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BOOK ONE
Chapter One
The Red Queen had it right--it did take al the running one could do just to keep in the same place.

Thelinefrom Alice in Wonderland brought athin smile as Murray Blake hung up hislab coat and
carefully shrugged an arm into hiswindbreaker. A week earlier held been lost in thought about his
research project, in arestaurant no less, and the gun in hisright jacket pocket amost conked awoman
Stting a the adjacent table. Theimaginary headline flashed across hismenta screen: 'RESEARCH
SCIENTIST K.O.sRESTAURANT PATRON." HEd managed to catch the heavy bulgejust intime
and dap it back againgt his hip--till had the bruise--but it had been a close one.

Lost in thought--those three words certainly said it al. No matter how he stretched for that proverbial



carrot it was always the same distance away--just out of reach. Another hectic week a Barrington
Research with nothing to show for it but fatigue that cut right through to the bone marrow. Come
Monday hed doit dl over again. At therate hislife wasflying by, hisforty-fourth year might get there
before the forty-third was haf over. On theflip Side, scientific breakthroughs were never part of anyone's
timetable, happening when they were ready, not before.

He adjusted the gun handle for easy access, zipped the jacket and picked up his briefcase. One last
check around the office showed al terminals secured and the server vault door properly sequenced. It
would take a substantial amount of explosiveto blow it, but just the past week an identica setup in
Boulder had been compromised and data stolen. A steel door eight inchesthick smply wasn't enough to
guard company secrets any more. Even the smallish banks had gone to fourteen inches. The thought
drew atired dgh. It was all acrap shoot. It depended on what kind of secrets were being guarded--and
who wanted them.

He pressed his thumb to the lockplate, holding it long enough for the andyzer to run its comparison.
There was an audible whirr behind the door pandl, the sound of powerful gear motors diding heavy bolts
into the stedl pand, then aheavy thud. Done, &t least until Monday. Then it would take agood half hour
to get everything up and running again, including afull archive check to be sure nothing had happened
over the weekend. So much for office security.

The whole protection thing had been one big charade for years because there'd been nothing much to
concedl or protect where he was concerned. Basic research often turned out that way. The heavy bulge
in hisright pocket had to do with persond safety after heleft the Barrington building, not while hewas
insde. Nobody'd want his scientific data anyway, at least not in its present Sate. It was one long, sad tale
of promising threads that led nowhere. Only in the past few weeks had there been anything to crow
about. The research had begun to get exciting--and promising. Definitely a source of renewed drive and
personal energy, but still not worth the trouble of carrying a gun. Robbers weren't sophisticated enough
to go after that kind of data, but the money he usudly carried was another matter. Not that it wasalat,
but ill ... better to play it safe, as hiswife Connie reminded him every so often.

He'd been thinking about the new investigative thread there in the restaurant, not caring to consider the
odds againgt success while he fought down the natura tendency found in dl research: push harder, go
faster. Some of it couldn't be hurried, and there was the rub. Sit on arocket, but stand on the brakes.
Dreams were hard to deal with that way.

Dust was 4till being ddlivered horizontaly outside the huge Barrington building, blowing into Oklahoma
from Kansas. He ducked ingtinctively and held up a shielding hand to keep the grit from stinging hisface
or getting in hiseyes, but it did anyway. Half of Kansas had to be covering Oklahomathese days, thanks
to the wrong-way wind and constant drought. Or at least it seemed so on dayslike this. Clouds of the
stuff whirled around the parking area floodlight poles, leaving carswith half aninch in asingle workday.
His own forty-acre spread, not that far from the labs, was no exception. Some of it remained green, but
not for much longer if this kept up. Now only scrub oaks and gnarled cedar were hanging on, plus
tumbleweeds, tough pasture grass and weeds of various kinds. Drifts of sand obscured therest. It ill
rained further south, but who'd want to live there? They got hurricanesthat far inland now, dong with a
gpate of tornados every year. Big storms had aready come within two hundred miles of the Oklahoma
City suburbs, streaking up through Texas and eventually arching back through Kansas and points east as
far as Chicago. Another hundred sixty miles north and the damn things would be crossing hisfront yard.
Only the Rockies would stop them some day not that far in the future.

Some scientists thought the current Midwestern drought was part of acycle rather than globa warming.
Who cared? Just haveit al end, say tomorrow.



The parking lot was al but empty, just afew londy cars plus his new Wankel Beehive. It suffered from
the dust as much asits occupants did. The windshield was scratched and would need replacing soon. Air
filterswere good for about one week before they had to be changed. They were stacked fifty deepin his
garage. There was modern technology for you--a flywhed that could power the car for up to ten miles,
solar panels and fud cells to supplement the gasoline engine, but no autometic air cleaner. The car had
cost abundle, but it got formidable mileage--area consideration these days--and gasolinewas il
available because one of the new depolymerization plants outside the city furnished the oil for asmall
refinery. Not enough to guarantee anything outside the driving limitations of the Wankel, but who drove
more than two hundred miles these days? And the way things were going, he couldn't be sure of proper
sarvicing for the Beehive outside that range anyway. The old Lincoln Expedition was dwaystherefor a
quick shopping trip downtown, or long distance driving if such athing ever returned. And if the dust ever
stopped.

Hisfinger was dongside the gun'strigger as he punched in the access code on the Beehive's door and
glanced quickly around to be sure he was alone. The unconscious act was the result of training and years
of sef-discipline. Even though the floodlights were adequate, hits were often made just as driverswere
opening car doors or asthey were settling in amoment later. Thistime there were no nearby carsto
conced crimindls.

He relaxed further asthe car door swung upward and afemale voice--Conni€'s voice--welcomed him.
&€aeHello, Mr. Blake. Won't you comein?' Hed originaly programmed it with amuch more seductive
greeting. That hadn't gone over so well when held forgotten to kill the greeting before taking on afemale

passenger.

Onceingde, with the door closed, he drew hisfirst redly long breath. One of the two most dangerous
parts of the commute had been passed without incident. The other would be at the distant end. On the
way out of the lot, he waved to the guard. What could be more comforting--and incongruous--than the
sight of someone wearing composite body armor and carrying ashort-barreled M16A5, especidly ona
Friday night after amind-boggling week of work? It made the Barrington facility seem like the only safe
placein the universe, except for the parking lot. Bandits on foot could il get through the cyclonefenceif
they had amind. It hadn't been that way fifteen years back, when the country hadn't quitefalen into the
messit wasin now.

His hair had been solid black then, not shot with gray, and his face wasn't covered with worry lines deep
enough to concedl amemory chip. And glasses! He hated wearing them, but who had time for surgery?
Hiseyesweren't redly that bad, and the specs did help his eyestrain. Connie said they made him look
distinguished. Hal She'd have said that if held grown aKrisKringle beard.

Hewas out at the main road before he redly felt the pressure let go. A quick status check at themain
road said the car's computer could do the driving. The five-mile route to home was well-programmed
and the Beehive's reactive programming could handle anything unexpected, like a starving deer
wandering onto the road or asnap |.D. check by the state police. That left him hands-free. He stuck one
foot up on the dash, clasped both hands behind his head and asked for the digital news. The newsfeed
had nothing new on it a al, in spite of what the word 'news was supposed to mean. Some politician was
blathering about ... well, what the heck was he blathering about? A minute later the question remained. A
few thousand words, give or take, with time out for throat clearings and asew of anecdotes, but not one
clue asto the subject.

"Goddamned crooks, al of them." He'd muttered the same words afew thousand times before, but
usudly a home and never when he might be overheard. The Beehive had no audio link, asfar ashe
knew, so hewas freeto say anything he wanted. His next word to the console was 'bioscience.” The



newscast switched before the word wasfinished, breaking in on adiscussion of anew line of chicken
corn that held great promise as a source of tasty, low fat protein. Then that topic devolved into politics as
well. A debate between pundits of opposing ethical views got off to alively start. One was based on
religious objectionsto releasing plantsimbued with anima genesinto the environment, while the other
so-caled ethicist was no less adamant. She reasoned from an environmenta basis, though God knows
what she thought people would et if every new agricultural product was banned, as she seemed to think
they should be. Goddamn Luddites, both of ‘em.

He switched off the news and took control of the car when it turned onto the gravel road going to his
quarter-mile driveway and the 'golden gate.' That'swhat he and Connie called the thing. Not too many
research scientists could afford security fences and gates like his, but in the long run the cost had been
worth it. The security fence didn't actualy surround his property, but it did go most of the way around.
Better than mogt. Only asmall portion was&ft to cyclone fence and barbed wire.

He stopped in the usual spot while the home computer once more made friendswith the car. The

tel escopic retina scan and pattern recognition cameraalowed him to Say put, reatively safe from any
outlaws who might be hiding in the brush along the grave road. lllegd immigrants were everywhere, and
when work was scarce they formed roving gangs. Goodbye to anything valuable in vulnerable country
cottages or estates when the immigangs came visiting. What aworld! Couldn't even have aplaceinthe
country without spending afortune on security. Carslike the Beehive even had so-called bulletproof
windows that retracted no more than an arm's width. The laminate made driving dmost too quiet at times,
and ordinary conversation with someone outs de was more Sign language than anything else. In spite of al
that, he could hear his Grest Pyrenees dogs barking even now. When the Beehive was running on
electricity, their acute hearing picked up its unique whine.

