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Introduction
A Few Words from Hector Sebastian
Just a moment while | turn off the television set - there.

Now, let me introduce myself. My name is Hector Sebastian. I'm a professional mystery writer,
and some of my books have been made into movies.

| don't often watch television, except for the news. But | had a special reason for tuning in to the
programme | was just watching. A young friend of mine was appearing in it.

I must admit | never would have recognized him. He was much younger when he was an actor in
that comedy series, really no more than a baby. But | wanted to watch him because that's how the
Mystery of the Rogues' Reunion started.

That mystery is the latest case involving my young friends, the Three Investigators. I'd better tell
you a little about them before explaining how they became involved in it.

Their names are Jupiter Jones, Pete Crenshaw, and Bob Andrews. They live in Rocky Beach, a
small city on the coast of southern California, not far from my house in Malibu, and only a few
miles from Hollywood.

Jupiter Jones - his friends call him Jupe - is the First Investigator. He is a born detective, and |
know what I'm talking about because | was a private eye myself before | became a writer. He has
those three essential qualities any good detective must have: an eye for noting every detail of a
case, an ability to put those clues together and see what they mean, and, most important of all, a
dogged determination not to give up until he has come up with the right answer.

I'm not saying Jupe doesn't have some faults. No one has ever accused him of modesty. And he
is a little oversensitive in some ways - about his weight, for instance. He doesn't mind if his
friends say he's . . .well, stocky. But if you want to remain a friend of Jupe's, don't ever, ever call
him Fatso.

Pete Crenshaw, the Second Investigator, is a natural ath-lete. He is an excellent runner,
swimmer, baseball player. This means that whenever there is anything slightly risky to be done,
risky in a physical way, Pete is usually the one who is chosen to do it. Not that he enjoys danger.
He doesn't. He is, in fact, the most cautious of the three boys.



Bob Andrews, the Third Investigator, is in charge of records and research. He works part-time at
the library in Rocky Beach, and he is naturally studious and thoughtful. He is also very useful to
Jupe because he has a way of asking the right questions at the right moment.

Together, the Three Investigators have worked on many cases and solved many bizarre
mysteries. But this latest one is a little different from the others. It's different because the First
Investigator was personally involved in the Mystery of the Rogues' Reunion.

You see, Jupiter Jones was the child actor | was watching on television just now. He was once
one of the Rogues, whose reunion set off the whole mystery.

HECTOR SEBASTIAN

Chapter 1: Jupe's Secret Past
"Stop it. Stop it," Jupiter Jones pleaded. "Turn it off."

He was slumped so far down in his swivel chair that only his eyes showed above the battered
wooden desk. His voice was a squeak. His usually alert, intelligent face was puckered with pain.
The First Investigator looked and sounded like someone who was being tortured. And that's
exactly what was happening.

He was being tortured in front of his two best friends. And neither of them was making a move
to help him. The other two Investigators, Pete Crenshaw and Bob Andrews, were smiling and
chuckling and occasionally laughing out loud.

All three were gathered in their secret Headquarters at The Jones Salvage Yard in Rocky Beach,
California, a small coastal city only a few miles from Hollywood. Pete was sprawled in a rocking
chair with his feet up on a pulled-out drawer of the filing cabinet. Bob was sitting on a stool,
leaning back against the wall.

They were all staring at a television set. On the screen a small, plump child about three years old
was sitting cross-legged on a kitchen table. A droopy-eyed boy of eight or nine was holding the
child's small, plump hands behind his back. Another boy who might have been eleven was
mixing something in a china bowl. He was tall and thin with closely-shaved blond hair through
which his bony head gleamed like a hard-boiled egg that has been sprinkled with salt. He was
grinning in an idiotic way that made you won-der if his hard-boiled egg of a skull had anything
inside it except a hard-boiled egg yolk.

"Oh, pleath," the small, plump child said in a surprisingly deep voice. "Pleath, thtop, pleath. I
don't wanna have meathles."

"Turn it off," the First Investigator pleaded again, "l can't stand any more of it."



"But | want to see the end,” Pete objected. "I want to see how it turnth out. I mean, turns out.”

"Come on, Baby Fatso,"” one of the children on the screen was saying. He was a sturdily-built
black boy, about twelve years old, with straight spiky hair that stood out around his head like a
porcupine’s quills. He was grinning as hard as the others, but there was a gentleness in his smile
that made you feel he would never do anything to hurt the fat little boy.

"If your mom and pop think you've got measles,” he went on in a singsong voice, "then
everyone'll be scared we'll get it too. And we'll all have to stay home from school.”

"Yeah," a boy with enormous feet chimed in. "They'll think we're ‘fectious."

The boy with the shaved skull, who was known as Bone-head, had finished mixing the liquid in
the china bowl and was going into his special comedy routine.

