnet. 

I suspect that if I had accompanied Paul into the 

CIA  headquarters  at  Langley,  he  might  well  have 

gone into  shock upon crossing the threshold. It was 

that kind of  Gestalt. 

Which  also  may   explain  the  subtle  tension 

conflicting  our  friendship.  Paul  couldn’t  reconcile 

my   nonchalance  around  Yog-sothoth.  Perhaps  I 

might  really   be  Wilbur  Whateley,  Count  Iblis, 

Damien Thorn? Of course not! Then again ... 

Safe journey, XM-1, wherever you are! 
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18:  2009 Aston Martin V8 Vantage

 

2010-2014

James  Bond  (Daniel  Craig)  [wearing a  dinner  jacket 

just  given  him  by Vesper Lynd]:  I  have  a  dinner 

jacket! 

Vesper  (Eva   Green):  There  are  dinner   jackets  and 

dinner  jackets;  this  is  the  latter.  And  I  need  you 

looking like a man who belongs at that table. 

Bond [indignantly]: How...? - It’s tailored. 

Vesper [grinning]: I sized you up the moment we met. 

-  Casino Royale (2006)

After building the last DB7  (the “finale” DB7GT) 

in  2004, Aston Martin waited two years to introduce 

its  successor   in  2006,  to  coincide  with   the  21st 

James Bond movie,  Casino Royale, that year. 
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The original I6  DB7  had been succeeded in 2000 

by  a V12 Vantage  model, with  the  higher-powered 

GT in the model’s last year. 

The  next  generation  consisted  of  three  models: 

the V8 2-seat Vantage coupé, the mid-range 2+2  V12 

DB9 62,  and the “supercar” V12 DBS coupé. 

Predictably  007  was  issued  a  DBS  to  properly 

accent  his  arrival  at  the  Casino  Royale  in 

Montenegro, with voluptuous Vesper decorating the 

passenger seat. Definitely  an example of those once-

in-a-lifetime male fantasy  moments. “I love you too, 

M,”  mused  Bond  as  he  read  the  note  from   her 

(Dame Judi Dench) accompanying the car keys. 

Except that this AM generation didn’t come with 

keys.  Rather  each  car  came  with   a  sapphire-glass 

ECU (Emotion Control Unit), a silver-set jewel that 

one  inserted  into  a   prominently  center-dashboard 

receptacle,  glowing  as  it  activated  the  engine  -  at 

which point  an obliging crystalline illumination on 

the  instrument  cluster   would  flash  Aston’s  motto: 

POWER BEAUTY SOUL. 63

Concealed  buttons  on  the  ECU  unlocked  the 

doors of the Vantage V8 and the DB9  -  but not the 

DBS.  For  a  trifling  extra  $45K  in  addition  to  the 

car’s  $500K  pricetag,  you   got  a  Bondsian  Jaeger 

LeCoultre  wristwatch  with  touch-panels  to  lock/

unlock the doors. It told time too. 

62  Aston Martin feared that if it called the DB7’s succesor the 

DB8, customers would assume it to  have a V8 rather than  V12 

engine. Hence  the DB9, which presumably  no  one  thought to 

have a 9-cylinder engine. 

63 The ignition experience is a big thing with  Aston  Martin. The 

DB7 had re-introduced a  separate, bright-red button next to its 

key-insert for, as the brochure  gushed “that sense of occasion 

upon engine start-up.” 
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The  “standard” DB9  would  set  you  back  about 

$300K,  and  the  modest  V8V  [presumably   for 

struggling  college  students   et  al.]  an  easily-

affordable $150K. But what were these  2nd-  & 3rd-

class AMophiles to do about their left wrists?! 

Vesper:  By the cut of your  suit, you  went to Oxford or 

wherever. Naturally  you  think human beings dress 

like  that.  But  you  wear  it  with  such  disdain,  my 

guess  is  you  didn’t  come  from   money,  and  your 

school friends never let you forget it. Which  means 

you  were  at  that  school  by  the  grace  of  someone 

else’s  charity:  hence  that  chip  on   your   shoulder. 

And  since  your  first  thought  about  me  ran  to 

“orphan”, that’s what I’d say you  are. [Bond smiles 

but  says  nothing.]  Oh,  you  are?  I  like  this  poker 

thing.  And  that  makes  perfect  sense,  since  MI6 

looks  for  maladjusted  young   men   who  give  little 

thought  to  sacrificing  others   in  order  to  protect 

Queen  and  country  -  former  SAS  types  with easy 

smiles  and  expensive  watches.  [Glances  at  his 

wrist.] Rolex? 

Bond: Omega. 

That  may   well  have  been  the  most  expensive 

word  ever  spoken.  The  current  Bond  films  cost 

about  $150M  to  make,  of  which  roughly   $50M 

comes  from   product  promotions  onscreen.  Other 

than  Aston  (which  obviously  wouldn’t need  to  pay 

anything post- Goldfinger), I  don’t recall any  brand 

name besides Omega being mentioned in  CR. Oof! 

For  that One  Word  Omega happily  produced  a 

$3K  commemorative  CR  watch, suitably  blessed  by 

a  dangerously-debonair  Daniel.  It  didn’t  open  car 

doors, but its dial spiraled with the famous 007  gun-

barrel rifling. Cool. 

What if the DBS were still too, um, “common” for 

you? Fear not: Aston had something else in the toy 

chest: the One-77:
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For   a  nominal  $2M  your  One-77’s  750hp  V12 

would get you to  60mph in an adequate 2  seconds, 

and up to  a top speed of 220mph. How  could one’s 

garage possibly do without one of these? 

Oh   yes,  and  for  what   Sleeping  Beauty’s 

Maleficent  would  doubtless  smilingly   call  “the 

rabble”,  Aston  eventually   produced  the  little  V8 

Vantage. At an insignificant $150K this was still a bit 

much for my  fetish-feeding piggy  bank, so  I decided 

to  bide my  time and keep an eye out for a nice used 

or demonstrator example. During this  same  period 

Aston reappeared  in the Bay  Area  at dealerships  in 

Los Gatos and Corte Madera. 

A year  later the latter emulated Walnut Creek in 

that the owner of Marin AM decided  to  “demo” his 

V8V  at  about  50%,  bringing  the  car  within  only 

borderline-insane reach. Titaniun Silver with Arctic 

Blue leather and Cloud Grey accents. 

It seems  Aston was gruntled  to  have its vehicles 

properly  propelling the  nobility. Sterling silver sill-

plates arrived shortly thereafter:
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All letters, magazines, etc. from  Aston Martin are 

addressed with similar formality, appropriate to the 

firm’s  Royal  Warrant as  “Purveyor of  Motorcars  to 

HRH the Prince of Wales”. 

Ian Fleming’s  James  Bond  was  reticent.  At the 

end  of  his  last  adventure,  Queen  Elizabeth  II 

proposed  to  knight  him   for  his  many  gallantries. 

From  his  hospital bed  Bond  dictated  an answering 

cable to his headquarters:

Regarding  this high honour I beg  you to  present 

my  humble duty to Her Majesty and request that, in 

all  humility, I may be permitted to decline the signal 

favour Her Majesty is gracious enough to  propose to 

confer upon her humble and obedient servant. 

[Personal to  M] My real  reason is that I do  not 

want to pay more at hotels and restaurants. 64

On this  side  of  the  printed page, two  007s  -  Sir 

Sean Connery  & Sir Roger Moore - did in fact receive 

the  [artistic]  Order  of  the  British  Empire  [rather 

than the military Order of St. Michael & St. George]:

64   Fleming,  Ian,  The  Man  With  the  Golden  Gun.  New  York: 

Signet Books, 1965, page #156. 
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Sir Roger Moore, KBE

Sir Sean Connery, KBE
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Sean Connery Gets His Knighthood

July 6, 2000

The name is Sean. Sir Sean. 

Decked out in full  Scottish  regalia, Sean Connery 

was formally knighted yesterday by  Queen  Elizabeth 

II in a ceremony at the Palace of Hollyrood. 

“It’s one of the proudest days of my  life,”  the star 

of  seven   James  Bond  films  told  reporters, 

accompanied by his wife Micheline and brother Neil. 

Connery,  69, knelt while the  Queen  touched his 

shoulders  lightly  with  a  sword,  and  then  rose  and 

bowed  as  she  placed  a   small  red  sash  bearing  his 

medal around his neck. 

During  the  brief  conversation  that  ensued, 

Connery  said,  “She  just asked  how often I come up 

here.” 

Though  Connery   is  a  native  of  Scotland  and 

bears  a  tattoo  proclaiming  “Scotland  Forever!”,  he 

does not reside here. 

Asked  by   a   reporter  yesterday  if  he  would  be 

coming  back to  Scotland,  he  broke  into  a grin and 

said, “I haven’t gone yet.” 65

Such  colorful  continuation  of  heraldic  honours 

aside, the  V8V was  a pleasure to  drive -  except for 

the mysteriously-malfunctioning navigation & voice-

telephone  systems,  which  routinely  misunderstood 

my  orders/responses.  I  took  the  car  back  to  the 

dealership,  where  the  factory-trained  British 

technician  gave  it  a  thorough  examination  and 

pronounced  it  trouble-free.  I  continued  to 

experience  the  problem;  took  it back  again.  When 

we  went out  on a joint test-drive, the  mystery  was 

solved:  The  computer  had  settings  for  “British 

English”  &  “American  English”:  tuned  to  different 

words  and accents. As  it was  set for BE, my  British 

tech had no  problem. All I had to  do was reset it to 

AE, whereupon “motorway”  also  became “freeway”, 

65 London: Associated Press, July 6, 2000. 
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“whilst” “while”, “motor” “drive”, and so forth - now 

sadly  voiced by  a  bored American airline stewardess 

instead of Emma Peel! 

Aston  not  only   handcrafts  its  autobodies,  but 

hand-assembles the engines. A signed plaque under 

the “bonnet” identifies  yout engine-artist, alongside 

a sticker that discretely  advises “Avoid touching the 

fan whilst engine is operating.” 

Astons  share  with  Ferraris  &  Maseratis 

speedometers with such a vast range that the needle 

scarcely   budges  within  USA-legal  limits.  On  the 

other  hand,  switching  the  V8V’s  suspension  from 

“comfort”  to  “competition”  not  only   stiffens  the 

shock absorbers  but opens  an exhaust valve  before 

the  “silencer”  (BE  muffler)  to  change  the  Aston’s 

purr to a more 007ish roar. 

My  ex-demo  car  had  been ordered  with almost 

every  option  except the  fire-extinguisher  bolted  to 

the floor by  the passenger  seat, and [thankfully!] the 

garish red or yellow brake calipers that some owners 

inflict  to  outrage  their  cars’  multicoat  paint 

perfection.  Along  with    Casino  Royale  one  could 

order his  Aston in “Casino  Royale” (a metallic  grey 

with  kaleidoscopic  miniglitter). With the  next  film, 

 Quantum  of  Solace,  an  auburn  metallic  called 

“Quantum  Silver” was  available. Since  the  original 

DB5 reappeared  in   Skyfall, Aston brought back its 

1964   colour  of  “Silver   Birch”.  Such-ordered  cars 

quickly became collectors’ darlings. 

The  V8V  was  also  significantly  shorter  than its 

DB9,  DBS,  &  One-77  brethren,  which  made  it  as 

usable within cramped San Francisco as “Sonny” my 

white  Testarossa  had  not  been.  Some  owners  of 

exotic  cars  refuse  to  mar  their  looks  with  ugly 

license-plate holders. Added to the V8V, these cheap 

plastic devices conveniently  protected the expensive 





- 207 -

bumpers  from   San  Francisco’s  epidemic  “impact 

parkers”. 

The  traffic-jams  and  parking-crunch in London 

are  even worse  than in San Francisco. V8Vs  might 

barely  endure  this, but bringing a full-size  DB9  or 

DBS  into  the  city   is  an  ordeal  of  futility   & 

frustration. 

To  address  this,  Aston  came  up  with  what 

seemed  to  be  a  sensible  idea:  a  “city  car”   ultra-

compact, inexpensive enough to  be a second-car, or 

even a  taste  of  Silver  Wings  for  those  daunted  by 

high window-stickers. 

Aston  Martin  is  a  small  company  without  the 

resources  for  multiple  model  development,  so  the 

idea  was  to  start  with  someone  else’s  car  and 

“Aston” it. The chosen subject was the Toyota Scion. 

Since AM intended to  remake this ugly  duckling 

into  a  swan,  the  name  given  to  the  project  was 

“Cygnet”. To morph into a C, a S got premium paint, 

a body  kit including the signature AM  grille & side-

vents,  and  a  complete  interior  leather  makeover. 

The engine & suspension  were re-tuned to give the C 
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more  of  a  sports-car  feel.  On the  whole  the  entire 

operation came out rather nicely:

Except  for an  entire  nation of  AM-purists  who 

immediately   went  ballistic  over  such   a  flagrant 

sacrilege  to  the  divine  marque’s  virgin  sanctity.  A 

Toyotaston!  What  bloody  cheek!  It  even  has  the 

sacred  Silver  Wings  on  its  blasphemous  bonnet! 

Even its  price -  below  $50K  -  was  unconscionable, 

shudderingly  bringing Aston  Martin  within  wallet-

reach of - the Great Unwashed! 

So  the  Cygnet  vanished  from   Aston’s  lineup 

forthwith. Pity: I thought it was a very  cute car - and 

arguably  more sensible &  practical than the rest of 

the  pantheon.  Possibly   that’s  exactly   why   it  was 

unwelcome. 

In addition to  exclusive, themed watches, exotic 

cars  usually   come  with   owners’  clubs:  intricate 

organizations  from   the  local  to  the  worldwide.  At 

appropriate  times  I  was  a   member  of  Lotus  Ltd, 

Golden  Gate  Goats, Maserati  Club,  Ferrari  Club  of 

America,  Jaguar  Associate  Group  (JAG),  Shelby 

American Automobile  Club  (SAAC), TC  America, & 

Aston Martin Owners  Club (AMOC). Events usually 

consisted  of  shows,  dinners,  and/or  tear-assing 

around  California  dodging  the  ever-vigilant 

California Highway Patrol (CHP). 
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“Chip”  was  not really  the  enemy;  it was  just  a 

parent trying to keep reckless children from  getting 

into trouble. It even had its own club: the CHP 11-99 

Foundation. [The  name  comes  from  the radio  code 

for “Officer Needs  Assistance”; the  Foundation is  a 

charity  for the families of officers injured or  killed in 

line of duty.] As a  Life 11-99 Member, I mentioned it 

in   the  car  clubs  and  was  unfailingly  impressed  at 

how many enthusiastically joined it. 

James  Bond  usually   used  his  cars  to  rescue 

damsels-in-distress. The CHP sometimes  gets lucky 

like  that,  but  also  has  to  rescue  everyone,  and 

occasionally  everything - else too, in 2004  a  sea  lion 

who  got  lost  up  in  the  Sacramento  River  Delta, 

whereupon   locals,  hearing  its  plaintive  cries, 

naturally called you-know-whom. 

CHP  immediately  dispatched  a car to  the  scene, 

but while  the  officers  were  discussing what  to  do, 

the sea lion decided that the nice, warm  trunklid of 

the car was ideal for a sunning and nap - and up he 

jumped, contentedly  refusing to leave. “Chippy”  was 

now a statewide celebrity! 





- 210 -

An hour or so  later  Chippy’s afternoon nap was 

interrupted  by  a  rescue  team  from  the  California 

Marine Mammal Center  in Marin, who  coaxed him 

safely  off the car and into  a truck to take him  to the 

Center for checkup and release. 

That  of  course  was  not  the  end  of  his  fame. 

Chippy  was  immortalized  on  hats,  T-shirts,  plush 

toys, and Xmas-tree ornaments thereafter. 

As  for  Aston  Martin,  it would  go  on  to  make  a 

single DB10 for the latest/last Daniel Craig 007  film 

 SPECTRE (2015). This time the car  ended up at the 

bottom   of  the  Tiber  River  after   a  frenzied  chase 

through Rome. 

At least the Craig-quartet of Bond movies finaléd 

happily,  with   a  just-retired  007   motoring 

contentedly  off in the famous DB5, which the  long-

suffering  Q  had  just  finished  completely  restoring 

from what had survived  Skyfall - its steering-wheel. 

Aston  Martin  currently   produces  both  an 

updated DBS reprising the model-name “Vanquish”, 

and  a  DB11   taking  much  of  its  styling   from   the 

exquisite One-77. 

But as far as I was concerned, my  2009 V8V  was 

an ideal “ECU” that was also [almost] affordable. 

Power, Beauty, Soul. 
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19:  2011 Shelby GT500

 

2011-2014

Next year Ferrari’s ass is mine! 

-  Carroll   Shelby,  after  losing 

the  24 Hours of Le  Mans  to 

Ferrari  in  1965.  In   1966 

Shelby’s  Ford  GT40s  took 

1st, 2nd, & 3rd at the race. 
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As  Brock Yates  tells  it in his  biography  of  Enzo 

Ferrari, in 1963 Henry  Ford II made the decision to 

enter  international  championship  car-racing,  and 

attempted  to  buy   Ferrari,  which  was  financially 

struggling  and  looking  for big-corporate  funding  - 

which it  would  ultimately  find  with  Fiat.  But  now, 

after exhaustive  negotiations,  Enzo  abruptly  pulled 

the  plug  on  Henry,  leaving  Ford  unaccustomedly 

jilted. The automotive press howled with laughter. 

A furious Henry  summoned Carroll Shelby  to his 

Dearborn  office  and  commissioned  a  Ford  factory 

racing team. “I want to kick his ass!” 

“That will be very expensive,” said Shelby. 

“Did I mention money?” 

And  so  Shelby, whose  Cobras  had  already  been 

embarrassing  Europe’s  finest  DOHC  V12s  with 

knuckle-dragging  Ford  pushrod  289  &  427     V8s 

shoehorned  into  British  AC  bodies,  created  the 

Ford/Cobra F40. The cars broke down at LeMans in 

1964  & 1965, with Ferrari continuing his tradition of 

wins of the famous race. But in 1966 Shelby  fielded a 

team  of F40 Mark IIs, and they  indeed kicked Enzo’s 

ass, reportedly  so  angering the  Commendatore that 
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he  ceased  all  participation  in  Le  Mans  thereafter, 

limiting Ferrari racing to Formula 1 Grand Prix. 

Back in the United States Ford’s Lee Iacocca was 

also  annoyed  that  the  spotlight  of  his  successful 

introduction  of the Mustang in 1964 had been stolen 

by   that  General  Motors  upstart  Pontiac  with  its 

GTO.  He  called  Shelby  back  to  Dearborn and  told 

him to do something to the Mustang. 

Shelby  was again dubious. “It’s a secretary’s car,” 

he  said  of  the  pretty  but  gentle  Mustang.  But  he 

agreed to  give it a try, and  took  some Mustangs  to 

his San Jose facilities to play with them. 

This  wasn’t  Carroll  Shelby’s  first  attempt  at 

“playing”. He’d already  created the fearsome Cobras 

by   stuffing  big  American  V8s  into  previously 

underpowered  British AC  roadsters. And he’d  done 

the  same  thing  to  the  limpid  Sunbeam  Alpine, 

jamming first a Ford 260 and then 289  V8 into  it to 

create the Corvette-eating Sunbeam Tiger. 

What  Carroll  came  up  with  for  1965  was  a 

hopped-up  Mustang  called  the  GT-350.  It  was  a 

limited-edition coupé,  available  only  in white  with 

two wide over-roof “Le Mans” blue stripes. Its  stark 

black interior  got a wood Cobra steering wheel and a 

crude, dashtop tachometer & oil pressure housing. 
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The  GT-350  was  loud,  nasty,  and  had  a 

suspension  comparing   favorably   with  Judah  Ben-

Hur’s  chariot. The  “Detroit Locker” rear end  made 

the  whole  car  shudder  with  every   shift.  Amidst 

showrooms  full  of  vastly   prettier  and  more 

comfortable  regular  Mustangs,  the  GT-350  was  a 

Neanderthal.  American  gearheads  fell  instantly   in 

love with it. Ford said keep going. 

The  1966  GT-350s  were  largely  unchanged, but 

for  1967   Ford  did  its  first  styling  update  of  the 

Mustang, and the GT-350 got a complete body-kit to 

become  a  truly   beautiful  -  and  budgetary!  - 

challenge to  Europe’s finest. “If you’re lonesome for 

Italy,  eat  spaghetti,”  went  an  amused  Shelby 

magazine ad. “For  what you’d pay  for a Ferrari you 

could  buy  three  GT-350s  and  still  have  plenty  of 

money left over for pasta.” 

Through 1967  Shelby  was building his converted 

GT-350s [and now  -500s] at an old airplane hanger 

near  the  Los  Angeles  Airport.  But  now  Ford  had 
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realized  that  it  had  a  genuine  Ferrari-fighter  on 

hand, and  from 1968-on took  over  the  project and 

moved  it to  Dearborn.  The  1968-9  “Shelbys”  were 

more polished and dramatic, but also heavier to the 

point  of  becoming  more  boulevard-cruiser  than 

sportscar. After watching the unsold 1969s rebadged 

as  1970s,  Carroll  pulled  the  plug  and  the  project 

ended. 

That is, until 2000, when Angelina Jolie learned 

that  she’d  be  sharing  top  heroine  billing  with 

Eleanor  in  a  remake  of  the  classic  1974  car-chase 

movie  Gone in 60 Seconds. Eleanor was the last and 

most spectacular of fifty  exotic cars challenged to be 

“boosted”  (=  stolen) in a single night in Los Angeles 

by Nicholas Cage. 

It  was  a  stellar   boost-list  of  cars:  Porsche, 

Ferrari, Maserati, Lamborghini, Aston Martin, Audi, 

Bentley, Lotus. But a nervous  Cage left Eleanor for 

the last: a grey 1967 Shelby GT-500. 

A total of  13 1967  Mustangs  were  acquired  and 

modified  for  the  film  -  each  for  a  different  high-

speed stunt. For  the finale chase scene, which began 

in   downtown  Los  Angeles,  went  through  freeways 
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and the [dry] L.A. Riverbed, all the way  to the bridge 

across  the  harbor  into  Long  Beach,  Eleanor 

appeared  of course to  be a single car -  even when - 

as computer-generated-imagery  (CGI) finishing with 

a flying leap over a line of cars stuck on the bridge, 

landing intact on the pavement past the jam. When 

on  the  riverbed  even  the  GT-500’s  tremendous 

velocity  was  unable  to  outrun   an  overhead  police 

helicopter,  Cage  flipped  a  red  switch  labeled 

NITRO66 and Eleanor  exploded forward at twice her 

previous speed, leaving the chopper far behind. 

The  movie  had  barely  finished its theatrical run 

when custom shops  sprang  up  across  the  country, 

buying up  serviceable  1967  Mustang fastbacks  and 

restoring & r-equipping them as Eleanors. It was not 

uncommon  to  see  such  meticulous  conversions 

priced  upwards  of  $200K,  with  optional  nitrous 

components  which  owners  were  warned  not   to 

activate. 

It  didn’t  take  both  Ford  and  Shelby  American 

long to realize they  were missing out on a gold mine. 

In  2007   they   introduced  a  new  Ford/Shelby 

GT-500,  with  state-0f-the-art  mechanicals  and  a 

supercharged  500hp  DOHC  V8  to  keep  up 

appearances. 