Sugar and Moosg, the gentle giants, were as much a part of the security system astherest. Friendly and
lovable, they were ingtantly ferociousif any of the family were directly threstened. A new litter of pups
was amost weaned. When the doggies got their weekly treat of chewies, which amounted to candy for
dogs, they were more fun than the goats at feeding time. Sugar was even tending to afew baby chicks
whose mother had falen victim to abobcat. What asight when the chickstook to sitting on pups and
mother, even deeping with them. One photo won aprize in Dog World.

He parked the car and had no sooner raised the swing-up door than he was bes eged by the monster
dust mops. &€oHello, Sugar. Howdy, Moose! Hey, you lummoxes, what have you been doing, loafing
al day?' They bounced and rolled on the dusty driveway like it was atrampoline, waiting on him to clear
the car so they could maul him. Then Connie called from the open door of the mud room. She was
waggling the phone. Not even home, and he had a phone call waiting! What could that be about? He
fended off the dusty dogs and hurried toward hiswife.

He gave her alingering, affectionate kiss before taking the phone. Age seemed to enhance Conni€e's
subtle beauty. She till wore her reddish curly hair long, pulled casualy back in amodified ponytail, and
whenever sheld been out in the sun the freckles across the bridge of her nose were more
pronounced--like now. Sheld gotten home early and had been out trying to do something with the plants
bordering the house. An hour inthe sunwasal it took.

He dipped hisfree arm around her waist and put the phoneto hisear. It Jack Williams, hisbest friend
and acolond inthearmy.

"Hey, Murray, werein town this weekend. What say we get together and you bring me up to date on
your research?'

"Bribeme"



"Okay, how'sribs on the barbie sound? On Brenda and methistime. Big and juicy. Bonesfor the
doggies.”

"Fine, for openers. Now if you throw in everything the military's been up to snce whenever it waswe last
talked, you got aded."

"Boy, you strike ahard bargain! Okay, well bring somelittleribsjust for those Chihuahuas. Whet're their
namesagan?'

"Bandit and Frito. And they're Pomeranians. That'swhere dl the background noiseis coming from."
Murray held the phone out so hisfriend could hear the frantic yapping of thefuzzy little dogs asthey vied
for hisattention.

"That'sarelief. | thought maybe Connie was strangling aroogter for dinner.”

"Matter of fact, we've been talking about you and Brenda staying here next time you get some leave. Not
that we missyou, but you barbeque better than | do. Thisisarea army leave thistime, right?'Y ou're not
AWOL?'

"Last timel went AWOL they begged me never to come back. | didn't listen and ook what happened ...
made me a colonel. And Murray, when it comes to your cooking, that's not a Bunsen burner you've got
out there on the patio. Y ou're not heating something in atest tube. No wonder your dogswon't eat the
|eftovers. What day?'

“Tomorrow?"
"Sounds good. Well see you about noon.”

He flipped the phone shut. He and Jack had been captains together along time back. The research
position with Barrington had been too attractive to pass up, achance for better pay and amore
interesting job in @bnorma genetic physiology, his specidty. Hed origindly been drawn to that field of
study because of autism that ran in the family, but achance like that came oncein alifetime. He had
resigned his commission and grabbed at it.

Connie's bright amile set off her freckles. &€ceAre they coming?”

"Y ep. Guess he wanted to check and make sure | wasn't going to be stuck at the lab before he said
anything to you. He's bringing theribs.” He squeezed her, then aimed her inside, heading for the den
wherethe liquor lived. &0aNheres Keith?"

"In hisroom. Checking to make sure everything's sill there, | suppose.”
He glanced at hiswatch. &€cel'wo hours?”
"Sometimes it takes him that long to make sure nothing's been disturbed. Y ou know."

"Yeah." He held up abottle of Haig & Haig, arched an eyebrow and she nodded. It wastime for
relaxation. Their autistic son dwaysran for his bedroom as soon as he got home, never regppearing until
he was satisfied everything was undisturbed there. The van dropped him off only after calling to be sure
Connie was home. It was an expensive service, but Keith seemed to find some kind of release at the
learning center so they'd kept it up. And the costs kept rising.

Medica carewas edging ever closer to the breaking point as new, more expens ve technology emerged
and the elderly population continued to grow. Added to dl that was an entangled, incredibly convoluted



mix of government and private claims and payments that had evolved into amonster no one understood,
not even administrators or the insurance companies paying for the care. Then there was the mandate to
provide carefor illega immigrants and their children, bumping costs and complexities up even more,
Patientsrarely tried to comprehend the barrage of paperwork that followed any kind of medica care.
Thefuture? Even if one could afford the taxes and premiums, it looked terribly blesk.

He pulled two glasses from the shelf, added ice cubes and poured alibera helping of liquor into each.
They'd no sooner gotten comfy on the big couch in the den when Keith joined them.

Murray smiled. &ceHi, son. How was your day?' He got no reply. The boy smply went to the mudroom
door, just off the enclosed garage, and waited there. It was where he dways stood when he figured he
was going somewhere, but he alwaysins sted on going with Connie. Both were compulsive actions
typica of autistic children, but they evoked sadnessin Murray every time he saw them. What was going
through Keith's mind? He was bright, but related only spottily to the outside world.

"Connie, did you tell him we were going somewhere?'

"He must have heard you talking about barbeque, and he'sright. | do have to run into town and get some
shrimp and fixings. Were out.”

"How did he know that?"

She shrugged. &€ceDon't ask me, but he'son it now." Shetook asip of her drink. &odHere. Set thisin
the fridge for me. It won't take uslong for what we need. I'll take the Lincoln.”

Her purse was kept locked up in their bedroom because of Keith's fascination with it. Sheld tried filling
anidentica pursewith smilar but usdessitemsfor him to play with, but he never once looked at them.
Hewas hard to fool. She returned amoment later. &€0aNell be back in afew minutes.”

So much for aquiet drink after ahectic week. Asthey left, he switched on the big screen in the den.
Thered be some sort of specia running. This one was about the latest faminesin Africaand Brazil. He
watched afew minutes then turned it off. Famines and starvation had been going on in Africaever since
he could remember. The continent ought to have been depleted of itsinhabitants by now, what with
rampant diseases outrunning cures, and corrupt governments not having the finances to cover the crying
need for treatment. Census figures aways showed population figuresrisng ever upward, though. Famine
and disease didn't appear to stop the reproductive urge; more likely the struggle for surviva increased it.

Murray stretched out, then crossed his ankles on the coffee table and thought about Keith. His son's
condition had undoubtedly played alarge part in the direction of the research he was doing now. Ever
since the day Keith had been diagnosed as an autistic, he'd been asource of fascination for the way he
and otherslike him could obsessively focustheir attention on a single subject to the exclusion of
everything e se. Remarkable feats of discovery and achievement were fairly common with some forms of
autism, particularly those afflicted with Asperger's syndrome--documented fegts of prodigious memory,
awesome mathematical talents and exceptiona accomplishmentsin the arts and sciences. The question
was ‘why?

Some psychologists thought the so called idiot savants weren't dl that creetive, but Smply had their
mindstotally centered on their interests, so much so they were ableto go far beyond any ordinary
person's expectations. Baloney! There had to be something other than obsessve attention to detail
behindit all.

Such as microproteins.



Everyone's genes produced them, and it had become apparent over the last decade how many of them,
previoudy unknown, could be found circulating in the bloodstream. Held begun cata oguing the tiny
molecules of autigtic individuas who displayed creetive ahilities, comparing them to those of other
autistics aswell asthe onesfound in norma persons of both average and super intelligence. The arduous
task had begun to pay off in terms of recognizable progress that might lead to a supendous discovery in
the redlm of crestivity. Genetic physiology wasn't the primary causative mechanism, according to his
research, but certainly appeared to play amajor rolein the process. Monday might bring a
breakthrough. Might. Over the weekend his barrage of ultracentrifuges at the laboratory ought to yield
enough materia to reach somefina conclusions. He didn't even have to be there. Hislab technician
would handle theinfinitely paingtaking task of isolating the fractions when the run was finished, sometime
Sunday. Once he had the results hiswork would really begin. He might even drop in on Sunday, see how
things were going. On second thought, probably not. He'd be recovering from Jack's barbecue and a
long evening of chat and catching up. Then too, it was more important to spend quality timewith Connie
and Keith, come Sunday. Where were they, anyhow? Town was only afew minutes away and she
wasn't going to buy out the store, just shrimp and fixings.

It had been over an hour.



Chapter Two

Hefinished hisdrink, had another, then paced. She should have been home more than an hour ago,
even if she got stuck at the railroad crossing. Where can she be? Twice on the comphone and no
answer, but it could be the satellite reception. Maybe it's down for updates, repairs. Maybe it's ...
maybe they're maneuvering it. The possibilities were borderlineridiculous. Come on, Murray. Cool it.
She'sabig girl. Look at the news or something.