Jupe raised his hand and covered his eyes. He remem-bered that comedy routine with a particular
loathing. Bonehead could wiggle his ears. He could wiggle them so that their huge, pink lobes
trembled like blobs of jelly.

It was his only talent as an actor, Jupe thought fiercely as Bob and Pete broke into laughter.

Still wiggling his ears, Bonehead picked up a small pointed paintbrush and, dipping it into the
bowl, began dabbing red spots on Baby Fatso's plump face. Baby Fatso squirmed and struggled,
but he didn't cry. His face remained as cheerful as a spotted cherub's.

Jupe's face didn't. He had opened his fingers so that he could peer between them, and he was
watching the screen now with appalled disbelief.

Was that really him? Could that round-faced tot in his cute Farmer Brown overalls, letting
Bonehead paint measle spots on his nose and cheeks, really be Jupiter Jones? Jupiter Jones, the
First Investigator, solver of mysteries that had sometimes baffled even his friend Chief Reynolds
and the local police?

It not only could be. He knew it was. Jupiter had once been Baby Fatso, one of the leading child
actors in a series of half-hour comedies featuring the Wee Rogues.

It was a time Jupe tried hard to forget. But when he did occasionally think about it, at odd
moments when he had stubbed his toe on a rock or had a cinder in his eye, at least he could
comfort himself with the thought that Baby Fatso was not a role he had chosen for himself.

When he first became a Wee Rogue at the age of three, Jupiter had been too young to make his
own decisions. Not that Jupe blamed his parents for getting him the job. To them it must have
seemed like the chance of a show-business lifetime. Until they were killed in an car accident
when Jupe was four, his parents had been professional ball-room dancers, competing in contests
all over California. When they weren't waltzing and tangoing for prize money in glittering



ballrooms, they were gracefully dipping and whirling in the background on glittering movie sets.
They had appeared together in dozens of musicals at all the big studios.

At one of these studios they had become close friends of the casting director. He occasionally
visited them at their home. On one of his visits, a never-to-be-forgotten Sunday afternoon, the
casting director had been introduced to their small son, Jupiter.

"You going to be a dancer, too, when you grow up, kid?" the casting director had asked.

"No," Jupe had told him firmly in his precociously deep voice. "My interests are entirely
different. I would rather use my mind than my body. I'm afraid my physical coordination isn't
very good. On the other hand, my memory is excellent.”

"How old did you say he was?" the casting director had asked in the awed voice of a man who
has just seen a uni-corn in his back garden.

"Two years and eleven months."

The casting director didn't say anything more about Jupe until just before he left. He seemed to
have been struck dumb. "A natural," he had muttered as he was getting into his car. "If ever | saw
one, that kid's a natural."”

A few days later Jupe was given a screen test. Within a month he had become Baby Fatso and
one of the Wee Rogues.

He was an immediate success. Not only was he a natural actor who could hiccup and lisp and
laugh and cry in instant obedience to the movie director's orders, he had a talent that none of the
other Wee Rogues possessed. He could memorize whole pages of dialogue at a glance. In the
year that he acted in the series he never missed a cue or forgot a single line.

If it hadn't been for his parents' tragic death, Jupe might have gone on being a child actor for
years. But when his uncle Titus and his aunt Mathilda Jones decided to adopt the orphaned
Jupiter and take him to live with them in Rocky Beach, Aunt Mathilda, who was a kind and
thought-ful woman, asked Jupiter a kind and thoughtful question.

"Do you want to go on being a Wee Rogue, Jupe?" she enquired.
"Absolutely not,” Jupe said.

He didn't mind getting up at half past five every morn-ing, riding to the studio, or sitting in a
chair while the make-up man coloured his face and neck and even his ears bright orange to make
him look more "natural™ on film. He didn't mind endlessly waiting around on the set while the
cameraman fussed over the lights. He was perfectly happy reading or doing a crossword puzzle.
He didn't even really mind having to make cute remarks or pretending to toddle and lisp. What
he couldn't stand was the other Wee Rogues, or most of them.



Unlike Jupiter, they didn't seem to understand that when they were painting measle spots on
Baby Fatso's face or watering him with a garden hose to make him tell them where he had
hidden his candy, they were supposed to be acting. They didn't seem to understand that the
mischie-vous Rogues that people enjoyed on the screen were only made-up characters.

The other Wee Rogues seemed to think that's who they really were. They were always horsing
around and telling stupid jokes. Because Jupe was the youngest and the small-est of them, they
treated him in the same teasing, bullying way whether the camera was rolling or not.

They put pepper on his ice cream in the studio cafeteria during the lunch break. They spilled glue
on his chair in the make-up room. They cut all the buttons off his Farmer Brown overalls.

And worst of all, they called him Baby Fatso. All the time. They couldn't seem to get it through
their wooden heads that he wasn't Baby Fatso. Not in real life. He was Jupiter Jones.