Carroll  Shelby’s  active  involvement  was  easily 

the  most revered  aspect of  this  adventure.  He  had 

survived  a host of health  crises,  by  the time  of  the 

new GT-500 project having had  both a heart and a 

kidney  replacement. Nevertheless “Ol’ Snake” stood 

proudly with Ford CEO Bill Ford for the unveiling:

66   When nitrous oxide (N2O) replaces oxygen in  an  internal-

combustion  engine,  the  result  is  a   substantial   increase  in 

power. Such  engines in drag-racers must be specially  designed 

to  handle the pressure;  a  normal car engine, such  as that in  a 

GT-500, would be ruined by one such experience. 
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I had of course been too “budget-challenged” as a 

university  undergraduate to  even think about one of 

the  original  Shelbys  back  in the  1960s; it was  very 

considerate  of  Ford  &  Shelby   American  -  not  to 

mention  Carroll  Shelby  personally!  -  to  bring  this 

beast back a half-century  later. Did I need a GT-500 

to keep the Aston company? Of course not. Was that 

the  least  relevant?  Also  of  course  not.  I  began 

negotiating  with   Ford  dealerships  the  length   of 

California, and  four years  later adopted  an elegant 

dark blue 2011  from James  Ford in Half Moon Bay. 

Shelbys  were  almost  impossible  for dealers  to  get; 

those who did usually  got only  one. James put in my 

requested specifications an entire year in advance. 

In  the  center  of  the  dashboard  an  engraved 

aluminum plaque with a signature in black “sharpie” 

felt marker:
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And accompanying it, to make the message clear:

At  this  time  Carroll  was  89  and  in  very   poor 

health,  with  only  a  few  months  remaining to  him, 

yet he insisted  on personally  signing his  cars  to the 

finish line of his last race. Thanks so very  much, Ol’ 

Snake! 

The  dash plaque  was  just the start. Never has  a 

car enjoyed such a parade of pedigree papers:
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If you weren’t sufficiently  impressed yet, you also 

got  a   signed  9x12”   Shelby  history  bound  in  black 

embossed leather with a Sterling Silver title plate:
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Carroll  left  us  May   10,  2012.  In  addition  to 

having way  too  much fun with cars, he  personally 

started  and  maintained  a  foundation  to  pay   the 

medical bills of indigent children with heart disease. 

And the only  mortal who  ever kicked Enzo Ferrari’s 

ass. Safe journey, Ol’ Snake, wherever you are. 
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20: 2013 Smart Brabus

 

2014-> 

YOU’VE JUST BEEN PASSED

BY THREE CYLINDERS. 

- Smart Bumper Sticker

If it weren’t for my  eyes, I’d still be exercising the 

Aston Martin and  the  Shelby  on California’s  many 

scenic  highways.  I  expected  both  of  these 

magnificent machines  to  be  with me  until I  kicked 

the proverbial bucket. 
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What  unexpectedly  happened  instead  was  that 

by  2014,  to  my  intense  chagrin,  my  eyesight  had 

begun  to  fade after  68 years of service. I  could  still 

pass the driver’s license day/night vision test, but it 

was  increasingly  obvious  that safety  now ruled  out 

high  speeds and adroit maneuvers. Even with  bifocal 

glasses  with  the  bottoms  tuned  to  the  dashboards, 

the  æsthetic-but-miniscule  gauges  and  displays  of 

the  two  exotics  didn’t  reach   my   brain  without 

prolonged  staring,  which   is  obviously   impossible 

while driving. 

So  resignedly  I  began  looking  around  to  see  if 

there  might be  an at-least-tolerable, if  not thrilling 

vehicle to  accompany  me  the  remaining distance  to 

the tomb. 

What I  eventually  came  across  turned  out to  be 

not just adequate, but a substantial improvement in 

all respects, not to mention a blast: a Smart Brabus. 

For  the last few  years I’d been vaguely  aware of a 

very  small  car  darting  around  San  Francisco:  the 

“Smart” (or to  be precise “SmartForTwo”). It was as 

tall as  a regular  car, but about half  the  length of  a 

VW New Beetle. What caught my  attention now  was 

its  extensive  expanse  of  glass:  vast windows  on all 

sides,  along  with  a  roof-lining  which  could  slide 

completely  back. Vision in the Aston and Shelby, on 

the  other  hand, was  much  more  constrained;  they 

were  both  designed  as  much  to  create  dramatic 

external  impressions  as  for  driver  awareness:  the 

GT-500’s rear-quarter windows were covered by  the 

trademark air-scoops, while the V8V’s  rear window 

was minimized between the sculptured panels. 

Smart  is  a subsidiary  of  Mercedes-Benz, which 

chose to export it, rather than its  own ultracompact 

A-series, to the United States. At San Francisco’s M-

B/S  showroom   I  was  surprised  by   the  Smart’s 
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roominess and seat-comfort, and the gauges  all had 

large,  bright  displays.  The  luggage  compartment 

behind the seats was almost as large as the Aston’s - 

close to  the Mustang’s when the passenger seat was 

folded completely flat. 

There seemed to be no place for  the engine either 

fore or aft. When I  finally  gave up, the smiling sales 

manager   pulled  up  the  trunk  carpet  to  reveal  all 

three cylinders of it. 

I  expected  the  car  to  be  clumsy   and  power-

ænemic;  surprisingly  it gripped  the  road  smoothly 

and took off, well, “smartly”. This I learned was due 

to  its  light-weight,  which  the  engine  and  6-speed 

transmission had no trouble moving. 

Safety  concerns  were alleviated  upon inspecting 

a  body-panel-stripped  car  in  the  showroom;  an 

ingenious  titanium   “safety   cell”  surrounded  the 

cabin, with a full array  of airbags. I was beginning to 

be impressed. 

Those  bodywork-panels  turned  out to  be  easily-

removable, and came in sets of 8. If your Smart were 

scraped  or dented, just slap  on a new  panel. If  you 

tired of one color car, stack the existing panels in the 

garage and drive off with a completely  different set. 

In addition to  a rainbow of  solid  colors, you could 

also  get leopard-spots,  zebra-stripes,  hippie-florals, 

woodies, or primed blanks for personal creativity. 

As you might gather from  this book, I never paid 

much  attention  to  fuel-economy  in   my  fetishism. 

You  could  practically   watch   the  gas-gauge  move 

while  idling  the  Viper.  The  Smart  was  35  city/40 

highway. 

Only   one  obstacle  remained:  As  cute  as  these 

Easter  Eggs  were,  they  weren’t,  you   know,  James 

Bond suave. I couldn’t see myself making a dramatic 

arrival at the Casino  Royale  with gorgeous  Lilith  at 
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my  side  -  in  Benny  the  taxicab  from   Who  Framed 

 Roger Rabbit! 

The  nice  young  sales  manager was  undeterred. 

“One  moment,  Mr.  Bond.”  He  returned  from  his 

office  with   a   fax  from   the  factory   announcing  a 

limited-edition  collaboration  with  the  German 

racing organization Brabus. For 2013 only  a “Smart 

Brabus”  was  to  be  created,  and  the  San  Francisco 

dealer was allocated one. Would I care to order it? 

Here  I  should  point out  that  the  regular  Smart 

stickerprices  at about $12K; you can practically  put 

one on a Visa card. Now Brabus  proposed  to  do  to 

the Smart what Lotus did to  the Cortina and Shelby 

did to the Mustang; it would take the car  up to $18K, 

which was  less  than  the  sales  tax  on  the  Aston!  I 

looked through the faxes. 

The  Brabus  came  in  solid  silver,  not  the  usual 

Smart two-tones. All the bodywork was custom, with 

Brabus  alloy   wheels  and  fatter  tires.  Recalibrated 

engine,  strengthened  suspension,  twin  tuned 

exhaust.  Inside  full  black  leather  &  brushed  silver 

instrumentation, more gauges including tachometer, 

Brabus  carpets,  leather-wrapped  steering-wheel  & 

shift-knob.  Navigation,  OnStar,  HID  headlights 

(thrice brighter than the standard halogens). 

The  Brabus’ sound-system  needs  to  be preceded 

by   the  evolutionary   climb  throughout  the  time-

period  of  this  book.  In  the  1960s  most  cars  had 

simple monophonic AM radios. Over time: AM/FM, 

stereo, 8-track tapes, cassette tapes, single-CDs, CD 

changers,  satellite  radio,  iPod  connectors,  and 

finally   the  Smart  Brabus’  multispeaker  surround-

sound  with  your  entire  music  library  stored  on  a 

computer-chip  the  size  of  a   postage  stamp,  with 

controls by voice as well as touch-screen. 
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Lest the reader be kept in suspense, yes, I  pulled 

out  my  Visa  card  and  ordered  the  Brabus,  which 

took  the  gnomes  about 8  months  to  produce,  but 

upon  its  2014  arrival  even  exceeded  expectations. 

There  might be  some  onlooker puzzlement when it 

growls  up  to  the  Casino  Royale,  but  certainly   no 

snickering. 

As  noted in the V8V chapter, San Francisco  is a 

cramped,  overtrafficked  urb,  with   parking-spaces 

constantly   shrinking  in  size  while  simultaneously 

increasing   in  metering-fees:  currently   25¢/5-

minutes in some areas. 

Well,  I  haven’t  spent  a  single  nickel  since 

acquiring the Smart. It fits  nicely  in the armpits  of 

city   streets,  in  niches  too  small  for  marking  as 

parking  spaces  with/without  meters.  After  a  few 

months  of  this  postapocalyptic  arrogance,  I 

suggested to the sales manager that he should make 

a stencil, grab a spraypaint-can, and  scout the city: 

“If you had a Smart, you could park here  for free.” 

But  I  don’t  think  he  wants  to  anger   metercash-

hungry City Hall. 

Oh, yes, there’s  a Smart wristwatch. Not $45K, 

$3K,  or  even  the  Shelby’s  $15  -  but  $3,  with  an 

accurate  chip-mechanism   and  the  Smart’s  C> 

emblem  on the  dialface. I’m  not  partial  to  leather 

straps,  so  spent  $12  at  a  local  watch  shop  for   a 

metalflex one. 

So as Robby 67  and I  cruise off into  the sunset of 

this  book,  and  eventually   our  time  here,  some 

reflections on the “long, strange trip” related in this 

book:

67 My SB’s name, after the equally-versatile robot of  Forbidden 

 Planet. 
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For  starters, I  think that such  an odyssey  would 

be  possible  only  for  a  “Postwar  Baby  Boomer”:  an 

American  middle-class  White  male  born  shortly 

after the end of World  War II. Automobiles  existed 

before then, but with  very  rare exceptions they  were 

dull,  unimaginative  workhorses.  In  2018,  at  the 

other  end  of  the  timespan,  vehicles  have  become 

very  safe  and  technologically-advanced,  but  in the 

process  have  lost  the  personality,  the  variety,  the 

wildness  that made  them  interesting  and  exciting. 

Prewar cars looked very  much the same: squared-off 

black  sedans.  Today’s  also  look  the  same:  grey, 

blobbish  SAVs68   with   invisible,  unsensable 

automatic  transmissions;  it’s  rare  to  find  anyone 

now  who  even knows how to  use, much less desires 

or cares about a floor-mounted “stick shift”. 

In an  increasingly  anti-fossil-fuel  social culture, 

gasoline-engines  -  particularly  large, thirsty  ones  - 

have  lost  their  glamor  in  favor   of  unobtrusive, 

economical  motors,  with  the  trend  towards  gas/

electric  “hybrids”  and  eventually   full-electric 

conveyances, all neutral, silent, caratonic. 

Cars full of motors, painted green; 

Mouths full of chocolate-covered cream; 

Arms that can only lift a spoon:

Everyone’s gone to the Moon. 69

Constantly-tightening personal & family  budgets 

disfavor extravagances such as expensive cars, while 

the  “conspicuous  consumption”  glitterglamor  of 

 Miami  Vice’s  1980s  is  now  viewed  as  adolescent, 

68  Commonly  called SUVs (Sport Utility Vehicles). I call  them 

Suburban Assault Vehicles. 

69 King, Jonathan,  Everyone’s Gone to the Moon, 1965. 
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narcissistic   braggadocio  deserving  more  contempt 

than admiration. 

The  postwar  automobile  also  symbolized  the 

Boomers’  restlessness  to  escape  the  confines  and 

conformity  of  their 1950s’  Pleasantville  homes  and 

communities. Marlon Brando’s  outlaw-motorcyclist 

 Wild  One  was  followed  by   James  Dean’s   Rebel 

 Without  a  Cause  and  his  fatal  Porsche  crash.  The 

acme  of 1960s  car-craziness  is  memorialized in the 

glitzy,  sexy  cruising  and  delinquent  drag-racing  of 

 American  Graffiti  and  the  motorcycle  mortality  of 

 Easy Rider. 

Even  among  Boomers  the  past  seven  decades 

have not been  comfortably  car-conducive. As kids in 

the  1950s,  we  spent  our  childhood  precariously 

clamped  in  the  chrome  jaws  of  mammoth  rolling 

jukeboxes70   with  gleaming  steel  breasts  on  their 

bumpers and  Jaws-ominous shark fins  on the rear. 

Two  giant  bug-eyes  doubled  into  four,  and  these 

dinosaurs  continued  to  grow,  mutating  into 

everything from stretch-limos with jacuzzis on their 

back  decks  to  huge  Winnebagos  resembling  self-

propelled houses. 

In the  1960s  we  began  to  get  our  own driver’s 

licenses.  It  was  not enough  to  wheedle  the  family 

sedan. Escape-pods had to be raw, hot, and fast. The 

spirit  of  Moloch  prevailed  in  GTOs,  Corvettes, 

Cobras,  GranSports,  442s,  SS-396s,  while 

Countercultural hippies and earth-mothers chugged 

around  in  tie-dyed  VW  buses  with  the  VW 

nosemblem replaced  with  the  Peace  Symbol  while 

70 The  Metropolis chrome, plastic, bubbling & brightlit gods of 

1950s’ Googie coffeeshops, often with  their dæmonic servitors 

crouched  on every  tabletop,  demanding a constant tribute  of 

dimes  and  quarters,  which   they   would  contemptuously 

acknowledge with obscene ululations and loathsome litanies. 
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Adolf Hitler’s  wolf smiled  at them from each horn-

button. 

This  Autodämmerung ended in the conflagration 

of  the  1970s’  Arab  Oil  Embargo  and  increasingly 

emaciated cars lined up at empty  gas  stations  when 

not  staggering  shamefully   along  at  55mph  on 

90mph-capable Interstates. 

Tanks  and  wallets  were  refilled  in  the  1980s, 

with  cars’ muscularity  now less important than their 

stratospheric  prices.  Sonny   Crockett  couldn’t 

possibly   fight  crime  without  a  Testarossa  to 

outflaunt  the  drug   lords’  Lambos,  while  the 

customized  Lincoln  Batmobile  of  Adam  West  was 

unthinkable for  Michael Keaton; he needed a raging, 

roboticized batarmadillo. 

The  1990s  brought  another  financial  freakout, 

followed  first by  the  disorientation and  hysteria of 

9/11  and then the more catastrophic plunge into the 

abyss  of  2007.  First  extravagant  cars,  then  their 

dealerships,  then  entire  companies  disintegrated 

and have not since recovered. 

So  this  book  is  not  so  much  a  typical  as  an 

iconoclastic,  even  psychosensual  journey   through 

these  alien atmospheres, like  Captain  Nemo  in  his 

 Nautilus or Captain Hendrick van der Decken of the 

 Flying Dutchman. The vehicle is at once a cyborgian 

challenge  to  the  Objective  Universe  surrounding it, 

and yet a Subjective Universal avatar  from  which the 

magician cannot leave without risk of annihilation. 

Men  more  than  women  seem  to  need  magical 

projections  of  themselves:  external  talismans  into 

which  they   have  instilled  a  crucial  part  of 

themselves, and without which they  cannot function 
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or even survive. 71  In the  scope  of  this  book the  car 

may   be  one  such   modern  example;  others  are 

ceremonial or  real weapons such as guns, car-aliases 

such   as  horses  or  boats.  As  actual  transportation 

gives  way  to  the  electronic/virtual,  the  ubiquitous 

but omnipresent & omnipotent iPhone. 

Mythology  is  also  replete  with   examples:  King 

Arthur’s  Excalibur,  Prince Valiant’s  Singing Sword, 

Sauron’s  One  Ring,  Aragorn’s  Andúril,  Gandalf’s 

staff, Barnabas  Collins’  wolf-cane. Knights  received 

swords,  SS-men  a  commemorative  dagger;  U.S. 

Army   Green  Berets  serial-numbered  Yarborough 

knives72. Monarchs  have  sceptres;  even  the  United 

States has a Mace. 73

If America, and possibly  the rest of the world, is 

entering a Brave New  World where the iPhone is the 

new  sword,  mace,  sceptre,  or  car,  there  are  some 

unanticipated  and  unprecedented  implications. 

Most  obviously,  the  iPhone  [including  any   other 

“smart phone”] is not a purely  or even substantially 

self-created  talisman.  Rather  it  is  a   medium,  a 

repository  for  the creations and  controls  of others  - 

e.g.  software,  Internet  service  providers,  and  most 

insidiously  applications (“apps”): all of which  shape, 

channel, and limit the nominally-owning individual. 

There  is  an  uneasy  allusion  to  the  magic  rings  of 

Middle-earth,  which  seemed  to  be  independently 

71   Women,  by contrast,  are  their own talismans -  ostensibly 

because  of  their  self-contained  power  to  create  new  life,  for 

which men are only momentary necessities. 

72  The serial  number  of each awarded Yarborough is recorded 

in  the Special Forces Museum of the John F. Kennedy Special 

Warfare Center, Fort Bragg, NC. Mine is #0164. 

73 The talisman of national  power, it is placed on the dais of the 

House of Representatives when Congres is in session. 
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powerful but were secretly  all subject to  the power, 

authority,  and  agenda  of  the  One  Ring.  The 

“Millennials”  may  not be picking up  cars any  more, 

but instead  may  be  unwittingly  accepting someone 

else’s magical spell, which they  cannot clearly  see or 

understand.  The  implications  are  not  necessarily 

dangerous, but they do invite care and caution. 

Well,  I’ve  got to  go  now;  it’s  been  fun  chatting 

with  you here at the Sunset Grill. One  never knows 

whom one will meet, or what stories  will be shared. 

What  if  anything  should  either  of  us  trust  and 

believe? 

But  need  we  really   care?  The  food’s  hot  and 

hearty, the drinks cool and comforting. 

And we know that we are alive. 
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Appendix #1: Mara Temple Notes

+

- by H.I. Jones, Ph.D. 

@

Temple of the

Forbidden Eye

The Lost Delta
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Beside the courtyard outside the temple entrance 

are  several  artifacts  that  bear   a  resemblance  to 

gravestones.  Mr.  Preston  (a  member  of  the 

archæological team) theorizes that these were placed 

as warnings, and actually  have no direct connection 

with   the  dead  (“direct”   being  the  operative  word 

here).  The  translated  text  of  the  stones  seems  to 

corroborate this. 

On the other side of the courtyard flows the Lost 

River. There  is  a secret,  underground,  underwater 

passage  to  a small  room inside  the temple, not far 

past the entry temple. 

Within  the  courtyard  can  be  observed  tall 

columns with snakes carved onto their  sides, topped 

by  braziers. These  were, of  course, use  for burning 

ceremonial fires. Unfortunately  the team  has not yet 

located  any   descriptions  or   drawings  of  these 

ceremonies. 





- 235 -

Beware the eye of Mara

Beware the eye of Mara

(Above the entrance to the temple, outside.)

Look not into the eye of Mara and you 

shall receive the gift of eternal youth 

earthly riches or future knowledge

Look not into the eye of Mara and you shall receive 

the gift of eternal youth earthly riches or future 

knowledge

(Around  the  top  of  the  first  room -  the  “Entry 

Temple”.)

The  north  wall  bears  the  “Mural  of  Mara”  -  a 

large painting of the idol Mara with his gifts. 
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 Mara,  incidentally,  is  a  name  far more  ancient 

than  the  idol  and  the  temple.  The  word   māra 

(Sanskrit मार) comes  from the Proto-Indo-European 

root - mer, meaning “causing death”. 

On  the  table  is  one  of  my  notebooks  from  the 

1935 investigation  of the temple at its original site in 

India,  at  the  point  where  we  had  penetrated  only 

some  of  the  upper  chambers.  Because  of  the 

warnings  on  the  map,  the  team  proceeded  very 

slowly. 

This notebook is open to  my  sketches of the two 

chambers  immediately  above this  one. The lower of 

the  two, inscribed as  “Rest of Servants”, was  found 

to  contain  the  mummified  remains  of  presumed 

priests  or  elders  of  the cult. Before the  temple was 

shipped  to  Anaheim,  these  were  respectfully   re-

interred at the original site in India. 

The second, smaller/higher chamber contained a 

small  Mara-idol  similar  to  the  image  on the  entry 
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wall-mural, but with closed  eyes. It now sits  on the 

desk in my  working  office  in the  temple’s  interior, 

next to the typewriter. 

It is forbidden to pas beyond this 

chamber without a servant of Mara to 

guide your path. Heed this warning, or 

risk incurring g the wrath of Mara, 

for doom awaits the unbeliever in the 

darkness beyond. 

It is forbidden to pas beyond this chamber without a 

servant of Mara to guide your path. Heed this 

warning, or risk incurring g the wrath of Mara, 

for doom awaits the unbeliever in the darkness 

beyond. 

(A  wall reading at a bend in the passageway, just 

past the entry temple.)

The  next  room  is  a  four-way   junction.  The 

doorway  to  the right had collapsed to  rubble at the 

original site. 74   The  bricked-up  door  straight ahead 

leads  to  a  labyrinth,  made  more  perilous  by 

cantilevered  stones  which  constantly   shift  when 

someone  walks  over  them.  It  was  in  this  deadly 

device that we found the corpses of two members of 

74 This was probably just as well. External measurements led to 

an artificial  canal to  a  nearby river  containing,  among other 

things, Mugger  crocodiles. The canal ended in a  flooded room 

beneath   the  entry-area,  with   an   overhead  trapdoor  to  just 

beyond the cave-in. To  quote Ian Fleming  in   Live  and Let Die, 

a luckless intruder  “would have disagreed with  something that 

ate him”. 
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the  Ahnenerbe team. The  left [open] doorway  leads 

further into the temple. 

The  illustrations  on  the  obelisk  depict humans 

being attacked or killed, facing the exits as follows:

Labyrinth [ahead]: Rats. 

Crocodile [right]: Fire. 

Entrance [rear]: Giant snake. 

Temple [left]: Overhead spikes. 

Only   the  Temple-door  illustration  is  accurate, 

although  the  snake  facing  the  entrance  may  have 

had  something  to  do  with   the  snake-decorated 

braziers in the courtyard. 75

The  next  few  wall  readings  are  located  in  and 

around  the  flooded  maze,  also  called  the  “buried 

colonnade”.  The  archæological  team  has  kindly 

provided a shortcut through this rather messy area. 

Only the blind shall see. 

Only the blind shall see. 

(Another  wall  reading,  over a  picture  of  a  face 

with  closed  eyes,  next  to  an opening leading  to  an 

unexplored  area  of  the  maze.  This  text &  painting 

represent the gift of future knowledge.)

Earthly riches

Earthly riches

(Wall reading above a statuette. Represents the 

second of Mara’s gifts.)