Hedid, but that was no good either. Back to pacing.

How about the comphone extension? Maybe it had failed and the damned thing was out of

charge. Nope, it was okay. Where the hell was she? Almost by habit he started waking down the
quarter mile graveled driveway toward the gate, something he'd aways done when the newspaper had
been ddlivered rather than coming by satellite. Aslong as he was going to pace, he might aswell beout in
the air. He was nearing the midpoint of the drive when his comphone spoke up: Gate. Unknown visitor.

He activated video. When the handscreen brightened, his heart missed a best. That was a state patrol car
at the gate, and behind it one belonging to the county sheriff'soffice. A quick pantotheinsgnia
confirmed it. They looked redl enough, even though there was adim chance they weren't. Fake officids
carsand uniforms were occasiondly used to gain entrance at security gates, atechnique brought into the
country from the murderous Gulf Wars.

Hefocused in on the driver of the county vehicle. Alfredo Gomez! Alfredo was one of the sheriff's
deputies. With asinking heart he told the gate to open, then stepped away from the ruts of the driveway
and waited. Moments later the two cars pulled to a hdt. Ignoring the sate patrol car, he went to the
passenger's side of the deputy's vehicle, one of the newer sedans sporting composite armor and
bulletproof glass. Y ou could tell at aglance--it was built like a Brink's truck with rounded corners.

The door clicked open and he did insde. Al's hand was swesty, just like the young man's dark brown
face. &EoeHdlo Al. | takeit you're not bringing good news, not with the state tagging along. What isit?"

"Murray, it's bad. Why don't we go on up to the house. We need to talk to you, and--"

"Just go ahead and tell me, Al. Wasit Keith? Or Connie? What happened? How bad isit? Arethey..."
He couldn't go on.

Al glanced over to be sure he was seated, then started up the drive. He pulled into the circular
turnaround before answering. &ceMurray, God knows | hate to have to tell you this, but it was awreck
on theinterstate. Some stupid wetbacks hit them head-on in an old pickup. They were going the wrong
way on that bad curve right before you get into town; you know the one. A couple of the bunch survived
and | guessthey'll be prosecuted, for al the good it'll do you now. I'm sorry, Murray.”

Alfredo was athird generation immigrant, and talked like one. Hardly anyone in the areahad much use
for palitical correctnesswhen it cametoillegas, and awetback would always be awetback. Murray
looked away and pounded hisfist on hisknee, saying nothing for along moment. Finaly he turned and let
Alfredo continue.

"Thetrooper ... he... well, he was going to notify you, but | said I'd do it since | knew you. Murray, |
hate that you have to go though this, but he's going to ask you to comein and identify the bodies."

The words arrived as through along tunnel, echoing over and over. Bodies. Bodies. Bodies.



Murray forced himsdlf to concentrate. Get a grip. You can't let down until it's over. You have to go
through it. You've imagined such things a dozen times in your worst nightmares, but this time you
can't switch your thoughts to something else. It'sreal. They're gone, Murray, gone.

But the mention of bodies made getting agrip impossble. Therewas dl that carnage he'd seen onthe
operation in Venezuea, from the time when the Marines and an army brigade had been sent in to rescue
American citizens. For alot of them, it had been too late. Dead bodies everywhere. Destroyed,
eviscerated, burned--no longer people, just things--with expressions of pain or agony, if they still had
faces. Would Connielook like... like them? A head-on collision ... ah, no, no!

He shook his head, feding hisvision blur. &aod cantdoit ... Al ... not that. | can't do that. | can't--"
"You have to, Murray. They need the identification.”
"It can't dl end ... not likethis. Damn ... damn ... oh, damn!

A hand was placed on hisarm. &oaMurray, I'm sorry. Y ou can do it. Just take alook, that's al. Takea
deep breath, calm yourself, say it'sthem and it'sover. That'sall you have to do. The trooper's waiting.
Gotadktohim."

"Not my own family, Al. Someone else can do it." He abruptly shouldered open the heavy door and
staggered out. There's no way in hell they can force meto view the ... they'll have to get someone
else, someone from town, someone from the agency that cared for ... Keith. They've got the DNA
on both of them, so let 'em use that.

But when the trooper's window rolled down, nothing came together, no coherent argument, just protest.
The trooper stared straight ahead dl through the outburst. He finally looked up. &€oeSir," he said gently,
a€cave recovered some persond identification. If you could just look at one of the victims, welll take that
as conclusive for both. Or if you have some other close family member, that would do aswell.”

"Theresno one nearby. They'rein ... I'll ... okay, I'll goinand look at ... a my son. Only him. Not ... not
my wife. | can't ... not her.” I'll remember you as you were, Connie, my beautiful, vibrant, loving
companion. I'll always remember your smile when you said you'd be back in a few minutes. Your
freckles. They were you.

It wasthe last thing he remembered clearly that day.

* k % %

Connie had named the farm one day when they examined awithered Leyland Cypress [andscape tree,
their third attempt to get one started. Sheld laughed, not redlly serious as she complained. &€odEverything
we do heredies, so far as plants go. We ought to name thisthe Do-Die farm. We should have settled in
East Texasor Louisana, whereit'sill green.”

Murray stared at the spot where the tree had been, then wandered on, pausing here and there as
memories flooded back. It was part of letting go, something he knew he had to do to wash away of the
nightmare of these days sncelosing her. Part of it came from Connie'sfamily in the form of outrage when
they learned there'd be no 'viewing', not even a private one. There'd be no closed casket on abier either,
no masterpiece in wanut they could weep over and whisper about and drag out old memoriesover. If
they wanted to see her casket, they could go to the graveyard where they'd cluster around an artfully
concealed hole, hear words they'd heard at other burias and depart in the belief that somehow the casket
would magically become alovely grassy plot replete with headstone and flowers. He wouldn't be there.
Even the buria was a concession, something he allowed, not something Connie would have wanted. She



hated spectacles of that sort, but there was so much rebellion over cremation that he yielded on that
subject, nothing ese. 1t might cause a permanent breach with her family, but he couldn't make himsdlf
give much of adamn just then.

Throughout it al they bardy mentioned Keith. Her family had never redlly accepted him, letting their sillent
gpprobation say clearer than words that the autism was hisfault, not Connie's. Asif anyone could predict
thosethings.

It had been adark, depressing nightmare with no retreat possible, given hisanaytica mind. The phone
calswere agony, first to Jack and Brendato cancel their visit, then to the family members. HEd doneit
solo, in agtate of shock without asoul to lean on, and shortly thereafter they'd descended on him.
Myriads of quasi-strangers, most familiar--others not, arriving at his home in ragged sequences,
mountains of food brought by some asaform of comfort; expressions of consolation and grief; four dogs
going crazy; arrangements at the funera home with one hand, orchestration of the memorid service with
the other, phone cals and s multaneous comphone conversations, incessant explanations. The
kaleidoscope of events played out over and over in his conscious mind, while apart of him screamed for
quiet, for timeto grieve. It had never happened when it should have happened.

He was grieving now as he wandered their Do-Die farm. The memory of her merry voice and that
laughing, expressive face was there wherever he looked, but something else was forming in the
background, tenuous, like athin fog.

It wasrage.

Rage, not so much for the specific truckload of illegalsthat cost him hisfamily, but the fact of their very
illegd existencein the country. Rage at the federal government's unwillingnessto control the borders, at
the craven politicians who feared taking effective action would lose the Hispanic vote. It gradudly
displaced grief, helping him take his mind somewhere el se. He began documenting all the aspects of
illega immigration, concentrating on how it had gotten to the present morass and what it would teketo
cureit. He ddved into government in genera, into how cowardly and immoral politicians cast votes, not
for what was best for the country, but for whatever would get them reelected. Or, for whatever
legidation the biggest donors wanted passed or kept viable by congress.

One mgjor roadblock to effective contral, but by no meansthe only one, was the way eected officias
reached out to ethnic voting blocs--such as Hispanics-and catered to their demands. Industry wanted
wages kept low to compete with foreign markets. Farmers, unsatisfied with giant publicized subsidies of
the past or the more hidden ones at present, supported more and more illegal s because they'd harvest the
crops at any wages. And the list went on.

That study initidly occupied him, but it soon ballooned to include other aspects of government and
society, bogging him down in awedlth of details. It would be hard for even one of those giant computers
normally used for westher forecasting to untangle the mess government had become. Probably
impossible. Computers were fadt, not intelligent. At the end of the week he gave up. He had amountain
of data and assumptions and charts and projections, plusinnumerable other paths he'd thought of but
hadn't traveled. Too much, too much. Maybe later he could come back and concentrate on just theillega
immigration boondoggle and perhaps think of something to do about it, but for now it wastimeto go
back to Barrington, and work. That would be atest of another sort. Perhaps he was ready, but he
wouldn't know until he faced it.

He decided to go in late the first morning. That way he might postpone the inevitable alittle longer, not
the most courageous decision to be sure, but one anyone might expect. Ernesta Wiggins, administrative
assgtant for his department, would be the most likely to spot him as he entered the suite of offices.



