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Chapter 1 Professor Mastermind

“And now! ladies and gentlemed,” the compére’ said,
“Professor Mastermind! the Master of Magic; will do another

difficult trick. He will cut a young lady in hﬂf pf

Professor Mastermind and a young lady came on to the stage.
“Professor Mastermind, the Master of Magic!” the compére
cried, and he left the stage. The audience clapped’loudly.
Professor Mastermind smiled. Then he pointed at a big box on
a table. He opened it and showed it to the audience. “The
box is empty, ladies and gentlemen,” he said. “This lady will
lie inside it.” The lady smiled and climbed into the box.
Professor Mastermind shut it. The audience could see the
lady’s head and her feet. Then the Professor cut the box in
two with a saw. He pulled away the two parts of the box. The
audience could see the lady’s head in one half and her feet
in_the otherThe Professor put the two halves together again
and the lady climbed out. She was quite all right!uShe was
smiling. The audience clapped while the lady left the stage.

The Professor cut the box in two.



He broke the waich to pieces.

Professor Mastermind was please sed” When I finish these
tricks, he said to himself, I can go home. lm_m[;_d‘

It was hot inside the theatre: Professor Mastermind’s black
suit was very warm. He wasn’t a young man and he was rather
fat. He was pleased, but he felt very, very tired.

Suddenly, the compere appeared beside him. “And now, ladies
and gentlemen,” the compere said, “the Master of Magic will
do another difficult trick. Who will give him a watch?”

A young man in the audience got up from his seat and went
on to the stage. He gave his watch to Professor Mastermind
and the compere left the stage. The Professor took a small
hammer out of his pocket and broke the watch to pieces® The
young man looked at his watch sadly. “It’s all right,” the
Professor smiled. Then he put the pieces in a handkerchief™®
He threw the handkerchief into the air and Saught it. When
he opened it, the watch was inside. It was all in one piece!

The young man was glad. He took his watch quickly. Then he
sat down while the audience clapped loudly.
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The compere appeared again. “And now; ladies and gentle-
men,” he said, “the Master of Magic will do another difficult
trick—the great Memory Trick.PWho will help Professor
Mastermind this time?” He looked at the audience and waited.

A young lady in the audience stood up. “Thank you,” the
compere cried. “Come on to the stage please.”

The lady came on to the stage and the compeére gave her a
piece of paper and a pencil. “Please write a long number on
this piece of paper,” he said, “then show it to Professor
Mastermind. Write a very long number.”

The lady wrote a very long number on the piece of paper
and showed it to the Professor. He looked at it for a moment
and gave it back to her. “Now sit down please,” the compeére
said. “Take the piece of paper with yél’l.”

“What was the number, Professor?” the compere asked.

“289643210437298254738456981,” the Professor said slowly.

“Is that right?” the compere called.

“Yes,” the lady answered and the audience clapped loudly.

“289643210437298254738456981,” the Professor said slowly.



Suddenly, he felr afraid.

“We’ll do the trick again,” the compere said. “Who will
help the Professor this time?” A man in the audience stood
up. “Thank you, sir,” the compere cried. “Come on to the
stage. Write a very long number for us please.”

The man was short and dark. He was wearing a grey hat, a
black coat and dark glasseg.‘ “I don’t want any paper and I
don’t want a pencil,” he said to the compere. “I’ve written
a very long number here. Perhaps the Professor can remember
it.” He took a dirty piece of paper out of his pocket.

The Professor looked at the man, then he looked at the
piece of paper. His hands _s_lml_(zl Suddenly, he felt afraid.

I’s so warm in mr_é: he thought and he took his handkerchief
out of his pocket. The man took the piece of paper out of the
Professor’s hands and sat down quickly. The audience waited.

“What was the number?” the compere asked. .

“The number? ” the Professor asked slowly. “Oh yes...I...”

“Can you repeat the number, Professor?” the compere asked.

“The number is ... I can’t tell you ...” His voice shook.



“Can you repeat the number, Professor?” the compere called.

“Ifs ... Its... 4—9—6—7 ...” he began very slowly.

Suddenly, there was a loud &ot“ Professor Mastermind fell
on to the stage. The man in dark glassesuwas running out of
the theatre. “Quick! Stop _ﬁﬁ!” the compere called. People
were shouting and pushing. They were running out of the
theatre. “Call the Qoligé!” the compere shouted. “Is there a
doctor in the audience?”

Just then a man jumped on to the stage. “I’m a doctor,” he
said. “What has happened?” he asked the compere.

“I don’t know,” the compere said. “That man in the dark
glasses shot him. Didn’t you hear the shot?”

“Of course I did, but u'h"}_f?” the man said. “Now I must have
a look at the Professor. Perhaps I can help him.” The doctor
put his hand on the Professor’s head. Then he looked into his
eyedcarefully.

