EXT. GULLS WAY DRIVE—ESTABLISHING—NIGHT 

Two carved pumpkins on the front stoop. Lights glowing warmly from the den window. It’s Halloween night.

INT. GULLS WAY KITCHEN—NIGHT

McCormick is standing at the stove stirring something that resembles a cross between library paste and guacamole. Hardcastle enters, peering over his shoulder. The brew bubbles ominously.

(Okay, enough with the script format . . .)
“What the hell is that supposed to be? Lemme guess, you’re gonna patch the concrete under the basketball hoop.”
“Nah, it’s a recipe.”

The judge made a face. “Looks like a recipe for disaster, if you ask me.”

“Hah,” Mark glanced over his shoulder, then put down the spoon and picked up a knife. Hardcastle stepped back cautiously. “I’ll have you know, it’s one I got from Aunt May and Aunt Zora. They say it’s foolproof.” He turned back to the counter and cut several thin slices off a block of fine-holed Swiss. He tossed them into the pot.

Hardcastle look at it again dubiously. “Don’t remember then making anything that color. What the heck’s in it?”

“Oh,” Mark gazed into the pot thoughtfully, “that’s Paris Green.”
“McCormick!” Hardcastle looked at the younger man in horror. “Don’t you know that stuff is poisonous? What the hell are you doing putting it in a recipe for?”

“Cause that’s what it calls for, that’s why,” Mark said very sensibly. “And the cheese. Well-aged.” He leaned over and sniffed. “Mmm.”

The judge stared. “All that running around chasing people and getting shot at, the pressure finally got to you. You’ve snapped. Don’t worry, we’ll find you a good psychiatrist—”

Mark smiled benignly. “It’s not for us—” 

Hardcastle relaxed a notch.
“—It’s for the visitors.”

The judge’s mouth fell open.

“The ones in the gatehouse.” Mark was still smiling. “Under the sink. Lot’s of them. Rodents. Aunt May and Aunt Zora say this’ll get rid of them.”

The worry had not yet completely left the judge’s face. “Couldn’t we just call an exterminator?”

“Well,” Mark hummed a softly cheery tune as he gave the pot one last stir and turned off the stove, “You have your hobbies, and I have mine.” He carried the pot to the table, carefully placing a potholder down first. A platter already rested there, and next to that, a pastry bag with the tip already attached. “What do you think, Wheat Thins or Ritz?”

“I think you have to put one of those little ‘registered trademark’ signs after both of those.”

Mark shook his head. “Not a chance—ruins the flow of the narrative.” He sat down and began loading the pastry bag with the mixture. “Besides, did you see a disclaimer at the top of the first page?”

“Ah,” Hardcastle frowned, “I’d have to go back and look.”

“So, what’s that mean, we’re in violation already, right?”

“No,” the judge looked around, as though he was considering the context. “I think this is exempt under sec. 107 of the Copyright Act of 1976, Fair Use Provisions. I think we’ve got us a parody situation here.”

“You sure? I don’t think parody is one of the specified uses.”

“Jailhouse lawyer.” Hardcastle shook his head. “There’s all kinds of precedent. You got Cambell v. Acuff-Rose—” 

“What year?”

“Huh?”

“What year was that case?”

“Um,” Hardcastle closed his eyes briefly in deep thought. “Ah, that’d be ’94.”
“HAH!” Mark grinned triumphantly. “Gotcha. Ananchronism.”

“Wait a minute,” Hardcastle huffed, “I don’t think we’ve really established the year here.”

“We haven’t?” Mark took his own hard look around at the context. “Well, he finally sighed, “I hope to hell it isn’t after 1994.”

“Why?”

“Because we have already established that I’m still living in the gatehouse, doing battle with the mice, and I sure hope you were kidding about the ‘indefinite’ custody thing. Sheesh. Eleven years, come on, Judge. Hey, can you get me the box of Wheat Thins?”

Hardcastle grabbed the box down off the shelf, muttering ‘Registered Trademark’ under his breath as he put them down, hard, in front of the younger man. Then he stepped over to the counter again and turned on the radio, twiddling the dial briefly until he settled on an instrumental piece.