Ernesta hel ped him and the other scientists avoid the welter of paperwork inherent in any project. Oh, for
days of Edison or Mendd, when asingle scientist could do all the labor and till make monumental
discoveries, but that was mostly romanticizing. Modern scienceincreasingly dedt with the ultra-micro
world of atoms and molecules, areas of science the public waslargely unaware of. Ernie made everything
S0 much eadier that he often wondered how they had ever managed without her.

She detoured in his direction the moment she saw him. &osSorry to hear about your family, Mister
Blake. That wasawful."

"Thanks, Ernie. | appreciateit.” Okay, I'mready. You'll ask me about the accident now, and how it
happened and if I'm okay and do | want some coffee.

But she did nothing of the sort; she merely waited to seeif he needed her assistance to get started again.
He stood indecisively for amoment, then nodded and headed for his office to one side of her acove.
Hed just tucked the key card back in hiswallet when Norman Whedright caled out his name. Norman
carried aperpetually cheerful grin on hisyoung face and it was hard not to be affected by his
aways-exuberant mood. He did nothing to temper his expression or smile thismorning.

"Good Morning Norman. How'd the fractions turn out? Do we have enough materid ?*

"It went wonderful, Mister Blake, wonderful. I've got everything sorted out and aiquoted into the
preservetives the way you wanted. All the analytical results are done, waiting for you on your desk. Say,
I'm redlly sorry to hear about your family."

"Thanks, Norm. Let metake alook at the mail and I'll be back therein alittle while."

Ernestahad been her usudly efficient self while he was absent. Other than acouple of questions from
other research scientists working in related fields, and the anticipated sympathy mail, there wasn't much
there. He saved the sympathy stuff for later, answered the questions, then turned to the papers stacked in
theinbox. Most of those just needed sSigning, and the others could wait. Nothing was more important
than the protein fractions, but first thingsfirst. The centrifuged fractions needed to be the same oneshe
thought were ‘coded for' by genes responsible for the areas of the brain he was pursuing. Were they?
The report should tell. He scanned it, nodding when he saw the big spike in the comparison graphs.
Definitdy the right track. Time to go see Norman now.

The lab was divided into several work stations, depending on the techniques being used and the
particular instruments involved. Lab coats were hanging just insde the door, ahead of the sticky antibiotic
strip on the floor. There was no need for bunny suits with the type of work being done, but those hung
there aswell, including hair and over-shoe covers, just in case they had to render the lab areafairly
Seile

He grabbed his own coat and shrugged into it.

Norman was hunched over abench. He was one of myriad technicians who ether weren't quite smart
enough to master ascience at the doctorate level, or who'd stopped their education at the undergraduate
level for other reasons, yet were totally indispensable nevertheess. The man gave meticulous attention to
detail.

"Ready to push ahead, Norm?"
"Surething. I've got the fractions set up to go any direction you'd like."

"Show mewhat you've done."



Sporting histrademark grin, Norman opened one of the big coolers and pointed to dozens of tightly
capped tubes |labeled with numbers, aswel as his own handwritten label's, designating each sample
according to which group it had been derived from. There were samples taken from autistics of varying
degree in severity and intelligence, aswell as could be judged, plus normas of varying intelligence. Then
both groups were represented by a further subdivision asto whether the microproteins had been derived
from theindividuasin either norma or focused modes of thought. &€ceSee here, Mr. Blake? I've got
your samplesready for the next step, whichever way you decide to go. Just et me know and it won't
take any timeat dl to parcel out the portions.”

"Good. Now | think | know where were going ... or let me say the conditions under which we want to
collect more data... but we don't want to draw conclusionsin advance. | was thinking quite abit during
theweek | was ... off work, and | think 1'd like to speed this up abit. Go ahead and run whatever you
need of the samples through the antibody-suppressing solutions so we won't get mided by dlergic
reactions. Use only the fractions from the focused groups, but we want to test them al regardiess of 1Q
levels. And just on ahunch, let's start some replication going on the protei ns taken from the focused
autistics. I'm thinking now that well need more of them than any of the others. Follow?"

"Yep. Infact, I'm ahead of you. I've dready got replication runs going on al of them. Now how "bout the
mice? Want meto start with an NG line in the standard maze-solving protocol ?*

"Correct. WEell give that two weeks, maximum, or until we see some deviation. Use the seven-per-batch
plan and the usud agorithmsfor andyss. Y ouve got everything in your files?'

Norman nodded.

"Good." | don't expect well be able to draw any meaningful conclusions from this study, but it should
sarve asthe basisfor the chimp triasweéll run next. Y ou can get the chimp protocols lined up while the
meeces are busy with their games, so we won't waste any time. I'll get the paperwork on them going.”

"Just let me know the next day or two how you want it set up. Oh, and I'll need you to decide on the
dosage per mouse and cal culate the amount. I'll re-check everything right before we start.”

"Norman, the day you don't re-check the re-checks you just re-checked is the day I'll know you need a
long vacation." Hed dmogt smiled; it came out more atwist of his mouth. &€osAnyway ... well, thanks. |
think well just go with low, medium and high doses since | hope thiswill be afast and dirty run. It will
save some of thelittle critters and we can always go back if we need more data. Isthere anything else
you need before you get started?”

"Just your signature on the order for the mice and some time with one of the certified anima handlers.
Both requests are on your desk."

"And the microproteins? How much did we harvest from the focusers?’

"A lot more than you predicted, but sill not dl that much. Not to worry, though. I've got the sequencers
and duplicators running on the ones | thought would interest you mogt, and I'll start any others you say.
Takealook while get the mice protocol going.”

Thistime the smile managed to come through. &ad can see I'm not needed around here, so I'll go crawl
into the cave and read ajourna or something while you do the red work." The ‘cave was amini-office
st into an acove, not much more than asmall desk with a computer and an equaly smdl tableto one
sde, wherejournas or printouts could be spread.

Norman grinned at the exchange. When it came to work or long hours, nobody outdid the boss. He



returned to his origina work station and once again hunched-down over his papers.

Murray pulled up the standard chimp protocols and began setting up the next phase of the research,
getting ahead of himsdf because the mice study might produce nothing. But there was something about
thisone, something ... untenable ... that had him thinking positively. Hed fdlt it coming.

Themice study would judtify further testing.

* * % %

Jack Williams phone cal came during awalk with the Pomeranians just before dark. Of the four dogs,
they were the most programmed for awalk each night, doubly so since Connie's death. Sugar and
Moose were happy getting their daily walk with neighbor Gloria Stimson, who'd volunteered that service,
Murray knew hed haveto find a caregiver for the dogs soon. They were too much for asingle owner
away dl day, and he couldn't keep relying on Gloria, nice as she was. The Pomeranians, meanwhile,
were bundles of energy and noise when it cametimefor their nightly outing. Murray had to cup the mike
just to hear over their yapping.

"| thought it was about time to check on you, pal. Y ou okay?"
"Still here. | went back to work last week. How's Brenda?”

"Fat and happy. Both the boys still overseas. Hey Murray, could you stand some company this
weekend?"

"Asameatter of fact, | could. Thereé's something I've been playing with that | want to get your input on.
Why don't you and Brenda come on over Saturday morning? Plan on spending the night if you can.”

"WEélIIl do that if you don't mind some extra company. Our nieceis staying with usfor awhile.”
"Sure, bring her dong. Anything thekid can't eat?'

"She loves steak, hint, hint. And dogs ... the woofy kind."

" She's been hanging around you too much. Okay, I'll stock up. See you Saturday.”

The cdl wastimdly, first because of Jack's recent assignment to the Infantry Light Weagpons and Tactics
Tegting command. That was good news, Jack's origina reason for inviting himself and Brenda down for
the barbecue that never happened--he/d wanted to talk about it. The assgnment was afairly small army
post devoted to eval uating new, multi-tasked exotic wegpons in Smulated company sized combat. Jack
loved it as much as held hated his previous stint at the Pentagon, serving asaideto apolitical generd he
detested.

Another reason for the visit was that Jack and Brenda both felt responsible in some weird way for the
accident, and it was important for them to see how he'd bounced back--if it could be called that. More
like stumbling out of thick fog and trying to find one's bearings again.

What wasit they said about life ... that it happened while you were making other plans?



Chapter Three

Ernie's stern look went with her warning. &€oeY ou're going to go over your budget, Mr. Blake, and it's
against company regsto sart afollow-up research project before you get the chief's gpproval. And you
know it."

Okay, so held ordered the chimp study to begin before the mice started their second run, even before
their first injection wear-off period ended. There'd been an excellent reason. He, Norman and the animal
handler al saw and noted the difference in the mice who'd been injected with microproteins derived from
focused autistics. Their ability to solve mazesjumped to asurprising level over aperiod of severd days,
then tapered off in the norma way with no apparent after effects. Those receiving the middle dosage did
the best. Higher doses appeared to affect them in some neurologica way, making them tremble
congtantly and perform dightly worse than the middle dose mice, dthough they recovered from whatever
it was. That was encouraging. Apparently the microproteins wouldn't permanently ater behavior, at least
inmice. Now if only the trend would continue in the direction he hoped for, the tests might be quite
useful. Even partid successwould help, pointing the way toward more definitive investigations.

