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WE'LL PRETEND IT NEVER
PPENED,
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NOT FOR ME. THIS

WERE /N ED
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OR ROBUR.
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WELL, I'D NOT
BEEN WITH HIM
LONG.

I WEREN'T
WITH THE PARTY HE
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OBVIOUSLY.
THEY ALL DIEVy
DIDN'T THEY?

EXPEDITION
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“MADAME CAPTAN, IF YOU’LL PERMIT
ME, I BELIEVE 1 UNDERSTAND WHAT
HAS HAPPENED HERE.,

“CONCEIVABLY, THE PENTAGONAL
CAVITIES ARE NOT GRAVES SO
MUCH AS SOMETHING RESEMBLING
HIBERNAT/ION CHAMBERS.

“LIKE THEIR PREHISTORIC CITADEL,
175 INHABITANTS PERSIST IN A
ONDITION OF PERPETUAL
FROZEN SLEEP.

"MOREOVEK, THEY’RE CLEARLY NOT
INLY INHABITANTS, THEY CON-
STRHCTEV ORGANISMS AS SLAVES.

’$ 1 MENTIONED,
PERHAPS DIPN'T.
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TERED ANOTHER.
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AT LARGE.
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TRIBE PROBABLY
CARVED THIS

b-BUT THOS|
STATUES WITH THE
STARFISH HEADS,
WHAT WERE...?
BEFORE 1.

WE..WE'VE BEEN
HOODWINKED.
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NO WORD FROM
WRIGHT OR READE.
WE'RE ASSUMING

THEY'RE DEAD.

OWEVER,
NE WITH
RETRIEVING HER
MAJESTY'S ]
VALUABLES. /)|

IT’6 ALL PART OF
BEING A RULER, 1 SUPPOSE.




A PERFECT MATCH...
AND A PERFECT FUSE!

= by Staff Writer Hildy Johnson =

A’S REGULAR READERS will surely be aware,
my own view of wedlock is that everything in
a marriage is incredibly hard except when, ideally,
you'd like it to be. This notwithstanding, it was with
some minor qualms and major highballs that your
humble correspondent found herself in the receipt of
an exclusive invitation to what might well be the big
event of 1938, assuming that Frau Hynkel’s little boy
will be content to just sit fidgeting there in the Reichs-
tag for a short while longer.

The affair in question, an impending matri-
monial extravaganza between two of the world’s most
enduring piratical dynasties, to be conducted on a
fogbound and uncharted island in the South Atlantic
with a guest list of bloodthirsty criminals and without
guarantee of coming back alive or unmolested, was of
course completely irresistible. Being picked up from
the Chicago waterfront at midnight (and let’s face it,
girls, who hasn’t been?) only to be transported in a
jet-black and deliriously baroque submersible crewed
largely by unshaven murderesses for the next ten days
was therefore something of a disappointment. Tempo-
rarily in charge of our unusual vessel, the infamous
Nautilus of getting-on-a-century’s maritime notoriety,
the strapping Mistress Sally Kidd at least provided
some relief from the monotony of our confinement
with her easy access to the actual captain’s potent and
voluminous supplies of rum. Despite her being seem-
ingly the latest in a line of ocean-hardened privateers,
I can with some considerable smugness make report
that T was able to drink Mistress Kidd beneath the
table. Fortunately, shortly after that she proved entire-
ly capable of eating me beneath the table so that we
were even, and with more than honor satisfied.

Eventually, apparently somewhere within the mist-
enshrouded purlieus of the Riallaro Archipelago, we
put to shore upon the well-established pirate sanctu-
ary known as Lincoln Island. For those out there of
insufficiently broad education, not to mention all the
educated broads among my readership who may be
insufficiently awake at this time of the afternoon, such
wild freebooter havens were a feature of seafaring
life back in the 17th and 18th centuries, anarchic and
communitarian endeavours where society’s excluded
factions, be they criminal or theological, political or
sexual, might congregate beyond the reach of legis-
lation and polite society. Now, obviously, here in the
U.S. with our plain-speaking ways we have our own
word for a lawless and amoral enclave of this kind,
and that word is “Chicago,” but elsewhere, as I have
pointed out before, they do things differently.