So when Aunt Mathilda asked Jupe whether he wanted to go on being a Wee Rogue or not, he
didn't hesitate for a second. He felt as though he had been locked in a cage with a bunch of
howling, chattering monkeys for longer than he cared to remember, and his kind aunt Mathilda
was offer-ing to let him out.

As soon as his first-year contract was up, Jupe quit the Wee Rogues forever. And without him
the series soon petered out.

Jupe settled down to living at The Jones Salvage Yard with his uncle and aunt. In grade school
he met Pete Crenshaw and Bob Andrews. They became friends and then a little later they
became the Three Investigators, serious and professional young private detectives, solving
serious and often professional crimes. Jupe did his best to forget he had ever been known as
Baby Fatso. And for years he succeeded.

Then a terrible thing happened. Terrible for Jupe any-way. The studio that had made the Wee
Rogues series sold it as repeats to network television.

The first Jupe knew about it was when a classmate in school asked him for his autograph. It was
shortly after Jupe's name had appeared in the local paper in connection with the rounding up of a
gang of pearl thieves in which Jupe had played an important part.

Yours sincerely. First Investigator, Jupiter Jones, Jupe wrote proudly on a blank page of the
autograph book.

"No. Your real name," his dim-witted classmate told him, tearing the page out of the book. "The
name you're famous for. Baby Fatso."

It had gone on like that for the last three weeks of the school year. Every student at school
seemed to have noth-ing to talk about except the last instalment of The Wee Rogues. Boys and
girls Jupe didn't even know by sight would come up to him in the schoolyard and tell him how



funny he was. They would beg him to lisp and chuckle like Baby Fatso. "Say 'Pleath thtop,'
pleath,” they would plead with him. Jupe’s life had become a nightmare.

Things were a little better now that the summer vacation had begun. Jupe could hide from his
fans in the Investi-gators' secret Headquarters in the salvage yard. It was a mobile home that had
been buried from view under piles of junk. The trailer now boasted a tiny television set. And that
set had become the bane of Jupe's existence. Pete and Bob insisted on watching the repeats of
The Wee Rogues when-ever they could. His pals really liked the old series.

Bob and Pete were still smiling and laughing as they watched the television screen now.
Bonehead, the skinny kid with the short blond hair, had finished decorating Baby Fatso's face
with red spots and was trying to take off his shirt to paint spots on his chest, too. The kitchen
door on the screen burst open. A dark-haired little girl of about nine stormed in. This was Pretty
Peggy, the heroine of the series and Baby Fatso's faithful champion and rescuer.

"Let him go," Pretty Peggy told Bonehead.
"Yeth, pleath thtop," Baby Fatso chimed in.

Bonehead had no intention of stopping. He tried to lock Pretty Peggy in the closet. Flapjack, the
small, sturdy black boy with the porcupine-quill hair, took Peggy's side. In a moment all the Wee
Rogues were fighting among them-selves. One of them discovered a layer cake on a shelf and
threw it at Peggy. It missed her and hit Baby Fatso in the face.

"Oh, yeth," Baby Fatso gurgled, scooping the whipped cream off his nose and stuffing it into his
mouth. "That'th much nither than meathles."

"Jupi-ter. Where are you?"

It was Aunt Mathilda's voice over the loudspeaker. Jupe had rigged up a microphone in the yard
so he could hear her calling him when he was in Headquarters. Usually when she called him it
meant one thing - work. She had a job for him to do. Jupe didn't really mind working around the
salvage yard. It helped pay for the boys' private phone in Head-quarters. But Jupe didn't exactly
enjoy it either. Even now he was more inclined to use his mind than his body.

But today Aunt Mathilda's call was like a reprieve. He jumped up from behind his desk and
turned off the television set with a groan of relief. Baby Fatso's gooey face vanished from the
screen.

A minute later the Three Investigators had left their carefully-concealed Headquarters by the exit
known as Secret Four. Walking around a pile of lumber, they approached Aunt Mathilda from
behind.

"So there you are," she said.



Jupe started to take off his jacket. "What's the job?" he asked.

But for once Aunt Mathilda had not called the boys to put them to work. There was a man at the
gate who wanted to talk to Jupe.

Jupe groaned again, but not with relief. A lot of people had come to the salvage yard these last
few weeks wanting to talk to him. They were newspaper reporters from Los Angeles and even as
far away as San Francisco who had tracked him down through the studio and wanted to write
feature stories about him. Stories that were going to be head-lined WHERE IS HE NOW? or
WHATEVER HAPPENED TO BABY FATSO?

"Tell him to go away," Jupe begged Aunt Mathilda. "Tell him I don't want to talk to him."