Rarely were scientific breskthroughs the result of singleinspirations. They were the result of long, winding
roadsfilled with tiny glimpses--often guesses--of which fork in the road to take, which path to follow.
Each little guess had to be judged right before subsequent ones were even considered. Still, it helped to
know where the path ought to lead. He had been working on the microproteins along time now.

Ernie was the project's watchdog. Her warnings about the chief were as bad as being called 'doctor’ just
for staying in school longer than most. That'swhy held insgsted on everyone caling him ‘Mr. Blake," not
Dr. Blake. The chief ingsted on the honorarium. He was Dr. Hiram Dean Craddock, not so
affectionately caled El Jefe behind his back.

"Tel El ... mean H.D. I'll takeit out of next quarter'sbudget if necessary.”
"Hewont likeit."
"So what's new? Let him sue me. It'sthe latest fad.”

Ernesta grinned and turned back to her termina. Sheld probably manipulate the quarterly budget figures
50 thoroughly Craddock would never suspect athing. Just aswith Norman in the lab, peoplelike her
were invaluable for handling adminigrative tasks, and she was one of the best.

Craddock wasthelab director, in overall charge at the Okaahoma branch of Barrington Research.
Nobody remembered when the El Jefe moniker came about, but that had aways been one of his
nicknames. The other was '"Machine Dean,’ from days when hed held asimilar position at alocal college.
The 'machine' part referred to his habit of moving abruptly. The joke had been that Star Wars C3PO
moved smoothly compared to Dean. Somehow he even managed to eat using quick, jerky motions.
There was nothing smooth about Hiram Dean Craddock, nothing at al.

Thewors thing anyone could do was cal him by hisfirs name. Heloathed it.

Craddock ran the fecility asif the only thing that really mattered was a steady output of productive work,
something never guaranteed in abasic research facility. Once held reached the executive level he seemed
to forget the old science maxim: research produced far more negative than positive results. Those
published studies, while not generating immediate revenue, nevertheless saved money in the long run by
preventing scientists-and managers such as him--from traveling avenues aready proven futile.



Ernie read Craddock like abook, so when sheissued awarning it was rarely ignored. Thistimethings
were different; the results had suddenly turned promising and he wasn't about to dow down.

Murray redized he was amiling.

* k % %

Thediscovery was a bit unsettling.

Jack's niece was not eight years old asimagined, but an attractive woman in her early twenties. Petite
and dim, ahbit over fivefegt tdl, Wilma Timmswas Jack's older sister's daughter. She had a pleasantly
pretty face framed by short, blonde hair. Jack made the introductions with hisusud flair.

"As| said, Wilma, Murray's my best friend. Now you seewhat anidiot | am for even suggesting this.”

"Don't be so silly, Uncle Jack." She laughed and held out her hand. &aod'm glad to meet you, Mr. Blake,
after hearing so much about you. My uncl€'s aone-man admiration society.”

Her hand was soft and coal, but the moment was interrupted by the click of paws on hardwood. Moose
hed finished marking dl four tires on Jack's car and was ready to perform hisremaining duty--welcoming
guests. Heaimed directly for the first one he saw--Wilma.

"Oh, no you don't." A two-handed grab for the shaggy coat, and the front paws never quite touched her.
a&€oDown, Moose! Shake."

With athroaty whine that might have meant but | wanted to do it my way, the oversized bl of white fur
took histime plunking hisrear portion down, then raised the right paw while looking away asif resigned
to the lesser chdlenge. Wilma held the paw and patted him on the head with her other hand.

"Moosge, you're supposed to ook at the lady when you shake hands. That'sit.”
She dtill had the paw in her hand. &€ca/NVhat happenswhen | let go?”

"You'l be okay now. He always tries to jump up on a person when he first meetsthem. Hewon't do it
again, though. I've taught him that after shaking with a person, it's not alowed. Of course you'l haveto
go through the sameroutine again if you ever come back."

"It'sredly pretty out here, even asdry asit'sbeen thisyear.”
"Connietook care of most of the yard."
"I'm ... redlly sorry about your family, Mister Blake. That must have been horrible.”

"Thanks. Call me Murray. | know | have gray in my hair, but I'm not old enough for the 'mister’ bit away
fromwork."

She laughed again, then stooped to rub the little Pomeranians who'd been agitating for attention, suddenly
knedling and getting her face and hands kissed. Then it was Brendas turn. As she delivered abrief hug,
Jack held out histraditiona bottle of brandy in apaper bag.

"This goes with the yarn swapping later, ol' buddy." He set it on the kitchen counter. &€ceNow where's
the beef, inthe fridge?’

Brendatook over at that point, wagging her finger. &odMurray, | know where everything is. Y ou and
Jack go get the grill ready so Wilmaand | can cook before the wind comes up. Y ou can both talk about



your projects.”
"| thought Jack wasthe grillme ster of the family.”

"Hejust thinksheis. Wait till you taste my cooking. Now you just shoo out of here. Take a couple beers
outside, set up the grill and relax. Y ou two have lotsto talk about."

"Bottom line, Jack, | got redlly bogged down in what 1'd describe asincredibly complex interwoven
factorswhen | tried to dissect the whole problem of illega immigration. What arat's nest!”

"Interetting.”
"But it'snot just that. The whole damn country is on the skids and no one seemsto give adamn.”

"Penty of usdo, Murray, including me, but wherein hell do you start?It'snot as smple asjust voting for
the better man. No one can get eected today without racking up stacks of 10U'sto a multitude of
pressure groups and specid interests. For that matter nobody seemsto want to run for office without
being beholden to some faction or other. Likeit'saform of support group oncethey'rein office. By the
timethey'reat theleve of party influence that gets them nominated, they're dready corrupt.”

"If they weren't crooksto begin with."

"Right. So what kind of research are you doing?'

"Actudly, I'm into something redly intriguing right now. I'll tell you about it, but keep it to yoursef.”
"Damn, that spailsit, Murray. If | can't tell someonetheingtant | leave here, I'll come unglued.”

"I have atube of stuff you can haveto fix up the wreck. I'm on thetrail of something redly big, if it turns
out theway | hopeit will."

It was asfar as he got. The women appeared with a platter of mesat ready for burning. Brenda made
shooing motions with one hand. &€ceY ou two can leave now. The Marines have landed and the Situation
iswel in hand." Wilmawas giggling behind her. &€oBlasphemy will get you nowhere, Brenda. How
many times have | told you that." Jack was on hisfeet, reaching for the barbecue fork.

"Ixnay. Y ou're outta here, you and Murray. Take the doggiesfor awalk."

"She's hopdesswhen she'slikethis," Jack said, jabbing the fork back into its holster. &€od_ookslike
welll have to throw ourselves on their mercy and hope for the best.”

"Come on, we can check on the kittens and guinea hens. I'll tdll you the rest on the way."

The six-week old kittens were tumbling over Bandit under the watchful eye of their mother. Murray
picked one up. &od suppose I'll haveto let thisgroup go."

"Why do that?"

"The chickens and catswere al Conni€'s stuff and | really don't have the time or inclination now to keep
it up. Or the horses, either. Thefour furry people will keep me occupied enough, and that's with my
neighbor's help. Anyway, that's where my research stands. It could be redly important if it turns out to
not have any side effects on humans, but it'll take years before I'm allowed human trials no matter what
results| get from the current research.”

"I wouldn't get rid of your chickensjust yet. Y ou might be eating them beforeit'sall over with, what with



the way inflation'srunning lately. Okay, I've listened to you and now I'll pass on abit of information. Like
yours, it'sjust between us. The government is so broke the military'sliable to have to take aten per cent
pay cut. The troops are restive dready, especidly those with family. It's getting harder dl the time for
them to make ends meet on asoldier'ssalary. No telling what kind of military well have left if it does

"Samefor the research community, Jack. Hell, my own boss worries more about budgets than what
we're actualy doing, and it's a corporation he's running, not a government agency. Of course...."

"Yeah?'Y ou stopped talking.”

"Just thinking. A whole bunch of corporate research is done at the behest of the government these days,
and when that's the case we have to toe the government'sline. Especidly when it comes to human testing.
Doublewhat | just said about years before we get to them.”

"How about using volunteers?'

"l wish." It was more aresignation than exclamation. &€cel he lawyers would have usin bankruptcy from
persond ligbility lawsuitswithin ayear, providing the insurance lawyers didn't cancel our policies
immediately. Y ou know how that goes, everybody and their brother suing for onething or another. If it's
not persond liahility, it's class action brought by those same goddamn sharks. That'swhat they are,
sharks feeding off the vitals of the country like there's no tomorrow."

Jack looked more sad than disgusted. &aod had alawyer once tell me the difference between agood
lawyer and a bad one was measured in the willingnessto go for the jugular. Come on, let's get back and
find out how overdone a hunk of beef can get."

* * % %

Jack and Brenda were aways entertaining, but the big surprise for Murray was finding Wilma good
company aswel. Ah, the optimism of youth! She thought the direction society was going could be
changed with nothing more than persond effort.