75   At  the  time  he  wrote  this,  Dr.  Jones  was unaware  of  the 

gigantic  cobra   deep  within   the  temple,  which  reportedly 

attacks tourists who  violate  the  eye-contact warning. Because 

such  disregard almost never happens, the cobra should not be 

considered a realistic danger. 
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Only one spring can restore youth and 

vigor

Choose wisely

Drink deeply the water of life

Only one spring can restore youth and vigor. 

Choose wisely. 

Drink deeply the water of life. 

(The first two  lines are found on the wall above 

two  fountains.  Between  these  two  lines  is  a  small 

painting  of  a  pouring  pitcher.  The  third  is  on  the 

wall to  the right of  the  fountains, which one passes 

when  the  fountains  come  into  view.  Despite  the 

apparent warning, both fountains  hold  good water. 

The representation of the third gift.)

MM

MM

(Inscribed  by  one  of  the  temple’s  builders  on a 

pillar by the fountains.)76

You will next pass down a long, straight hallway. 

It has very  little to look at in the way  of carvings, but 

as the ceiling has  long since caved in (the wreckage 

having been diligently  cleared away  by  the team for 

safety   purposes),  you  might  pause  to  enjoy   the 

beauty of the jungle above you. 

A sideways “M”  (presumably  for “Mara”) repeats 

regularly along the wall here. 

76   Recent  forensic  examination  indicates  that  this  is  later 

tourist graffiti. The depth  and indent of the two  letters further 

suggest that they were made by  a gloved hand  with only four 

fingers. 
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This hallway  has been identified elsewhere in the 

temple  as  “the  Avenue  of  Voices”.  The  reason  for 

this  is  known, but will not be  explained  here  since 

those  who  presently  understand  the  origin  of  the 

name wish that they didn’t. 

Beware the deadly booby traps that lie 

beyond the hidden passage. Rabid bats 

lead to poisoned death and eternal doom. 

Mara gives desired wealth to the 

virtuous who pass the jammed spikes and 

avoid the evil eye. 

Beware the deadly booby traps that lie beyond the 

hidden passage. Rabid bats lead to poisoned 

death and eternal doom. Mara gives desired 

wealth to the virtuous who pass the jammed 

spikes and avoid the evil eye. 

(Inscribed on the wall that dead-ends the Avenue 

of Voices.)

True rewards await those who choose 

wisely. 

True rewards await those who choose wisely. 

(Written on the wall off to the right of the above 

text.)

We  broke  through   the  wall,  unfortunately 

obliterating the center of the text. 
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Some  bats  remain  in  the  recesses  beyond  the 

wall and should be carefully avoided. 

In  addition  to  the  visible  area,  these  caverns 

extend about 100 feet to each side, as well as 50 feet 

to  the  surface, where  nightly  the  bats  swarm  from 

shrubbery-overgrown fissures. 

At  their  lowest  extremity  -  about  another  100 

feet below  the  passage -  there is  a water-filled  well 

with  two subsurface channels, as yet unexplored. I’ll 

have to look for volunteer deep-divers, as something 

ate the camera I lowered into one of them. 

In addition to the fascinating rock-formations  in 

this  cave,  we  came  across  a  small  statuette  with 

curious geometric patterns. Suspecting that it might 

be booby-trapped, I  gave orders that it was not to be 

touched.  However  I  think  that  if  I  pick  it  up  and 

instantly   put  sandbags  in  its  place,  nothing 

dangerous would be triggered. 77

The gates of doom are ever open. 

The gates of doom are ever open. 

(Around the  edge  of  the  stone  disc that blocked 

the passage before  the team  opened  it. Oddly  some 

of the letters here are inverted.)

Beyond the bats-cave is a hallway  with tensioned 

spikes, almost all of which the team has located and 

safely  jammed.  Nevertheless  it  wouldn’t  be  a  bad 

idea, when walking through here, to  note where the 

person in front of  you has  stepped  and  place  your 

feet there - assuming nothing’s happened, of course. 

77   While  Dr.  Jones  did  not attempt  this here,  a  year  later in 

Peru   he  did  so  with   an  idol   of  the  Hovitos  natives. 

Unfortunately it didn’t quite work. 
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Beyond  that  is  another hallway  where  pressure 

on  certain  flagstones  releases  heavy   stone  blocks 

from the  ceiling.  Again  all but a few of  these have 

been  located  and  propped  safely  up  with  bamboo 

poles, which should not be touched. 78

78  There is one bamboo  pole,  close to  the safe-passage, which 

for  inexplicable reasons an occasional foolhardy  tourist cannot 

resist pulling.  This releases the entire  ceiling, killing  everyone 

in  the  hall  at  the  time.  On  such  rare  occasions  the  mess  is 

mopped  up,  the  ceiling  rebuilt,  and  that  pole  repositioned, 

hopefully this time permanently. 
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Plow the fields. 

Plant the seed. 

Reap the harvest. 

Grind it to meal. 

Plow the fields. 

Plant the seed. 

Reap the harvest. 

Grind it to meal. 

(Each of these four lines is written on one corner 

of  the  stone  at  the  center   of  the  “Calendar 

Rotunda”.)

The pure of heart are protected beneath 

the watchful eye of Mara. 

Woe to the unworthy who pass beneath. 

The pure of heart are protected beneath the watchful 

eye of Mara. 

Woe to the unworthy who pass beneath. 

(Written across the middle of the same stone.)

The  Sun  shines  down  narrow tunnels  from the 

surface to spotlight a particular part of the stone for 

each  part  of  the  year,  indicating which part of  the 

farming cycle the local community is in. 

Underneath  the  stone  is  a  crooked  vertical 

passage  to  a  burial  chamber  -  another part  of  the 

vast underground catacombs. 

Around the edge of the cupola of the room which 

holds  this  well  is  painted  a  scene  that  may   be 

experienced  if  one  has  the  misfortune  to  look  into 
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the idol’s eyes. The picture is  of Mara smiling down 

at a rickety  bridge. If one encounters this bridge, be 

advised that it is not trustworthy to cross. 

Next one enters the chamber of the “Altar of the 

Stone Tablets”, a long room with the altar at the far 

end. 

The  stone table (“altar”) has  three stone  tablets 

resting on it. 

Behold the gifts of Mara. 

Behold the gifts of Mara. 

(Chiseled  into  the  stone  below the resting place 

of  three  stone  tablets,  each  of  which  depicts  a 

different  one  of  Mara’s  gifts.  The  tablets  read  as 

follows.)
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The observatory of the future

Behold the amulet of Mara and you shall see 

visions of the future. But beware the 

eyes of Mara. 

THE OBSERVATORY OF THE FUTURE

Behold the amulet of Mara and you shall see visions 

of the future. But beware the eyes of Mara. 

(Lower left tablet.)

The fountain of eternal youth

One sip from the eternal spring shall 

renew vigor and youthful spirit. But 

beware the eyes of Mara. 

THE FOUNTAIN OF ETERNAL YOUTH

One sip from the eternal spring shall renew vigor 

and youthful spirit. But beware the eyes of Mara. 

(Lower right tablet.)

The chamber of earthly riches

Wealth beyond your wildest imagination 

lies within and is yours for the 

taking. But beware the eyes of Mara. 

THE CHAMBER OF EARTHLY RICHES

Wealth beyond your wildest imagination lies within 

and is yours for the taking. But beware the eyes 

of Mara. 

(Upper tablet.)
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Through the doorway  behind the stone table and 

its tablets is my on-site “office”. 

Only the pure of heart shall gain 

admittance into the chamber of 

destiny. 

Only the pure of heart shall gain admittance into the 

chamber of destiny. 

(A wall reading as you near the transports.)

Mara shall guide you through the doorway 

of your most secret desire in the 

chamber of destiny. 

Mara shall guide you through the doorway of your 

most secret desire in the chamber of destiny. 

(Another wall inscription, in the  chamber above 

the transports.)



Notice  the  frequent  motif  of  the  three  gifts  in 

conjunction in the bas-relief carvings here. 

This  large  room   is  used  for  the  embark/

disembark  platform   for   the  salvaged  German 

transports  used  to  take  tourists  on  a  comfortable 

and  leisurely  drive  into  the  three  gift-chambers  of 

the  temple, wherein you can receive  your gifts  and 

return safely  with them  to  the disembark platform. 

Although  after   so  many   previous  warnings  it  is 

obviously   unnecessary   to  repeat  it  again,  every 

passenger in your vehicle must not look directly  at 

the big statue of Mara, with which it is easy  enough 

for everyone to comply. Enjoy your tour! 
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Beware the eye of Mara. One look will lead 

through the tunnel of torment to the 

gates of doom. 

Beware the eye of Mara. One look will lead through 

the tunnel of torment to the gates of doom. 

(Wall inscription near where you  disembark your 

transport  after  your  safe,  comfortable,  and 

profitable  tour   through  the  gift-chambers  of  the 

temple.)
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Appendix #2: Grail Mission



Baron Rachane

Argyll, Scotland

United Kingdom

Introcaution

During  the  summer  of  1981  I  was  living  in the 

Georgetown  area  of  Washington,  D.C.  during 

assignment to the Defense Intelligence Agency. One 

free  evening  I  strolled  up  Wisconsin  Avenue  to  a 

theater  showing   Raiders  of  the  Lost  Ark,  about 

which  I  had  read  enthusiastic  but  unilluminating 

reviews in the media. Why  the fuss about one more 

treasure-hunt adventure  movie? And  indeed  that is 

how  many   of  even  the  most  enthusiastic  fans 

described it. 

But  to  me  there  was  a  mystery  and  poignancy 

about  this  particular  story  and  its  characters.  The 

offscreen-fame  of  the  character   notwithstanding, 

Indiana Jones  was  a lonely, obscure scholar, whose 
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archæological efforts  seemed  to  have  been  marked 

by  more frustration and  failure  than  success. From 

the Hovitos idol at the film’s beginning to the Ark of 

the  Covenant at its  conclusion, everything was  lost 

to  him. Well, not everything, because it turned  out 

the real treasure he had found was another lost soul 

named Marion Ravenwood. 

Lethal  antihero  James  Bond  survived  endless 

threats  against  his  life  by   skillfully   killing  the 

attackers  or  evading  them   with  spectacular 

technology. Indiana Jones  survived  endless  threats 

against  his  life  by   desperate  ingenuity   combined 

with  the most extraordinary  dumb luck. 007  always 

fulfilled his professional missions; Dr. Jones, despite 

final discovery, always failed at his. 

It  may  be  glamorous  and  prestigious  to  be  an 

MI6  secret agent, but the life of a lone archæologist 

in  the  early  20th century  was  quite  another thing. 

That  profession  has  always  occupied  an  uneasy 

niche  between  scholarship  and  grave-robbing,  and  

between  preserving  and  stealing  ancient treasures. 

[Even  some  of  the  most  distinguished  museums 

have  found  irate  nations  or  cultural  groups 

demanding  the  return  of  once-“legitimately”-

acquired  exhibits.]  Digs  themselves  can  be  fraught 

with   danger   -  cave-ins,  disease,  local  resentment, 

unscrupulous  competitors  (such  as  Belloq)  or 

thieves (such  as Satipo), and of course boobytraps ... 

and snakes. 

Nor   did  Indiana’s  love  life  fare  much  better. 

James  always  got  at  least  one  [and  often  several] 

gorgeous  girls  along the  way. Marion greeted  Indy 

with  a hook to  the  jaw in  Raiders;  he was  saddled 

with  a hysterical airhead in  Temple of Doom; he was 

betrayed  by  a  Nazi  vixen  in   Last  Crusade.  In  his 

earlier  years,  as  related  in  television’s   Young 
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 Indiana  Jones  Chronicles,  he  attempted  many 

romances  from  an Austrian  princess  to  Mata Hari, 

but inevitably with lucklessness or tragedy. 

In  1981 I  was  not  aware  of  this  glum  “future/

past” that Lucasfilm  had in store for Indiana Jones. 

I  just thought that after all of that effort, fright, and 

injury  he  and  Marion  deserved  closure  concerning 

the Ark. So after pondering this a  few days, I decided 

to  give it to  them. [That they  might separate, as  in 

the  Lucasfilm  scenario,  rather  than  marry,  never 

occurred  to  me:  This  consolation and  happiness  at 

least I assumed they deserved.]

Then,  too,  I  was  curious  about  the  Ark  of  the 

Covenant.  As  it  happens  I  had  never heard  of  this 

item prior to seeing the film. As  a nonJew who had 

essentially  lost interest in  Bible-mythology  at about 

the time I  stopped believing in Santa Claus and the 

Easter Bunny, this is perhaps not all that surprising. 

 Raiders of  course  premised  the  Ark  as  a very  real, 

very  powerful  iGod.  If  you left  the  theater without 

immediately  converting to Judaism, you were clearly 

as  headed  down  the  wrong  road  as  if  you   had 

similarly   ignored  the  warnings  of   The  Ten 

 Commandments  or   Sodom  and  Gomorrah.  This 

deity   you   didn’t  cross,  else  he  would  deluge  you, 

earthquake you, or [in 1981] blowtorch your face. 

It seemed  to  Major Aquino  that if  the  Joneses 

were  going to  be  reunited  with their  Ark,  I  would 

have  to  find  out  where  the  U.S.  Government  had 

stashed it away, or at least whether  it existed at all. 

One  nice  thing  about  being  an  officer   within  the 

Intelligence  community  is  that  one  can  generally 

find out a lot about a given  object of  interest, very 

quickly. We had plenty  of classified storage facilities, 

it seemed, but unfortunately no Ark therein. Shucks. 
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In the process of looking for  the thing, however, I 

found out a great deal about it, or perhaps  I should 

say   “non-it”,  because  the  unfolding  historical 

evidence was that it had never existed outside of its 

mention in the  Old Testament.  Nor, for that matter, 

had  the  entire  “Exodus  from   Egypt”   episode. 

Millions of people and animals wandering about the 

Sinai Peninsula for  forty  years would have left plenty 

of  litter  and graffiti; there is  none. Nor does  such a 

forty-year   tramp  seem   sensible,  since  the  actual 

distance  between  the  Egyptian  border  and 

Jerusalem can be easily  walked in about five days. In 

a  single-file  line  the  leader  of  two  million  people 

would arrive before the last one had lost sight of the 

Nile. 

Just as surprisingly, however, there turned out to 

be a  good deal of  information about divine/magical 

arks  in  the  literature  and  mythology   of  ancient 

Egypt.  The  Egyptians  used  ark-boxes  and  -shrines 

for  many  memorial  purposes,  such  as  this  one  in 

Tutankhamun’s tomb:
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Nor   did  what  we  know  today   as  the  Jewish 

religion actually  exist at the time represented in the 

 Bible. Ancient Hebrew religion progressed  through 

four stages: (1) pre-Mosaic animism and magic, (2) 

national  monolatry   (one  god  but  toleration   of 

others), (3) monotheism, and  (4) dualism  [adapted 

from Persian Zoroastrianism (after  Zarathustra, ca. 

600 BCE)]. Dualism involves a conflict between two 

opposing  forces  of  the  cosmos  -  in  Persia  Ahura 

Mazda vs. Ahriman, and later in Israel El vs. Satan. 

The Hebraic Ten Commandments are now dated by 

most  Old Testament scholars to ca. 600 BCE, some 

seven centuries later than the biblical Exodus. 

For  modern  political and  emotional  reasons,  of 

course, such realities  are  not usually  mentioned  in 

proper  social  circles.  If  there  were  not  only   no 

Exodus  and  no  Ark  of  the  Covenant,  but  also  no 

Kings  David  or  Solomon (for all  of  which & whom 

there  remains  no  conclusive  archæological 

evidence),  then  contemporary   Israel’s  claim   to 

historic ownership of its current territory  is baseless 

- obviously an awkwardly-inconvenient taboo. 

Most people  assume  that  the  academic  field  of 

archæology  is  so  obscure  and  technical  a  specialty 

that  its  professionals  are  insulated  from  ordinary 

concerns  of  present-day  society  -  free to  live, work, 

and  revel  in  the  distant  past.  Quite  the  contrary, 

archæologists  are  under  considerable  pressure  to 

find,  authenticate,  and  publicize  only   those 

discoveries  which   support  today’s  established  and 

accepted versions of history. 

In 1972 I wrote an article in which I observed:

Our  earliest  evidence  of  man  dates  to  about  1 

million years ago. In South Africa a large number of 

fossil  remains  of  mutated  apes  has  been  found. 
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Classified  as  Australopithecines,  these  pre-men 

possess human-like hip and thigh bones in addition 

to  enlarged cranial capacities of between 400cc and 

600cc.  Conventional  theories  of  evolution  can 

substantiate the continued mutation of this man-ape 

[ o r  h i s  c o n t e m p o r a r i e s ]  t o  t h e  s t a g e  o f 

Pithecanthropus Erectus - a skull fragment found in 

Java  with  an  estimated  capacity   of  about  900cc. 

Later  versions  of  Pithecanthropus  have  evidenced 

skulls  of up to  1,100cc. And  here  we encounter  the 

enigma of the “missing link”. 

The  Java remains  date  to  the  Lower-Paleolithic 

period  -  about  800,000  years  ago.  The  next  two 

definitive  ancestors  of  modern  man,  Cro-Magnon 

and  Neanderthal, did  not appear until the  Middle-

Paleolithic period - about 100,000 years ago. There 

is  some question, then, about the  interim  700,000 

years. Nor is this the only “missing link” period. 

Cro-Magnon  and  Neanderthal,  who  were 

approximate  contemporaries,  possessed  cranial 

capacities respectively  of up to 1,700cc and 1,500cc. 

How  and  why   did  these  startling   enlargements 

occur?  And  why   was  Cro-Magnon’s  cranium   in 

particular larger than that of present-day  man, who 

averages 1,400cc? 

The  rest of  that article, and  more  recent related 

theory,  emphasizes  the  “startling  enlargements”. 

Here  I  want  to  focus  on  the  point  that  high-

intelligence  human beings  have been around for at 

least the last 100,000 years. 

Now  consider:  That’s  a  long  time. From  today 

back  through  to  conventional  archæology’s 

“beginning  of  history”  (+/-3000  BCE)  is  a  mere 

5,000 years. That leaves 95,000 years when human 
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beings  like  ourselves  were  hanging  around  this 

planet doing ... what? Just goofing off? 

This  is  one  of  those  questions  so  inconvenient 

and  annoying,  like  the  building  of  the  Great 

Pyramid, that conventional archæology  responds  to 

it  by   basically   “not  trying”.  Those  embarrassing 

95,000  years  are  “fast-forwarded”  through  in 

textbooks  as  hurriedly  as possible [“there was some 

migration,  some  arrowhead-chipping,  some  animal 

domestication  ...”],  to  get  to  the  safe  ground  of 

Gerzean (predynastic) Egypt, Mesopotamia, and  so 

on. 

And  of  course  “recognition” of  perfectly  normal 

modern human beings from  [at least] 100,000 years 

ago  boots  conventional  religions,  such   as  Judæo/

Christianity  and  Islam, right out the  door. There  is 

no conceivable way  that their creationist legends can 

be made to stretch back that far. 

In 1996  historical scholar Patty  Hardy  posted  to 

one Internet discussion:

I  wish to  direct your  attention to  something Don 

Webb  tossed  out  over  a  year  ago.  It  concerned  the 

speculation  of  the  geneticists,  the  so-called  “Eve 

hypothesis”  based on oddities of human mitochondrial 

DNA and its rate of mutation. According  to this theory, 

all   modern  humans  appeared  to  be  related  to  an 

individual   thought  to  have  lived  perhaps  200,000 

years  ago.  Paleontologists,  mindful  of  the  numerous 

hominid forms scattered around the globe for perhaps 

a million years, criticized the theory. 

A  few  months  later,  archæologists announced  in 

 Science magazine  a  controversial  discovery. Based  on 

four  different  dating   techniques,  they   dated  certain 

carved  bone  tools  to  between  80,000  and  170,000 

years  of  age  -  a  “push back”  from  an  age  of  14,000 

years for such tools found elsewhere. 

Earlier  this  month   another  team   of  geneticists 

announced  a   finding.  Using  genetic  studies  of  42 

human   populations  around  the  globe,  these 
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researchers  concluded  that  all   modern  humans 

throughout the  world  were  indeed  descended  from  a 

small population  - perhaps fewer  than  a thousand, one 

researcher  told  the  press  -  who  left  Africa  between 

70,000  and  100,000  years  ago,  replacing  all   other 

hominids. 

In  many cultures scattered  throughout the Earth, 

legend  states  that  a   fantastic  creature  or   deity 

bestowed  a  gift  upon  the  ancestors  that  became  the 

basis  of  civilization.  The  first  question:  Are  these 

legends recitals of an event passed on  by oral  tradition, 

or are they  a recollection from  within - the result of the 

principle of self-awareness turned upon itself? 

The  second  question:  If  our  scientific  methods 

identify the “original  modern  human”  in genetic terms, 

will this be the proof of the material  character  of the 

 psyche, its genetic foundation? Or would this  mistake 

the gift Itself for the sign of its presence, the success of 

its ancient recipients? 

In 1993  two troublemakers decided to rile up the 

sleeping  dog  of  human  prehistory   even  further. 

Their  names  were  Michael  Cremo  and  Richard 

Thompson, and  they  wrote  a big, fat book entitled 

 Forbidden Archæology:  The Hidden History of  the 

 Human  Race  (San  Diego:  Bhaktivedanta Institute, 

1993  - ISBN: 0-9635309-8-4). The book is a gigantic 

compendium   of  all  sorts  of  “inconvenient” 

archæological  data  that  conventional  archæology 

has preferred to ignore or “fast-forward” through. At 

the end of this tome the authors blithely  propose the 

significance  of  this  data:  that  “beings  resembling 

anatomically-modern  humans  were  present  in  the 

Early Pleistocene and Pliocene”. 

Everybody  sitting  down?  The  Early  Pleistocene 

takes  us  back  about  1.7   million  years,  and  the 

Pliocene  reaches  back  to  around  3.5 million years. 

[So much for my mere 100,000 years.]

A  year  later  Cremo  &  Thompson  followed   FA 

with  a less-technical. abridged version entitled  just 
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 The  Hidden  History  of  the  Human  Race  (Badger, 

CA: Govardhan Hill, 1994). 

If  conventional  archæology   just  ignores  the 

100,000-year problem  like a mad aunt locked in the 

cellar,  you  can  imagine  what  the  reaction  to 

 Forbidden  Archæology  was,  i.e.  flat-out  fury.  The 

1996   issue  (#IV-1)  of   Skeptic  contains  an  article 

“Hidden  History,  Hidden  Agenda”  by   Bradley 

Lepper   (Curator  of  Archæology,  Ohio  Historical 

Society)  pouring  boiling  cauldrons  of  scorn  on 

 HHHR,  complaining   that  it  “mixed  together  a 

genuine  contribution  to  our  understanding  of  the 

history  of archæology  and paleoanthropology  with a 

bewildering  mass  of  absurd  claims  and  an 

audaciously  distorted  review  of  the current state  of 

paleoanthropology”.  [Try   to  say   that   in  a  single 

breath.] After complaining that C&T are “ignorant”, 

“naïve”, and “selectively  credulous to an astonishing 

degree”, Lepper  hammers  his  lectern and  zings  his 

finale:

Cremo  and  Thompson’s  claim  that  anatomically 

modern   homo sapiens have been around for  hundreds 

of millions of years is an  outrageous notion. Accepting 

that  there  is  a  place  in   science  for  seemingly 

outrageous hypotheses, there is no justification for the 

sort  of  sloppy  rehashing  of  canards,  hoaxes,  red 

herrings,  half-truths,  and  fantasies  Cremo  and 

Thompson offer in the service of a religious ideology. 

