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narrow as if preparing to betray a strict confidence. I lean closer to the
screen. “Did vou know that white women are able to Beep Beep Beep
three times before they touch the floor with their tongues?” I nod gravely
to tell him that as incredible as this sounds, it is nonetheless true,

He sighs. “We've isolated the parasite.”

“Stop! Please! The secret sauce is a combination of Beep, Beep, and a
dash of Beep.” I shake my head profoundly. “There. You dragged it out
of me, you inscrutable Oriental, you.” Even though this news does make
me feel like talking, I cannot stop doing this to Dr. Hari Kari Eggroll,
because I neither like him nor trust him. i

“As you say, Benton. Please call when you are prepared to listen.”

His hand comes up toward the screen as if, with honorable Samurai
restraint, he is going to compromise his anger, reach out of the screen,
and tweak my nose mildly. But he simply twists the knob on his screen
and Milton goes blank.

“Beep Beep Beep,” I am heard to say.

“There is an alien living in my body.”

I cannot help but wonder if Dr. Origami Wanton has ever toyed with
the idea of replying, “Beep Beep Beep” when I offer a serious declaration.
If 50, he has shown admirable containment.

“Essentially s0.”

“Therefore,” I continue, weaving strategically my polemic web, “I am
an inhabited world and am due protection under the Non-Terran Pres-
ervation Act of 2006. Or do you intend to send mercenaries to my sinus
cavities to begin the illegal exploitation of my natural mucesa?”

“None of the above, Benton,”

“Is it senttent?” This question, being neither sarcastic in tone nor
denigrating in content, takes him aback.

“As far as we can tell, yes.”
I wonder just how far they can tell, and just how they can tell at all,

and 1 realize that they cannot. Therefore he must be teasing me.

“You are teasing me.”

“This organism feeds on the products of its host’s cephalic processes.”
Dr. Zori Zero has earlier informed me that he is Japan’s preeminent
Extra-T microbiologist—this, the rationale behind my Consulate’s de-
cigion to leave me in his care. I am unimpressed. “Your brain, Benton,
is a virtual treasurehouse of these products—acetylcholine, GABA, nor-
epinephrine. The parasite wants nothing to do with your gastrointestinal
tract, but instead thrives on these physiolegical counterparts of thought.
This is why your perceptions are affected.”

“Startling Stories and Thrilling Tales of Indeed Much Wonder. There
is nothing wrong with my perceptions.”

“1 see.”
“You are evil, Dr. X, and everything they say about you is true, though

I admit thig information was supplied me by your close and trusted
confidant, Beep Beep Beep.”
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“Dr. No Ticky No Washy! Dr. Kabuki! Doc-tor—" I realize that I cannot
remember—nor can [ remember having learned—the true name of the
Evil Dr. X.

“No no no.” She giggles and shuts me off but I call back.

“This is Benton,” I say sternly, “Connect me to the Mad Doctor at once.
I must have a fork.”

“Sukiyaki?’ She blushes.

“Doctor! Slant-eyed butcher wielding scalpel! Yellow barbarian trained
in rudiments of surgical technique!” I am beside myself.

“Fork?”

“Goddamned Yankee Doodle You Bet!”

“No no no.” :

1 am raving. What’s the word? “Doctor . . . isha! [sha!” Her eyvebrows
jump in comprehension and she cocks her head and smiles. She regards
me in a new light, and I realize that perhaps I have been too gquick to
judge her.

“You speak Japanese quite nicely, Captain.” She winks and connects
me to the Maleficent Dr. Mikado. i

“I cannot use chopsticks.”

“You've been using them adequately for six weeks, Benton,” he says.

I consider the logic of his argument and realize that he is quite correct.
T do not understand why I am suddenly repulsed by the idea of eating
with these degenerate Oriental tweezers. However, I mask my uncer-
tainty.

“I have been cleverly faking. I want a fork.”

“T imagine one is available at your Consulate. I hate to phone them
on so small a matter.”

“There is nothing trivial about this,” I contend. I explain to this jaun-
diced miscreant the esteemed Western tradition of fork usage, concluding
with a masterful dialogue concerning the relationship of the fork to
Christian theology. “The three prongs, you see, represent the Father, the
Son, and the Holy Ghost. It is a religious object and 1 am thus entitled
under the Geneva Accords.”

*You are not a prisoner of war, Benton.”

“Fine. Then let me go.”

“But to bother an attaché for a mere fork?”

“The ambassador. I want my fork from the ambassador.”

“Certainly not. I cannot call the ambassador.”

“He is here to serve American citizens.”