“Mel_i‘?” the compere asked. “Is he all right?”

“Pm afraid that he’s dead,” the doctor said.

“I'm afraid that he’s dead,” the doctor said.



It was all so familiar.

Chapter 2 John Carstairs, Secret Agent

Secret Agent, John Carstairs, walked s lowly down the

street. Then he stopped for the twentieth time and looked up
ar' the sky. The sky was blue above the grey buildings and
the sun was shining. Carstairs smiled to himself. After six

years overseasI‘, he was glad to be 1n London’ again. He looked
at the people in the streets, at the big red bused and at the
shop windows. London was still the same, but Carstairs felt
like a stranger’.

Carstairs walked over Waterloo Bridgg' and looked at the
river. It was shining in the morning sun. He could see boats
below and familia? buildings on the other side: Big Ben’and
the Houses of Parliament, It was all so familiar and at the

same time, so strange.
He was on his way to Headquarteréf The Director of
Erationlsawas expecting him at 11 o’clock. It wa only 9
o’clock. I'll sit in a public square and read amgg
thought. That’s the best thing to do on a morning hl\e this®
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On the other side of the river, Carstairs saw a newspaper
seller. “Theatre Murder! Read all abouf it!” the man was
shouting. “Paper! Paptt!”

“Pager,msu?”. the newspaper seller asked when Carstairs
stopped near him.

“Yes please,” Carstairs said and he gave the man a liﬁ’.

“Thank you, sir,” the man said. “Paper! Theatre Murder!

Carstairs didn’t look at the paper, but put it under his arm
and walked towards Leicester Square. ! Leicester Square is
usually quiet, Carstairs thought. I can sit there for an hour
and read the paper. Then I'll walk to H.Q. and see the D.O.

Just as Carstairs expected, Leicester Square was very quiet.
An old lady was &e_di_ng some birds and two old men were
sitting on a seat. They were talking quietly. There weren’t

12

any other people in the square. Carstairs watched the old

lady for a moment, then he opened up his newspaper. He saw
the words THEATRE MURDER in _big black letters across the
top of the front pagé. Carstairs began to read the story.

“Paper, sir?”’



»

“There was a terrible murder . . .

“There was a terrible murder in a LLondon theatre last night.
A man shot and killed Professor Mastermind, the Master of
Magic. Professor Mastermind was doing his difficult Memory
Trick when a stranger came on to the stage. He gave the
Professor a piece of paper with a long number on it and then
sat down. The first four figures in the number were: 4967.
When Professor Mastermind tried to remember the number on
the piece of paper, the stranger shot him. Then the man ran
out of the theatre. He was wearing a grey hat, a black coat
and dark glasses. The police are looking for him. They haven't
found him yet. They think that the man is still in London.

“Professor Masterminczl"s real name was Tom Smith. He
lived alone in Hampstead in North London. His compere in the
theatre was Mr Fred Hayes. ‘This is a very sad business,” Mr
Hayes said. “Tom and I were very good friends. Tom didn’t
have an enemy in the world. He lived quietly. We worked
together for two years. He really had a wonderful memory.
I shall miss him very much ...””
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Not an enemy in the world, Carstairs thought. I wish that
I could say that’ He turned to another page. Ah this is
better, he thought Here is some really serious news.
“1000 COMPUTERS OUT OF ORDER’

“One thousand computers are now out of order in Great
Britaif. Computers are stoggingnall over the world and
scientists can’t understand why. The computers don’t break
gLQ_viri: the scientists say. There is nothing wrong with them,
but they don’t work: Scientists can’t explain it.

“Ten thousand computers are now out of order in the U.S.AM
and about eight thousand are out of order in the Soviet Union?®
The number of computers out of order in the world is now
about 25,000.

“‘This is a terribly serious problem,’ says the Dxrector of
NASA * “If it continues, our space programme will stop: The
space programme in the Soviet Union will stop, too. We can’t
work without computers. Computer-makers must find an answer
to this problem—they must find an answer soon!’”

*National Acronautics and Space Administration

rooo COMPUTERS OUT OF ORDER



“Come in,”” a voice called.

Very very strange, Carstairs thought. Then he looked at
his watch. It was 10.35. Carstairs left the square and began to
walk to Headquarters. The old lady in the square watched him
as she fed the birds.

Carstairs walked for about twenty minutes. Then he arrived
at a tall grey building in the centre of London. He rang the
bell and waited. An old man with grey hair opened the heavy
door. “Oh, it’s you, sir,” the man said. “Director of Operations
is expecting you. He’s upstairs. He’s in his room, sir. You can
go straight up.”