“Not more of that hopelessly sterile big band music,” McCormick whined reflexively as he laid the crackers out in attractively symmetrical concentric circles.

“Nope,” the judge replied, “not that there’s anything wrong with Benny Goodman. But, nah, this is something I’ve been wanting to hear.”

The music faded out, replaced by an announcer’s voice, old-fashioned and officious: 

Ladies and gentlemen, we interrupt our program of dance music to bring you a special bulletin from the Intercontinental Radio News. 

At twenty minutes before eight, central time, Professor Farrell of the Mount Jennings Observatory, Chicago, Illinois, reports observing several explosions of incandescent gas, occurring at regular intervals on the planet Mars. The spectroscope indicates the gas to be hydrogen and moving towards the earth with enormous velocity.
“What the heck is that all about?” Mark asked. “I’ve been to Chicago; there aren’t any Mount Anythings there; it’s flatter than a pancake.”

“Shh,”

Professor Pierson of the Observatory at Princeton confirms Farrell's observation, and describes the phenomenon as, quote, "like a jet of blue flame shot from a gun," unquote. 

We now return you to the music of Ramón Raquello, playing for you in the Meridian Room of the Park Plaza Hotel, situated in downtown New York.
“And guns don’t shoot out blue flames—”
“Will ya shuddup, McCormick? This is a classic. It’s ‘War of the Worlds’.”
Mark frowned. “You mean the one they played on Halloween that time way back when, and people got panicked and all that?”

“The very one.” Hardcastle smiled. “Boy, this brings back memories.”

Ladies and gentlemen, following on the news given in our bulletin a moment ago, the Government Meteorological Bureau has requested the large observatories of the country to keep an astronomical watch on any further disturbances occurring on the planet Mars. 

Due to the unusual nature of this occurrence, we have arranged an interview with a noted astronomer, Professor Pierson, who will give us his views on this event. In a few moments we will take you to the Princeton Observatory at Princeton, New Jersey. 

We return you until then to the music of Ramón Raquello and his orchestra.
The music was back. Mark was still frowning. “Hey, it’s set in New Jersey . . . but not Princeton; it was some little town.”
“Grover’s Mill.”

“Yeah,” Mark snapped his fingers and then picked up the pastry bag, making the first green curlicue on the first square cracker. He turned the platter a notch and did another. Then he paused a moment, admiring his work. “There wasn’t a real Grover’s Mill, was there?”
“Not anymore.”

Mark looked up sharply from cracker number three.

“I mean,” the judge said quickly, “there wasn’t.”

“Riight,” Mark gave him a slightly narrowed look, then he rotated the platter again. 

“Maybe some pimentos,” Hardcastle took the seat opposite him. “A little bit in the middle of each one, for color.”

Mark leaned back and considered for a moment, then said, “That’d be kinda mean, unless I gave ‘em little glasses of water, too. And aren’t mice color-blind?”

“Monochromats, not fully color blind. They just don’t see color as well as we do, which is a good thing, considering that shade of green you’ve got there.”

Mark was giving him a puzzled look. “How the heck do you know stuff like that?” he finally asked.
“Oh,” the judge fidgeted slightly under the intense stare, “I look things up.”

“Yeah, but where? The only time I ever saw you go in the library here, was right after those guys ripped you off and all the books were missing.”

“Ah, well, I mostly don’t look stuff up in books anymore. I use Google.”

“Double-HAH! That is definitely an anachronism. Google—founded 1998. You could’ve at least made an effort: Dogpile—1996, Alta Vista—1995.”

Hardcastle harrumphed stiffly and leaned over to turn the radio up a notch. 

Ladies and gentlemen, I shall read you a wire addressed to Professor Pierson from Dr. Gray of the National History Museum, New York. 

Quote, "9:15 P. M. eastern standard time. Seismograph registered shock of almost earthquake intensity occurring within a radius of twenty miles of Princeton. Please investigate. Signed, Lloyd Gray, Chief of Astronomical Division," unquote. 