Nowhere more so, it seems, than Lincoln Island.
First established in the middle 19th century by Sikh
aristocrat turned science-buccaneer Prince Dakkar,
known more generally as the first Captain Nemo, Lin-
coln Island is believed to be the last of these brigand

utopias and, judging from appearances, was never
really typical of timber-shivering renegade societies
like those mentioned above. The same eye-popping
engineering know-how that’s apparent in the various
successive versions of Prince Dakkar’s much-feared
submarine has obviously been applied to every struc-
ture on the island, with outlandishly designed and
decorated chambers of unfathomable function raised
on soaring metal stilts, while clustered at the bases
of those mighty columns are the vivid and ingenious
shanties of the lower ranks, including family homes
and lean-to schools alongside teetering saloons and
brothels. As I've previously indicated, all this was
designed to make a gal feel properly at home.

You could say much the same for Lincoln Island’s
population, a flamboyant throng of lively ne’er-do-
wells apparently collected from at least five quarters
of the globe; a mix of perverts, pansies, crackpots,
geniuses, poets, hopheads, prostitutes, thugs, commu-
nists, and howling babies that could only seem exotic
to religious people living in the Catskills some two
hundred years ago. In other words, the denizens of
Lincoln are exactly like the people dwelling in those
districts that you go to when you're after a good time.
The only differences are that Lincoln’s “district” is, by



force of arms, a sovereign nation in its own right, and
that rather than our much-loved “Chicago pianos”
you're more likely to find Lincoln’s residents practic-
ing scales on belt-fed automatic harpoon-pistols.

O arrival 1 was greeted by a stocky fellow in his
later twenties of what seemed mixed Polynesian and
Anglo-Saxon parentage, who introduced himself as
one Tobias Ishmael and announced that I should be
escorted to the elevated cabin occupied by Lincoln
Island’s ruler and my hostess for this royal occasion,
Princess Janni Dakkar. As successor to the island’s ar-
chitect and the inheritor of his still-unsurpassed sub-
surface vehicle, the princess is decidedly her father’s
daughter. Greeting me in a lofty reception room em-
bellished by the plunder of a dozen lands and several
centuries was an attractive and accomplished woman
hindered by the mannerisms of a movie villain.

Blinking only every hour or so and with an evi-
dently well-rehearsed ability in her deployment of in-
timidating pauses during otherwise congenial conver-
sation, Princess Dakkar is, at 43 years old, the second
Captain Nemo and has already acquired a reputation
for relentless carnage that is equal to or even in excess
of that afforded her illustrious predecessor. Starting
her career with an unscheduled demolition and atten-
dant massacre on the East London docks in 1910, this
colourful example of what might once tactfully have
been termed “an adventuress” went on to sub-aquatic
grave-robbing in 1912 with her audacious, not to men-
tion heartless, plundering of what had until then been
thought to be the irrecoverable wreckage of the sunk-
en Titan. During the Great War, the princess at least
showed an even-handed attitude in her torpedoing
and looting of both sides’ seagoing vessels in that con-
flict. After several post-war years marked by increas-
ingly discriminating robbery and homicide, in 1925
this latest blossom from the Dakkar bloodline slaugh-
tered various employees of Charles Foster Kane while
seizing valuables belonging to Kane’s houseguest,
the high-flying and despicably young-looking Queen
Ayesha from the central African domain of Kor, who
must be in her sixth decade if she’s a day! Seemingly
not content with this larcenous coup, Prince Dakkar’s
darling daughter went on to lure the revered and el-
derly American inventors Frank Reade Jr. and Jack

Wright Jr. to as-yet-unexplained deaths in Antarctica
before the year was out.