“Thanks, Harry,” Carstairs said and he went upstairs. What
does the D.O. want this time? he thought. I want to stay in
England. I don’t want to go overseas again. I want a nice long
holiday in Devot, A quiet hotel, the sea . ..

Carstairs iooked at the numbers on the doors:&‘," 205,
206. Then he came to a door without a number. The letters
“D.0.” were on the door. He knocked at the door lightly.

“Come in,” a voice called and Carstairs went inside.

10




Chapter 3 Operation Mastermind

The D.O. didn’t look up when Carstairs went into the room
He looked at his watch and said, “Just on time, John. Just on
time. It’s 11 o’clock. I was expecting you.”

‘MI sit down, D.O.?” Carstairs asked.

“If you want to,” the D.O. answered. “How’s life with you?”

“Wonderful, D.0O.,” Carstairs answered. “Really wonderful.
I'm glad to be in England again. After six years overseas I
want a nice long holiday. I think that I shall spend a few
weeks in London and then perhaps I shall go to the country.
I'm thinking of Devon. A quiet hotel in Devon will be nice.”

“Are vou leaving the Service! then>" the D.O. asked.

“Leaving the Service, D.O.? I don’t understand.”

“Well, perhaps a young man like you wants to live quietly,
marry a nice girl, have a famil‘vJ. .." the D.O. said.

“Marry? Me?” Carstairs laughed. “I'm not in a hurry‘, D.O.”

“Good,” the D.O. said. Then he looked up at Carstairs and
smiled. “I want you to go overseas tomorrow.”

3 »
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“Here, look at this map.”

For a moment, Carstairs was silent. Then he said. “All
right, D.O. I shall be ready to leave tomorrow.”

“Good,” the D.O. answered. “I'm glad you _l_ik_e‘thc idea.”

“I didn’t say that,” Carstairs answered. “A few weeks in
London ... a quiet hotel in Devon ... it was a nice idea!”

“Forget it,” the D.O. said. “We haven’t any time to lose!
I'll tell you our plans. Here, look at this map. You will travel
by plane from London Airport at 8 o’clock tomorrow. You
will fly to Corfu® You will arrive there at 11.1 5. A car will meet
you at Corfu Airport. Our people are expecting you. From
Corfu you will travel by submarin€ to this small island in
the Aegean Sea. The name of the island is ‘Doriphor‘(;s’. The
submarine will arrive near the island at midnight. You’ll wear
a frogman’s sui;zand swim about a mile to the island.”

“Me? Swim in a frogman’s suit?” Carstairs asked.

“That’s the plan, John. Here’s a Eassmrtl ‘with your new
name on it: Alan Simpson. It says on your passport that you
are a teacher,” the D.O. said. “And here’s some money.”
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“What do Iﬁ\ie‘to do on the island?” Carstairs asked.

“I don’t really know, John,” the D.O. said. “Something“ very
strange is happening on this island. You must find outabout
it. Do you know anything about this island?”

“Well, yes,” Carstairs said. “I know that the Americans have
bought it and built the biggest computer in the world there.”

“You know enough, John,” the D.O. said. “The Americans
built this computer two years ago. They call it ‘DOT’ The
letters ‘D.0.T.” stand for ‘Data Overseas Transmi §§1Qn

“‘Data Overseas Transmission’? I don’t understand.”

“I don’t either, John, but I think that this big computer
sends information®to other computers all over the world. It
transmits data overseas, so they call it DOT. It’s different from
all other computers It doesn’t need a special computer
Erogramm ’It can send information in English. All the
computers in the world need special programmes. This one
doesn’t. It works by itsclf. The name of the American in
chargél on Doriphoros is Rudolph P. Hardbakez;.”

“Do you know anything about this island?”

I3



“Have you seen this story about Profcssor Mastermind?”

“Have you seen this, D.0.?” Carstairs asked and he showed
the D.O. his newspaper. 2

“Yes, I have,” the D.O. said. “About 25,000 computers in
the world are out of order. This is a terribly serious problem.
If it continues, NASA’s space programme will stop.”

“And do you think that DOT has anything to do w1th4ﬂ’

“I don’t know, John. I want you to find out.”

“Is DOT out of order?”

“We have asked the Americans and they say that DOT is
working very well. They won’t allow* anvone on the island.”

“And Hardbaker? W hat do you know about him?”

“Nothing, I'm afrand John It'll be a difficult o Qerauon

Carstairs was silent. He looked at his newspaper again.

“Have you seen this story about Professor Mastermind? A
man murdered him in a London theatre last night.”

“I have seen the story, John. I know about this man. His
name was Tom Smith, not ‘Mastermind’. He came to our office
two days ago. He gave us this.”

“

‘1000 Computers Out of Order’.
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