"I did tell him that, Jupe. But he won't go away. He says it's important.” Aunt Mathilda smiled
sympathetically. She knew how Jupe felt. She had been busy for weeks now trying to protect him
from reporters as well as from dozens of peo-ple who wanted him to appear on television talk
shows.

"He's got a big comfortable car, Jupe,” she went on. "And he says he doesn't care how long he
has to sit in it. And he's blocking the driveway. So | guess you'll just have to see him."

"Okay," Jupe agreed reluctantly. "I'll see him and listen to him, just to get rid of him. But I'm not
going to talk to him about the Wee Rogues, that's for sure."

It was a big comfortable car, a fancy yellow French Citroen with a front end like a whale's head.
The man who got out from behind the wheel as the Three Investigators walked through the gate
looked big and comfortable too.

As an investigator Jupe had acquired the habit of observ-ing people - their faces, their clothes,
the shape of their ears, their little peculiarities. The first thing he observed about this man was his
teeth. They were large and white, and they shone like a crescent moon in his suntanned face.
They shone whenever he smiled, and he seemed to smile all the time.

"Jupiter Jones," he said with an even bigger smile, "my name's Milton Glass. I'm head of
publicity at the studio."

Jupe stood between Pete and Bob, his stocky body rigid with hostility. He scowled at Milton
Glass without saying a word.

"I've got an offer | think might interest you, Jupiter.” The big man's voice was so friendly that it
seemed to be smiling too. "I'm arranging to bring all the Wee Rogues together for an exciting
reunion lunch at the studio, and then after the lunch -"



"No, thank you." Jupe couldn't keep silent any longer. This was even worse than he'd expected.
The idea of inter-views and talk shows was bad enough, but the thought of a reunion with those
awful kids made him want to throw up. He turned and started back through the gate into the yard.

"Wouldn't you like to meet all your old friends again?" Milton Glass put his big arm around
Jupe's shoulders. "Bonehead and Bloodhound and Footsie and -"

"No, thank you." Jupe tried to break free, but the pub-licity man had him in a bear hug. "I saw
enough of those idiots to last me the rest of my life and I never -"

"Attaboy." Milton Glass's smile was wider and friend-lier than ever. "That's just what | hoped
you'd say."

"What?" It wasn't often the First Investigator was thrown off balance, but he couldn't figure out
why the big, grinning man seemed so pleased by his refusal. He waited.

"They all picked on you, didn't they? Most of them, anyway. They made you the butt of their
stupid practical jokes. They insisted on calling you Baby Fatso all the time. I'll bet you hated
them, didn't you?"

"It's not my nature to hate people,” Jupe said coldly. "But I certainly disliked them. I disliked
them intensely."

"Beautiful." The crescent moon of white teeth shone more brightly than ever in Milton Glass's
tanned face. "And now I'm going to give you a chance to get back at them. A chance to show
them up as the idiots you always knew they were. Wouldn't you like that?"

"How?" Jupe's face was blank, but there was a gleam of interest in his eyes.

"In front of the whole country. On network television," Milton Glass told him. "The studio's
planning a mini series of two quiz shows. All the Wee Rogues will compete against each other.
And my hunch is you'll turn out the winner, Jupiter. You'll make all the rest of them look like
fools."

The First Investigator had a quick flash of remembrance. Bonehead. His hard-boiled egg of a
skull. His idiot grin. Bonehead twisting his arm. Bonehead putting a dead mouse in his lunch
box.

Jupiter's mind raced as he looked at Milton Glass's friendly, smiling face.

"And the first prize, Jupiter,” Milton Glass said encour-agingly, "the first prize in the quiz contest
is twenty thou-sand dollars.”

Chapter 2: A Surprise at Stage Nine



The limousine had to stop at the studio gates on Vine Street in Hollywood. The uniformed guard
there nodded famili-arly to the chauffeur, then moved to the back of the car to check the three
boys' names against a list.

"Jupiter Jones," Jupe told him firmly. He had made up his mind not to stand for any nonsense
about being called Baby Fatso.

"Jones, Jupiter.” The guard looked at his clipboard. "45 Sunrise Road, Rocky Beach. Right?"

"Right," Jupiter agreed. The guard nodded. Then the other two Investigators had to announce
themselves.

"Pete Crenshaw."
"Bob Andrews."

The guard found their names and addresses and nodded again. He stuck a small white card that
Jupe recognized as a studio pass under the windscreen wiper of the car.

"Stage Nine," he said, waving them on.

The chauffeur of the limousine drove slowly down a long street. Past the New York Public
Library. The old San Francisco Opera House. The Leaning Tower of Pisa.

It was all weirdly familiar to Jupe, like a remembered dream. Bob and Pete kept craning
forwards in their seats to stare at the famous buildings as they passed them. But Jupe knew they
weren't really buildings at all. They were only false fronts made of canvas and plaster. If you
opened the door of any one of them, there would be nothing behind it.