Professor Pierson, could this occurrence possibly have something to do with the disturbances observed on the planet Mars?
Mark was up on his feet, scrounging in the refrigerator. He pulled out a jar of pimento and looked over his shoulder. “A twenty mile radius? Geez, that’d be a pretty big chunk of New Jersey. Heck, twenty miles from Princeton is halfway to New York City.”

“Shhh. It’s just about to get interesting.”

Now, nearer home, comes a special bulletin from Trenton, New Jersey. It is reported that at 8:50 P. M. a huge, flaming object, believed to be a meteorite, fell on a farm in the neighborhood of Grovers Mill, New Jersey, twenty-two miles from Trenton. 

The flash in the sky was visible within a radius of several hundred miles and the noise of the impact was heard as far north as Elizabeth. 

We have dispatched a special mobile unit to the scene, and will have our commentator, Carl Phillips, give you a word picture of the scene as soon as he can reach there from Princeton.

“There you go,” Mark grinned. “I knew it, Grovers Mill.”

“No you didn’t,” the judge muttered. “You just knew it wasn’t Princeton.”

Ladies and gentlemen, this is Carl Phillips again, out of the Wilmuth farm, Grovers Mill, New Jersey. Professor Pierson and myself made the eleven miles from Princeton in ten minutes. 
Mark daubed the last of the crackers with pimento and glanced down at his watch. “Well, it was really more like twenty seconds. How the heck did anyone fall for this?”

Hardcastle growled ominously.

Well, I hardly know where to begin, to paint for you a word picture of the strange scene before my eyes, like something out of a modern "Arabian Nights." 

Well, I just got here. I haven't had a chance to look around yet. I guess that's it. Yes, I guess that's the thing, directly in front of me, half buried in a vast pit. Must have struck with terrific force. The ground is covered with splinters of a tree it must have struck on its way down.
“Okay,” Mark said, unrepentant and unreformed, “how do they look?” He tilted the platter very slightly. “I think Aunt Zora and Aunt May would be proud.”

Hardcastle looked at him, half-distractedly, and made a face. “What do they call it?”

“Oh,” McCormick glanced over at the recipe card on the counter, “it’s ‘Arsenic and Old Lacy Swiss’.”

The doorbell rang. Both men paled slightly. The judge got up reluctantly, and edged out through the dining-room and ducked his head around the doorway into the hall. He ducked back much faster. 

“It’s them,” he hissed. “All of them. Where the hell do you find these people, McCormick?”
Mark’s expression had gone a little puzzled. “I kinda think they find me. And,” he sighed heavily, “there’ll be ladies unmentionables all over the pool deck tomorrow. I’ll be the one stuck picking them up, you wait . . . I guess you better let ‘em in.” He got up, pushed the platter a little further from the edge of the table, and absentmindedly licked a dollop off his finger.
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No sooner were the guests settled, than Hardcastle was back in the kitchen. Mark was only a few moments behind him, though breathing a bit harder and trying to get his shirt rebuttoned.

“They’re vicious.”

“Aw, that’s just their way of showing they like you,” Hardcastle replied dryly.

“I dunno, Judge, that one in the corner—”

Hardcastle cocked his head. “She seemed like one of the quieter ones; at least she didn’t try to undress you.”

“Yeah,” Mark dropped into a seat at the table, “she said she’s only interested in me for my mind.” He shuddered.

“What was that thing she had with her, the satchel?”

“Oh,” Mark averted his eyes, “she said it was a ‘laptop.’” He blushed slightly. “She kept offering to show me how it worked. Said it’s a lot of fun.” Another shudder. “Except she said it gets kinda hot if she uses it for too long.”