The  “religious  ideology” in question is  of  course 

not  Judæo/Christianity   or  Islam.  As  previously 

noted,  they  are  incompatible  with  even  a  95,000-

year human  prehistory. What Lepper is  apoplectic 

about are the  Vedas, which, while not figuring  per se 

in   C&T’s  books, are  distant-past  compatible.  And 

C&T  happen  to  be,  as  they   acknowledge  at  the 

beginning of their books, Vedics. 
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The   Vedas may  not have  been  compatible  with 

the  Hebrew/Judaic  premise  of   Raiders of  the  Lost 

 Ark,  nor  with  the  Christian  premise  of   The  Last 

 Crusade, but they  do  fit in nicely  with the  Shiva & 

Kali-worship of  Temple of Doom. As for  the ancient 

“interdimensional  beings”  of   Kingdom  of  the 

 Crystal  Skull   who  collected  souvenirs  from   all  of 

humanity’s  ancient  civilizations,  this  [prehi]story 

exploded the religious premises of all three previous 

 Indiana  Jones  films,  leaving  us  finally   with  the 

protoancient  imparting  of  high   intelligence  to 

humans by a being or beings Not Of This Earth. 

So Dr. Henry  “Indiana” Jones, hoping perhaps to 

find  in  archæology   a  scholarly   haven  from  the 

horrors  of  World  War  I  and  other  early-20th-

century  perils  which   had  darkened  his  adolescent 

years,  could  scarcely   have  made  a  worse  career 

choice! 

Nevertheless, in late 1981, I  set out to  solve the 

 Secret of the Lost Ark. 

If I  were returning the fictional Ark to  plausible 

reality,  I  reasoned,  then  I  would  also  need  a  real 

Indiana  and  Marion  Jones  to  decipher that  secret. 

More  research  revealed  that  these  two  individuals 

had  not  sprung  extemporaneously   from   the 

imaginations of George Lucas and Steven Spielberg, 

but drew from  a variety  of previous inspirations. All 

that I  needed at DIA was to  follow these trails  even 

further  back, which brought the Joneses  very  much 

to life. 

The  renowned  fantasy   &  horror  author   H.P. 

Lovecraft was  fond  not only  of  using a  tantalizing 

mixture of real and fictional locations in his stories, 

but  of  inserting  some  of  his  close  friends  to 

adventure  within   them.  Feeling  that  the  Joneses 

might  need  and  enjoy   some  companionship, 
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particularly  in   respect  of  their  golden  years  [this 

was,  after  all, 1981!],  I  drafted  some  unsuspecting 

acquaintances.  As  high  U.S.  government  security 

clearances  were  prerequisite,  Lt.  Colonel  Dennis 

Mann  and  his  wife  Major  Karen  Revay   found 

themselves  the  bewildered  protagonists,  helped  at 

various  moments  of  need  by  other  mutual  chums 

possessing specialized knowledge. 

With the invaluable help of the DIA library, all of 

the  locations  through  which  our  four  explorers 

traveled are described accurately, indeed so much so 

that I have heard of more than a few readers’ ascent 

up  Martin  Bormann’s  brass  elevator  to  the 

Kehlsteinhaus  to  examine  the  concealed  repository 

behind the mural within its massive fireplace. [Well 

O.K.,  I  had  to  go  and  look  for  myself  too,  as 

photographed herein.]

Once more, however, Dr. Jones’ quest was to end 

in  personal  fulfillment  but  public  failure.  The 

present  Egyptian  Department  of  Antiquities  has 

either failed  to  find, or  refused  to  acknowledge any 

such  discoveries as are related here; nor, for reasons 

of  its  own, has the  Israeli government. And despite 

persistent  questioning  over  the  years,  Dennis  and 

Karen  doggedly  maintain  that  the  entire  account 

was purely fictional. 

Which  was  the  assumption  of  Don   Webb  and 

Stephen Flowers until 1998, when a startling lecture 

at the University  of Texas  shook their complacency. 

And now  it seemed that yet another famous religious 

icon, the Holy  Grail of Christianity, was in its turn to 

be  investigated  past what Lucasfilm  had  portrayed 

in 1989’s  Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade. 

Like the Ark of the Covenant, the Grail turns out 

to  be  considerably   more  mysterious  than  in  the 

Christian myth shown in the film. According to that 
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popular  tale, it was the cup from which Jesus Christ 

drank at the Last Supper, after which it was used by 

Joseph   of  Arimathea  to  catch  the  blood  of  the 

crucified  savior. It was  then sealed  and dispatched 

to  Britain,  where,  because  of  its  holy  qualities,  it 

became  the  object  of  an  intense  search   by   the 

knights of King Arthur’s Round Table. It was finally 

found by  Sir Perceval [or Sir  Galahad], whereupon it 

vanished from the Earth. 

Such is the version which has come to us via the 

Western Christian  tradition.  A  careful  examination 

into  the  source  material  of  the  Grail  legends, 

however, presents us with a far older, more complex 

myth-cycle. 

The roots of the Grail tradition are all but extinct. 

Various scholars have suggested its literary  origin in 

Persia,  Turkey, Egypt,  Syria, Phœnicia, Spain,  and 

even China and Mongolia. But it may  just as easily 

be  Celtic,  Irish,  or  Scandinavian.  We  are 

archæologists  only   incidentally,  however;  our 

present interest lies in the substance of the legend. 

Of  the  scores  of  books  which  touch  upon  the 

Grail, 79   one  of  the  most  excellent  is   The  Grail 

 Legend by  Emma Jung and Marie-Louise von Franz. 

Originally  published  for the  C.G.  Jung Foundation 

for  Analytical  Psychology,  it  approaches  the  Grail 

from a number of contrasting hypotheses. 

Jung identifies  three major histories of the Grail 

from  among  the  many   versions  that  have  been 

recorded. The eldest is Chrétien de Troyes’  Li Contes 

79  The definitive treatment of the symbolism  of the Grail [and 

many  other things] in the  Parsifal opera of  Richard Wagner  is 

Franz E. Winkler’s  For Freedom  Destined  (Garden City, New 

York:  Waldorf  Press  Publishers,  1974).  This  volume  also 

contains the definitive treatment of the symbolism  in Wagner’s 

 Ring cycle. 
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 del  Graal, a cycle of poems  written during the last 

half  of  the  12th  century   CE.  Slightly   later  came 

Robert  de  Boron’s   Roman  de  l’Estoire  dou  Graal 

(about  1180-1199),  a   3-part  saga  containing  the 

stories  of  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  Merlin,  and 

Perceval. Finally  there is  the best-known and  most 

elaborate  version,  Wolfram  von  Eschenbach’s 

 Parzival, completed in about 1207 CE. 

Although there  are  certain distinctions  between 

each  version,  the  basic  story  of  the  Grail  is  fairly 

consistent:

After  various  exploits  Sir  Perceval,  a  knight  of 

the  Round  Table,  finds  himself  at  the  edge  of  an 

unknown  river.  A  richly-garbed  fisherman  directs 

him   to  a  strange  castle,  which  materializes 

mysteriously  before  the  knight upon  his  approach. 

Upon  entering,  Perceval  is  welcomed  by  the  Grail 

King, who is revealed to be the fisherman as well. In 

his side is  an open wound which  will not close. The 

king presents Perceval with a sword and invites him 

to  dine. A procession enters the  hall, with  maidens 

carrying  the  Grail,  a  spear  that is  dripping  blood, 

and a finely-worked platter. Perceval fears to ask the 

meaning  of  these  curious  artifacts,  and  the  king, 

castle, and Grail vanish. An oracle tells  him  that his 

failure  to  inquire  into  the  meaning  of  the  Grail 

caused the castle to disappear, and that the king and 

kingdom  will  continue  to  suffer  until  Perceval  has 

found them again. 

After a series of adventures, Perceval again finds 

the  Grail  castle.  This  time  he  asks  the  proper 

questions,  and  the  king’s  wound  is  healed. 

Prosperity  returns to the kingdom, and the king dies 

naturally  a short time  later. Perceval then becomes 

the new King of the Grail. 
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In the Christian interpretation the  Grail was the 

cup  of  Christ,  while  the  spear  was  the  one  which 

wounded him  during the  crucifixion. No  significant 

meaning  is  ascribed  to  the  platter.  The  sword, 

according to one source, was originally  the sword of 

David, reworked by  Solomon, enchanted, and finally 

sent  via  a  magical  ship  to  Solomon’s  final 

descendant  for  use  in  the  Grail  quest.  The  four 


devices, according to  Cavendish, have  been used  to 

name the four suits of the Tarot deck. 

The  word  “grail” originated,  according to  some 

authorities,  in  the  Latin   gradale  (deep  plate  or 

bowl). Others  suggest  that it  is  derived  from  grele 

(hailstone),  and  consequently   there  is  some 

confusion as to whether the Grail is a cup or a stone. 

In de  Troyes  it is  described  only  as  a “vessel”;  de 

Boron  identifies  it  as  a  chalice;  von  Eschenbach 

pronounces it a stone:

They  [the Knights of the Grail] live from a stone of 

purest kind. 

If you do not know it, 

It shall here be named to you. 

It is called  lapsit exillis. 

This  curious  description  has  given  rise  to 

additional  conjecture.  One  authority  corrects  it  to 

 lapsit  ex  cœlis, a derivation  of  the  Greek term  for 

meteorites,  “stone  with   a  spirit”.  Various  legends 

depict  the  Grail  as  a   jewel  that  fell  from  Satan’s 

crown  during  the  war  in  Heaven,  while  von 

Eschenbach  relates that it was subsequently  guarded 

on  Earth  by  the   zwivelære  (doubters),  the  angels 

who took neither side in the conflict. 

Alchemists  will  immediately   suspect  another 

allusion  to  the  stone  Grail  -  the  famous 

Philosopher’s Stone. It is noteworthy  that the Stone 
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in  alchemy   is  identified  with  the  alchemical 

Mercurius,  a  being  of  dual  aspect  who  may   be 

identified  with  Baphomet.  According  to  Jung   the 

Philosopher’s  Stone  -  and  thus  the  Grail  -  is  “a 

matrix  in  which  the  archetype  of  the  self  is 

transformed”  [which  means  that  it  changes  your 

basic personality, in case you aren’t as Jung as you’d 

like to be]. An old text entitled  Allegoriæ Sapientum 

observes: “Thus our Stone, that is the flask of fire, is 

created from  fire.” The elemental of the Stone is the 

dragon,  which,  if  you’re  really   prone  to  wild 

speculation, brings  to  mind  the  name of  Perceval’s 

[and  Arthur’s]  ancestor,  Uther  Pendragon 

(“Dragon’s Head”). 

If, on the  other hand, the  Grail  is  considered  a 

cup,  variations  upon  the  theme  are  abundant 

throughout  mythology.  In  ancient  Egypt  the  vital 

fluids/organs  of  the  dead  were  buried  with special 

veneration in jars  bearing the  heads  of  Horus’ four 

sons. In  Orphic Gnosticism  reverence  was  given to 

the  Cup  of  Anacreon,  as  it  imparted  divine 

knowledge.  According  to  the  ancient  Persians,  all 

the world’s mysteries could be perceived in the Cup 

of  Jamshyd,  while  Mohammed,  during  one  of  his 

Astral  expeditions,  glimpsed  “a  goblet  of  greenish 

brilliance” illuminating  all of the  seven heavens. In 

the 3rd century  CE the Egyptian Gnostic Zosimos of 

Panopolis envisioned a cosmic altar in the form  of a 

shallow  bowl, “in which men in torment were being 

cooked to attain a state of spirituality”(!). 

In 1991  I  no  longer had  the resources  of  DIA to 

assist  me;  but  as  it  turned  out  those  of  the  U.S. 

Space  Command  at  Cheyenne  Mountain,  where  I 

was  now  assigned  as  a  Space  Intelligence  Officer, 

were very  helpful in  researching the notion that the 

actual  Grail  had  arrived  from  beyond  this  planet. 
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Although  the  occasional  noise  from  the  Stargate 

downstairs was distracting, I was able to pick up the 

trail of  the  Grail from its  disappearance  in ancient 

Britain,  following  it  to,  of  all  places,  California 

during the era of the Spanish  missions. And  finally 

to, as recounted, the suppressed and disavowed, but 

very   real  and  verifiable  original  Mission    La 

 Purisima  Concepción,  whose  forbidden  ruins 

concealed ... what? 

Few things  that I  have  written  have  gotten  me 

into  as much trouble  as   Secret  of  the Lost  Ark and 

 Grail  Mission.   Like  Dennis,  Karen,  Don,  and 

Stephen, I  have repeatedly  and emphatically  denied 

that they  are anything but fiction, but it seems there 

are  always  a  few  who  suspect  that  this  is  merely 

another   coverup  of  knowledge  too  shocking  and 

frightful to be entrusted to  the public. It is to finally 

dispel  such absurd  notions  that I  have written this 

Introcaution to the stories which now follow. [Note: 

 Secret of the Lost Ark is included as an Appendix to 

this  author’s   FireForce  (Sam  Francisco:  Barony  of 

Rachane, 2016).]

Rachane

San Francisco

February 2009
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I  traveled  to  the  city   of  Hollywood  ...  I  gave  a 

lecture at Hellhouse  of Hollywood ... I  mention these 

activities not as an example of  how keen I am, but as 

an  example  of  how  to  realize  a   working.  Quite  a 

February! 

- Don Webb

“Notes from Neheh” 

 Scroll of Set, April 1997

 11:38 PM, Saturday, January 4, 1997; home of Don 

 and Rosemary Webb, Austin, Texas:

“Don!” called  Rosemary  Webb. “Stephen on the 

phone -” 

“Coming,”  said her  husband, rubbing his  eyes as 

he hurried in from the study. Never get used to how 

fast time  flies  at a  computer keyboard, he thought. 

Rosemary   had  left  the  handset  on  the  chair;  he 

picked it up and stifled a yawn. [What time was it?]

“Stephen? Don here.” 
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The  measured  voice  of  Stephen   Flowers  came 

back at him. Always so deliberate, Don thought. But 

why a call at this time of night? 

“I’m sorry  to  phone so  late, but I  just found  out 

about a lecture at the campus  I  want to  drive  in to 

catch  tomorrow.  3   PM.  It’s  on  old  California 

archæology,  at  the  UTC,  and  you’ll  never  guess 

who’s  giving  it.”  He  paused,  evidently   enjoying 

himself. 

“O.K., I’ll bite. Who?” 

There  was  a rustle  of  paper at the other  end  of 

the  phone.  Stephen  cleared  his  throat  for   effect: 

“The  title  of  the  lecture  is  ‘The  Riddle  of  Drake’s 

Landing in California’ and the speaker is Marion R. 

Jones, M.A., Visiting Docent, J. Paul Getty  Museum 

of Santa Monica.” 

Don  spent  about  thirty  seconds  wondering  why 

he  -  or   Flowers  -  should  give  a   damn   about  Sir 

Francis  Drake  (particularly  at this  hour). Then  his 

mind  registered  what Stephen had  said. “Who  did 

you say she was? Did you say -” 

“Marion Jones.” 

“You  don’t  think  it’s  the  same  -  that  story   of 

Michael’s  -  I  mean,  that was  just  made  up,  right? 

Got to  be a  coincidence.” Don got a grip on himself, 

felt  foolish. I’ve  been  writing  too  much  fiction, he 

thought irritably. 

“Could  be,”   answered  Stephen.  “But  then  I’ve 

never   been  able  to  get  a  straight  answer  out  of 

Dennis  or  Karen,  or  Peter  Rivera  for  that  matter, 

about  Secret of the Lost Ark. And Michael just gives 

me that Cheshire Cat smile when I  ask him. But, you 

know,  Rebecca  Lance  told  me  last  year  that  she 

recalled  once  seeing  someone  who  she  thought 

looked  an  awful  lot  like  Harrison  Ford  at  Peter’s 

place in Oakland. She said she was just in and out, 
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and didn’t want to  put her foot in it if it were just a 

coincidence,  but  after  reading  that  narrative  a 

couple of years later she wasn’t so sure.” 

“What about Roland?” 

“Winkhart?  He  also  told  me  that  he  did  meet 

Dennis and Karen at the Munich  airport a  few  years 

ago, and that there were two  people with them that 

he  mistook  for Ford  and  Karen  Allen.  But  he  said 

that when he found  out they  weren’t, he  didn’t pay 

that much attention to them. He was busy  trying to 

get all of their ticketing straightened out.” 

“That’s two corroborations …” 

“Only  maybe. On the  other hand, tomorrow  we 

just might get something more.” 

“Or make fools of ourselves.” 

“Or that. By  your place about 2?  The worst that 

can happen is  that we’ll find out more than we ever 

wanted to know about Drake.” 

“I wouldn’t miss it.” 

 2:55 PM, Sunday,  January  5,  1997;  University  of 

 Texas, Austin:

Stephen  Flowers  found  a parking space  next  to 

the  LBJ  Library,  and  the  two  friends  strolled 

leisurely   across  the  campus  to  the  University 

Teaching  Center,  a  somewhat awkward  polygon  of 

white limestone and glass that clashed glaringly  with 

the  older   classical  architecture  adjoining  it.  Don 

decided  that  every  university  he’d  ever visited  had 

one building that didn’t fit with the prevailing style. 

Not all of them were such monstrosities, however. 

The  campus  was  still  on  holiday   break  and 

seemed  nearly   deserted.  Don   wondered  why  this 

lecture  had  been  scheduled  for  a  date  almost 

guaranteeing it modest attendance. 





- 268 -

The UTC’s inside was in keeping with its outside: 

oddly-shaped  classrooms,  out  of  sequence  door-

numbers. When Stephen pulled the door to  the hall 

open a crack, they  realized that the talk was already 

in   progress.  They   quietly   entered  and  took  seats 

near the back. 

The slender woman had turned away  from them, 

writing  some  dates  on  a  chalkboard  next  to  the 

lectern.  When  she  turned  back  to  look  at  her 

audience,  a  sudden  shiver  went  through  Don;  the 

resemblance  was  inescapable.  He  looked  sharply 

at Stephen and saw that he had caught it too. 

Don  turned  back  to  look  at  Marion  Jones.  He 

didn’t register anything she said yet. Thoughts were 

racing through  his brain, tumbling over one another. 

If she existed, then her husband existed, and that 

meant that  Aquino’s  story  was  true,  and  then  all 

that about the Ark and the Great Pyramid ... 
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He  shook his  head, took  a  deep  breath.  Not  so 

fast. Might still be a coincidence. Maybe we’ll be able 

to  talk  with  her  after  the  lecture.  He  tried  to  pay 

attention to what the woman was saying. 

Marion Jones examined the chalk dates she had 

written, and cleared her throat:

“The  story  of  Drake’s  visit  to  California 

began  in  1577.  Up  to  then  only   Ferdinand 

Magellan  had  successfully   circumnavigated 

the  globe, and  Queen  Elizabeth  was  looking 

for  ways  to  boost  English  sailing  prestige 

against that of Spain. Also  for some  stronger 

colonial links and  possibly  some  fattening of 

her treasury in the bargain. 

“So  she  commissioned  Drake,  already 

well-known  as  a  resourceful  seaman  and 

successful  ambusher,  to  take  five  ships  and 

sail  around  the  world  for  the  glory   of 

England. He  was  supposed  to  sign as  many 

treaties  as  possible  with  cultures  he  might 

encounter  en  route,  plunder  any   Spanish 

shipping that might be unfortunate enough to 

blunder into  him, and  try  to  find  the fabled 

northwest passage  from  the Pacific Ocean to 

the North Atlantic. 

“Heading down the eastern coast of South 

America towards Cape Horn, Drake managed 

to  lose  all  but  one  of  his  ships  through 

accident or  refusal of  the  crews  to  continue. 

On his  remaining  vessel,  the   Golden  Hinde, 

he  headed  up  the  Pacific  coast,  raided  the 

ports  of Valparaiso  and  Callao  de  Lima, and 

seized  a  Panama-bound  galleon  carrying 

treasure  from   Peru.  He  then  continued 

northward,  looking  for the  fabled  ‘Straits  of 
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Anian’  that  would  supposedly   offer   him  a 

shortcut back to England. 

“Drake  got as  far north  as  what is  today 

the  coast  of  Oregon,  whereupon  what  he 

colorfully   called  ‘vile,  thicke,  and  stinking 

fogges’  forced  him  to  turn  around.  Also  the 

 Hinde was  leaking, and he needed a  place  to 

rest his crew and make repairs. 

“On June  17, 1579  he  sailed  into  ‘a  faire 

and  good  Baye’, spent 36 days  repairing the 

leaking  ship,  treating  with  local  Miwok 

Indians,  and  exploring  the  countryside.  On 

July   23  Drake  sailed  westward  across  the 

Pacific, down through the Indian Ocean, and 

finally  back to  England in September of 1580 

to  a delighted  Elizabeth, whereupon he  was 

knighted ‘Sir Francis’. 

“This  all  seems  pretty   straightforward, 

except  that  Drake’s  log  books,  charts,  and 

journal  of  this  spectacular  journey  promptly 

disappeared into  the Tower  of London, never 

to  reappear. What we know of  the  voyage  is 

only   through  some  secondary   sources  of 

maddeningly-imprecise  references.  For 

instance  Richard  Hakluyt’s  1589  work   The 

 Principal  Navigations,  Voiages,  and 

 Discoveries  and  the  1628  work   The  World 

 Encompassed, published by  Drake’s  nephew. 

Both of these accounts were apparently  based 

on  fragments  of  memoranda by  one  Francis 

Fletcher, preacher of the  Hinde. But even the 

most  pertinent  parts  of  Fletcher’s  papers 

seem  to have been lost or destroyed upon the 

expedition’s return to England in 1580. 

“Even  more  curiously, a strained  tension 

seems  to  have  existed  between  the  captain 
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and  the  cleric  during  the  voyage.  In  the 

Harleian  Manuscript, reprinted in Vaux’ 1854 

edition of  The World Encompassed, Drake at 

one point ordered Fletcher chained to a hatch 

in  the forecastle of the  Hinde and cursed him 

in  front of the whole crew: ‘Francis Fletcher, I 

do  here  excommunicate  thee  out  of  the 

Church of God, and from all the benefits and 

graces  thereof,  and  I  denounce  thee  to  the 

Devil and his angels.’ Drake then forced him 

to  wear  a sign on his  arm:  ‘Francis  Fletcher, 

ye falsest knave that liveth’. 

“Drake’s  ostensible  reason for  his  voyage 

was to circumnavigate the globe for the glory 

of  England,  annoying  the  Spanish  and  of 

course  engaging  in  suitable  land-claiming 

and  opportunistic  piracy   along  the  way. 

Indeed  he  was  so  successful  in  these 

incidental  objectives  that  the  Spanish 

ambassador  to  England,  Don  Bernadin 

Mendoza,  protested  furiously   to  Elizabeth 

upon  Drake’s  return.  This,  by  the  way,  was 

assumed  to  be  the  reason  for  the  instant 

concealment  or   destruction  of  Drake’s 

records  -  but even after  Mendoza’s departure 

for Spain in 1583  the official silence persisted. 