Jupe sat back in the long black vehicle and didn't even bother to look out of the window.

Milton Glass, the publicity man, had sent the limousine to pick Jupe up at The Jones Salvage
Yard. The car and

"Jupiter,” he said cordially. "Jupiter Jones. Come and see the other Wee Rogues."

At the far end of the building was an enormous, brightly-lit kitchen. Jupe knew it wasn't really a
kitchen, of course. The stove wouldn't work and the tap in the sink wouldn't yield any water.
Only the long table on which several wait-ers were busy setting up a buffet lunch was not a part
of the whole make-believe world of moviemaking.

Milton Glass led Jupe and the other two Investigators to one end of the table where three young
men were standing talking to a very attractive young woman with long dirty hair.



They all stopped talking and looked at Jupe as he approached them. Jupe looked back at them.
He wasn't sure exactly what he had been expecting.

For years he had carried in his mind a clear memory of the other Wee Rogues. But he
remembered them as they had been. Bonehead, with his hard-boiled egg of a skull and his stupid
grin. Footsie with his scrunched-up face like a little sour apple and his overgrown hands and feet.
Bloodhound with his long, lolling tongue and his mournful, down-slanted eyes. Pretty Peggy
with her black bangs cut straight across her forehead and her small pointed face.

The four adults he was looking at now were complete strangers to him.

One of them - a good-looking young man in a leather jacket with shoulder-length blond hair that
covered his ears - raised his hand in a casual greeting.

"Hi," he said. "So they roped you in too,?"

Jupe nodded, glancing at the cowboy boots the young man was wearing. They looked unusually
small for his six-foot height, so he couldn't be Footsie. He couldn't be Bloodhound either. The
young man next to him still had eyes that slanted slightly downwards from his nose, although
there was no sign of his lolling tongue and he no longer looked in the least mournful.

The sharp-looking character with the leather jacket and the hand-tooled boots had to be
Bonehead.

Jupe nodded to the other two Rogues, silently identifying them as Footsie and Bloodhound. They
had changed as much as Bonehead had.

Footsie's hands and feet still seemed a little overgrown because he was short and rather thin. But
his face had lost the scrunched-up, wrinkled-apple look that had made him stand out as a child
actor. His pink cheeks and cheerful eyes reminded Jupe of those friendly guys who worked at the
checkout counter at the Rocky Beach supermarket.

Bloodhound reminded Jupe of a young business execu-tive. His brown crew-cut hair, his
buttondown shirt, and his well-tailored blazer gave him an efficient, on-the-ball appearance. It
was difficult to believe he had ever been the sad-faced kid who had played that dopey
Bloodhound.

Jupe turned and looked at the young woman in her smart fawn suit. She still had a heart-shaped
face and deep blue eyes with heavy lashes, but he would never have recognized her on the street
as Pretty Peggy.

She smiled at him. "I'm glad you could come, Jupe,” she said. "You don't mind if I call you Jupe,
do you?"



"Not a bit." Jupe felt pleased that she remembered his real name.

"And you call me Peggy. Never mind the Pretty. I've been trying to live that down for years. Just
Peggy, okay?"

"Okay." Jupe looked around for Bob and Pete to intro-duce them to Peggy and the others. They
had walked off the kitchen set and were talking to Milton Glass and a thin, white-haired man
who was standing beside a TV camera. The white-haired man looked vaguely familiar to Jupe,
but he couldn't immediately place him.

"Now that we're all here™ - Bonehead reached out and touched Jupe's arm to draw him closer into
the group -"I've got a suggestion to make. Something that's important to every one of us."

"But we're not all here yet," Peggy reminded him. "We're still waiting for Flapjack."”
"Flapjack's not coming,"” Footsie told her.
"Oh, why not?" Peggy sounded disappointed.

Jupe was disappointed too. Of all the Wee Rogues he had liked Flapjack the best. The black kid
was the only one, except for Peggy, who hadn't picked on him or tried to make him feel like a fat
baby nuisance.

"Either they couldn't find him or he couldn't make it," Bloodhound said with a shrug.

"So we're all here," Bonehead went on. "And we're all here for one thing." He tapped the breast
pocket of his leather jacket. "The loot. The money. Right?"

"Right," Bloodhound agreed doubtfully.

"Yeah," Footsie said. "That's the only thing we're here for."
Peggy nodded seriously.

"Right?" Bonehead was looking at Jupiter.

Jupe hesitated. Although he would be glad to win the twenty thousand dollars - he could put it
aside for his col-lege education - it wasn't strictly true that he had come to the reunion and agreed
to compete on the TV quiz show for the sake of the money. He had agreed because he thought it
would give him a chance to get back at the kids who had made his life miserable when he was a
three-year-old child. But this didn't seem to be the right moment to explain that to them.