The judge’s eyebrows went up in speculation. “I think you better stay away from that one, kiddo.”
Mark nodded wordlessly and dropped his forehead down onto the palm of his hand. The judge leaned over and turned the radio up a little louder, to compensate for the now-raucous noises from the other room.
Good heavens, something's wriggling out of the shadow like a gray snake. Now it's another one, and another one, and another one! They look like tentacles to me. I can see the thing's body now. It's large, large as a bear and it glistens like wet leather. But that face, it... Ladies and gentlemen, it's indescribable. I can hardly force myself to keep looking at it, so awful. The eyes are black and gleam like a serpent. The mouth is V-shaped with saliva dripping from its rimless lips that seem to quiver and pulsate. The monster or whatever it is can hardly move. It seems weighed down by... possibly gravity or something. The thing's... rising up now, and the crowd falls back now. They've seen plenty. This is the most extraordinary experience, ladies and gentlemen. I can't find words... I'll pull this microphone with me as I talk. I'll have to stop the description until I can take a new position. Hold on, will you please, I'll be right back in a minute...
“Ugh,” McCormick grimaced. “Things are going to get ugly, aren’t they?”

Frank leaned in through the doorway, looking more nervous than a seasoned police lieutenant normally did. “The coast is clear?”

“Yeah, Frank,” Hardcastle gestured wearily, “Come on in.”
Harper pulled out one of the unoccupied chairs and sat down. He doffed his deerstalker, parked it on the table and laid the meerschaum pipe next to that.

“Did Claudia make it?” Mark asked.

“Yeah,” Frank cast a worried glance over his shoulder. “She’s out there with the ladies.”

Hardcastle frowned. “She’s okay?”

“Yeah,” Harper exhaled heavily, then took another slow, relieved breath. “Nobody’s trying to get their hands on her pipe.”

Mark nodded sympathetically.

More state police have arrived They're drawing up a cordon in front of the pit, about thirty of them. No need to push the crowd back now. They're willing to keep their distance. 

The captain is conferring with someone. We can't quite see who. Oh yes, I believe it's Professor Pierson. Yes, it is. Now they've parted and the Professor moves around one side, studying the object, while the captain and two policemen advance with something in their hands. 

I can see it now. It's a white handkerchief tied to a pole... a flag of truce. If those creatures know what that means... what ANYTHING means... 

Wait a minute! Something's happening...
“Oh my God!” Mark hollered, his voice going up a clear half-octave.

“I thought you said it didn’t seem very scary,” Hardcastle muttered.

“No,” Mark gasped, “It’s the platter. It’s GONE!!!”

Mark was on his feet, searching, hoping desperately against hope that he wouldn’t have to go back out into the den to retrieve it.
“Looks bad kiddo. I think someone must’ve trotted it out there. How many crackers were on that plate?” 

“Um,” Mark said distractedly, “twenty-four, I think.”

“Too bad, not quite enough to go around.”

A humped shape is rising out of the pit. I can make out a small beam of light against a mirror. What's that? There's a jet of flame springing from that mirror, and it leaps right at the advancing men. It strikes them head on! Good Lord, they're turning into flame! Now the whole field's caught fire. The woods... the barns... the gas tanks of automobiles... it's spreading everywhere. It's coming this way. About twenty yards to my right...
Mark straightened his shoulders and settled his expression into one of grim resolve.

Ladies and gentlemen, I have just been handed a message that came in from Grovers Mill by telephone. Just one moment please. 

At least forty people, including six state troopers lie dead in a field east of the village of Grovers Mill, their bodies burned and distorted beyond all possible recognition.

He turned and walked silently from the room, the eyes of both the other men upon him.
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This is Captain Lansing of the signal corps, attached to the state militia, now engaged in military operations in the vicinity of Grovers Mill. Situation arising from the reported presence of certain individuals of unidentified nature is now under complete control. 

The cylindrical object which lies in a pit directly below our position is surrounded on all sides by eight battalions of infantry. Without heavy field pieces, but adequately armed with rifles and machine guns. All cause for alarm, if such cause ever existed, is now entirely unjustified. 

The things, whatever they are, do not even venture to poke their heads above the pit. I can see their hiding place plainly in the glare of the searchlights here. With all their reported resources, these creatures can scarcely stand up against heavy machine-gun fire. 

Anyway, it's an interesting outing for the troops. I can make out their khaki uniforms, crossing back and forth in front of the lights. It looks almost like a real war. 

There appears to be some slight smoke in the woods bordering the Millstone River. Probably fire started by campers. 

Well, we ought to see some action soon. One of the companies is deploying on the left flank. A quick thrust and it will all be over. 