After the  destruction of  the  Spanish Armada 

in  1588, there was  certainly  no  reason to  be 

further  concerned  about  Spain,  yet  only 

fragments  of  records  seemed  to  have 

survived.” 

Jones  paused,  sipped  briefly   from   a  glass  of 

water  on  the  lectern,  surveyed  her  audience,  and 

walked down the stairs at the edge of the stage. She 
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paced slowly  back and forth before the front row  of 

seats. 

“And  now  we  come  to  the  central 

question: What took Drake up the west coast 

of the Americas  almost all the way  to  what is 

today  the  Canadian  border?  Supposedly  he 

was searching for another ‘northwest passage’ 

to Europe - the rumored ‘Strait of Anian’. But 

he  never  took  the   Hinde  far   enough   away 

from  the  coast  to  conduct  such   a  search. 

Rather  he  doubled  back  on  his  course, 

entered that ‘faire and good Baye’ near 38°N 

latitude  -  which  we  know  today   as  San 

Francisco  Bay  -  and  encamped  for thirty-six 

days  at  a  site  in  the  north   bay   which  he 

named  ‘Nova  Albion’.  Supposedly   this  stay 

was  to  perform  repairs  on  the   Hinde  from 

storm  damage  in  the  southern  seas,  though 

one wonders why  he  would have  gone so  far 

north to do this. 

“While based at Nova Albion, Drake made 

at  least  one  expedition  into  the  land  to  the 

west  of  his  landing  -  toward  where  San 

Quentin and San Rafael are today  - and left a 

curiously-inscribed  brass  plate,  which  was 

discovered  on  a  hill  overlooking  the  site  in 

1936. 

“That plate resides today  in a glass case at 

the  University   of  California’s  Bancroft 

Library.  It  remains  our  only   clue  to  these 

unanswered  questions,  and  my  research  at 

the Getty  Museum  will involve subjecting the 

plate  to  some  of  the  latest  techniques  of 

scientific analysis with this in mind. 

“Thank you - are there any questions?” 
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By  unspoken agreement Stephen and Don waited 

patiently  until  the last of  the  audience  had  left the 

hall and Jones had returned to the stage to assemble 

her  notes.  Then  Don,  realizing  that  Stephen  was 

going  to  let  him  carry  this  particular  ball,  walked 

hesitantly up to her. She glanced up at him. 

“Mrs.  Jones?  My   name  is  Don  Webb,  and  I 

enjoyed your talk very much.” 

She  nodded,  smiled  politely/impatiently.  Webb 

sighed, then took the plunge. 

“I  think  we  have  some  mutual  friends  in 

California - Dennis Mann and Karen Revay?” 

The  smile  vanished,  replaced  by   a  flicker  of 

surprise and then a blank mask. 

Don continued: “I  understand that you and your 

husband  were  involved  in  an  archæological 

expedition with them  a few years ago ... to Germany 

and then to Egypt.” 

Marion Jones  still remained  silent, but her eyes 

shifted  to  Stephen,  who  had  joined  them   on   the 

stage. Don nodded in his direction:

“Mrs. Jones, Dr. Stephen Flowers, also -” 

“Flowers? The  Stephen  Flowers  of  the  rune 

books?” 

“The very same,” said Don smugly. 

“This  is  a pleasure,” said Marion. “Dr. Flowers, 

we have several of your books at home. My  husband 

Harry  swears  by  them, says  he  can always  tell in a 

minute  when  he  comes  across  real  archæologist 

blood.  In  contrast  to  all  the  stay-on-old-ground 

academic armadillos.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Stephen  with  a  slight  bow. 

“Coming from  him, that’s  very  nice  to  hear. I  know 

the  Manns  too,  and  therefore  something  of  your 

husband’s and your own, um, ‘breakthroughs’ in  the 

field.” 
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Marion  laughed  shortly.  “There’ve  been  more 

than a  few  of those. My  back still hurts from  the one 

in Tanis.” 

“Dennis and Karen haven’t been running around 

talking about you,” Don broke in. “Another friend of 

theirs, fellow named Aquino, wrote up an account of 

their  trip  with  you,  but  everyone’s  sure  it’s  just  a 

prank  of  fiction.  Stephen  and  myself  too,  frankly, 

until we walked in the door just now.” 

“What  else  could  it  be?”  said  Marion  wryly. 

Who’d believe  it? So  buy  me coffee -  there  is some 

place around here, right? - and tell me what I can do 

for you.” 

An hour later, at a small table in a cafe near the 

campus, Marion had fielded the last of Stephen and 

Don’s  questions  concerning the  events  of   Secret  of 

 the Lost  Ark. And  concerning her husband. “Indy’s 

back in North Carolina,” she said. “I’ll give you each 

three guesses.” 

Stephen caught it on the first try. “What he was 

talking about in Berchtesgaden - the Grail.” 

“Bingo.  That  third  Lucas  movie  got him  going, 

got under his skin. His  initial premise  was  that it - 

whatever  it  is,  cup,  stone,  talisman -  was  secreted 

away  somewhere  in central  Europe,  perhaps  found 

by  Himmler’s   Ahnenerbe  expeditions  and  taken  to 

the Wewelsburg. Otto Rahn and so  forth. Dead end. 

I mean, we found out lots of interesting  tidbits about 

the  Wewelsburg and  Ahnenerbe  research, but it all 

went off in other directions. Not the Grail. 

“Then Indy  decided to take a  shot at the various 

legends  saying  the  Grail  went  to  England,  or  was 

found in England. Remember, we’re not necessarily 

talking  about  a  Christian-cup  thing,  but  an  event 

about a so-far-unidentified object or artifact. 
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“But of course no Grail has surfaced anywhere in 

Britain  -  and  not  because  the  British   themselves 

haven’t taken an intense interest in that legend.” 

“Does this have anything to do with your work in 

California?” said Don. “With Drake?” 

“Bingo  again.  Indy’s  researches  in  the  British 

Museum  brought up  some cryptic references in the 

papers  of Dee - John Dee -  which might have been 

about  the  Grail.  Personally   I’m   not  holding  my 

breath;  it’s  pretty   vague  stuff,  and  Indy   may   be 

jumping  to  conclusions.  Grail-on-the-brain,  you 

know. 

“Anyway,  he  noticed  that  before  Drake  left  on 

this voyage - the one that took him  by  California  - he 

spent rather a lot of  time  with Dee, supposedly  to 

confer   on  the  contents  of  Dee’s  1577   work   The 

 Perfect Art of Navigation. 

“This  was  a  time  of  considerable  tension  in 

England, because of the growing Spanish threat that 

would  culminate  a  few   years  later   in  the  Great 

Armada. 

“Indy  thinks that if the Grail existed as one of the 

most guarded and valued treasures of the monarchy, 

Elizabeth might have  decided  to  send  it  out of  the 

country   to  prevent  its  discovery   in  any   Spanish 

invasion. The   Hinde’s  odd  detour to  California has 

him  wondering whether Dee  and  Drake  decided  to 

take it - and hide it - there. 

“So when this job offer came along from Getty, I 

took it to give him  the benefit of the doubt. Gives me 

all the direct research access I  need, for instance to 

that very  interesting brass plate. Meanwhile I  don’t 

mind  wintering  in  Santa  Monica  instead  of  North 

Carolina.” 

Stephen  took  a  thoughtful  sip  of  coffee,  leaned 

back in his chair. 
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“Well, let me try  out a thought of  mine on you. 

From  the slide of that plate you showed during your 

lecture, its inscription - the letters, I mean -  were all 

chiseled into the brass with angular cuts.” 

“That’s right. So?” 

“So  a thin sheet  of  brass  is  not that difficult  to 

engrave. So  Drake,  or one  of  his  ship’s  craftsmen, 

could  have  produced  a  more  flowingly-inscribed 

artifact, something more suitable as a monument to 

Elizabeth or England.” 

The  ghost of  a smile  stole  across  Don’s  face.  “I 

do believe I see where this is going.” 

Marion  looked  from  one  of  them  to  the  other. 

“Well, I sure don’t.” 

“Go ahead, Don.” 

“It was  the  Manns’ account of  the  events  at the 

Oakland base warehouse that gave me the clue. The 

inscription hidden  behind,  or  concealed  within  an 

apparent one.”  Don turned to face Marion, hooked a 

thumb  in   his  friend’s  direction.  “Runes-on-the-

brain. One of the emphases  of  Stephen’s books  has 

been the chiseling -  the angled cuts. So  you show 

him  a  chiseled  inscription  that  didn’t  need  to  be, 

shouldn’t  have  been,  he  starts  wondering  if 

something else is hiding in there. Am I right?” 

Stephen nodded. “But in answer to the question 

you’re  about  to  ask, no, I  don’t see  anything from 

this slide, but it’s pretty  superficial quality. I’d have 

to  take  a  more  extensive  look  at the  original from 

that premise.” 

“And  then  it’s  not  in  the  best  shape,”  said 

Marion. “The plate sat in the bushes above Point San 

Quentin  for  354  years  collecting  seagull  poop  and 

teethmarks from passing raccoons.” 

“If  you’re  taking  this  back  to  a Drake-and-Dee 

conspiracy,” added Don, “then you’re going to have 
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to  consider  the  code angle too. Dee  wrote much of 

his serious stuff in cipher.” 

Marion  Jones  sighed. “Great.  I  don’t suppose  I 

could  coax  the  two  of  you  into  taking  a  trip  to 

Berkeley with me, could I?” 

Don  Webb  rose  and  bowed.  “Where  the 

advancement of science is  concerned, how could we 

possibly decline?” 

 10:15  AM,  Thursday,  January  23,  1997;  Bancroft 

 Library, University of California, Berkeley:

The  display   case  containing  the  brass  plate 

stared back at the three of them. 

“We’re going to  need to  take a look at it without 

that glass in the way,” said Stephen. 

“The Getty  already  cleared the way  for  that,” said 

Marion.  “This  afternoon  in  the  lab.  We’ve  got 

permission  to  photograph  it,  and  to  touch it  with 

surgical gloves, but not to use any  liquids on it, heat 
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it,  pick  it  up.  Really.  Someone  from  the  Curator’s 

office  will probably  be  right there  to  peer over our 

shoulders.” 

“That’s  O.K.,” said Stephen. “I’m  not looking for 

anything high-tech here. And  obviously  not on the 

back. But from  what I can see already, we just might 

be  on to  something.  Notice  the  ‘R’s, ‘B’s, ‘P’s?  The 

doubling? And look at those  ‘N’s. The ‘A’s, ‘Y’s, etc. 

are normally  angled, but the ‘N’s are all crossbarred. 

Those are  uruz-runes. Look at the ‘S’s;  sowilo-runes. 

“Unless  there  are  some  faint strikeovers  I  can’t 

see, that’s it. I really  need an X-ray  of the carvings. 

But my  first guess  is that we’re facing something in 

code, all right. The key  has something to do with the 

number  or  placement  of  the  runic  symbols,  and 

possibly the doubled letters.” 

“I’ll check with the  office. If  we’re  lucky, they’ll 

have X-ray prints somewhere in the files.” 

 2 : 5 2  P M , T h u r s d a y ,  J a n u a r y  2 3 ,  1 9 9 7 ; 

 photographic  laboratory,  Department  of  Physics, 

 University of California, Berkeley:
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“What  we’ve  got  here,”  said  Stephen,  “is  a 

mixture of runes, black letter, and Roman  letter. For 

instance, those ‘M’s  and ‘N’s  are what you’d find  in 

Chaucer, and the ‘D’s and certain other of the ‘N’s in 

the   Magna  Charta.  Then  there  are  unique 

monograms,  such as  the  superimposed  ‘CG’  before 

Drake’s  name,  possibly   standing  for   his  rank  of 

‘Captain General’.” 

“So are we left with the inscription as it is?” said 

Marion. 

“Seems  to  me,”  said  Don,  “that  the  mixture  of 

these three writing devices  suggests  a  code of some 

sort.  Otherwise  why  mix  them   at  all?  Why  not  a 

uniform   style?  And  there’s  something  else  that 

jumps out at me. Notice that phrase ‘By  the grace of 

God ...’?” 

The others looked at him blankly. 

“You may  not  know  this,”  continued  Don,  “but 

English  commoners  of  that  day  did  not  normally 

presume to  do  anything ‘by  the grace of God’. You 

might expect Elizabeth to have used such  a phrase, 

but not Drake - who was not even knighted until he 

returned to England following this  voyage. Unless 

there were something in his action which he felt the 

direct result of her command.” 

“Now   that  you  mention  it,”  said  Marion,  “I 

noticed  something  similar  in  Dee’s   Perfect  Art  of 

 Navigation. It jumped out at me for much that same 

r e a s o n  -  t h a t  i t  s e e m e d  s o  o d d l y ,  w e l l , 

presumptuous:  ‘Then,  By   Gods  grace,  we  may 

(comfortably) thus  Answere  this  first  Dowt,  In the 

name of the whole Body Politicall.’” 

Stephen shrugged his shoulders. “This is all very 

tantalizing, but unfortunately  I  don’t see that we are 

any   the  closer   to  discovering  a  ‘hidden  message’ 

here, if indeed there is one. Let’s assume for the sake 
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of  argument  that  Drake  was  using  some  kind  of 

code -  perhaps  one  of Dee’s, as  we  know he  was  a 

prize  hog  for codes  and  ciphers.  But  we’d  have  to 

know which one of Dee’s codes Drake was using, to 

say nothing of why.” 

“At  least,”  countered  Don,  “you’ll  grant  that  it 

looks as though something were coded here?” 

“I  think  we  can  go  beyond  ‘possibility’  to 

‘probability’,”  said  Marion.  “But  I  fear   Stephen’s 

right. Absent some kind of key, we’re at a dead-end.” 

“Perhaps,”  mused  Don,  “we  could  approach  it 

from  the  ‘other  end’,  so  to  speak.  If  Drake  took 

something  -  let’s  be  optimistic  and  suppose  your 

Grail  -  ashore  to  hide  it, leaving  the  brass  plate  as 

some sort of coded guide to it ... O.K., we know that 

the English never  came back here. They  just founded 

colonies on the east coast, beginning with  Roanoke 

some  six  years  later,  then  Jamestown,  then  what 

ultimately   became  the  famous  Thirteen  Colonies. 

But never back  to  Drake’s  ‘Nova Albion’.  I  mean, 

here’s all of this virgin west coast - a major doorway 

to the Asian trade markets -  and the English would 

not return to it. Smell a rat here?” 

“You’re  saying,” said  Marion, “that they  wanted 

to rid themselves of the Grail permanently?” 

“If it’s the Grail,” broke in  Stephen. “Remember, 

this could be something else entirely.” 

“Here I have to fall back on Indy’s research,” said 

Marion. “Remember  that he said  that he’d found a 

trail to  the  English  royal  house  and thence to  Dee, 

just before  Dee’s  sudden, intensive  round  of  secret 

conferences  with Drake, just before  this  expedition 

of  Drake’s.  And  then it’s  as  though all  trace  of  the 

Grail just vanished from English history entirely.” 

“Well then,” said Don, “Who came here next?” 
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“That  would  have  been  the  Spanish,”  said 

Marion. “The Russians didn’t make  it down this far 

from  the  north.  The  Spanish  California  Missions. 

The first one in this area was the one in what would 

later become San Francisco -  San Francisco de Asís, 

founded in 1776.” 

“I  thought  it  was  called  ‘Mission  Dolores’,” 

countered Stephen. 

“No, that was sort of a nickname it got later on,” 

said  Marion offhandedly.  “Because  of  the  blight  of 

illness  and  death  and  Indian desertions  that hung 

over it for the  next forty  years  ...” She  stopped and 

stared at them. “You don’t just suppose -” 
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“-  That they  found it?” smiled Don. “And that it 

proved  to  be  a dangerous  discovery, as  the English 

apparently had decided two hundred years earlier?” 

“Looks  like  your next stop  is  Mission  Dolores,” 

chuckled Stephen. “Unfortunately  I’m going to have 

to go back to Texas at this point - got too many  irons 

in the fire back there, as usual.” 

Don looked glum. “And I can’t take more time off 

either  -  I’ve  got  some  lecture  and  interview 

engagements in Los  Angeles  coming up at the turn 

of the month. And between now  and then I’ve got to 

stop back by Austin and get ready for them.” 

“That’s  O.K.,” said  Marion. “If you  hadn’t come 

up here with me, I’d have no  leads at all. Besides, if 

there’s any  record at Dolores, it would probably  be a 

fairly  straightforward  kind  of  thing.  I  don’t  figure 

the padres  writing in code! What I’m gambling on 

is simply  that they  might have  left records of some 

‘device’ or ‘relic’ that would be significant to me, but 

obviously not to previous Mission historians. 

“But shoot, the Getty’s  down  in L.A. too, and I’ll 

probably  have found either something or nothing by 

the time you’re giving your lecture, Don. So  I’ll just 

plan on seeing you there. Where’s it going to be?” 

“Place  called  ‘Hellhouse  of  Hollywood’,”  said 

Don. “No, really,” he  added, seeing the  look on her 

face,  “it’s  a   quite  respectable  bookstore  and 

museum. I mean, it’s - well, you’d really  have to see 

it for yourself.” 

Marion  looked  at  him   skeptically.  “Why   am  I 

suddenly  getting that ‘here I  go again’ feeling?” Her 

eyes suddenly  twinkled. “Oh, all right. Can I bring a 

guest?” 
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 7:00 PM, Saturday, February 1, 1997;  Hellhouse of 

 H o l l y w o o d ,  6 6 6 6  H o l l y w o o d  B o u l e v a r d , 

 Hollywood, California:

It  was  Don  Webb’s  first  visit  to  Hellhouse, 

though  he had heard about it from the Schrecks and 

seen  the  photos  they  had  sent  him.  But  nothing 

quite prepared him for the reality. First, of course, it 

was  located right in the middle of  the most volatile 

part  of  Hollywood  Boulevard  -  Frederick’s  to  one 

side, the  Scientologists  to  the other. Legions  of the 

crazed  paraded  up  and  down  the  sidewalk,  some 

excitedly,  some  in  a  daze,  as  though  walking  the 

Boulevard  automatically   sent  one  into  an 

somnambulistic trance. Maybe, thought Don, if you 

stay  around  here  long  enough, it becomes  like  the 

“Hotel California” song, and you can never  get away, 

will just keep drifting back to  endlessly  wander the 

“Boulevard of Broken Dreams”. 

Hellhouse  itself  also  defied  easy   description 

when he walked into it. It was “sort of” a bookstore, 

“sort of”  a museum, “sort of”  an occult artifact shop 

-  but all  of  these  were  mixed  together in its  single 
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high-ceilinged hall. It was the kind of place to keep a 

visitor or browser “off balance”, he thought. Wonder 

how people will handle my talk in a setting like this? 

Several rows of chairs  had been arranged to face 

a  Gothic-leering  lectern,  and  Nikolas  and  Zeena 

Schreck  had  begun  to  circulate  among  the 

assemblage, announcing the start of the lecture. Don 

walked to  the  lectern and  began  to  thumb  through 

his notes, then jumped as a door behind him  banged 

shut. 

“Jesus,”  said  the  man  who  had  just  barged 

through   it.  “I  thought  I’d  seen  just  about  every 

bizarre  thing  on  the  planet,  and  now  Christopher 

Lee’s showcasing me axe-murderers in the dark! Are 

you sure - ?” 

“Indy,”  hissed  Marion  Jones,  “will  you  please 

just shut up,  sit  down, and  listen  to  the  nice  man 

talk?” 
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 9:30  AM,  Sunday,  February  2,  1997;  Hamburger 

 Hamlet, 6914 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood:

Breakfast was  already  bad, thought Don. It was 

bad  because  here  he  was,  sitting  across  the  table 

from Indiana  Jones -  right  below a  giant mural of 

Harrison Ford as Indiana Jones! This is a joke, and 

the Schrecks - Don glowered at Nikolas, Zeena, and 

Bob  Moffatt  -  the others  at  the  table  -  are  in on  it 

too, and all I can do is play  along with it and wait to 

be sucker-punched. But how could they  get someone 

like Harrison Ford to do this? 

Zeena, on the  other hand, was  enjoying herself. 

It had  been she  who  had suggested  the  restaurant, 

and  of  course  because  of  the  mural  -  guessing  just 

the effect it would have. Across the ceiling a gigantic 

Steven  Spielberg  examined  them   all  critically, 

setting them up for the next scene in the movie. “So, 

Dr. Jones, what did you think of Hellhouse?” Zeena 

asked brightly. 
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“It grows  on you,” the  man in the  leather jacket 

admitted  to  her.  “First  impression  is  just  more 

Hollywood-shock;  obviously   you  have  to  do 

something really  extreme  to  get people’s  attention 

around  here -” he waved his  hand in a  circle “- but 

what you two put together does have a  subtle cut of 

elegance  to  it.  The  museum  in the  back -  ‘Walk  of 

Fire’, you call it? - is a case in point. First it just jars 

you. Then you start wondering why  those particular 

exhibits, why  the lighting effects, and of course why 

all the trouble to get someone like Lee to  narrate it. 

Then  the  sit-up-in-bed-later  feeling  that you  were 

the exhibit and they were the watchers.” 

Nikolas  allowed  himself  a  slow  grin.  “The  idea 

was never to just ‘open a shop’. What do  you think, 

Don?” 

“I  had  a  great  time  at  Hellhouse.  Everybody 

seemed  to  like  the  lecture,  and  that made  me  feel 

good  too. But today -  well, frankly  I’ve  never had 

breakfast with someone right out of a movie before - 

no offense, Dr. Jones - and I’m  sort of trying to get a 

grip on this.” 

Indiana Jones smiled, glanced over his  shoulder 

at  the  giant  mural.  “And  yet isn’t  it  an  interesting 

commentary  on human behavior that here I am, and 

there  that  is,  and  we’re  surrounded  by   people 

here,  and  not  one  of  them   has  noticed  a  damn 

thing? People  see pretty  much what they  expect  to 

see,” he continued, “and the flip side of that is that if 

you  see  something  you  don’t   expect,  you  have  a 

strong tendency to blank it out, so to speak.” 

“You should  be  familiar  with that, Don,” added 

Bob Moffatt. “I  mean, in terms  of your own stories, 

which often  flip the  reader back and forth between 

the real and the surreal.” 
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Don  sighed.  “I’m sorry, I  don’t  mean  to  sound 

naïve about all this. I mean, I did talk to Dennis and 

Karen, and  of  course Stephen and  I  both met your 

wife. It’s  just that it’s  somehow ‘all worse’ with  you 

yourself here. And Zeena, I’ve decided I  am  going 

to owe you one for the murals.” 

“Murals?”  she  asked  in  surprise.  “Oh, those 

murals. But it isn’t really  any  worse than hunting the 

‘Holy  Grail’, is  it?  Dr. Jones, you  were  going to  tell 

us more about what your wife found.” 

The  archæologist  folded  his  hands  together, 

looked at them all thoughtfully. 

“Marion went  to  that mission in San Francisco, 

spent  a  few  days  looking  through   faded  Spanish 

manuscripts  about  crops  and  Indian  conversions 

and  so  on. Then   she found what was  apparently  a 

list of items being sent to the Pueblo of Los Angeles 

on one of the regular pack-trains that used to run up 

and  down  the  mission  chain.  On  the  list  was  the 

‘English fire’ or  ‘English light’ - something like that, 

she  couldn’t  be  sure  of  the  translation  -  and 

something  like  a  prayer  against  harm   or  a  curse 

written next to  it. That was all. Today  she’s down at 

the  Times archives, looking for anything interesting 

about the Pueblo. I’ll phone her there at noon. In the 

meantime, I’d like to go over to the place and have a 

look around.” 