Since then, admittedly, it would appear that Prin-
cess Dakkar has restrained herself to only the occa-
sional atrocity or incident of international propor-
tions, as with the princess’s positively whimsical
abduction during 1933 of the colossal simian cadaver
being kept refrigerated by the New York Port Author-
ity in the wake of a highly publicized and ultimately
fatal rampage earlier that same year. As it transpired,
the second Captain Nemo’s motive for this jaw-un-
hinging heist was a capricious urge to see the huge
ape’s bones returned to its Skull Island birthplace fol-
lowing requests made to her by that island’s natives.
Lest my gentle reader come to the erroneous conclu-
sion that the princess has become perhaps less fierce
in recent years, I should point out that she still keeps
her father’s weatherproofed and varnished skull as
an adornment of the underwater dreadnaught he
bequeathed to her. But then, it’s well known that us
dames are prone to getting sentimental.

Dxesscd in a well-tailored trouser-suit of emerald
green with something of a boyish, military cut about
the sweeping frockcoat, the princess would not look
out of place at this year’s fashion-house extravagan-
zas were she only to forgo that rather worrying cut-
lass. Over cups of mint tea with her highness, I ob-
served with admiration the exquisite manners and
polite regard for etiquette that I have often noticed in
those with the power to have one killed. The silence
following our introduction went on for a good ten
minutes before your intrepid gal reporter realized
belatedly that Princess Dakkar was expecting her to
ask a question and would sit there patiently without a
word until she did so.

T confess that my initial query, which amounted to
arather tremulous “why have you brought me here?”
was not of the exacting journalistic standard which
T've led you to expect of me, although the princess
seemed to take it in her leather-booted stride. She told
me, in her somehow too-precise and flawless English,
that as she had made plain in her letter, the occasion
was the marriage of her daughter Hira to a somewhat
older aeronautic renegade, French science-desperado
Armand Robur. Although I myself am patently far
too young to remember, I'm reliably informed that
the groom’s late lamented father, one Jean Robur, gar-
nered quite a reputation at the end of the last century
with an astounding flying warship known, charm-
ingly, as the Terror. The princess explained to me, with
nothing but the teensiest hint of talking to an ill-bred
imbecile, that the impending union of these two fami-
lies with their respective domination of both air and
water signalled an important merger in the world of
global piracy which she was eager to announce by vir-
tue of its psychological effects upon intended victims
and piratical competitors.

‘When I repeated my enquiry in amended form to
ask why [ specifically had been selected to attend the
matrimonial celebrations, Princess Dakkar smiled.

1
Your writings are a great source of amusement

for me. I especially enjoy the witty turn of phrase
which you deploy upon occasion, as in your descrip-



tion of myself, some several years since, as a‘warlord
debutante.” That really is a very funny thing to say.”

Having forgotten that particular bon mot before
agreeing to my rendezvous down on the waterfront,
regular readers of this column will appreciate that
the intimidating silence mentioned earlier which fol-
lowed this remark worked wonders for my cardiac
percussion. Finally T asked the princess if she would at
least allow me to adjust my girdle prior to the behead-
ing, at which to my very great relief she laughed with
asurprising musicality, then somewhat spoiled the ef-
fect by adding a (probably) mischievous “Of course.”
Pressing ahead with my interrogation in the hope of
by this means at least forestalling execution, I asked
Princess Dakkar if  might be shown around her island
and perhaps allowed to meet her family in order to
present a rounded portrait when I came to write my
article. After a few nerve-shredding moments of con-
sideration, the princess at length agreed to my request
on the condition that she would herself escort me in
my tour of her domain, explaining that it would be of
necessity a brief one if she was to be returned in time
for the incipient nuptials early in the afternoon. Thus,
with these rules established, we set out on our per-
egrination through the teeming pirate capital, where
muscular and tattooed fellows hurried to attend our
every whim wherever we should venture in a man-
ner that I must confess I could get used to, given the
unlikely opportunity.