Now wait a minute! I see something on top of the cylinder. No, it's nothing but a shadow. Now the troops are on the edge of the Wilmuth farm. Seven thousand armed men closing in on an old metal tube. A tub rather. 

Wait, that wasn't a shadow! It's something moving... solid metal... kind of a shield like affair rising up out of the cylinder... It's going higher and higher. Why, it's standing on legs... actually rearing up on a sort of metal framework. Now it's reaching above the trees and the searchlights are on it. Hold on!
Mark came staggering back in, platter piled high with slightly smashed and occasionally-nibbled treats. He put it back on the table with slightly trembling hands and proceeded to refasten his belt.

“You okay?” Frank asked dryly.

“I survived San Quentin. I’ll survive this,” Mark replied, in a tone that seemed to imply that he wasn’t going to answer any more questions.

Hardcastle was studying the platter. “Twenty-three. You got one missing, kiddo.”

“I know; that woman in the corner, she had an amazingly strong grip.” Mark flexed his wrist experimentally and winced. “She was going for a second one . . . and she wanted the recipe.”

Hardcastle shook his head. “Don’t worry, kid, we’ll get you a good lawyer. I know a couple of pretty sharp guys down in the public defender’s office. I think you should go for diminished capacity.”

Mark sank wearily back into his chair and nodded. Frank reached over and mussed his hair. 

“Negligent homicide, ten years, tops,” the lieutenant said cheerfully. “I won’t even make you wear the cuffs when I haul you in, if you promise to behave.”

Citizens of the nation: I shall not try to conceal the gravity of the situation that confronts the country, nor the concern of your government in protecting the lives and property of its people. However, I wish to impress upon you — private citizens and public officials, all of you — the urgent need of calm and resourceful action. 

Fortunately, this formidable enemy is still confined to a comparatively small area, and we may place our faith in the military forces to keep them there.
“It’s the Secretary of the Interior,” Hardcastle brought him up to date. The Aliens have occupied New Jersey and they’re marching on New York. Anybody want a beer?”

McCormick nodded and propped his chin on one hand. The judge got up and fetched the bottles. Mark opened his and took a swig.

Scouting planes report three Martian machines visible above treetops, moving north towards Somerville with population fleeing ahead of them. The heat ray is not in use; although advancing at express-train speed, invaders pick their way carefully. They seem to be making a conscious effort to avoid destruction of cities and countryside. However, they stop to uproot power lines, bridges, and railroad tracks. Their apparent objective is to crush resistance, paralyze communication, and disorganize human society. 

Here is a bulletin from Basking Ridge, New Jersey: Coon hunters have stumbled on a second cylinder similar to the first embedded in the great swamp twenty miles south of Morristown.

“Hey,” McCormick said, “I know where that is. I grew up a little ways east of there.”
Harper and Hardcastle exchanged glances over his head.

Mark polished off the first bottle in a couple more long swigs. “You know,” he said thoughtfully, “This is pretty well done.”
Army bombing plane, V-8-43, off Bayonne, New Jersey, Lieutenant Voght, commanding eight bombers. Reporting to Commander Fairfax, Langham Field... This is Voght, reporting to Commander Fairfax, Langham Field... 
“Hey, Bayonne, go Bayonne,” Mark said cheerfully as he worked his way through the second beer.

Enemy tripod machines now in sight. Reinforced by three machines from the Morristown cylinder... Six altogether. One machine partially crippled. Believed hit by a shell from army gun in Watchung Mountains. Guns now appear silent. 

A heavy black fog hanging close to the earth... of extreme density, nature unknown. No sign of heat ray. Enemy now turns east, crossing Passaic River into the Jersey marshes. Another straddles the Pulaski Skyway. Evident objective is New York City. 

They're pushing down a high tension power station. The machines are close together now, and we're ready to attack. 

Planes circling, ready to strike. A thousand yards and we'll be over the first — eight hundred yards... six hundred... four hundred... two hundred... There they go! The giant arm raised... 