“We  can  drive  you there  right  after  breakfast,” 

said Zeena. “It’s not that far  away. But I wouldn’t get 

my   hopes  up.  You’re  not  going  to  see  anything 

remotely resembling an original Spanish fort.” 

 10:18  AM, Sunday, February 2, 1997;  Avila Adobe, 

 Olvera Street, El Pueblo de Los Angeles:
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“ R e c o n s t r u c t e d , ”  s a i d  J o n e s  i r r i t a b l y . 

“Everything’s reconstructed -  or just destroyed  to 

make  that  promenade  outside.  This  adobe  was 

originally  built in 1818, which  is within that 40-year 

window  of  the  problems  at  the  San  Francisco 

mission, but it was just another residence, and not a 

very   important  one  at  that.  We’ve  no  reason 

whatever  to  think that the, um, ‘object’  would have 

been brought here.” 

“The  only  other  building  here  going  back  that 

far,” said Nikolas, “is the church across the market - 

‘Our Lady Queen of Angels’. 

If some sort of religious artifact were being sent 

here  from  the  mission,  wouldn’t  it have  been  sent 

there?” 

“If  it  had,  it  could  scarcely  have  been  kept  a 

secret - or even preserved there this long, what with 

all the activity there.” 

“Churches  have  crypts  and  basements  ...” 

suggested Zeena. 

“As  it happens,” said  Bob, “I  can help you out a 

bit there. Back in the, ahem, days of my  youth when 
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I  was  studying for the  Catholic priesthood,  I  spent 

quite  a lot of time  at this  church, helping out with 

some  of  their  community   and  maintenance  work. 

Indy’s right - almost. It’s pretty  much  a bare, simple 

building.” 

“‘Almost’?” prompted Nikolas. 

Moffatt led them over  to  the window. “See  that 

bell  tower  to  the  left  of  the  church?  Below  it  is  a 

small cellar where  we kept tools  for grounds  work. 

Over  in  one  corner  of  the  floor  was  a trap-door.  I 

remember it because  when you  see  something like 

that  in  a basement,  it’s  normally  wood, usually  to 

plumbing  or  utilities,  you  know.  But  this  one  was 

iron, and from the looks of it quite old.” 

“What was under it?” said Zeena. 

“Don’t  know  -  I  never  opened  it  up,  never had 

any  reason to. I  think  I  mentioned  it to  one of the 

priests  once,  and  he  said  that  it was  probably  just 

access  to  some  old  sewer  system.  I  gathered  that 

none  of  them  had  ever  thought  it worth bothering 

with.” 

“Time to  call Marion,” said Jones, looking at his 

watch. “I’ll use the phone in the office over there.” 

“While he’s  doing that,” said  Don to  Bob, “Let’s 

go over to the church and see if the tower’s open and 

the  cellar  still  the  way  you  remember  it.  Nikolas, 

Zeena -  you wait for Dr. Jones, and let’s all meet at 

those benches in the plaza park in twenty  minutes or 

so.” 

 10:56  AM,  Sunday,  February  2,  1997;  The  Plaza, 

 beside the statue of Felipe de Neve, across from Our 

 Lady  Queen  of  Angels  Church,  Olvera  Street,  El 

 Pueblo de Los Angeles:
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“Well,  this  is  seriously  strange,”  said  Jones. 

“Here’s what Marion just faxed over from the  Times 

archives  -  a  page  from  a  book  by  Mike  Marinacci 

named  Mysterious California. Listen to this:

Deep  beneath  the  heart  of Los Angeles’  financial 

district,  hundreds  of  feet  below  the  huge  downtown 

edifices  that  house  banks,  corporate  offices,  and 

government  agencies,  lies  another  city  remembered 

only in  obscure Indian  legends, an  underground world 

built  by  a  strange  race  that  vanished  five  thousand 

years ago. 

At  least  that’s  what  mining  engineer  W.  Warren 

Shufelt  claimed in the  January 29, 1934  Los Angeles 

 Times.  According  to  reporter  Jean  Bosquet,  Shufelt 

was  ready to  dig up  downtown L.A. in search  of this 

ancient subterranean civilization. 

Shufelt had first heard of the city in  a  Hopi  legend 

about “the Lizard People”. They were a  fabled lost race 

who had built thirteen  great underground cities on the 

Pacific  Coast  after   a  huge  holocaust  swept  the 

southwest  back around  3000  B.C.  The  subterranean 

settlements  were  constructed  to  shelter  the  tribe 

against  future  disasters,  and  housed  a   thousand 

families  each,  along  with  stockpiles  of  food.  As  the 

story  has  it,  they   bored  out  the  tunnels  of  their 

subsurface  homes  with   a  “chemical   solution”  that 

melted solid bedrock.  Among  other  things, the  Lizard 

People  possessed  troves   of  golden   tablets  that 

chronicled  their   race’s  history,  the  origin  of 

humankind,  and  the  story   of   the  world  back  to 

creation. 

A  Hopi  chief told Shufelt that the  vanished race’s 

capital  city was located  under present-day  downtown 

Los Angeles. After surveying the area, Shufelt showed 

up on  the  Banning property at  North Hill Street and 

sank a 350-foot shaft straight down,  digging for  what 

he  said  was  a  “treasure  room”  directly   underneath. 

Shufelt  said  he  had  located  gold  in   the  catacombs 

below with the aid of his “radio X-ray”. 

This  peculiar  instrument,  which   was  a   sort  of 

glorified  dowsing pendulum,  had also  helped  Shufelt 

map  the  location  and  extent  of  the  underground 

tunnels. He said that the subterranean city  was  shaped 

like  a giant  lizard, with the  tail  tapering  out beneath 
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the  Central  Library  and  the  head  in  the  vicinity  of 

Chavez Ravine (now Dodger Stadium). The “key  room” 

- the chamber  that contained the  map of the  city  and 

the  directory   to  the  golden  tablets  -  lay   several 

hundred  feet  under  the  present site  of Times-Mirror 

Square. Shufelt also claimed that he’d traced passages 

stretching  to  the  region   around  the  Southwest 

Museum,  and  said  that  ventilation  tunnels  extended 

westward, opening at the Pacific Ocean. 

“And?” said Don. 

“And  -  nothing!  There  was  nothing  further  in 

the  Times archives about Shufelt or his dig. If it had 

turned out to  be a  hoax, you’d  think there would at 

least have been an editorial snicker  about that. But 

nothing  at  all.  Marion  looked  up  “tunnels”  in  the 

index  and  did  find  some  later passing  mention  of 

some odd tunnels underneath this part of town, but 

she says they  were apparently  dismissed as the work 

of  smugglers  hiding illegal  Chinese  laborers  in the 

19th Century.” 

“I  don’t know,”  said  Nikolas  doubtfully. “In the 

early   1950s  they   dug  up  Chavez  Ravine  to  build 

Dodger  Stadium  there.  They  would  certainly  have 

had  to  dig  pretty   deep  to  lay   the  stadium 

foundations, yes?  And apparently  no  Lizard  People 

tunnels ...” 

“One  of  the  lessons  of  archæology,” said  Jones, 

“is that old locations and later maps or  directions to 

them  rarely  coincide. This fellow Shufelt might have 

been  telling  the  truth  about  the  Hopi  legend,  but 

went off the track with some crazy  ‘dowsing’ gadget 

and  wasted  digging. But here  come  your  friends  ... 

So what did you two find?” 

“Nothing’s  changed  at  all,”  said  Bob,  easing 

himself  onto  a bench. “The door  to  the bell tower’s 

open,  the  little  stairwell  to  the  cellar  too,  and  the 

trapdoor’s still over there in the corner.” 
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“Better  yet,”  added  Don,  “we  found  a couple  of 

flashlights  and  a  Coleman  lantern  down  there  on 

one of the shelves. So what are we waiting for?” 

 11:55 AM, Sunday, February 2, 1997; The bell tower 

 cellar,  Our  Lady  Queen  of  Angels  Church,  Olvera 

 Street, El Pueblo de Los Angeles:

“Whatever’s  -  hiding  under  -  there  -  doesn’t 

want - to come out - without a fight!”  panted Don as 

the four men strained to raise the iron trapdoor. 

“Explains  why   nobody’s  disturbed  it  before,” 

agreed Nikolas through gritted teeth. 

“It’s  moving  now,”  said  Bob  -  then  with  a 

screech  of protest from the ancient hinges, the hatch 

gave way; they  jumped  back as  it swung over  to  hit 

the floor behind them with a dull clang. 

“Phew!” said Zeena. “What a smell!” 

Jones  winced  his  agreement. “At least we know 

no  one  else  has  been down  here  for  quite  awhile. 

Bring the flashlights over, and let’s see what’s down 

there.” 

The  beams  from   the  two  flashlights  played 

through   the  dusty   haze  below,  dimly   illuminated 

what appeared to be a subcellar  of roughly  the same 

size  as  the  room  they  were  standing  in.  A  wooden 

ladder descended  from  the  hatchway  about twenty 

feet  to  its  dirt  floor.  Around  the  edges  of  the 

subcellar were scattered haphazardly  what appeared 

to be a number of old wooden boxes - too small to be 

coffins, Don decided with relief. 

“Bob,  since  you   have  some  credentials  around 

here, I  think it would  be  a good  idea for you to  go 

back  to  the  bell tower  door  and  keep  an  eye  out,” 

said  Jones.  “Keep  any  wandering  visitors  away.  If 
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someone  official  from  the  church shows  up  -  well, 

just think of something.” 

Moffatt laughed. “‘It’s O.K., father, I just brought 

some friends by to dig up your cellar.’?” 

“Something  like  that.  Say   we’re  from  the  gas 

department  checking  a  reported  gas-leak. 

Whatever.” 

“O.K., ‘gas leak’ it is, but you’d better be ready  to 

explain  the  leather  jacket  and  fedora  instead  of  a 

Southern  California  Edison  uniform,”   grinned 

Moffatt, heading back up the stairs. 

Jones turned  back to  the others. “Don, you  and 

Nikolas  go  on  down,  take  a  look  at  those  boxes. 

Better put on these gardening gloves so you don’t get 

cut  on  something.  Zeena,  see  if  you  can  get  that 

Coleman going  to  pass  down to  them.  I’ll  keep  an 

eye out from here in case we get company.” 

Don stuck one of the flashlights through  his belt 

and gingerly  began to descend the ladder. The wood 

felt oddly  light, with the whole ladder quivering each 

time  he  took  another  step  down.  Even  more 

strangely,  as  he  reached  the  bottom,  he  felt  a 

noticeable current of air flowing through the  room. 

He played the flashlight over in its  direction, saw a 

crude opening about the size of a large window cut 

into  the  wall  -  then  tumbled  to  the  floor  as 

something heavy crashed against his shoulder. 

The ladder, apparently, was more decayed than it 

had  appeared  at first glance. It had  survived  Don’s 

descent,  but as  soon as  Nikolas  was  about halfway 

down,  the  ancient  wood  had  finally  disintegrated, 

hurling him to  the floor in a rain of rotten splinters 

and  dust.  Fortunately  Don’s  body  had  broken  his 

fall. 

“I’m all  right,” said  Nikolas  as  Don  helped  him 

up, then called  up  to  the  two  anxious  faces  above: 
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“We’re  going to  need  another ladder, or  a  rope,  to 

get out of here.” 

“I’ll  go  find  something,”  answered  Jones. 

“There’s some  clothesline  here, but it’s  too  thin for 

you to climb.” 

“I  can lower the  Coleman with it anyway,”  said 

Zeena. “Are you sure you’re both O.K.?” 

“Nothing  busted,”  answered  Don,  gingerly 

massaging  his  shoulder.  “Just  reminds  me  why   I 

never   took  to  football.”  He  reached  out  for  the 

Coleman coming down on the clothesline, then held 

it up  for  a better look around the subcellar. Nikolas 

was  already  examining the  boxes; after four  or five 

impatient  mumbles,  he  suddenly   beckoned  Don 

over. 

“Bring the lantern closer; look at this!” 

Jammed  between two  of  the  wooden  cases  was 

what  seemed  to  be  the  remains  of  a  leather   box, 

about  two  feet  square,  mostly   disintegrated, 

retaining its  shape  only  because of two  vertical and 

two  horizontal  bands  of  some  heavily-corroded 

metal,  perhaps  badly-tarnished  brass  or  copper. 

“Look there,” pointed  Nikolas, “at the  mark on the 

top band.” 

“I’ll  be  damned,”  said  Don   -  then  got  up  and 

walked  back  over  to  stand  to  directly  beneath  the 

hatchway  above:  “Zeena, there’s  a case  down  here 

with  the same kind of writing on it that I saw on the 

Drake  brass  plate.  Can’t  make  it  out  -  it’s  too 

corroded. But lower  the  line,  and  we’ll send  it up. 

Maybe Indy can make something of it.” 

When  they  gingerly  picked  the  remains  of  the 

box  up,  they   noticed  a  small  parchment  roll, 

evidently  somewhat newer  than the leather,  sitting 

inside  on  the  base,  which   was  completely  of  the 

corroded  metal.  Fearing  it  might  also  be  near 
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disintegration, they  left it untouched, but told Zeena 

to bring it to Jones’ attention. 

“I  can’t  understand  why   he  hasn’t  come  back 

yet,”  said  Zeena  with  some  irritation.  Then  she 

turned to see Bob Moffatt coming quickly  down the 

steps. 

“A  problem,”  he  said.  “The  kind  we  were 

laughing  about  over  breakfast.  Jones  was  headed 

back across the plaza with a ladder, and I guess that 

attracted some attention. Then some kids looked at 

him  too  closely,  and  now  there’s  a  crowd  around 

him  cheering and waving. They  obviously  think he’s 

Harrison Ford.” 

Zeena rolled  her  eyes  in exasperation.  “Oh,  for 

Christ’s sake!” 

“The  Christ  part  comes  next,”  said  Bob.  “The 

mass has just let out, and there are people from  the 

church  all  around  here.  Notice  the  time?”   -  he 

showed  her   his  watch  -  “It’s  almost  noon. That 

means -” 

“- Someone’s going to be coming here to ring the 

damned bells, right?” 

“Right. So  we’re going to  have to  get out of here 

now.” 

Moffatt turned to call down through the opening. 

“Don?  Nikolas? I’m going to  have to  shut this  door 

until we’re  sure  that everyone’s  away  from  the  bell 

tower again. It may  be awhile, hours, I  don’t know. 

But we will be back to get you out of there.” 

Not pausing for an answer, he then levered  the 

iron  hatch   back  over  on  its  hinges,  until  it  again 

slammed shut with  a boom  that echoed through the 

room below. 

Don  looked  glumly  at  Nikolas.  “Why  does  this 

remind me  of the Well of Souls  scene in  Raiders of 

 the Lost Ark?” 
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“No  snakes  this  time,”  said  Nikolas  helpfully. 

“On  the  other  hand,  no  giant  statues  to  break 

through  the walls  with  either. But  rather than  just 

sitting  here  until  evening,  or  tomorrow   morning, 

let’s  take  a look through  that hole  in the wall, do  a 

little  exploring.  After  that  lizard  city   story,  I’m 

wondering whether this  is just old Spanish work, or 

something else.” 

The  two  of  them   walked  over  to  the  darkened 

aperture and directed the flashlights through it. The 

beams disappeared into the distance of what seemed 

to  be  a  tunnel  bored  through  the  earth  and  rock 

beyond. As far as they  could see, it was completely 

empty. 

“You get the Coleman,” said Don. “Let’s keep the 

flashlights  off  to  save  the  batteries.”  He  pulled  a 

small notebook from his pocket and tore a page out 

of it. “I’ll leave a note right below  the trapdoor to tell 

them where we’ve gone.” 

“How far do you think this leads?” 

“Only one way to find out!” 

Far above them  they  heard the church bells begin 

to ring. 

 12:27  PM,  Sunday,  February  2,  1997;  a  taxicab, 

 northbound,  the  Hollywood  Freeway,  near  the 

 Sunset Boulevard offramp:

“Of  all  the  rotten,  lousy  luck,”  snarled  Indiana 

Jones. 

Bob Moffatt patted his shoulder. “Most people in 

this  town would  be  overjoyed  to  be  mistaken for a 

movie star.” 

Jones glared at him. “It isn’t funny. And this isn’t 

the  first   time  either.  Marion  and  I  were  almost 

trampled to death one time in Tokyo.” 
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Bob  wasn’t  fazed.  “Everyone’s  almost  been 

trampled  to  death  in  Tokyo.  All  you have  to  do  is 

ride  the  subway. Besides, why  do you  keep wearing 

that hat and jacket?” 

“Bob does have a point,” commented Zeena. 

Jones  sighed.  “Touché.  But  you   have  to 

understand  -  they’ve  been  with  me  my  whole  life. 

I’ve  been  around  the  world  in  them.  Maybe  I’m 

superstitious,  maybe  just  sentimental.  My   big 

mistake was telling George and Steven, because then 

they   just  had  to  make  them  a  trademark  of  the 

films.” 

“At least we’re  away  from the crowd now,” said 

Zeena. “Bob, how soon do you  think we can  go  back 

to the tower?” 

“Nothing happens  there except the  bell-ringing. 

That’s  on the  hour, of  course.  It wasn’t automated 

when I  worked  around  there, and  I  didn’t see  any 

sign  that  anything’s  changed  now.  I’d  say   this 

afternoon’s  cutting it too  close;  some  of  the  people 

who  saw  Indy   may   still  be  hanging  around  the 

square. I’d  recommend  we wait  to  just after 7  PM. 

Then people will be  drifting away  to  home, and  it’s 

still too early  for any  of the evening service crowd to 

be around the church.” 

“But that means  Nikolas  and  Don will  be  stuck 

down there for seven hours!” 

“Nothing’s  going  to  happen  to  them   except 

boredom,” said Jones, “but Bob’s right, I’m  afraid. If 

we go  back earlier, we might blow the whole thing - 

not to  mention having to  explain to the church and 

maybe  the cops  what we  were  doing down in their 

basement!” 

 3:45  PM,  Sunday,  February  2,  1997;  somewhere 

 under Los Angeles:
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The  initial  tunnel,  they  discovered,  was  only  a 

short branch off  a somewhat larger  one  about five 

hundred yards along it. That main tunnel -  as  far as 

they  could see as bare as the branch one - appeared 

to extend in a generally-straight line in angles to  [as 

near  as  they   could  determine]  the  northeast  and 

southwest.  Don  tore  another  page  out  of  his 

notebook. “Right or left?” 

“Do you feel the current of air?” 

“I  think  so  ...  yes.  From the  southwest.  And  it 

smells fresh.” 

“Then that’s our direction. It’s got to bring us out 

to the surface somewhere.” 

As  they  made  their way  down the  main  tunnel, 

their  original  hopes  of  coming  upon  some  water-

main  or   manhole-access  to  the  surface  began  to 

fade. This was  no  ordinary  piece of excavation. The 

bottom  was  smooth  enough  -  perhaps  a  little  too 

smooth,  thought  Don  -  but  the  sides  were,  well, 

melted rather than cut or bored. And the sidewalls 

were  angled  slightly, irregularly  inward, as  though 

whoever had created this passage were indifferent to 

its  dimensions  beyond  the  wide,  smooth   ground 

surface. 

But the current of air persisted, and felt stronger 

as  they   continued  down  the  tunnel,  occasionally 

passing  other  apparent-branch   openings  to  their 

right or left. 

“No  lizards  yet,”  said  Don,  just  to  break  the 

silence. 

“Or gold,” returned Nikolas. “But this might not 

be  part  of  Stufelt’s  lizard  city  at  all.  On  the  other 

hand, it’s just as obviously  not part of the L.A. sewer 

system, and  for that  I  am frankly  grateful!  What’s 

left?  Storm  drain  to  the  ocean?  Not  if  there’s  a 

branch  from   beneath  that  bell  tower.  Smuggling 
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route?  Then  you’d  think  we’d  find  some  sign  of 

people  having been here. But it’s  absolutely  empty. 

I’ve never seen anything quite like it before.” 

“I don’t think you’re going to  see anything like it 

for  very   much  longer  either,”  commented  Don, 

looking at the Coleman. “Looks like we’re about out 

of  gas.  When this  goes, I  vote we  just turn around 

and head back to the bell tower. We can use just one 

of  the  flashlights  at  a  time,  and  that  should  be 

enough to get us back at least. Then we just sit in the 

dark and wait.” 

“Sounds  reasonable,”  agreed  Nikolas,  “and 

timely, because there goes the lantern.” 

They  halted and watched while the glow from the 

Coleman began to fade, then winked out altogether, 

leaving  them  in  an  inklike  darkness.  Nikolas 

switched on his flashlight, saw Don staring down the 

tunnel before them. 

“Nikolas,  maybe  I’ve  been down  here  too  long, 

but when the  light went  out, I  thought I  could see 

something in the  distance. Turn  the flash off  for a 

moment, will you?” 

Nikolas  obligingly   did  so,  also  peering  in  the 

direction indicated by  Don. Then he could see it too: 

a  faint  glimmer   of  light  from   something  in   the 

ceiling, perhaps  fifty  yards further down the tunnel. 

They   both   switched  on  their  flashlights  and  ran 

towards it. 

When  they   reached  the  source  of  the 

illumination, they  found  it to  be an irregular panel 

in  the ceiling above them, slightly  dislodged from its 

apparent  setting.  Had  it  been  properly   seated, 

commented  Don,  they  probably  would  never  have 

seen it at all. 

“Which  makes me wonder how  many  of them we 

might already have passed  by  in the tunnel,” said 
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Nikolas.  “Particularly   with  the  lantern  on,  we 

wouldn’t have seen any of them.” 

“Well,  I  suggest  we  have  a  go  at  this  one 

anyway,”  said  Don.  “You  get up  on my  shoulders, 

brace  yourself  against the  walls, and  see if  you can 

get up through it.” 

Climbing up on someone else’s shoulders in such 

narrow quarters  turned  out to  be  not  as  easy  as  it 

might  seem.  After  a somewhat  precarious  success, 

Nikolas was able to reach up to  the dislodged panel, 

knock  it  to  one  side  on  what  was  apparently   a 

surface above, then grip the edges  and  haul himself 

through  the  opening.  He  turned  on  the  flashlight, 

looked around, and let out a sharp hiss of shock. 

Don’s voice came up from  below: “Nikolas, what 

is it? Are you all right?” 

“Don, I’m O.K. It’s just what’s up here. I - there’s 

a rope  ladder  here. I’m  going to  drop  it. Just keep 

your cool when you get up.” 

Webb hurried up the ladder  in puzzlement, then 

stared  through the  opening at the  top at a scene of 

stark horror. 

The  roughly-cut room  they  found themselves  in 

was  also  irregularly  cut, but perhaps  thirty  to  forty 

feet at its  greatest length. But scattered throughout 

it  were  pieces  of  what  had  once  been  human 

remains,  sliced  through  as  though  with  a  butcher 

knife  or  saw,  and  all  curiously   wrinkled  and 

shrunken. 

“What  is  it?”  gasped  Don.  “What  happened 

here?” 

Nikolas’ normally-measured voice was shaken. “I 

don’t think it was recent. These bodies don’t look as 

though  they’ve  been disturbed  for  years  -  decades. 

Also,  did  you   notice,  there’s  not  a  bloodstain 
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anywhere. Someone or something drained all the 

blood from these before throwing them in here.” 