Once, while Jack and Brenda were napping, shejoined him and Moose on the porch. It was aspecial
occasion for Moose, who was banned from the porch whenever it was damp. He just loved to roll in red
mud, transferring it to the floor and lawn chairs asif he were Rembrandt. Of course, it wasn't damp that
often, but Moose hadn't made the connection. The porch was off limits--unless he wasinvited.

When Wilmabrought out a pitcher of iceteaand glasses, Moose waited only long enough to see where
sheld sit. Shewas bardly in place before he had his huge head in her lap, making her laugh.

"Just shove him away if he bothers you, Wilma. It may take acouple of shoves. Hesadmost immovable
when he sneaks his head into someone'slap like that."

"I like him, Murray. | haven't been able to afford the space for pets, and | don't believe in cooping them
up inlittle gpartments and leaving them done dl day.”

"Good for you. Our furry friends do have minds and persondities, something alot of people forget. |
prefer them over quite afew humans| know. Moose looks formidable, but he'sjust abig, lovable
lummox. On the other hand, Bandit would attack a couger if he thought it was threstening anyonein the
family. He'sthe red guard dog. What kind of work are you doing now, Wilma?'

"I'm between jobs, asthey say. | took agovernment clerica position to help support mom. She died last
year, and then afew weeks ago my agency got, you know, downsized. We heard the work was farmed



out to contractors who don't have to pay benefits. Supposedly that saves the government money, but
nobody stopsto think that low-wage people suddenly losing their benefits are going to be on government
ad rolls before long, particularly for medica care. God, my mom's drug costs a one were horrendous
before she died, despite those that were covered.”

"L et me guess. She was on one of the newer drugs the insurance companies aren't covering yet?

"Right. | didn't redize what amessthe medicd care system in this country wasin until | started taking
care of her. Every single visit to adoctor or pharmacy generated aton of paperwork, and not one damn
bit of which was understandable. | don't careif you have an IQ of two hundred. | ... sorry, Mr. Blake ...
Murray. | tend to get out my sogpbox when | start talking about medica care. Minewill runout in
another two months, unless | fork over the equivaent of haf ayear's pay I'm not getting any more. Isn't
that nice? They gave us three months of benefits when they fired us, thet is, if we could afford to keep
paying our share." Her laugh was bitter. &€odFortunately, Jack and Brenda offered to let me stay with
them until | find adecent job."

"Y ou were lucky. Thewholething isout of hand. It'sthe--"

"It'sthe lawyerd" Jack interrupted from the porch doorway. Hed heard the final exchange. &€oBlame
the damn lawyers every time. They're behind everything that's wrong today. They're the ones who write
up dl the stuff that goesinto laws. Therearetimes| think it's done to purposdly confuse us so we won't
know what they're up to. What do you think, pa?"

"Y ep. When they revised the penson laws, my dad lost damn near hisentire savings. Y et the company
heworked for istill in business, fat and happy. And the taxpayers get stuck with the bill."

"The same thing happened with my father,” Wilma offered. &odHe thought he had it set up so him and
mom would be comfortable after retirement, but.... &€ceShe stopped, taking a deep breath. &€od guess
you both know therest.”

Jack and Brenda did know. Her father hadn't exactly retired; held committed suicide after losing hislife
savings from fraudulent accounting by an investment firm. The fully-paid-up house her mother livedin
afterward was confiscated to pay for nurang home costs.

Jack dapped the porch post and made aface. &€aaVdl, now that we've al achieved that lighthearted,
cheerful mood, let's have something to drink and enjoy the rest of the day. Murray, well haveto be
getting on back about dark. I've got abusy week in the field ahead of me and Brenda hasto get back to
work tomorrow."

"A drink suits mejust fine. Who'd go for rum punch?



Chapter Four

Thanks to Norman donating hisweekend to get al the little detail s ready, the chimp research phase was
progressing nicely. Held aso stayed late the first haf of the week to be sure it was set up exactly the way
the boss wanted it. Nobody asked him to put in the overtime, but that was Norman. It had to be done
right if it wereto be done at al, and nobody was smarter than Mr. Blake when it cameto running
protocols.

Little Big Rock, the anima handler, shared Norman's opinions. He was the graying Amerindian who'd
worked the mice, gentle with the animals and meticul ous about following directions. The chimpsraised a
ruckus every time he appeared, knowing he dways had a kind word and somelittle tidbit or new toy for
them.

Murray put in hisown overtime from Thursday through Sunday, a period during which he dept poorly.
All he could think of dl night long was the chimp study, and what they were seeing. After thefirst run
darted, it was only chimpsin the control group that reacted when their handler came near. The
remainder, those receiving the microproteins from focused autigtics, were so consumed with their new
playthingsthey ate or drank asif the very acts were aburden. They were totally absorbed in assembling
different creations from interlocking plastic tubing of varying lengths and angles, and some lengths of
rope. None of the toys they'd been given were things they'd ever seen before in those combinations, yet
they were turning out some very interesting creations at what could be considered agtartling rate if
judged by seasoned chimp watchers.

As each one added a piece or pieces, changed what they had built or subtracted some part, they made
their creations better and more efficient, where normally achimp would stop once accomplishing agod,
such as building aladder to reach food pellets. That meant their accomplishment were something new, a
fact Norman happily pointed out. He was hyped by it.

"It'samazing what they're doing, isn't it? We gave them the injections just two days ago, and aready
they're acting like human children ... dmogt.” The question caught Murray in ayawn. Lack of deep was
catching up with him.

"Almogt isthe right word for it. Human children aren't redly inventive until they're dmost kindergarten
age, and by then they have too many distractions to concentrate on creating with abstract forms. That
comes later. The more tubing we give these chimps, the more el aborate the congtruction. And look, isn't
that aload-bearing arch one of them built?"

"Damned if it'snot. That's Tillie, Mr. Blake. Did the microproteins speed up her intelligence, you think?'

"| think not, Norm, athough that would be a shocker, wouldn't it? Just imagine what something like that
would mean. Sorry, but the proteins are produced by autistic-related genes only when a certain type of
focused thinking stimulates those genes. It'sjust amatter of concentration and repetition, though | redly
didn't expect to see these chimps so attentive to what they're building. That'stotal concentration we're
seeing, and it'sared surprise. When have you ever seen chimps stick to one task more than ten or
twenty minutes? They've been a it for hours.

"l don't remember ever seaing anything likethis."

"Right, and that should tell uswe're breaking new ground here. Y ou noticed it only took afew triesfor
Tillieto discover that an arch would let her attach the swing farther up from the ground. Even the arch
was an accidental discovery on her part, but she somehow found how to placeit, and then she saw there



was amore room under it than before. A few minuteslater shetried hanging the swing from it.
Incredible”

"Y ou think shereasoned it out in the abstract sense?"

"Chimps aren't bright enough for that. Hell, humans didn't discover the arch for centuries after they
entered the building phase of civilization, but hey, look over there! Thomasjust imitated it. Hejust
DUPLICATED IT! Now that's dynamite. I'd have expected him to pay attention only to what's going on
in hisown space, like autistics do, but apparently he tuned in somehow on what she was building and
cribbed her ideawhile still focusing on his own construction. Whap, he up and copies her arch ideaand
goesright ahead like she'd handed him apieceto his puzzle" Hewaited for Norman to digest the
sgnificance, but the [ab assstant just stared a the male chimp.

"Norm, what I'm saying isthat Thomas appearsto have tuned in to what Tillie accomplished, without the
use of language. | remember an experiment we did in psychology classway back in my college days. Our
goa wasto explain to someone from the Australian outback the techniques of opening acanwith a
manua can opener. We couldn't use any sign language or drawings, or pick up the darn thing and show
him how. It dl had to be done with language he understood, and held never ever seenacan or an

opener. He supposedly knew only the basics of his native language.”

"It sounds hard."

"It wasimpossible. | know, ‘cause | wasthe ‘aborigine-elect’ for awhile before tried the other side of
the problem. There were thousands of waysto play dumb, including lack of motivation and adesireto
play with thetwo objectsin all sorts of ways. Hundreds of waysto hold either one the wrong way, from
the wrong end, plus not understanding what the whole thing was about. | remember how | began jabbing
with the opener like it was adagger. Then | started hammering with it. It wasfunny at the sametimeit
Was Serious.

"Y et, here we just saw Thomas come up with Tillie's breakthrough invention. He discovered it dmost
before she had it done hersdf. The microproteins must be not only causing them to focusthelr effortsto
the extreme, but stimulating them to integrate other knowledge into their efforts. Amazing.”

"Researchisal about discovering the unexpected, right Mr. Blake?!

"Well said. We might even say it's searching for the unexpected and being totally surprised when we
actudly find it. Some of the most astounding devel opments have come from serendipitous discoveries.”

"Like Heming with peniallin?'

"Y ep, and X-Rays and awhole bunch of other stuff. These days, thankfully, report one little whiff of
progress and the funds pour in. At least, that's the way it dways has been. No telling what good things
will happen to our budget when the chimp study iswritten up." Another yawn. &€ceMy lack of deep's
catching up with me, Norman. I'll bein early tomorrow, though. Thisisintriguing me no end.”