Perambulating in among the towering pylon struts
of her ramshackle but unnervingly efficient and well-
managed fiefdom, I began to understand how Janni
Dakkar could make this whole set-up work so smooth-
ly, and at the same time I realized why, despite their
many similarities, the pirate stronghold to be found
on Lincoln Island is in all truth nothing like the pirate
stronghold found here in Chicago. Here, and by exten-
sion throughout every city in the western world, we
have a mass of individual and often criminal agendas
working in aggressive opposition to each other and
to the agendas of the status quo. With Lincoln Island,
on the other hand, we have a mass of individual and
almost wholly criminal agendas working in complete
cooperation with each other in a culture where black-
guards and privateers have actually become the sta-
tus quo. Upon this isle of criminals, incredibly, there
is no crime; at least according to the genial villains
that I got the chance to speak to, who assured me that
“the Captain” would deal even-handedly and fairly
with disputes when they arose. Apparently betrayal,
whether to a rival enterprise or the authorities, is Lin-
coln Island’s only capital offense, and in the words of
the princess herself, “it simply never happens.”

Further in our exploration of the isle’s improbable
facilities [ was permitted entrance to the hollow moun-
tain or volcano where the terribly impressive Nautilus
is penned, wherein [ gasped and cooed appreciatively
as if existence itself depended on it, which, for all that
Iknow, it may well have. The next stop on our slightly
rushed tour of inspection was the recently completed
airfield in the island’s northern reaches, seemingly
constructed as a gesture of convenience and great ci-
vility extended to the Robur clan. It was at any rate in
this location that I got to feast my eyes (between my

parted fingers) on that family’s truly stupefying flying
fortress, the appropriately-titled Terror. The enormous
bulk of this nefarious mechanism was alone enough
to bring on an attack of vertigo. Although by all ac-
counts it has been modified from Jean Robur’s origi-
nal design by his inventive son, imagining an object of
that monstrous size suspended in thin air above civi-
lization’s spires put me in mind of Mr. R. Magritte’s
similar gravity-annihilating masses, after viewing
which I often find myself in the immediate need of a
sit-down, frequently clinging to my armchair or the
carpet for dear life.

Retummg to the island’s busy epicenter from this
more outlying center of activity, the second part of my
request was granted in a series of brisk introductions
to the princess’s immediate and impending family.
First among these, caught in the act of dressing for his
role in the forthcoming ceremony, was the princess’s
consort of some thirteen years, an admirably well-
preserved (he'’s at least a septuagenarian - it must be
the sea air) and splendidly proportioned roughneck,
introduced with a fond “This is Jack.” If my reading
doesn't fail me, this would be the escapee transport-
ed convict turned freebooting corsair, famous in the
later 19th century under the handle of “Broad Arrow
Jack,” a soubriquet the origins of which were instantly
apparent from the moment that we blundered unan-
nounced into his dressing room. Stripped to the waist
agreeably, an adjective I seldom employ in descrip-
tions of men in their seventies, the sizeable and black
arrow tattoo emblazoned on his naked back as token
of his previous confinement was sufficient to preclude
my asking him about his quaint dime-novel name. Al-
though apparently engaged in fitting his considerable
form into a tailor-made tuxedo, obviously a mode of
dress he had not previously encountered, he gave the
impression of a thoughtful and entirely honest man
with an almost inordinate devotion to his wife, these
being traits which I'm reliably informed are rarely
found among the civilized and law-abiding husbands
of my closest feminine associates. For her part, in her
husband’s company the princess showed a genu-
inely sweet warmth and affection which could easily
make one forget, if only for a moment, the spectacular
amount of mayhem for which these two turtle-doves
share the responsibility.




Qulte different from the likeable and unpreten-
tious Jack was the next stop on my itinerary, clipped
and formal groom in waiting Armand Robur. Only
four years old when his beloved father took the Ter-
ror’s predecessor down in flames over the Somme dur-
ing 1915, the younger Robur would seem, understand-
ably perhaps, to have grown up into a rather sombre
and resentful sort of aerobatic larcenist. Black-haired
and with a carefully brushed beard to complement
his bordering-on-the-preposterous elaborate dress
uniform, the 27-year-old junior master of the world
appeared impervious to your reporter’s charms, ad-
dressing his abrupt reply to my sole question in dis-
dainful French through the obliging medium of the
pirate queen who'd shortly be his mom-in-law. I was
informed, in no uncertain terms, that the boy Robur
held America in low esteem for its reluctance when
it came to taking sides in the expected conflict with
Tomania and Germany and thus would not deign to
engage in any further conversation with me, which
was frankly a considerable relief.

