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The continuing drama of Ro

The discovery of the Piot to
kil President Downey was o
terrible shock to our hero
Roger Armstrong, but not
nearly as bad as the shock he
received last issue. Last issue
he discovered that the man
behind the plot was rione other
than President Downey
himself!

In our first issue Roger
discovered the evil plot, and
foiled the. planned assasine-
tion by removing a bomb from
the President's car end throw-
ing it off the bridge. In our se-
cond issue Roger met some of
the people behind the plot at
the Cosmo club. Roger had
found out that there were
three participants in the plot,
the Orgdnizer (the brains), the
Middleman, and Agent Orange
(the hitman masquerading as a
student). Roger pretended that
he was the Organizer and met
with the Middleman. The Mid-
dleman turned out to be Han-
nah, his own sister! He set up
a meeting through her with
Agent Orange for the follow-
ing night at Keddy's. Then,
pretending fo be the mid-
dleman, he met with the
Organizer. As this exciting
issue begins, Roger has just

discoverd the identity of the
. Organizer. .

Roger was in horrible shock.
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This couldn’'t be! The
Organizer, the man behind the
plot to kill President Downey,
was President Downey
himself! ?! Roger gulped at his
beer and stared at the man in
front of him. He leaned for-
ward.

“You....you are the
Organizer?”’, he asked in
disbelief. “How can this be?"”

President Downey grinned
impishly.

“I will answer all your ques-
tions eventually, but first,
what happened the other
day?” '

The Organizer's face and
tone had suddenly taken on a
sharp edge, and Roger
remembered that he was
pretending to be the Mid-
dleman, and would have to ac-
count for the failed bomb at-
tempt the other day.

Roger smiled inwardly at the
ridiculous situation. He was
having to apoiogize to a man
for having failed tc kill him,
when he himself had caused
that failure!

“Someone removed ihe
bomb, sir! There must have
been a security leak!”

“Aha, | figured as much.”
The Organizer's voice took on
@ menacing aspect. "Whoever
has discovered this operation
wiil be dealt with."”
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Roger's throat grew dry. He
thought fast, and said: “Yes,
and | think i know who the spy
is. Why don’t you leave him to
me sir, i will deal with him ap-
propriately.”

"“You may not need to”
answered the Organizer, “my
men have been working on a
lead as well. We may do away
with him first.”

“Ah, good... good." Roger
drank the resi of his beer in
one gulp. Now he would have
to watch his step!

“Now for your directions. |
want you to plant another
bomb next Monday. And this
time you'd better be suc-
cesfull!”

Don't worry about it, sir, |
guarantee ycu're as good as
dead.”

President Downey grinned.

“Good, now listen, | didn't
bring your payment with me,
but | want you to visit the
Underground tomorrow, and
I'il pey you then."”

“Visit the Underground
tomerrow?"” repeated Roger.

“Yes, and I'll pay you then.
Now here is how to get there.
At exactly three o'clock tomor-
row, press the down button on
the elevators in Tilley. Only
get on the right elevator.”

""But the righi one doesn't
work,"” said Roger.

It will for you.” he
answered, and smiled.

“Now get on that elevator
and punch the following but-
tons in this  order,
2,4,1,2,4,43. Got that?"

Roger repeatad the numbers
to himself until he
remembered them.

"Got them "

"Good, | will greet you. See
you tomorrow."”

President Downey nodded, got
up, and left,

Roger looked at his watch.
Only forty minutes had
passed! In that time he had
received two of the biggest
surprises of his life, discover-
ing that his sister was the Mid-
dleman in this plot, and then
finding out that the man he
was irying to protect was the
leader of the plot. He felt worn
out. He decided to head heme.
Tracy, whom he had left
upstairs, was probably
wondering where he was.

He walked upstairs and
found Tracy. What a lovely
girl! She was sitting talking to
a bunch of friends.

“Hi Tracy, look, why don't
we go home'to bed."”

“But Roger, I'm not tired."”

He looked down at her. She
was wearing o yellow dress
that iooked like she had grown
into it.

“You know,” he said, “I'm
not either.”

She smiled at him.

“I'll get my coat.”

The next day at three
o'clock, Roger walked into
Tilley Hall. He walked to the
elevators and looked around.
He was alone! He pushed the
down button. Almost im-
mediately the right elevator
opened! He had never seen
the inside of the right elevator
pefore. Remembering the
code, he pushed 2,4,/,2,4,4,3.
The elevator doors closed
silently, like an animal closing
it's jows, and began to sink.
Down it went for a good ten
seconds, and then slowed to
an eery stop. The doors open-
ed. ;

Roger couldn't believe his
eyes. On both sides stretched
a long brightly lit corridor, im-
maculately clean. Wherever he
was, they surely hadn't had
any cuts in the caretaker staff.

Roger stepped out' of the
elevator and waited. Seconds
later President Downey step-
ped out of a doorway 1o greet
him.

“Hello. You are right on
time. Come with me"

“Where are we?” asked
Roger in awe as he followed.

“We are in the Underground.
This is a centre of research and
other activitios that extends
under most of Fredericton. In
fact, from here we can travel
as far as Halifax without comn-
ing obove ground.” There are
eighty two entrances to this
place in the city, including
pretty well every major

. IR P 2

ger Armstrong

elevator.”

Thay entered a room which
had a number of computer
screens and keyboards set up
on a table.

"Have o seat. The reason |
think you should see this is
because you will have a place
here someday.”

Roger looked ot the screens.
Each one had a picture of some
place en campus on it. The
Organizer noticed his interest.

"Where would you like to
see? Pick anywhere on cam-
pus.”

Roger thought a moment.
The first place that occured to
him were the shower's in
Mcleod House, but he said:

"How about your office in
the Old Art's buiiding?"”

The Organizer punched in
something and a view of his of-
fice sprang onto one of the
screens. It was an ordinary
enough office, but there was
one unusual fecture to the
room. President Downey was
in it!

Roger lccked from the
screen, from the man in the
chair in front of him to the man
in the chair on the screen. They
looked identical.

“What,"” asked Roger, “is go-
ing on?”

The man in front of him smil-
ed. “I will explain next time we
meet, | haven't time now, you
must go.”

They walked back to the
elevatoer, Roger in a daze, con-
fused by the seemingly endless
stretch of bright corridors and
the events, following along.

As Roger got into the
elevator, the Organizer gave
him a briefcase,

"“This is your payment. Meet
me here on Tuesday at the
same time, and | will answer
your questions.,”

Roger stumbled home. He
lay on his bed trying te
straighten everything oui, to
find some sort of logical ex-
planation for everything. He
siill had to meet with Agent
Orange at Keddy's that night,
pretending to be the
Orgarizer, but even after
meeting with the Organizer
twice he had no idea who he
was,

When he started to relax
and feel in control again, he
remembered the briefcase. He
opened it and started coun-
ting.

He counted it seven times.

It came out to the same
amount every time.

The Organizer, wheever he
was, had given him two and o
half miilion dollars.

Exactly.

Even,

Roger closed the briefcase,
and sat down in a chair.

And then he started to
smile.

7o be continued next
week. '
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