"Okay," Jupe said.

"Now, part of the programme for this get-together,” Bonehead went on, "is that we should all sit
around after lunch and have a little chat about the good old days. Right?"



Peggy nodded again.

They might be the old days, Jupe thought, but he couldn't remember much that was good about
them. He didn't say anything.

"And our friendly director over there" - Bonehead flip-ped his thumb quickly towards the white-
haired man who was standing with Milton Glass - "is going to tape us while we talk so they can
show it on television before the first quiz show begins."

Jupe glanced quickly over his shoulder. He remembered who the white-haired man was now. His
name was Luther Lomax and he had directed every one of the Wee Rogues comedies. It wasn't
surprising he hadn't recognized the director, Jupe thought. Luther Lomax had changed even more
than the Wee Rogues had. Jupe remembered him as a tall, imposing figure who had cracked the
whip over all of them with the authority of a lion tamer. "Lights, camera, action!" he used to
shout at them. He looked old and stooped and sort of beaten now.

"So, okay." Bonehead was still talking. "If they want us to appear on their television talk show,
they'll have to pay us for it. Right?"

He looked at each member of the group in turn again, waiting for an answer.
They all nodded except for Jupe.
"Well?" Bonehead challenged him. "What do you say?"

Jupe paused, thinking hard. If he went along with Bone-head's suggestion, he would be admitting
that Bonehead was the leader, the spokesman for them all, as he had once been the ringleader of
the awful kids who had played those stupid practical jokes on Jupe as a child.

That idea went against Jupe's whole character. He was used to being the leader himself. As the
First Investigator, if he didn't exactly give the other two Investigators orders, at least he made
most decisions for them.

On the other hand, he thought Bonehead's suggestion was a pretty good one. If the studio wanted
them to appear in a talk show segment before the first quiz show - even though they would only
be talking and not really acting - it made sense that they should be paid for appearing.

Jupe nodded.
Bonehead put his thumb and forefinger in his mouth and gave a piercing whistle.
"Hey, you. Glass," he called across to the publicity man.

Milton Glass walked over to them with his usual brilliant crescent moon of a smile. Luther
Lomax, the director, fol-lowed him almost timidly. Like an obedient elderly dog walking behind
his master, Jupe thought.



"What can | do for you?" Glass enquired politely.

Bonehead told him. He told him clearly and curtly. They each wanted a hundred dollars for the
talk show segment. "And it'll be a fee, not a salary,” Bonehead added, "so there'll be no
withholding tax. You pay us in cash."

The publicity man's teeth still shone in his tanned face, but a small frown appeared on his
forehead.

"I'm afraid that's impossible," he said. "The studio’s already gone to a lot of expense for this
lunch. And on top of that I've arranged for each of you to receive a valuable souvenir present for
being here."”

"What kind of present?" Peggy asked him.
"How valuable?" Footsie wanted to know.

"That's a secret, Peggy.” Milton Glass turned his smile on her. "But they're all ready and waiting
for you out there right now." He gestured towards the kitchen door. "And | know you'll be
delighted with them." He paused for a moment. "But there'll be no fees for the talk show," he
added firmly.

"Okay." Bonehead didn't even bother to shrug. "No cash. No show."

Milton Glass tried to argue with him. But Bonehead refused to argue back. He explained that it
was a take-it-or-leave-it deal. "We're not negotiating, because there's nothing to negotiate.”

Glass didn't stop smiling, but his voice was no longer polite.
"That's blackmail," he pointed out. "Sheer, naked blackmail."

"Sure it is." Bonehead smiled back at him, and Jupe saw that Footsie and Bloodhound and even
Peggy were smiling too. "That's why you're going to have to pay up."

Milton Glass still didn't agree at once. But Jupe could see that he was going to give in eventually.
Jupe was glad enough to get the hundred dollars. It would go into the Three Investigators' fund to
pay for the phone at Head-quarters and some new equipment he wanted to experiment with. But
it wasn't the thought of the money that was occupying his mind.

He was beginning to see the Wee Rogues in a completely different light now, not as he had
remembered them for so long. He was beginning to realize that they had all grown up in quite an
unexpected way.

They were now a group of tough, competitive young people. People who would use all their wits
and experience to fight for what they wanted - money.



And if they would fight like this for a hundred dollars, they would fight as hard and as ruthlessly
as a pack of wolves for that quiz show prize of twenty thousand. Jupe would need every grain of
the intelligence and determina-tion he possessed to beat them. Winning the prize money would
not be the snap Milton Glass had said it would be.

Jupe realized he no longer hated the other Rogues. It was even hard for him to believe these were
the same people who had teased and picked on him years ago. The idea of revenge was fading.
But not the idea of winning.

Because it was part of Jupiter's character that he could never refuse a challenge. And it seemed to
the First Investi-gator that he was soon going to be facing one of the biggest challenges of his
life.