Green flash! They're spraying us with flame! Two thousand feet. Engines are giving out. No chance to release bombs. Only one thing left... drop on them, plane and all. We're diving on the first one. Now the engine's gone! Eight... 
The three men sat silently waiting for the silence to end.
This is Bayonne, New Jersey, calling Langham Field... This is Bayonne, New Jersey, calling Langham Field... Come in, please...
“Those poor guys never had a chance,” Mark said flatly. “One minute you’re flying along, the next minute, zap, a heat ray fries you right out of the sky.” He shook his head sadly.

I'm speaking from the roof of Broadcasting Building, New York City. The bells you hear are ringing to warn the people to evacuate the city as the Martians approach. Estimated in last two hours three million people have moved out along the roads to the north... 

Hutchison River Parkway still kept open for motor traffic. Avoid bridges to Long Island... hopelessly jammed. All communication with Jersey shore closed ten minutes ago. 

No more defenses. Our army is... wiped out... artillery, air force, everything wiped out. 

This may be the last broadcast. We'll stay here to the end...

Mark was up, a little slower than before, fetching another set of beers. He heaved a heavy sigh. “That’s about the way it goes, huh? New Jersey’s just a place that gets kicked around by people who are on their way to New York.”
“It comes out okay in the end,” Hardcastle said. 

“Not for those guys in the planes,” Mark pointed out. “They’re toast.”

“It’s just a radio show,” Harper added. “You know, fiction.”

“I dunno,” Mark’s eyes had gone a little unfocused. “How do you know sometimes? I mean, really, sometimes the real stuff is weirder that this. And who’s to say there weren’t guys from outer space? Who’s to say they didn’t come and it all got covered up?”

“Well,” Frank said sensibly, “People would have noticed if the northern half of New Jersey had gotten blasted by aliens.”

Mark shook his head slowly. “It’d be harder to tell than you think. And maybe, maybe they had powers. Maybe they could make us forget.”

“Then how come everything isn’t destroyed?” Hardcastle shrugged. “How come we’re all here and okay?”

“Maybe there were bad aliens, and good aliens. And the good aliens got rid of the bad ones, and made it all look like it was a stunt, a prank—covered up the next day. That’d be possible. That’d explain a lot.”

“Like what?” Frank asked.

“Like, um . . . Martha Stewart. I’ll bet she’s an alien.”
“I dunno,” Hardcastle frowned. “I think she might be an anachronism.”

“Nah,” Mark smiled, “no way, she’s been around forever. And she’s from New Jersey.”

“She wrote a book on hors d'oeuvres in 1984,” Frank added. The other two men stared at him narrowly. 

Mark shook himself slightly and straightened up. “See, and I’ll bet she’s not the only one. I mean, think of all the people you know who don’t have their stories quite straight. They say they’re from someplace, and then later on they tell you they’re from somewhere else. Or, like, they don’t have the right accent for where they’re supposed to be from.” McCormick was staring at the judge; his intent look now verged on puzzlement. “Or when they were born, maybe you can never quite figure out how old they are, and they can still do things that most guys their age don’t do like . . . take a bullet in the heart and be up and walking around a couple weeks later.”

“Maybe they just stay in shape, work out, you know?” Hardcastle offered nonchalantly. He’d given Frank another quick but intense sideward glance. Mark didn’t miss it. He shifted his own gaze to Harper.

“Or maybe they’ve been friends with somebody forever, and you never get to hear the story of how they first met. Or you hear lots of different versions, and nobody seems to know which one is right.”
Frank was reaching into his pocket. Mark kept a steady eye on him, but he removed nothing more sinister than a pair of sunglasses. McCormick frowned as he watched Harper slip them on. It wasn’t his usual look, even for daywear, let alone in the kitchen at night. He turned back to Hardcastle to comment, only to find that he, too, had donned a similar pair.

“What the—?”

The thing Frank was fiddling with suddenly emitted an unearthly blue glow.
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“Sorry, ladies,” Hardcastle smiled jovially as he and Harper made their way down the hall toward the front door. Each man had one end. “Mr. McCormick is a little indisposed . . . out of commission for the duration.”

Multiple offers of tucking-in assistance were declined.