Don closed his  eyes  momentarily  to  blank it all 

out, then remembered: “We’re looking for a way  out. 

Do you see anything?” 

“No  -  yes!  Over  there  on  that  wall  ...  rungs,  I 

think.  Maybe  there’s  some  kind  of  access  to  the 

surface? Let’s try it.” 

“Nikolas,  if  there  is  an  opening  up  there,  be 

careful.  What’s  above  us  could  have  some 

connection with - all this.” 

 5:10  PM,  Sunday,  February  2,  1997;  a  backstreet 

 alley, Leimert Park, Los Angeles:

A piece  of  weed-covered  ground  trembled, then 

moved  upward  as  the  hatch  underlying  it  slowly 

rotated  open.  After  a  moment  two  dust-covered 

figures dragged themselves up through the opening, 

rolling over  onto  the dirt of the  alley  beside it. For 

perhaps  five  minutes they  both remained that way, 

silent,  unmoving.  Then,  unsteadily,  they  stood  up. 

One paused to kick the hatch closed again, then they 

began  to  walk  towards  the  street  a  short  distance 

away. Blinking in the fading afternoon sunlight, they 

saw a gas station at the corner, and in its driveway  a 

pay   phone.  Nikolas  fished  out  a  coin,  dialed  his 

home number. “Zeena?” 

“Nikolas? Nikolas!  You  got  out?  Are  you  all 

right? Where are you?” 

“We’re  both  fine. Yes, we  got  out.  There  was  a 

tunnel  out  of  there,  a  long  one.  We’ll  tell  you  all 

about it later. Right now we just pick us up.” 

“Where are you? I’ll be right there.” 

“There’s a street sign ... I’ll be damned!” 

“Nikolas?” 
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“Zeena, we’re at 39th and Norton.” 

 8:10 PM, Sunday, February 2, 1997;  Cherub Room, 

 Magic Castle, 7001 Franklin Avenue, Hollywood:
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“I needed that,” said Don Webb with  a contented 

sigh, rocking his  chair  back. “What a great dinner! 

Until I hit the festelboard, I’d forgotten that none of 

us had any lunch today.” 

“Well, we  were sort of  busy,” remarked  Indiana 

Jones. 

“All the more reason we need a relaxing evening 

here  without  thinking  more  about  it  right  now,” 

said Zeena with a  sharp look at him. “No  more shop 

talk tonight, remember? Agreed? Now  let’s relax and 

do the shows.” 

“I’m for that,” agreed Nikolas. “Too  bad Bob had 

to  beg  off  this  evening.  If  it  hadn’t  been  for  him 

today -” 

“No more shop talk, Nikolas?” 

“All right, dear.” 

 10:20 AM, Monday, February 3, 1997;  lounge area, 

 main  lobby,  Hollywood  Roosevelt  Hotel, 

 Hollywood Boulevard:
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“So Dr. Jones is off to the Getty  with that trinket 

this morning,” said Don to  the Schrecks. “Frankly  I 

can use the breather. He’s a nice guy, but he gets on 

my  nerves after awhile. By  the way, why  did you get 

me a room in this particular place?” 

Zeena beamed  at him. “Because it’s  haunted, of 

course.  The  Roosevelt  is  supposed  to  have  more 

ghosts   per  capita  than  any   other  place  in 

Hollywood. We  felt it was  the least we  could  do  to 

keep up images - yours, ours, and theirs, I mean.” 

“I  did have  a little  problem  with the  big mirror 

across  the room  last night,” acknowledged Don. “It 

stayed lit for awhile after I turned the lights out. But 

I figured it was merely because of yesterday.” 

“Lit?” queried Nikolas. “Lit how?” 

“As  though there  were  a light on at the  back of 

the  room which  reflected  in  the  mirror.  But  there 

was  no  light on in the  room, and nothing from the 

window which would have hit the mirror.” 

“I’d  say   that’s  normal  Roosevelt,”  said  Zeena. 

“You  get  special  points  only  if  a  dead  movie  star 

steps  out of the mirror  -  Barrymore, Marilyn, Mix, 

Rin Tin Tin, whoever.” 

“It was enough for me after yesterday  afternoon,” 

said  Don. “But, Nikolas, you  were  going to  tell  me 

what got you  so  spooked  about  coming  out  of  the 

tunnel system at that particular location.” 

“A lot near 39th and Norton was where the body 

of the Black Dahlia was found in January  1947,” said 

Nikolas. Seeing Don’s curiosity, he continued:

“That  was  the  nickname  of  a  young  woman 

named  Elizabeth  Short  -  one  of  the  Hollywood 

starlet-hopeful  types  who  survived  on  temporary 

jobs  and  the  generosity  of  various  boyfriends, but 

not  anything  like  a  prostitute.  She  was  last  seen 

January  9th  at  the  Hollywood  Biltmore,  then   just 
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vanished. Six days later  her body  was  discovered  in 

the  lot -  cut completely  in half, savagely  mutilated, 

many  of her organs gone, and completely  drained of 

blood. One of the exhibits in our museum -” 

“I saw it,” said Don. “Unsolved?” 

“That’s  right.  The  usual  parade  of  deranged 

confessors  after  it  became  a  media  event,  but 

nothing at all conclusive. So after  the LAPD dropped 

it as  an impossible  investigation, it became  one  of 

the  legends  of  Los  Angeles  folklore.  James  Ellroy 

wrote  a  bestselling  novel  about  it  in  ‘87;  a  man 

named  John  Gilmore  followed  it  up  with  a  book 

called   Severed  in  ‘94  -  purporting  to  solve  the 

murder. But it’s still only  speculation. I  understand 

there’s going to be a big-budget movie about it soon 

-  probably   because  of  the  successful  filming  of 

Ellroy’s   L.A.  Confidential.  If  so,  you  can  expect 

another rash of Dahlia-fever.” 

“The  nickname  resulted  from  an old  Alan Ladd 

film    The  Blue  Dahlia,”  added  Zeena.  “Elizabeth 

Short had jet-black hair  and liked to dress in black, 

so  around  her  social  haunts  she  became  known as 

the  Black Dahlia. You can see  how a nickname like 

that would have fed the sensationalism.” 

“So  what  we  saw  yesterday   ...”  said  Don 

thoughtfully.  “Back  then  everyone  was  looking 

around the area, but apparently  no one considered 

looking underneath it.” 

“That’s  right,”  said  Nikolas.  “Short  must  have 

been  butchered  in  that  same  underground  room, 

just like  those  others. Why  her  body  was  the  only 

one  thrown  up  onto  the  surface  of  the  lot  I  don’t 

suppose  we’ll  ever  know.  Or   who  or  what  was 

responsible for the killings.” 

“So what do we do about this?” 
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“Zeena and I discussed that last night. As far  as I 

know, there’s no trace of our having been there -  we 

were  wearing  those  gloves  the  whole  time, 

remember -  and we’d  really  rather not have to  deal 

with   another  round  of  crazy   conspiracy   lunatics. 

Can’t you see it? Particularly  with that Dahlia exhibit 

in  Hellhouse?  So  this  morning  we  made  an 

anonymous call to  the  LAPD  from  a payphone and 

told  them about the trapdoor in the alley. Now it’s 

up to them to follow it up or not.” 

“Did you say anything about the church cellar?” 

“No, because  I  can’t  see  that  there’s  any  direct 

connection.  That  tunnel  system  obviously  goes  all 

over  the  place  down  there.  The  branch  below  the 

church just happened to lead into a main route that 

took  us  by  that  particular  room   and  its  exit.  My 

guess is that the iron  hatch in the church cellar will 

go  right  back  to  being  ignored  and  unopened  for 

another hundred years or so.” 

“Anyway,  Don,”  said  Zeena,  “as  interesting  as 

this has all been, Nikolas and I  are going to  have to 

bow  out  here.  We’ve  got  the  final  work  on  that 

Christopher  Lee  CD  to  finish up  with him, and the 

store, and  the  Internet  mail-order side  of  it  that’s 

also starting up. We can’t let it go any longer.” 

“Don’t  tell  me,”  sighed  Don.  “The  lecture  here 

was just one of several I have to do for   Seven Faces 

 of Darkness, and my  publisher in Denver’s after me 

to  get the final proofs of   Stealing my  Rules to  him. 

And  I  talked  with  Rosemary   on  the  phone  this 

morning,  and   Seven  Faces  is  bringing  in  an 

avalanche  of  inquiries  and  interview  requests.  So 

what am I  doing? Chasing after what might  be the 

Holy  Grail  with   a  movie  star  who  isn’t  really  the 

character -  the other way  around, I mean! -  running 

through  the  L.A. lizard  underground, and now  this 
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Dahlia business. Do you know how that sounded on 

the phone? Rosemary  would think I’d gone over the 

top  except  that  Stephen  backed  me  up  on  the 

Marion-and-Drake  business.  And  apparently  she’s 

had another chat with the Manns as well.” 

“So  are  you  going to call it quits  and go  back to 

Texas?” 

“Jones  said  he’d  phone  me  later   this  morning 

from  the  Getty,  after  he  and  Marion  get  through 

looking  at that  old  container.  If  that’s  what  Drake 

buried  near  San Quentin,  I  guess  that’s  the  end  of 

the  trail,  because  whatever  it  contained  -  if  it 

contained something - is obviously  gone. But I’d like 

to  know anyway. So  I’ll just wait around here until 

he calls, then catch a hotel shuttle to the airport.” 

He stood up and embraced each of them warmly. 

“Thank  you  both   for  everything  -  the  evening  at 

Hellhouse, your hospitality, last night at the Castle; 

it’s  been  a  wonderful  visit.  As  for   the  other  stuff 

yesterday, I’m  just going to  try  not to  think about it 

any   more.  I  already   have  my   quota  of  regular 

nightmares to keep me company.” 

 2:30 PM, Monday, February 3, 1997; home of Patty 

 Hardy  and  Andrew  Nourse,  San  Francisco 

 peninsula hills, California:

“Andy!  How’d  you   like  to  take  a  quick  trip  to 

Lompoc?” 

Nourse’s  head  emerged  from  the  door  to  their 

living   room,  focused  in  on  Patty   Hardy’s  in  the 

kitchen.  “Lompoc?  What’s  happening  in  Lompoc? 

For that matter, where is Lompoc?” 

“Remember  that  phone  call  about  an  hour  ago 

from Don? Don Webb?” 

“Yes - Did he make it back home safely?” 
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“He never went home. He’s still in Los  Angeles. 

Apparently  there  was  something  going  on  that  he 

didn’t want to talk about on the phone. But when he 

called,  he  said  he’d  just  been  given  some 

astronomical coordinates from  the year 1812, and he 

wondered if I  could pinpoint a location to  go  along 

with them.” 

“And you got Lompoc?” 

“Right. That’s a town down the coast near Point 

Conception, near Vandenberg Air Force Base. I  just 

called  Don  back  and  told  him   about  it,  and  he 

sounded  quite  excited.  Said  there’s  one  of  the  old 

Spanish  missions  there  -   La  Purisima  -  and  he’s 

going to drive  up  there this afternoon with  a friend 

of his. He asked whether you and I  could meet them 

there, so I took a chance and said yes.” 

“I’m ready!” 

 5:10  PM,  Monday,  February  3,  1997;  home  of 

 Dennis  Mann  and  Karen  Revay,  near  Santa 

 Barbara, California:

“That’s  marvelous!”   said  a  delighted  Dennis 

Mann to  their  two  surprise  dinner  guests. “What a 

great story! Do you really think it’s the real Grail?” 

[He wouldn’t think it was so great if I’d told him 

about the tunnels, thought Don.]

“That we won’t know  until we find it, whatever it 

is, if it’s  up at the  Purisima Mission,” said  Indiana 

Jones after another swallow  of coffee. “We’ve chased 

this  thing  from  the  Continent  to  England  to  San 

Francisco  to  Los  Angeles  and  now   up  to  that 

Mission. We’re now talking 1812. That’s  almost two 

hundred years for  it to  have moved somewhere else. 

All  we  know  for certain  is  that  the  trail’s  taken us 

this far.” 
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Karen  Revay   walked  in  from  the  kitchen 

balancing four dessert plates of berry  pie. “Here you 

go, guys - fresh out of the oven. So, Don. Still think 

that  Secret of the Lost Ark story was all fluff?” 

Don  laughed.  “Theoretically  I  stopped  thinking 

that  the  moment  Stephen  and  I  walked  in  on 

Marion’s lecture in Austin, I  guess. But emotionally 

it took  a little  longer. This  isn’t your usual kind  of 

encounter. But I don’t have to  tell you two that, do 

I?” 

Dennis  shook his  head. “We  didn’t say  anything 

about  it  originally.  Who’d  have  believed  us?  Then 

Michael wrote that story, and of course some people 

who  read  it asked  us  about it. Still what were  we 

going  to  say?  That  yes, we  were  looting  old  Army 

warehouses in Oakland, running through secret Nazi 

tunnels  on the  Obersalzberg, breaking into  Hitler’s 

fireplace  at the  Eagle’s  Nest, fighting off MOSSAD, 

going  down  more  secret  Egyptian  tunnels  in  the 

Great Pyramid? I don’t think so.” 

“Sometimes,”  agreed  Karen,  “you  just  file 

something  away   as  a  remarkable  part  of  your 

personal life experience and let it go at that.” 

“Aw, come on,” protested Indiana Jones. “When 

did you ever have a summer vacation like that one?” 

Karen looked at him. “I  guess  you’ve got a point 

there.  But  I  think  once  was  enough.  I  think  I 

remember  you  saying  something   about  the  Grail 

while  we  were  in  Germany,  though,  so  I’m  not 

surprised  you’re  after  it.  But  who’d  have  thought 

here, now?” 

Dennis  held  up  his  glass. “Welcome to  the  club, 

Don. Even if  you  don’t find  it,  now you can spend 

the next few years answering the kinds of questions 

we’ve  been  getting. Particularly if  Michael  finds 
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out about what you’ve been doing and writes it all up 

again.” 

“This  one  he  isn’t  going  to  hear  about,”   said 

Don firmly. “I  don’t know  how I’d  begin to  explain 

any  of it to  anyone, and I  really  don’t want to  even 

have to try.” 

Jones  looked  at  his  watch.  “That  was  a  great 

dinner, Karen, but I  think we’d better be going if we 

want to reach Lompoc before dark.” 

“Think of  it, Karen,” said  Dennis. “All that time 

we lived in Lompoc and we were right on top of the 

Holy  Grail.  In  Lompoc!  You  two  will  see  what  I 

mean  when you  get  there. You’re  thinking a castle 

from a Wagner opera; well, Lompoc is  at the  other 

end of the scale.” 

“Got  that  right,”  said  Karen.  “Anyway   watch 

yourself, Don.  This  character”  -  she  nodded  at the 

grinning  archæologist  -  “seems  to  find  all  the 

wrong kind of interesting things.” 

Don’s  thoughts  crept  back to  39th  and  Norton. 

He decided that he agreed with her. 

 8:45  PM,  Monday,  February  3,  1997;  Embassy 

 Suites  Hotel,  1117  North  “H”   Street,  Lompoc, 

 California:

Patty  Hardy  and  Andrew  Nourse  were  having 

coffee  in  the  restaurant  when  Don  Webb  and 

Indiana  Jones  walked  in.  Patty  waved  them  over; 

Andy  jumped  to  his  feet  and  gave  Don  a  friendly 

hug. 

“Harrison Ford!” said Patty, shaking hands with 

the archæologist. “What a nice surprise! No wonder 

you were being so cagey over the phone, Don.” 

“Ms.  Hardy,” said  Jones  awkwardly,  “I  know  I 

look like him, but I’m not Harrison. I’m -” 
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Andy  broke in: “It’s the other way  around, right? 

That story about Dennis and Karen?” 

Don  nodded,  deadpan.  “May   I  introduce  Dr. 

Harry Jones from the University of North Carolina.” 

“Well,  sit down, sit down!” said  Patty. “This  is 

great!  So  the  story  wasn’t a  fake  after  all. Who’d 

have thought it? Now  what brings you here, to those 

coordinates you phoned about?” 

“Ms. Hardy,” said Jones, “I’m  on the trail of an, 

an artifact that was apparently  brought to California 

by  Sir Francis Drake, then found by  the Spanish and 

sent first to  their  Pueblo  at Los Angeles, then here. 

I’m still not sure what it was, but I think ...” 

“You think it’s the Holy  Grail, don’t you?”  said 

Andy smugly. 

“It might be,”  said Don, “but honestly  we haven’t 

seen  anything  actually   describing  it  that  way,  or 

even describing it, whatever  it is, at  all. All we know 

is that the English seemed to be very  anxious to hide 

this thing, first in England itself, then to get it out of 

the  country  as  far  away  as  they  could  before  the 

Spanish  Armada  was  ready   to  threaten  invasion. 

Then the thing was apparently  found by  the Spanish 

here  two  hundred  years  later,  and  seems  to  have 

been something of  a hot  potato. They  sent it away 

from the  San Francisco  Mission -  not to  one  of the 

southern  Missions,  but  to  the  Pueblo  military 

outpost. The case that contained it turned up in  an 

old  storage  room  under a church built  there  later, 

but in the meantime the  thing had  been sent away 

again, according to a note left with the case.” 

“And that was all the more curious,” said Jones, 

“because  the  letter  didn’t identify  where the  object 

was  being  sent  -  just  gave  those  astronomical 

navigation  coordinates.  We’d  have  been  at  a  dead 

end,  except  that  Don  remembered  your  computer 
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work with ancient astronomy  and took a chance on 

your being able to  dial the skies back and give us a 

place on the map.” 

“So  it  must  have  been  the  Mission  here,”   said 

Don.  “Misión  la  Purisima  Concepción  de  María 

 Santísima, to  be  exact.  It’s  just north of  the town. 

Let’s go there first thing in the morning and check it 

out.” 

 11:45 AM, Tuesday, February 4, 1997;  La Purisima 

 Mission  State  Historical  Monument, near  Lompoc, 

 California:

“One end  of the  place  to  the other,”  said Jones, 

taking off his hat and wiping his brow, “and nothing 

unusual that I can see.” 

“Dr. Jones,” said Patty, “there was one thing that 

struck  me  as  curious.  But  I’m  not  an  expert  on 

Missions ...” 

When he  nodded, she continued:  “It was  in the 

chapel. I’m accustomed to  seeing all sorts  of graves 

of  priests  and  notables  in  Catholic  churches  and 
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chapels. But in this  one  there  was  only  one grave, 

up by the altar.” 

“Go on,” said Jones with interest. 

“The  way  I  see  it,  that  could  mean one  of  two 

things:  Either  the  person  buried  there  was 

exceptionally  highly  regarded, in which case it was 

an honor,  or it  might be  that he  was  -  not highly 

regarded,  in which  case  his  placement there  might 

have  been  for  spiritual  protection  of  the  Mission. 

That would also account for no one else being buried 

anywhere around him.” 

“Or maybe the grave is not that of a person at all, 

but is perhaps a blind?” suggested Don. 

“Hopefully  we’ll  know  more  in a  minute,”  said 

Patty. “Here comes  Andy. I  asked him to  go  to  the 

Mission’s  library  and  see  what  he  could  find  out 

about that particular tomb.” 

Andy  Nourse came up to them, out of breath and 

obviously  excited.  “You’re  going  to  love  this!  But 

after I tell you about the tomb, I  learned something 

even more interesting - I’ll get to that later. 

“That’s  the  grave  of  the  fellow   who  was  the 

pastor  here at the time you were interested in - 1812. 

Fray  Mariano  Payeras. Seems  he kicked the  bucket 

in   1823.  But  here’s  the  strange  part.  When  they 

were  restoring  this  Mission  much   later,  and  got 

around  to  the  chapel,  they   exhumed  him.  Know 

what they  found?  Just his  top  half!  The  body  had 

been cut in two at the middle before burial.” 

“Did  they  ever   find  out  what  happened?”  said 

Patty. 

“Well, sort of. Payeras’ lower torso and legs were 

later  discovered  at  Mission  Santa  Barbara,  sixty 

miles away  to the south. So then he was reburied in 

one  place, that’s  what’s  here  in  the  chapel. I  don’t 
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know if  he  was  stitched  together  first or  not.  Why 

would anyone cut a dead person in half, anyway?” 

The  image  of  Elizabeth Short crawled  back into 

Don’s  mind. But no, he thought, there couldn’t  be 

any  connection.  This  was  1823, that was  1947. But 

the coincidence gnawed uneasily at him. 

“In medieval times  that was  one of the  ways  of 

dealing with vampires and other kinds of unpleasant 

posthumous monsters,”  observed Patty. “You staked 

them,  burned  them,  or  dismembered  them;  and 

presumably  that made  it more  difficult for them to 

get up  and  stagger off  to  the  nearest village. What 

kind of a person was Payeras?” 

Andy  shrugged. “Actually  he seems to have been 

closer  to  a  saint  than  a  vampire.  Arrived  here  in 

1804,  apparently   with  considerable  knowledge  of 

farming  and  irrigation, because  the  Mission’s  crop 

production  and  water  supply   both   grew  steadily 

under  his  direction. He  even helped  the Mission to 

survive smallpox and measles epidemics  a couple of 

years later. The trouble happened in - guess when?” 

“How about 1812?” said Don. 

Andy  nodded. “What they  called  here   el  año  de 

 los temblores, ‘the year of the earthquakes’. On - get 

this  -  the  South  Solstice,  December  21  of  that 

year,  the  Mission  was  suddenly   and  completely 

destroyed by  a massive earthquake. The  chapel was 

pulverized  instantly,  and  all  the  other  buildings 

broken open.  That was  followed  by  several days  of 

violent  rainstorms,  which   disintegrated  all  of  the 

exposed adobe. The earthquake also opened a giant 

fault rift right under the original site.” 

Jones  swept  his  hand  around  at  the  Mission 

buildings  behind them. “I  don’t understand. This  is 

all  fairly  recent  reconstruction  -  early  part  of  this 

century, at least.” 
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“I  was  getting to  that. This  isn’t  the  site of the 

original  Mission!  That  was  about  four  miles 

southwest of here, below  the Santa Ynez  River. And 

during the  floods right after the earthquake, out of 

that  fissure  erupted  waves  of  ‘black  sand’.  That 

freaked  the  Indians,  who  regarded  it  as  the  worst 

possible  kind  of  curse,  and  they   refused  to  go 

anywhere near the ruins. That’s  why  Payeras  came 

up here to rebuild.” 

“And then?” said Don. “Up here everything went 

O.K.?” 

Andy  shook  his  head.  “Only  up  to  the  time  of 

Payeras’ death in 1823. As  I  said, he seems  to have 

been  an  unusually   strong,  inspirational  leader. 

Maybe  that’s  why  the  people  in  Los  Angeles  sent 

your  gizmo  to  him  for  safekeeping?  But  after  he 

died,  it  all  came  apart.  Less  than  a  year later  the 

Indians  revolted  and  took  over  the  Mission.  The 

Spanish promptly  sent a military  force  up  here and 
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recaptured  it,  then executed  some  and  imprisoned 

several others  of  the  Indians. It was  touch  and  go 

after  that,  as  you   can   imagine.  The  Mission  was 

finally   secularized  in  1834,  and  shortly   thereafter 

abandoned entirely. Around  the  turn of the century 

the  land  was  acquired  by  the  Union  Oil Company, 

which later deeded  it over to  the State of  California 

as  a historic site.  What you  see  here is  a complete 

restoration done  mostly  by  the  CCC  in the  1930s. 