"Me, too. Thisisfantastic. Boy, | could have used some of those proteins during my findsafew years
agol”

"Y ou and every undergraduate in the world. See you tomorrow."
"Y eah, gnight, doc."

"Doc?'



"Oh, sorry Mr. Blake."

* * % %

What was the physiologica mechanism by which microproteins catalyzed the focusing process, and
exactly how were genes stimulated to produce them? As acorollary to those questions, what additional
mechanisms or processes took place in focused autistics during the process? Further, what active
physiologica pathways depended on microproteins for completion or operation? Those were some of
the questions mogt likely to be emphasized by the bean counters of his peer review process, starting with
Craddock, and there were no answers. They'd undoubtedly want him to spend another two or three
years researching those aspects of microproteins, and any others that turned up before proceeding to
animal testing, but he didn't give adamn. Let someone e se do the grunt work of finding out how thelittle
molecules worked. Results were what he wanted and the present results were more exciting than
anything hed seen in years. It was a brand new paradigm, something no one el se had explored. Hed
delved through journals suggested by a search agorithm, and nothing likeit had turned up. Hewasin
completely new territory, arare event for alone researcher these days.

By the end of the week, the microprotein effects had mostly worn off. The chimps were given the
weekend and Monday to rest from their grueling ordedl before the second run. Grudling was a strange
term when gpplied to norma chimps, whose tasks during an experiment were more like play, but it was
gpt for the run just finished. The animals needed rest.

There were to be three runs dtogether, and athough he was anxious to start the second oneimmediately
he decided instead to work with Norman preparing integrated data and spread sheets for review. He
wanted to see the results to date spread our in front of him. By Monday afternoon the task was finished,
and the printouts were nothing short of fantastic. Norman wanted to know when to start the next run.
Little Big Rock--the old anima handler's name was aways pronounced in full just asit waslisted on the
payroll--rarely exhibited any kind of high emotion. He was clearly energized, but remained careful as
usud. The run would start only when he thought the chimps were rested enough.

Norman's reaction wastypicaly optimistic. &€ceGreat, Mr. Blake. I'll have the microproteins reedy and
make sure Little Big Rock isavailableto give theinjections. The chimpstrust him so we won't haveto
completely anesthetize or traumatize them. Just the same tranquilizer we used last timein their morning
medl, and well be ready to roll by ten o'clock.”

"That's good, Norm. Y ou're invaluable here and everyone knowsit. I'll do my best to get you that raise
we talked about. No, maybeit's better to let Erniework on it thistime. She knows how to navigate the
system better than | do, but there's no doubt in my mind El Jefe will be al sunshine and roses once he
sees these printouts. These will represent thefirst red progress welll have reported on this project.”

"Thanks, Mr. Blake. See you tomorrow, bright 'n early.” Norman left whistling. At the sametime, Ernie
came through the door at the other end of thelab.

"Mr. Blake, | just got acall from Dr. Craddock's office. He wants to see you at nine o'clock tomorrow
morning."

"Ah, crap! Any ideawhat it's about?"
"Not aclue

"Ernie, he doesthisevery time. | planned to surprise him with some excellent results from our teststhis
week. No chance of that now. Whatever | take in there will beignored until he'sfinished spieling
whatever it ison hismind. Probably wants my opinion on paint color for his den or something. Then helll



tell meto leave whatever | brought and helll read it when he has achance. No timefor discussion or
presentation unless he calsfor it first. HE'S so very busy you know."

Shejust sared, finaly flaring her eyes. &0aNel, there's nothing you can do about it, so why not just teke
your presentation with you anyway? Maybe hell be curious when you smilealot.”

He sighed. &adAll right, I'll go directly therefirst thing so don't expect meintill later. Please catch
Norman as soon as he comes in tomorrow and tell him I'll be delayed and not to start without me.”

* k * %

'Machine Dean Craddock was alittle man who used all sorts of ruses to make himself gppear bigger. He
combed hislong, silvery hair up in a pompadour, then used hairspray to keep it in place. That, plus
elevator shoes, added severa inchesto his stature. In order to give himsdf a sense of dominance over
vigtors, hed ingtaled a platform for hisdesk and chair so they'd be dlevated above the visitor chairs,
artfully blocking the platform from view by clever placement of his other furnishings-—-alowboy credenza,
two bookshelves and apair of artificia potted pams. The seat of hisdesk chair was aso raised to the
point where his shoes barely touched the floor. Hoping to enhance his cleverness even further, he kept
the vertical blinds behind him drawn, darkening the room except for his desk lamp and whatever light
came from a computer screen.

In spiteof it dl, he fill looked and acted small.

His huge desk was dways stacked high with folders, various paper clips, stapler, severd pensplushis
pen and pencil set on ablack onyx base. The squat, green-shaded desk lamp cast shadows on hisfacein
the manner of one holding a candle below the chin, lending mystery to the stature he wastrying so hard to
convey. The joke was that the same stacks of folders had been there since the days of Genesis, rarely
being moved or exchanged with others. Hed merely have one openin front of him, busily scribblingona
lined pad whenever hereceived avistor.

For some reason he wasn't fully prepared for the very visitor held asked to bethere at nine A.M.,
perhaps because held arrived late himsalf once again, one of histrademarks. He was just sitting down
when he sensed someone standing in his doorway. An arm shot out and back--zing! zip!--with the top
folder. Down it went on the desk blotter, his hand firmly shoving it down asif somehow it would rise,
while he jerked his other hand toward a group of pencils and pounced on one. His head snapped in that
direction, eyesflashing smartly down while he made certain held seized a suitable one, then both head
and hand returned to desk center, fully synchronized, and addressed the folder together.

Too late heredlized it wasn't open, frowned, then made an issue of looking in histop drawer. Findly he
snapped hishead up, 'noticing' Murray for thefirst time. Down went the head again, the drawer was shut
with an exaggerated fina shove and he once more leveled his gaze.

"Yes?You wanted to see me, Doctor Blake?' Somehow he dways managed to overemphasize the term
‘doctor' when applied to anyone other than himsdlf.

Murray dmost laughed, catching himsdf just intime. Smile, Murray. Radiate sunshine. &ad thought it
was the other way around, Dr. Craddock. Y ou wanted to see me. | believe you told Ernestal wasto be
hereanine A.M.?' Hetook the obligatory visitor's chair.

Craddock suddenly turned dl his attention on the pencil in hishand, flipping it eraser end out with asnap
of hiswrig, then sharply to hisright and as quickly down asif the visitation were amonumental
interruption. That done, he forced his expression into what was supposed to be astern look. &€ceY es.
I'm sorry to inform you, but we're canceling your ongoing research.” With the final word, he ingtantly



snapped his head back down, reached for the pencil and opened the folder, riffling through the pages as
though returning to whatever hed been working on.

When the impact of the pronouncement sank home, it was asif those two police cars were once again
parked at the golden gate. Cancel ? How can he say that when we were assured? ... "Buit ... Sir, we're
beginning to get somered results now. | have them with me, right here, and they will astonishyou. If it'sa
budgetary consderation, | can rearrange some priorities and--"

Craddock snatched hisfaithful lined pad and began scribbling. He never raised hishead. "Budgets are
always a consderation, as you should know by now. That is one of the factors, but the primary reason is
negative reaction I've received from our science ethics review committee, not to mention the Specia
Educetion Teacher's Association.”

Soecial Education Teacher's Association? Who the hell are they? "I don't understand, sir. | don't
think anyone knows much of anything about my present project, so how could ether of them react at
al?' He swallowed hard. "Could you make that plainer, please?"

Craddock paused, abruptly lifting his pencil and staring at his scribbles. "It'svery smple, redly. At the
recent stockholder's mesting, we listed al types of research we were involved in and where we expected
results. One of our stockholders publicized the fact that you're employing biologica materias derived
from autigtic individuals." He added something to the scribbles.

"So he publicized it," Murray countered. "And then our over-zed ous ethicists and some misguided
Specid Ed teachers got the wrong idea. Well just have to promote the work, now that it's showing red
promise, do alittle PR. It's designed for the benefit of autistics, ultimately, so | don't know why anyone
would complain. The more we know, the more likely we are to find a cure the disease and possibly resp
tremendous s de benefitsfrom our findings. Who ese criticized it?"

Craddock findly looked up asif the man across from him were so dense he didn't understand plain
English. "Thefactis... Doctor Blake ... there are so many AHDD and autistic students today that many
specid education teachers would find themsalves out of ajob if you succeeded. They dso didiketheidea
of usng autistic individuals own blood constituents for research purposes. It's not only unethical but
irreverent in their opinion, especidly mixing that blood with non-human animas.”

"Butif I mix my blood with that of animals, that's okay, right? That's ethica ? Besides, it's not even blood,
it'svery tiny protein fractions, and secondary to the replication process at that. | take it you think their
opinion counts for something other than trying to preserve their own turf? Or kowtowing to
fundamentaigs?'