“There’s some more hors d'oeuvres in the kitchen, though.” The judge used his elbows liberally and did some pretty good work on someone’s instep. “Help yourselves.”

“They’re from that Martha Stewart book,” Frank added.

They broke through, out onto the porch, and from there it was a clear run to the gatehouse. McCormick was dumped unceremoniously onto the sofa.

“I’m getting too old for this stuff,” Hardcastle straightened up slowly. “And he used to be skinnier.”

“I’m tellin’ ya,” Harper took the pen-shaped device out and looked at it, shaking his head, “the long term effects of repeated exposure have not been thoroughly studied. Last time it was leprechauns. You fry his brain one too many times and he’ll get goofy.”

Hardcastle raised one eyebrow.

“All right,” Harper admitted, “goofier. But I think you ought to level with him.”

The judge frowned. “Not . . . yet.” He shook his head, looking down at the man sprawled bonelessly on the couch. 
“But eventually?”

Hardcastle gave that one slow nod. “Yeah, when he’s ready.”
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Mark opened one eye, closed it abruptly on account of severe daylight, then slowly, very carefully, found his way by feel to the bathroom.

By the time he was done with that, he had both eyes open the minimal necessary requirement for navigation. He had a notion that he’d have some behavior to apologize for this morning, but he had absolutely no recollection of which part, if any, of the California Penal Code might be involved.

He groaned. He went in search of coffee and finding that, once again, the gatehouse was without a kitchen, he decamped to the main house. 

He found what he needed, freshly brewed and waiting. Exactly how Hardcastle managed to calculate his arrival time to that exactitude was a mystery. He found the man himself out back by the pool, which coruscated painfully in the mid-morning California sunlight.
“Can you turn that off?”

“What?” Hardcastle looked up from his paper.

“The pool. Can you maybe turn it off, or just down even?” He tented his left hand over his eyes. 

The judge was smiling the smile of a virtuous higher being. Mark hated that. On the other hand, there didn’t seem to be any real malice in it, so he supposed he might have just passed out quietly the night before without wreaking any special havoc.

“Oh,” he said, by way of partial amends, and reaching into his shirt pocket. “I found these on the front drive.” He handed over the sunglasses. “Yours?”

Hardcastle studied them for a moment, patted his own pocket and said, “Nah, must be Frank’s.”

Mark nodded. “But you’ve got a pair just like ‘em, right? Then he frowned and added, “How come I never see you wearing them?”

Hardcastle shrugged. “Just for special occasions,” he grinned blindingly.

Mark nodded, and took a long, slow, sad look around. Underwear, floating in the pool, bestrewing the hedges—a multitude of colors. Three shoes, all mismatched. A pair of shorts that looked like they might be Teddy Hollins’ size. 
“Was Teddy here last night?”

“Yeah,” the judge didn’t look up again; he’d gone back to reading. “You don’t remember?”

Mark bent over and snagged the nearest pair of undies. “They ought to at least put their initials on them,” he muttered.

“Just put ‘em in the bin with the rest.” Hardcastle waved him off.

Mark trudged away, collecting underthings as he went. He was almost to the back porch when he turned and asked, “Did I have any fun last night?”

Hardcastle looked at him sternly with one eyebrow slightly raised.

McCormick winced at this assessment. “Never mind,” he finally said, “I really don’t think I want to know.”
No disclaimer at the top—but a most heartfelt thank you at the bottom to Owl and Cheri for giving it the once-over.

And even from this AU parody world, I have to point out that all the indented passages are from the original CBS transmission of War of the Worlds—possibly the most famous radio drama of all times. It was based on H. G. Wells’ story by the same name. The script was written, and later copyrighted, by Howard Koch, who was also part of the writing team that produced the screenplay Casablanca. He was blacklisted in Hollywood in the 1950’s and moved to Great Britain to continue writing under a pseudonym.
Many apologies to Nabisco for desecrating their whole wheat snack crackers with an arsenide, and the opinions expressed within re: Martha Stewart are wholly fictional and undoubtedly the consequences of one too many beers on a constitutionally imaginative mind.
Happy Halloween!

L. M. Lewis