Chapter 3: Five Rogues and a Thief

The lunch table had been cleared and carried away. In its place a half circle of swivel chairs had
been set up on the movie set of the kitchen.

Milton Glass, who was to be the host of the talk show, sat in the centre of the half circle. Peggy
was on one side of him and Bonehead on the other. Jupe was sitting at one end next to
Bloodhound. Footsie sat at the other end.

The arc lights went on. They glared down on Jupe like a dozen indoor suns. He had eaten very
little of the buffet lunch, only a single cold chicken leg and a spoonful of potato salad. Although
he normally had a very healthy appetite, he had had to force himself to eat even that much.

It wasn't that he was nervous. He was no more stage shy now than he had been as a child actor.
In the white heat of the lights, facing the peering lenses of the three television cameras, he felt all
his natural talent as a performer coming back to him the way a good swimmer feels his abilities
when he dives into deep water.

The truth was that the First Investigator's mind had been too busy to be bothered with the thought
of food. It was still busy now as the director, Luther Lomayx, sitting in the mobile control room,
gave the signal to start shooting.

Jupe had a plan that might help him win that quiz show prize. It was a strategy that seemed to
him more likely to work because of the way he had been behaving ever since he had walked into
the sound stage. He hadn't done it deliber-ately. Not at first, anyway. It had just happened. He
had hardly said a word to anybody.

All the other Wee Rogues had chatted. But Jupe hadn't joined in. He had only listened. He felt he
knew quite a lot about what Bonehead and Footsie and Bloodhound were like now. But they had
no way of knowing a thing about him.



"Good evening," Milton Glass said in a cheerful, welcoming voice.

The talk show had started. The three television cameras were rolling, taping as Luther Lomax,
watching the moni-toring screens in the mobile control room, switched from one camera to
another picking the angles he liked best.

"I want you to meet some old friends of yours,” Glass went on. "You've all been watching them
on this network for several weeks now, and you've been writing us thousands of letters about
them, wanting to know what happened to them all, how they turned out in later life. Now you'll
be able to find out for yourselves. Because here they are.”

He paused for a second and his teeth flashed like sheet lightning.
"The Wee Rogues."

As he spoke a group picture of the kids as they had been was projected on the white wall behind
them. Milton Glass went on to explain that he was very sorry, but one of the Wee Rogues, the
young man who had played Flapjack, wasn't here today. The studio had done everything it could
to find him, but apparently he was no longer living in California and it had been impossible to
trace him.

"Maybe he's in jail,” Bonehead put in helpfully.

Milton Glass ignored that suggestion except for a slightly embarrassed smile. One by one he
asked the Rogues to introduce themselves.

Peggy was first.

"I used to be known as Petty Peggy," she said. "But that was a long time ago and, as you can all
see, I'm just Peggy now."

"Oh, come on." Glass turned his smile on her. "You mustn't be so modest, Peggy. You're still as
pretty as a picture.”

Peggy didn't smile back at him. "These days | would rather be complimented for my
intelligence," she said.

Milton Glass's chuckle sounded a little hollow to Jupe. The First Investigator leaned back in his
chair, looking beyond the cameras at the electricians and grips who were gathered around the
edge of the set. He could make out Bob and Pete among them. Jupe knew that none of the
cameras was focused on him yet, because Bonehead would be the next to introduce himself, so
he shrugged slightly and winked at the other two Investigators.

Jupe was signalling to them not to be surprised by any-thing he might do or say when it was his
turn to speak. Bob's glasses seemed to flash back an answering signal of support to him.



Jupe's glance moved slightly to the right. He had caught sight of another familiar face in the
background. Gordon Harker, the tall, black chauffeur who had driven him to the studio, was
walking quietly across the sound stage towards a clump of unused arc lights on their long metal
poles.

"I was the one with the shaved skull,” Bonehead was saying. "'l guess | was supposed to be pretty
dumb." He was looking at Milton Glass with his sharp, hard eyes. "Would you say I've changed
much?"

You had to hand it to Glass, Jupe thought. The talk show host didn't lose his good humour for a
second. Ignoring Bonehead's obvious hostility, he kept smiling at him as though he were his
favourite person in the world.

"You were known as Bonehead, isn't that right?" he asked cheerfully.

"That's right. But then maybe | wasn't as boneheaded as | seemed. Maybe | was just a pretty
good actor. Lots of talent.”

Bloodhound and Footsie were next. They announced their old movie names as drily as though
repeating their Social Security numbers.

"Bloodhound."

"Footsie."

Milton Glass tried to draw Footsie out a little.

"Why Footsie?" he asked. "Why were you known as Footsie?"
"Because that's what they called me."

"Yes, but why?"

"That's what it said in the script.”