“But with a fork?” The Deranged Dr. Awful X covers a smile with a
lithe hand. Why is he minimizing the importance of the fork? I realize
that this is only the first step in a progressive belittling of my culture
that has as its end the acceptance of Japanese ideology. The importance
of my demand becomes clear to me.

“I will perform a lobotomy with these chopsticks,” I counter.

“But imagine the paperwork,” he says.
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Good evening,” I say, and clear the screen. I set the ambassador’s
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beloved fork on my small table, and spend the next twelve hours mulling
the significance of his cryptic directive.

T am shaved for surgery. 3

The Yellow Menace assumes that this humiliating removal of my body
hair will cause me confusion regarding my identity. However, I have
stipulated as a condition of the surgery that [ be allowed to retain the
ambassador’s fork throughout the procedure.

Should there be a question later, I will know that I am the man holding
the fork. i

During the administration of the anesthetic, I dream briefly, and the
enormity of Malevolent Dr. X’s satanic plot is revealed to me.

He is searching for the physical counterpart of bravery. He is scav-
enging amongst my bodily organs for that ill-defined thing thatis stitched
of red, white, and blue, that accounts for my stamina during the course
of my imprisonment, for my singleness of purpose, for my physical, men-
tal, and moral superiority.

He is attempting to locate that which he sorely lacks in his own con-
gtitution.

I awaken from surgery with vision blurred, but this effect has been
explained to me previously. I subvocalize my oath of allegiance, assuring
myself that no tampering has taken place.

I am whole.

A tremendous white carapace is looming on my horizon, and it is
several minutes before I realize that I am serutinizing the gown-clad
buttocks of the small but elegant nurse who was earlier overcome by the
majesty of my Occidental dong. I understand that when the time comes,
she will have to be done away with—as the rest—but for now, I am able
to appreciate the poignancy of her situation.

It is over, Benton,” says a voice which I recognize as that of the
Beslimed Dr. Ming Dynasty. “We were able to remove the parasite in
its entirety.”

The whiteness wiggles off my horizon and I glimpse the Wretched Dr.
X standing before a cot in the recovery area, his back turned to me in
shame and defeat, his image oddly convexed.

This devious Oriental posture does not evoke my pity or compassion,
but rather causes me to embrace the moment when my noble ambassador
initiates the raid on this facility, accompanied by the slow-witted Italian
polizie who, gesturing drunkenly with both hands, storm the doors and
gun the personnel, allowing me my freedom.

“A very large one, too,” says the nurse.

Who can blame her for taking one last look, when for the remainder
of her life she will satisfy herself with the pitifully endowed Orientals?

“Is it completely out?”
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I imagine that she could be rehabilitated. I imagine that with long
years of therapeutic intervention the foreign ideology could be cleansed
from her mind, and I envision her and me standing before the sparkling
vista of the free marketplace, awed by the majesty and brilliance of
- enterprise and deregulation. I am amazed at my own willingness to
accept this despicable alien, but realize that this is simply part of what
I am.

“Yes, Benton, completely.”

“Where is it? Where?”

I am momentarily alarmed as I recognize my voice—a brilliant imi-
tation of my voice, for I have not spoken. The Demonic Dr. X turns from
the cot toward me, and I see my body staring, fork in hand, its appearance
flawed by the incision that begins at the forehead and runs like ayellow
.coward beneath the bandages.

Dr. X has tricked me! _

The imposter has the fork, the Ambassador’s well-known and much-
revered personal fork! Oh how cunning is that loathsome Dr. X, how
inscrutable! Though it lacks that impervious gleam of defiance in its
eyes, that patriotic sneer, the imposter looks like me in every other way.
The magnitude of this gambit is only now beginning to be revealed.

A substitution. A takeover. A master race!

I see it now. There will be a slow and torturous death for me at the
nubile hands of these half-breed monsters. During the raid, the overly-
excitable Italians will become confused and save the imposter, who will
be extirpated from this demonic island of cats-into-dogs, medalled and
medallioned by Congress, and reinstated in the Armed Forces of the
United States. One by one, the fighting men of the Great Free Nation
will be replaced by slithering barbarian cowards, until the very foun-
dations of liberty and commerce have been undermined.

And with the ambassador’s personal fork, there is no stopping them.

I raise my fists in disbelief, but find I am contained by the thlck glass
walls which curve in and around me.

That fiendish Dr, X!

That Sly Yellow Master of Ancient Oriental chkedry'

He points a crooked finger at me. “In the specimen jar,” he tells the
imposter, who is now pale and wide-eyed with the realization that this
foul and unholy plan has found its culmination.

“Jesus shit,” says the imposter.

And in my jar I jump, and from my jar I scream. @
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