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drink to Wormser, who was still a bit
staid and Eastern in his choice of bever-
ages. “It's just a tall glass of rum mixed
with a jigger of gin, some camphor ice,
and a twist of avocado,” he said reassur-

ingly.

“Isn’t that a little potent?” asked
Wormser dubiously.

“You're cooking with grasg it’s

potent,” relurned his companion, pertly
if inaccurately. “That's why they won't
serve more than six to a customer.”
Seated in the cool darkness of the bar,
with three Zombolas coursing through
their vitals, the colleagues felt drawn to
each other. No trace of professional hos-
tility o1 envy lingered by the time they
had finished reviewing the Cleveland
convention, the rapacity of their fellow-
practitioners, and their own staunch in-
tegrity.

“},IOW do you like it out here, Randy?”

Wormser inquired. “I get a slight
sense of confusion. Perhaps I'm not ad-
justed yet.”

“You’re inhibited,” said Kalbfus, sig.
nalling the waiter to repeat. “You won't
let yourself go. Infantile denial of your
environment.”

“I know,” said Wormser plaintively,
“but a few weeks ago I saw Jack Benny
in a sleigh on Sunset Boulevard—with
real reindeer. And last night an old
hermit in a pillowcase stopped me and
claimed the world was coming to an
end. When I objected he sold me a box
of figs.”

“You’ll get used to it,” the other re-
plied. “I've been here five months, and
to me it's God's country. I never eat
oranges but hell, can you imagine three
dozen for a quarter?”

“I pguess you're right,” admitted
Wormser. “Where are you staying?”

“At the Sunburst Auto Motel on
Cahuenga,” said Kalbfus, draining his
glass. “I’'m sharing a room with two
extra girls from Paramount.”

“Oh, I'm sorry. I — I didn't know
you and Mrs. Kalbfus were separated.”

“Don’t be archaic. She's living there,
too.” Kalbfus snapped his fingers at the
waiter. “Once in a while I fall into the
wrong bed, but Beryl’'s made her emo-
tional readjustment; she’s carrying on
with a Greek in Malibu. Interesting sub-
limation of libido under stress, isn’t it?
I'm doing a paper on it.”

\VORMSER raised his hand ineffectu-
! ally to ward off the fifth Zombola,
but Kalbfus would not be overborne.

“None of that,” he said sharply. “Come
on, drink up. Yes, sir, it’s a great town,
but I'll tell you something, Sherm.
We're in the wrong end of this busi-
ness. Original stories—that’s the caper.”
He looked around and lowered his voice.
“Ill let you in on a secret, if you
promise not o blab, I've been collabor.
ating with the head barber over at Fox,
and we've got a ten-strike. It's about &
simple, unaffected manicurist who in-
herits fifty mitlion smackers.”

“A fantasy, eh?” Wormser pondered.
“That’s a good idea.”

“What the hell do you mean, fan-
tasy?” demanded Kalbfus heatedly. It
happens every day. Wait till you hear
the twisteroo, though. This babe, who
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has  everything—houses, yachts, cars,
three men in love with her—suddenly
turns around and gives back the dough.”

“Why?” asked Wormser, sensing that
he was expected to.

“Well, we haven't worked that out
yet,” said Kalbfus confidentially. “Prob-
ably a subconscious wealth phobia. Anv-
way, Zanuck's offered us a hundred and
thirty G's for it, and it isn‘t even on
paper.”

“Holy cow!” breathed Wormser,
“What'll you do with all that money?”

“I've got my eye on a place in Bev-
erly,” Kalbfus confessed. “It's oniy
eighteen rooms, but a jewel box—indoor
plunge. indoor rifle range, the whoie
place is indoors. Even the barbecue.”

“That can't be,” protested Wormser.
“The barbecue’s always outdoors.”

“Not this one,” beamed Kalbfus.
“That’s what makes it so unusual. Then
of course I'll have to give Beryl her
seltlement when the divorce comes
through,”

“You—you just said everything was
fine between you,” faltered Wormser.

“Oh sure, but I've really outgrown
her,” shrugged Kalbfus. “Listen, old man,
I wouldn’t want this to get into the
columns. You see, I'm going to marry
Ingrid Bergman,”

» * *

STRANGE, tingling numbness, like

thet induced by novacain spread
downward from the tips of Wormser’s
ears. “I didn’t know you knew her,” he
murmured.

“I don't,” said Kalbfus, “but I saw
her the other night at the MocamBo, and
she gave me a look that meant only one
thing.”

He laughed and swallowed his sixth
Zombola. “It’s understandable in a way.
She must have known instinctively.”

“Known  what?” Wormer’s eyes,
trained to withstand the unusual, stood
out in high relief.

“Oh, just that I happen to be the
strongest man in the world,” said
Kalbfus modestly. He rose, drew a deep
breath, and picked up the table,
“Watch,” he ordered, and flung it crisply
across the bar. Two pyramids of bottles
dissolved and crashed to the floor, tak-
ing with them a Filipino busboy and
several hundred cocktail glasses, Before
the fixture had ceased quivering, a task
force: of bartenders and waiters was
spearing down on Kalbfus.

% * %

HERE was an obscure interval of

scuffling, during which Wormser un-
accountably found himself creeping
about on all fours and being kicked by
a fat lady. Then the shouts and re-
critninations blurred, and suddenly he
felt the harsh impact of the pavement.
In a parking lot, aeons later, the mist
cleared and he was seated on the run-
ning board of a sedan, palpating a robin’s
egg on his jaw. Kalbfus, his face puffier
than he last remembered it, was shakily

dimploring him to forgive and dine at

his hotel,
head.
“No, thanks.” Though his tongue was
a bolt of flannel, Sherman strove to
give his words dignity. “I like you,
Kalbfuth, but you're a little unthtable.”
Then he got to his feet, bowed for-
mally, and went into the Pig'n Whistle
for an atomburger and a frosted mango.

Wormser slowly shook his
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