Milton Glass's smile dimmed by fifty watts for just a moment.
It was Jupe's turn next.

"And who were you?" Milton Glass demanded jovially.

Jupe smiled back at him.

"I'm J-J-Jupiter Jones," he stammered.

"Yes, that's who you are now. But who were you then?"



"J-J-Jupiter Jones. I've always been Jupiter J-J-Jones."

Jupe's forehead was creased with a puzzled frown. As an investigator he had often found it useful
to pretend to be stupid. It was a role he was good at. But he had never played it as skilfully as he
did now. He put all his acting talent into appearing too dumb to understand some of the questions
that were put to him. When Milton Glass asked him what part he had played in the Wee Rogues
comedies, Jupiter looked blank and shook his head.

"I was just a b-b-baby," he stammered at last. "I don't remember m-m-much about it."
The talk show host finally had to make the introduction himself.

"Jupiter Jones was Baby Fatso," he announced. "And many people think he was the finest actor
among the Wee Rogues."

With the introductions over, Milton Glass began to ask his guests what they were doing now.
"I'm a receptionist,” Peggy told him, "in San Francisco."

"I'm sure you're a very good one. It must give people a big lift to walk into an office and see your
pretty face. You must get a lot of friendly smiles."

"Not me." Peggy shook her head. "Did you ever see anyone smile in a dentist's office?"
Glass seemed to have come to a dead end. He tried another tack.
"So you didn't pursue your career in show business.” He beamed. "You gave all that up?"

"It gave me up," Peggy contradicted him quietly. "I haven't been offered a job in movies since |
was ten years old."

"I expect your parents wanted you to go to school and live an ordinary life. . ."

Peggy shook her head again. "No, they didn't. They were always trying to push me back into
acting. Anyway, by then it was impossible for me to live an ordinary life."”

Glass didn't ask her why. Peggy told him anyway.

"For years people kept recognizing me on the street. Aren't you Pretty Peggy? | remember you.
Oh, you were so cute." Until | was afraid to go out of the house. And it was even worse in school.
Would you like me to tell you the truth?”

Her host nodded, still smiling, although there was a look in his eyes that made Jupe think that the
truth was the last thing Milton Glass wanted to be told.

"If I ever have a child, I'd sooner see it become a gravedigger than an actor. It's steadier work
and there's more future in it."



"Speaking of the future,” the talk show host said, grab-bing at the chance to change the subject,
"have you any special plans for your future, Peggy?"

For once Peggy smiled back at him. There was a wistful eagerness in her smile.

"Yes," she said. "I'd like to go to college if | can ever get enough money together. I'm sick of
being just a pretty face. I'd like to develop my mind so I can do something interest-ing and useful
with my life."

"I'm sure you will."
With a beam of relief. Glass swivelled in his chair so that he was facing Bonehead.

If he had expected to have an easier, jollier time with Bonehead than he had with Peggy, he was
soon disap-pointed. It turned out that Bonehead was now working as a mechanic in a garage. He
insisted on describing his job in some detail.

"I lie flat on my back under other people's cars and the oil drips in my eyes and the grease gets
under my finger-nails and my arms get so tired reaching up with those wrenches. . ."

"How would you feel about getting back into movies?" Glass was trying to steer him on to a
more cheerful subject. "After all, you said yourself you were a pretty good actor as a kid."

"Acting." Bonehead seemed to spit the word at him. "You know how many actors are out of
work in this town?"

Apparently Milton Glass didn't. Or if he did, he didn't want to talk about it.

"Did you ever have the same kind of trouble as Peggy?" he asked instead. "Being recognized on
the street?"

Bonehead had to admit that he hadn't. "After the studio stopped shaving my head, and I let my
hair grow long like this to hide my famous wiggling ears, | guess I looked so different my own
mother wouldn't have recognized me."

Milton Glass didn't ask Bonehead if he had any special plans for the future. As far as Jupe was
concerned, he didn't need to. Jupe felt he already knew what Bonehead's immediate plans were.
To win that twenty-thousand-dollar prize money by any means he could.

The talk show host went on to Footsie and Bloodhound. Footsie was unemployed "most of the
time." But Blood-hound turned out to be a pleasant surprise for Milton Glass. He had graduated
from high school and was in his first year of college.

"I guess I was lucky," he said. "My father's a lawyer. And he never really wanted me to be a
child actor, anyway. A client of his, who was a producer at the studio, convinced him to do it.
Once my father saw what a grind it was, he was sorry he'd roped me into it."



Glass asked Bloodhound if having a famous face had made it tough for him in school.

"It did for a while," Bloodhound remembered. "I used to have those droopy eyes. But when | got
to be about fourteen, they stopped drooping so much. And by then people had forgotten about the
Wee Rogues anyway."

It was Jupe's turn again.

"And what are you doing now?" Milton Glass inquired.

Jupe 