That’s  also  when  the  grave  of  Payeras  was 

accidentally  discovered, and when, er, all of him was 

reinterred in the present grave in the chapel. 

“One thing more: This is the only  Mission in the 

entire  chain  that  the  Catholic  Church   washed  its 

hands  of.  All  the  others  remain   consecrated 

churches. Just not this one.” 

“Just thinking out loud here,” said Don. “But our 

artifact  comes  up  here  in  1812,  let’s  say   to  be 

safeguarded by  this super-saintly  padre. But instead 

it destroys  the  entire  Mission, so  much  so  that  no 

one  will  come  near  it  and  Payeras  has  to  rebuild 

some distance away. But there’s still an atmosphere 

of, call it ‘contamination’, and as soon as Payeras  is 

no  longer  around  to  counteract  it,  the  second 

Mission self-destructs too. Then the Catholic Church 

wipes  it off their books  entirely. If  the state hadn’t 

taken  an interest in it  and  rebuilt  it  for  a  park,  it 

w o u l d  n o w  b e  v i r t u a l l y   u n k n o w n  a n d 

unremembered.” 

“That’s some artifact, all right,” said Jones. “Let’s 

head  for that original  site  and  see  what there  is  to 

see.” 

“Lunch   first,”  insisted  Patty.  “Not  all  of  us 

metabolize adrenalin, you know.” 
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 2:15  PM,  Tuesday,  February  4,  1997;  overgrown 

 earthquake fissure near the Santa Ynez River, four 

 miles  southwest  of  Mission  La  Purisima,  Lompoc, 

 California:

“As near as I can tell from those maps at the new 

Mission,” said Jones, “we’re now standing right over 

Payeras’ original chapel building site. 

Looks  to  me  as  though  all  the  interest  in 

restoration was  focused  on the  new site  up  to  the 

north  -  good!  Now we look for any  remnant of that 

structure, or something that might have been under 

it, perhaps.” 

The  four  of  them  fanned  out  among  the  rocks 

and  underbrush.  The  afternoon  sun  gave  them 

plenty  of  light to  examine the  terrain with, but the 

Pacific breezes  from  off  Point  Conception kept the 

day  pleasantly   cool.  As  he  clambered  around  the 

rocks, Don decided he was  enjoying himself on this 

bizarre  treasure  hunt,  even   if  they   didn’t  find 

anything more than more rocks. But then he did. 

As  he  clambered  around  one  large  boulder,  his 

gaze fell on an elongated crack between its edge and 

the ground  next to it. What caught his eye was  that 
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the  edge  of  the  crack  was  not  jagged, but straight. 

Trying  not  to  get  his  hopes  up,  he  called  to  the 

others,  who  came  plunging  through  the  brush  to 

examine his discovery. 

Jones’ excitement was electric. “O.K., let’s  try  to 

get  this  rock  off  that  opening.  Don,  get  the  jack-

handle  from  the  trunk  of  the  car,  will  you?  Andy, 

you by  any  chance have another  one in yours? Good 

- we’ll need that too.” 

With  all  of  them   straining  on  the  steel  bars 

wedged  under the boulder, they  were  able to  roll it 

further  off  the opening. Catching their  breath, they 

gathered round to see what they had uncovered. 

It was rectangular, adobe, with what seemed like 

a step barely  visible at one end of it. The rest of the 

stairwell, if that’s what it were, was completely  filled 

with dirt and rock fragments. 
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“This  is going to  take  some digging,” said Jones 

unnecessarily. “We’ll have to  go back into  town and 

buy  some shovels and, I think, a pick. Also  a couple 

of lantern-lights, in case there’s anything down there 

to see once we open it up.” 

 11 AM, Wednesday, February 5, 1997;  entrance  to 

 the chapel crypt, Mission Vieja:

“That should  about do  it,” said  Jones, dropping 

his shovel. “Don, you found it - you lead the way!” 

Don switched on one  of the  lanterns  and slowly 

descended  the  cramped  staircase. With the  pick he 

hacked away  at the remaining rubble at the bottom, 

breaking  through it into  an open space beyond. He 

widened the opening another few  feet, then stepped  

cautiously  through it and directed the electric beam 

out before him. After the bright sunlight outside, it 

took his eyes time to register his surroundings. 
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He was standing in the remains of what had once 

been a long, low crypt. Part of  the sides  had  caved 

in, evidently  from  the earthquake, and areas  of the 

ceiling sagged ominously. “Come on down. Look at 

this!” 

The  other  three  filed  down  through the  narrow 

entrance to join him. 

Wordlessly  he  pointed  the  beam of  light at the 

far end of the room. 

And there It was. 

Sitting  atop  a  raised  earthen  platform,  about 

three  feet above  the  floor, was  what at first glance 
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seemed to be a  cup or  goblet tapering down to a thin 

stem, which then flared out to a wide, flat base. 

But that is  where  the  similarity  ended. Because 

the thing flowed, or oozed. As they  came closer to it, 

the  saw  that  it  appeared  to  be  made  of  some 

mercury-like  liquid  metal,  that  emerged  from   its 

recessed  center, flowed over the  top  and sides, and 

down over, then under  the splayed base - which they 

now   saw  was  not  circular,  but  irregularly   and 

queerly  angled.  And  as  they   watched,  the  angles 

changed,  also  randomly,  as  though   some  strange 

geometric puzzle were being played out before them. 

From  across the room  the Thing had appeared to 

be  a dull  yellow  -  Don had  first  supposed  it  to  be 

gold  -  but  now  as  they  looked  at  it  closely,  they 

realized  that it was  actually  a  shifting spectrum  of 

colors,  in  which  the  dull  yellow  and  a  kind  of 

translucent  green  seemed  to  predominate.  Andy 

reached  out to  touch it; then his  wrist was  gripped 

hard by  Indiana Jones. “No, not a good idea. Never 

seen anything like that before. Might be dangerous.” 

“Could - that be the Grail?” asked Don. 

Jones  glanced  at  him. “I  think  we’re  looking at 

something far older and more  alien than any  of the 

Grail  legends  you’re  familiar  with,  Don. If  it  bears 

any   relation  to  them,  it’s  as  the  prototype  - 

something that gave rise to all the stories.” 

“What  do  you  think  it  actually  is?”  said  Patty, 

more  curious  than  intimidated  by   the  strange 

apparition. 

Before Jones could answer her, Andy  leaned over 

the top of the object and pointed the beam  from  his 

electric  light  at  the  center  of  the  metallic 

effervescence.  “See  that?  I  think  we’re  looking  at 

molecular   transmutation  of  some  sort.  The 

‘Philosopher’s  Stone’, if  you  like. Energy-to-matter 
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conversion without atomic fission or fusion. I  bet if 

you had  a Geiger counter here, it wouldn’t register 

so much  as a blip. And whatever is going on here has 

some sort of Klein-bottle, some Mœbius topology  to 

it;  it’s  folding back  into  itself.” He  turned  back  to 

them  excitedly. “Do you realize what this is? This  is 

a  perfect   steady-state,”  -  he  grasped  for  words  - 

“the whole perpetual motion thing. Not even gravity 

affects it, probably.” 

“But  it’s  evidently  affected  other  things,”  Don 

pointed  out.  “People  around  it.  In  this  case  very 

obviously   the  entire  ground-structure  underlying 

the original Mission here.” 

“I’ll  hazard  a guess  on that,” said  Patty  slowly. 

“This  -  Grail  -  may  be  something stable  or steady-

state in itself, but it has an external property  as well: 

amplification.  Amplification  not  of  what  we 

usually  think of as matter and energy, because we’re 

presuming  it  to  be  insulated  from   that. 

Amplification of ... of the soul, of the soul’s energy.” 

Indiana Jones  stared  at her, then at Andy, then 

Don in growing surprise. “Where is all this  coming 

from? Are you listening to  yourselves?  You sound 

as  though -  as  though you’re  speaking from that 

thing itself!” 

Patty smiled through him, then continued:

“That would explain why  the Grail is supposed to 

be both a source of great healing and great harm  to 

anyone coming into  contact with it. Near  a malign 

person it radiates, well, ‘evil’. Near a gentle, peaceful 

person, it radiates ‘good’. Can you  see what a danger 

it is, given the instability of the human  psyche?” 

“It’s  all  beginning  to  make  sense,”  said  Jones 

thoughtfully.  “The  desire  of  the  English to  keep  it, 

yet  their  fear  to  keep  it  in  increasing  times  of 

anxiety   and  stress.  Its  erratic,  unpredictable 
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influence  in  all  the  places  it  was  kept  in  Spanish 

California. And Payeras!  The  Grail must have  been 

sent  to  him  as  an  ‘object  of  evil’  which  he  was 

expected  to  ‘contain’.  So  what  did  he  do,  with  his 

exemplary   religious  piety?  He  focused  his  will  on 

this  ‘evil  thing’  as  something  to  be  hated,  not 

knowing  that  in  doing  so  he  was  activating  in  it 

amplified  forces  of  his  own  hatred  which reached 

out to destroy his entire Mission!” 

He  stopped  abruptly,  looked  around  at  them 

again with a  startled expression, put his hands to his 

forehead with a sudden shudder. 

“More than that,”  said Don slowly, evenly, “we’re 

looking at the key  to  all of the legends surrounding 

the  Grail:  why  it served  innocent and  naïve  people 

beneficially,  yet  proved  deadly   to  even  the  most 

well-intentioned seekers of more deep  and  complex 

character.  Why  whenever   it  was  found,  it  would 

quickly  be  concealed  or ‘lost’  again.  As  soon as  its 

actual effects  were comprehended, it became of the 

utmost  necessity,  and  urgency,  to  send  it  away  or 

depart  from   its  presence.  As,”  he  added  quietly, 

“we’re going to have to do now.” 

One by  one the others nodded, Indiana Jones the 

last and with  obvious reluctance. “This was going to 

be  the  greatest  find  of  my  entire  career,”  he  said 

dejectedly. “And now not only  can’t I  produce it for 

the  world,  but  I  have  to  do  as  all  the  rest  of  the 

seekers did, and conceal it again!” 

Patty   put  her  arm  around  his  shoulder 

sympathetically.  “There’s  something  you’re 

forgetting,  Indy.  Most  people  who  have  looked  for 

the  Grail -  and there  have been a  great many, you 

know  -  have  never   found  it,  never  known  this 

exquisite  and  dreadful  truth  that we  have  come  to 

see  here. You have  done it. And you, like Galahad 
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and  Parsifal, have  survived  that encounter, passed 

the test that has destroyed lesser beings. No display 

case  in  a  museum  is  going  to  grant  you  anything 

close to that.” 

Jones sighed deeply, took off his hat and rubbed 

his  forehead  again.  “You’re  right,  of  course.  And 

we’re in danger the longer we stay  in its vicinity, just 

as obviously. Let’s get out of here, now.” 

The four of them, after a final, fascinated glance 

at the  unearthly  phenomenon before  them,  turned 

and  retraced  their steps  through the rubble and up 

the  crumbling  stairwell  they   had  so  eagerly 

descended a  few minutes earlier. Nothing  more was 

said; nothing needed to be said. 

Later that  dsy  they  returned  to  the  ravine  with 

several  bags  of  concrete,  mixed  and  poured  them 

down  the  aperture,  filling  it  completely.  Dirt  and 

debris were then added to  the top, until it was once 

more indistinguishable from the surrounding brush. 

 8:30  PM, Wednesday, February 5, 1997;  Pea Soup 

 Andersen’s, Buellton, California:
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“I’m   betting,”  said  Andy   contentedly,  “that 

nobody   else  who’s  ever  done  what  we  did  ever 

finished the day  with a better bowl of pea soup than 

that!” 

Indiana  Jones  nodded  affably,  then  stood  up 

from the  table  and  stretched. “I  suppose  I’d  better 

head on back to L.A. During the drive I get to figure 

out how much  of this  I  can explain to  Marion - and 

why  her paper for the Getty  is going to  be -  going to 

have a less spectacular  conclusion than she’d hoped. 

Drop you at the airport down there, Don?” 

“No, I  think I’ll hitch a  ride north with Patty  and 

Andy, stay  with them  at their  place in the redwoods 

for a couple  of  days.  I  need  to  walk  around  in the 

trees  awhile,  get  my  head  together   on  all  of  this 

before  flying  home.”  Don reached  out and  gripped 

Jones’  hand  warmly.  “But,  you  know,  I’m   never 

going  to  be  quite  the  same  again. And  whenever  I 

pass  through   Hollywood,  I’m  going  to  stop  at 

Hamburger Hamlet  and  drink  a  silent  toast  to  the 

mural.” 
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Appendix #3: Cthulhu’s Gate

- by 

Eric Kauschen

Master of the Temple of Set

Grand Master Emeritus, Order of the Trapezoid

April 30, 2003 CE

To the west of San Francisco’s Richmond District 

lies the fashionable Sea  Cliff neighborhood, with its 

luxurious estates and unique vistas of the ocean-side 

of the Golden Gate Bridge. Crowning this enclave is 

the California Palace  of the Legion of Honor, easily 

the city’s most elegant art museum, 

...  albeit  tinged  with  its  own   macabre  mysteries. 

Here  in  1958  Madeleine  Elster   fell  under  the 

malignant spell of the infamous  portrait of Carlotta 

Valdez  in Gallery  7, causing her to  attempt suicide 

first at spectral Fort Point beneath the Golden Gate 
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Bridge, then twice  successfully  from  the  bell-tower 

of Mission San Juan Bautista. 80

To  the  west  of  the  Legion  Palace,  however,  all 

signs  of civilization abruptly  fall victim  to the  crags 

and  wildbrush  of  the  aptly-named  “Land’s  End”, 

whose  trails  are  trodden  only   by   courageous 

geologists, maddened artists & musicians, and in his 

last years Anton Szandor LaVey. 

Few  San  Franciscans  care  to  venture  there,  at 

least  not  if  they   plan  to  return.  And  the  only 

structure  which  sought  to  violate  its  quietude, 

Adolph Sutro’s  cyclopæn  swimming  “Baths”  of  the 

turn  of  the  20th-Century,  is  now  a  torturously-

80   These  incidents  so  horrified  public  sensibilities   that  the 

murderous painting was removed from  Gallery 7  and the entire 

bell-tower  from  the  mission  church.  But  not  before  Alfred 

Hitchcock  was  strongly criticized  for daring to  portray  these 

shocking events in his “fictional”  Vertigo. The erasure has not 

been complete:  Judy’s room is preserved in what  is now San 

Francisco’s  “Vertigo  Hotel”,  with  its  dizzifying  central 

staircase. 
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tangled  ruin,  whose  leering  remnants  the  city 

fathers have never dared disturb. 

I  was  always  fascinated  with  this  place  mostly 

because  the  Baths  were  an  odd  little  part  of  San 

Francisco’s   outré  history.  They   were  a  “modern” 

reconstruction of the Roman  bathes, but with more 

added  to  them.  They  had  restaurants,  a  botanical 

garden, and diorama  displays  of  animals  that most 

people even in jaded San Francisco had never seen: 
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The  Sutro  Baths  were  located  right next  to  the 

Cliff  House, a restaurant and  meeting place  where 

the United Nations was brought into being. 

This  area,  along  with  Adolph  Sutro’s  park  and 

mansion across  the  street, served as  the north  part 

of  the beach strip that looked down on Playland-at-

the-Beach and the expanse of the Pacific Ocean. 

The  Sutro  Baths  started  as  an  interesting 

stopping place for visitors, but there was a  bit of an 

odd side to the area. The Baths were fed by  sea water 

into cold, warm, and heated pools. 

There  were  rather  strange  occurrences  that 

happened in this area. 

The  first  were  the  two  fires  that  destroyed  the 

Cliff House next door. 

The second was a peculiarity  of the waters in the 

Baths  turning  black  in   color  quite  frequently  and 

having to be replenished immediately. 

The  machinery  necessary  to  pump  the  water  in 

and out of the pools of this Victorian creation broke 

down  constantly,  creating  further problems,  to  the 

point that the Baths  were finally  converted into  an 

ice-skating rink. 

In 1963 a mysterious fire destroyed the structure, 

and the ruins were left untouched. 

Over the years the plant life grew to become one 

with  many  of  the  ruins  except for  right  where  the 

water of the ocean would hit the rocks. 

To  the north  of the ruins is  an observation deck 

with   crumbling  stairs  and  badly-rusting  handrails 

leading down to a stone outcropping whose original 

purpose  can’t  be  determined  from   Park  Service 

documents.  In  an  obsessively   safety-conscious 

present-day,  it  is  remarkable  that  this  precarious, 

indeed  dangerous route  remains  publicly  accessible 

[and unrepaired], but there it is:
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I’ve  talked  to  people  who  remember  the  old 

Baths and none  could remember what this area was 

used for. 

At the bottom of the stairs was a cave that is now 

sealed,  but  when  I  was  a  teenager  this  cave  was 

open. 

The  mouth  is  about  six  feet  high  and  perhaps 

four feet wide. 

To  get to  the  opening  you  would  walk  across  a 

short stone bridge that had pools  of water to  either 

side that  were  formed  from water that splashed  in 

during  high   tides.  These  pools  are  of  particular 

interest  because  of  the  way   the  currents  work 

around Land’s End. The shelf drops into rather  deep 

ocean surf below; the close compression to the rocks 

creates  what  is  called  by   oceanographers  an 

“upwelling”, where water is literally  sucked up from 

the deep to form the large waves that crash into the 

rocks. 

As a teenager I would poke around in these pools 

and find the usual crabs and limpets and occasional 

fish; but I would also  find deep water  nudibranches 

(sea  slugs),  octopi,  and  bioluminescent  fish  that 
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would be sucked up from the deep and dumped into 

these  pools.  The  bioluminescent  fish  were 

particularly  amusing at night because the pools were 

glow with the sparks of light from their bodies. 

Seeing  them  in  the  water  at  night  while  the 

waves  crashed  over  the  small  observation  deck 

would  inspire  thoughts  of  H.P.  Lovecraft  and  the 

expectation that Cthulhu would  rise up from  one of 

the pools at any moment! 

To  the  south of  the  observation  deck is  what  I 

used to refer to as the “ocean’s lawn”.. It was an area 

of  rocks  blanketed  with  sea  anemones  that covers 

roughly  20 by  50 feet. When the  water sits  shallow 

over them  it appears very  much like a lawn that has 

been submerged. These anemones  are of  the genus 

 Tealia, which, while common to the Monterey  area, 

aren’t usually found here in San Francisco. 

I  have  described  this  area  in  detail  with  a 

reason:  If  this  seaside  exotica  doesn’t  suffice  to 

invite  nightly  visits  by  Cthulhu and the Deep Ones, 

there  are  yet  more  sinister  depths  here  to  be 

plumbed. 
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Remember  that  sealed-off  cave?  The  Park 

Service  decided to  cement it closed in 1981  for one 

reason only: They  were tired of having to  drag  dead 

bodies  out of it. Common to all such bodies, oddly, 

was  that  there  was  no  indication  of  how they  had 

died.  None  had  been  shot,  stabbed  or  alcohol  or 

other drugs  in their system. They  just  appeared  to 

no longer have the will to live. 

This  was  the  story   I  had  heard  for  years  and 

dismissed as an urban legend -  until one day  I  read 

in  the paper that the Park Service was going to  seal 

the cave for precisely that reason! 

My   friend  Tim   and  I,  being  in  our  late  teens 

decided  we  would  resolve  the  mystery  of  the  cave 

before it was sealed. Silly  as it seems, we further felt 

that  flashlights  wouldn’t  be  properly  atmospheric. 

We  obtained  a couple  of  backyard  Tiki-torches  on 

poles  to  carry  with us,  like bona-fide  explorers;  we 

lacked only pith helmets. 

We arrived at the cave around 9  in the morning, 

when it was too early, cold, and foggy  to expect Park 

Rangers interfering with our adventure. 
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Once  within  we  immediately   noticed  that  the 

floor  was  wet and  slippery,  though the  walls  were 

completely   dry.  We  noticed  that  intermittent 

railings had  been constructed along portions  of the 

walls,  probably   by   the  Rangers  in  particularly 

hazardous areas. This was reassuring. 

Once  we’d  passed  beyond  the  sounds  of  the 

crashing waves  outside, we became aware of  a low, 

regular  pounding  or  thumping  sound,  which  we 

assumed  to  be  the  echo  of  some  “upwell”  pocket 

further down. 

There was  also  the smell: a rank, fetid odor  like 

that of decaying fish. 

We had gone perhaps 150 feet into the cave when 

the  torches  began  to  flicker  and  fail.  Maybe  the 

atmosphere was  too  humid. But neither of  us  liked 

the idea of finding ourselves in total darkness. 

Both  torches  winked  out  simultaneously. 

Fortunately  we could see the cave-mouth behind us 

in  the morning light, and we stumbled back towards 

it, since trying  to  run on that slippery  ground would 

have been unwise. 
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Finally  we regained the entrance, none the worse 

except some minor cuts and bruises  from  the rough 

rock  walls.  Our  clothes  were  so  impregnated  with 

the  cave’s  odor,  however,  that  washing  proved 

useless; we both had to throw them out. 

Was  that cave a natural chasm, or  a human-cut 

feature of the ancient Land’s End storm  drains? We 

never  found  out.  But we  were  both convinced  that 

there was  something disturbing about it, beyond its 

mere  construction.  We’d  both   been  in  “normal” 

caves  before,  and  there  was  something  decidedly 

“wrong” about this one. Perhaps it’s for the best that 

the torches winked out when they did. 
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Certificate of Authenticity
SHELEBY,)

=—==AMERICAN, INC.

This certifies that this dash plague is authentic
and has a genuine signature signed by Carroll Shelby

This plague has been created for Vehicle Identification Number

1ZVBP8JS0B5122749

It’s a one off plaque that has been uniquely
manufactured for this vehicle,

Caution: Do not clean with abrasive products,
Wipe very gently with & water dampened cloth.

All information and statements
contained hereln are true and correct:

by

Carroll Shelby, CE, Shelby Americon, 152,

ESEELEY)

Sheby Americen, Inc. 6755 Speacwsy Bivd. Las Vegas, NV 88115
Phone: 702.842.7326 Fax 702832.6272
www.ShelbyAmericencom
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FORD SHELBY GT 500

The Ford Performance Group and Ford Special Vehicle Team
certify that Vehicle Identification Number
1ZVBP8JS0B5122749
is a limited-edition, 2011 Ford Shelby GT500
assembled at Auto Alliance International on 05/19/2010.

This vehicle is #1113 of a build of 4150 coupes
and is #132 of 587
manufactured in Kona Blue Metallic.
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Know All Ye By These Presents:

ta  Michael A. Aquino

has rocketed round trip to the moon from the Disneyland Spaceport
via TWA Rocket Ship and is hereby awarded this Lunar Flight Certificate.
ance to the moon, 238,857 miles, is exceeded daily by TWA on its

regular Earth flights across the ULS.A., Europe, Africa § Asia.

Disneyland, California

Date October 16, 1955 TWA Rocket Shp Captain
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‘Vehicle Authenticity Certificate

This is to certify this Shelby vehicle has been
verified and documented by an afficisl
registrar for Shelby American, Inc.

fa

Entry has been verified in the
Official Shelby American Registry
©onSeptember 17,2010

2011 Sheiby GTS00
VIN: 1ZVEPBJSORS12E748
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