M uch more agreeable, albeit by some measure
more disturbing, was my meeting with the young sky-
mercenary’s soon-to-be and even younger bride. De-
spite my previous announcement of the fact that Prin-
cess Dakkar and Broad Arrow Jack have been together
as a couple for just thirteen years, my lack of any skills
with math meant that I was unable to suppress a star-
tled yelp when taken in to meet with Hira Dakkar, as
she sat there being robed and intricately painted with
red henna dye in preparation for the fast-approaching
ceremonials. Hira Dakkar, a third-generation scourge
of sea and sky, makes for a bride of near-heartbreak-
ing beauty, although one who would seem to have
just turned twelve. Call me old-fashioned, but even as
one who has vacationed frequently below the Mason-
Dixon line I found this state of affairs to be much too
modern for my liking, though I'm led to understand
that arranged marriages of this variety and some-
times at this tender age are an established feature of
Hindu and Sikh traditions. As if sensing that there
was a question which I was too ladylike to ask, once
we were out of earshot of the baby bride-to-be, her
mother made a great show of informing me that the
arrangement in this case was nothing but consensual
and there of course would be no consummation of the
marriage for at least five years, which by my reckon-
ing would still add up to some sort of a felony where I
was raised. Besides, the princess added, with the like-
lihood of aerial warfare playing as significant a part as
naval battles in the forthcoming expected conflagra-
tion, an alliance with the Roburs had become a tactical
priority. Ain’t young love grand?

Keen as I might be to impress you with my cosmo-
politan and easy grasp of foreign cultures, I will read-
ily confess that the protracted wedding service when
it finally arrived was utterly unfathomable to me. It
appeared to be a grossly over-hyphenated ceremony
of innumerable installments, during which a stagger-
ing array of brightly-colored Indian confectionary was
provided at what would appear to have been strictly-
observed ritual intervals. At some point, luckily, the

formal service of the afternoon gave way to a more
customary alcohol-fueled celebration in the evening,
after the exhausted bride had been provided with a
decorous and seemly goodnight peck upon the cheek
from her glum-looking hubby and then no doubt taken
by her mother off to the familiar and toy-littered room
that was to be her solitary bridal chamber. It was at
this juncture that your fearless correspondent finally
threw off her inhibitions and relaxed enough to enter
into the inebriated spirit of this jubilant event. I'm told
that I caused a sensation with my dancing, partnered
by an entranced string of would-be world-enslaving
megalomaniacs, some of whom were apparently
quite taken with me if the mash-note I discovered in
my stocking the next day from one “Count Zero” is an
indication. This, admittedly, was upon waking with a
frightful headache in my cabin on the Nautilus only to
be informed by the redoubtable young Mistress Kidd
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that T had slept or rather been unconscious for the pre-
vious eighteen hours and that we were already a good
part of the way home, if not yet close enough to smell
the pizza and the graft.

Cute as the couple were, her with the little ribbons
in her hair and him with his distinguished epaulettes
and hundred-ton airborne destroyer waiting on the
island’s lately-added airstrip, I must confess serious
doubts regarding how long it can last, by which I am
referring to the world and not to the relationship of
these two newlyweds. Despite the awkward gap in
age and culture they are both the children of impla-
cable and very capable enemies of humanity, and I'm
quite certain they’ll be fine, it rather being all the rest
of us that I'm concerned about. From where this gal is
standing, the surely forthcoming war in Europe offers
a bonanza for the Dakkar family business, and with
even the serene blue heavens now in danger of attack
one strains to think of anywhere that can be deemed
entirely safe, except possibly sunny Lincoln Island.

Let's just hope the happy couple aren’t planning
on having offspring any time real soon. Some family
trees, after all, have dangerous and unexpected crit-
ters hiding in them, n‘est ce pas?
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