"l do, and | can assure you that the board thinks so aswell. We don't want to involve the company in
socid or religiousissues. Therefore we shal terminate your inquiriesinto the nature of certain aspects of
autistic behavior. Please submit a detailed summary of the steps you've taken to permanently close your
project down by the end of the week. I'll dso expect a proposal from you on the direction your future
research will take by the end of the following week so that I'll be able to make accurate projections of
our quarterly budgets."

Craddock finished the find statement with a brief sdelong glance at the ceiling, then quickly dropped his
eyestothefolder again. Clearly hed finished his'spiel.’ Lessons of the past said it was futile to argue with
him at such times. Murray stared for amoment, seething inside before his shoulders dumped. Whether it
was Craddock'sideato close him down or an order from Barrington's CEO, it made little difference at
thispoint.

"I do have thiswork to finish now, if you'll excuse me," thelittle man said. He picked up the folder



Murray had placed on hisdesk and held it out. "Thisis no longer relevant. Do you dispose of it, or shall
17"

"I'll take it. Good day, Mr. Craddock."

"And agood day to you, Doctor Blake."

Murray drove around randomly, consdering aternatives, Since there was no sense going back to the lab
while he was agitated. The project couldn't be taken to another firm, thanks to his employment contract
forbidding any work in the same areafor anyone else for three years, nor was there any way to salvage
what he'd done so far. Or was there? No, the research wasn't complete. He couldn't even write up what
he had for a scientific paper because he'd skipped a couple of minor intermediate stepsin his hurry and
he hadn't used a sufficient number of test mice or enough trid runsto get agood satistical universe. Hell,
given the palitics of the thing, they'd probably even block any more basic research anayzing the
physiology of how the microproteins worked. And even if he were allowed that privilege, what would it
prove? Without the other steps, such knowledge would be nearly usdless. It would be usdless, so far as
he was concerned.

Unethica to use autistic blood fractionsin non-humans? What idiocy! The rea reason was turf
protection, just as Craddock admitted. Specid Ed teachers were circling the wagons against any
encroachment that might diminish their numbers, thusther palitical clout. Damn, damn, damn! Why
hadn't he stayed in the army so he could take out his frustrations on avisible enemy? At least there the
enemy was mostly defined, not something nebulous, as Jack would say.

What would he say about this, about al these bright hopes dashed? No chance for human trials now,
maybe never. And what of the amazing chimp study aready begun?

In the back of hismind there'd been hope that someday held be able to focus astightly asthe autistics did
on specific problems. The chimps had dready hinted such a possibility was just around the corner, but
now all hope was gone. What should he do now, talk to Jack about it? Well, why not? Jack was a
kindred soul, with the same eclectic interest in events concerning the country and the world, afriend
who'd listen, but more than listen--understand. Maybe Jack would have some new dant. Possibly
something obvious was being overlooked. There was only one way to find out, assuming hisfriend was
free on the coming weekend.

Whoa! He suddenly swerved onto the road's dusty shoulder, skidding to astop and sitting there for long
moments with one foot on the brake. The ideathat had just flashed across his mind was so powerful he
couldn't concentrate on driving. It loomed like ahugefork in his persond life, adivison that could either
keep him plodding dong or send him off into totally unknown territory. But did he dare? Could hedo it
even if he dared? It was physicaly possible, evenif it would require abit of chicanery. Hed need some
help, someone to stay with him for aweek or two or even longer, and held have to forego any income
from the scientific community in the process. He had enough money to carry him for acouple of years,
and even if inflation got totally out of hand he had gold and silver hidden away. Quite abit of it, actudly,
thanksto Connie. She'd been a very astute money manager, taking care of their finances amost from the
day they'd married.

What else? He could handle everything except finding someone to trust who'd stay with him during the
process. Jack was the only person he could really rely on, but unless the busy man could take some leave
after coming in from the field thisweek ... well, no sense guessing. That's what comphones werefor. He
flipped it open and recited Jack's code number. In short order the call was answered, bringing asmile.
Tak about being abrupt and to the point, it was vintage Jack Williams.



"Colond Williams, gr. What isit?"
The left foot findly came off the brake pedd. "It's Murray, you idiot. Got aminute or two to talk?"
"What's on your mind, mad scientist”?"

"Main item--my research project just got cancelled, ostensibly because of protests by the Specia
Education Teachers Association.”

"Huh? That's crazy! Who the hell are they?'

"Right. And crazy istoo tame aword for it. Jack, isthere any way you can take some leave and come
out and stay with me? There's something | haveto do pretty quick.”

There was amoment of sllence. "Murray, old buddy, you're not going to do anything off thewall, right?
No, hell, that's not right. If you fed strongly enough, go for it. Only thing, thisisared bad period for me
to get away, other than on weekends, and not every weekend at that."

"Crap! Well, hdl ... guessI'll have to ask someone dse, though I'll be damned if | know anyone besides
you. Thisll taketrust, and lots of it."

"I ... think I know what you're up to, pa, knowing you like| do. Are you sure you want to try it?'

"I've spent the last hour just driving around and thinking, Jack. I'm going to quit Barrington and do alittle
research on my own."

"Can'tit wait for awhile?I'll have some room for aleave pretty soon.”
"It might wait, but I'd rather do it now if | can. Damn, | wish you could be here.”

"Okay, then what would you think of Wilmacoming out and staying with you? | redlize you don't know
her well, but | do. She's absolutely trustworthy and still hasn't gone to work. Sheld be free, and | could
il come out some weekends."

"Wadl ... how certain are you? Not only about her being trustworthy, but ... well, how about any
hang-ups, strong fedlings about ... I'd rather not go into it over the phone.”

"Trust me on thisone. Look, Brenda's at aconvention, but | can get away. Why don't | bring Wilma
back out Saturday? Y ou can talk to her and decide then."

"l don't know. I'd be trusting your judgment, but then | guess you didn't make colonel at the age of three
by being wrong about people. I'd have to think about it."

"What'sto think? Y ou got along with her just fine afew days ago. Does it have to be aman before you're
comfortable?'

"Made your point. Okay, come on out Saturday morning and well see. Maybe you'd better talk to her in
advance about staying in ahome with areative stranger, though. She might be uncomfortable withit.”

"I will, but I'll bet you a stegk she'swilling. She may have just ahigh school education, but she's one
sharp girl. Reads dl the damn time. Hell, shé'sread everything | havein the house, including my army
physica conditioning manud.”

"What arecommendation. Okay, see you bright and early Saturday morning.”



As he closed the comphone cover, the thought of his own overloaded floor-to-ceiling bookshelves
produced a chuckle. At least she wouldn't be reduced to reading about the army daily dozen.

The decision had been made. Sdf testing was the only option open, dangerous or not. He wasn't about
to let hisfindings at Barrington be completely lost, even though there were worrisome memorieslurking in
the back of his mind. John Hunter, for one. A surgeon, compulsive researcher and anatomist from
hundreds of years ago, Hunter had been so firmly convinced that syphilis and gonorrheawere the same
disease that he had injected himsdlf with exudates from both. Hed ultimately died from tertiary stage
syphilis. The microproteins weren't in the same category as Syphilis, but no long range observations had
been made on the chimps or miceto seeif they'd suffered any damage from their experiences. Chimps
weren't humans. Besides, true testing for contra-indications would take years.

The next step wasto get back to thelab for alittle 'midnight requisition,” except it wouldn't be midnight.
He needed a good supply of the microproteins he'd use on himself. Fortunately, Norman had replicated
and removed the antibody receptors of severd large batches of the materia he'd thought would be used.
There was more than enough of the focused autistics microproteins on hand, enough to last agood long
whileif the self-experiments proved successful and were to be repeated.

He stopped only long enough to tell Ernie he'd be very busy in the lab. Whiletherein her office he picked
up the project termination forms and stuffed them into his briefcase. Norman, as usud, was hunched
down over aworkstation. His perpetua smile turned sour with news of the project's cancellation,
especialy when he heard the reason behind it.

"That's agoddamned shame, Mr. Blake. This country isgoing to hell, you ask me, when crap like that
can stop research as exciting aswhat you were doing."

It was exactly the reaction Murray had sought. "1 have these project termination formsto fill out, Norm.
Might aswell do it together ... there may be questions you can help answer.”

Norman wasn't really needed for the forms, only for what followed. Onceit wasal spread out on a
counter top and the information filled in, Murray pointed to aline. " See what this says, Norm?"All
associated biological materia isto be removed and stored in gppropriate secure facility for asix month
period, pending apped by the partiesinvolved. At the end of that period, said materid shdl be
destroyed. | suppose | could take care of that while you take your break, am | right?' He winked, and
Norman caught on.

"Ummm ... yes, g, that'swhat it saysdl right. Y ou know where | keep samplesfor storagein the big
cooler. Maybe you'll get abreak and the big bosswill reverse the decision. But right now, it'stime for my
break, o I'll leave you to remove the biologica materiasfrom the lab to storagein peace.” Very
solemnly he returned the wink, then shrugged off hislab coat and left. It wasthefirst timein memory
Norman had taken a coffee break outside the lab.

Once he was gone, tubes of the microprotein solution wrapped with insulation were tucked into the
briefcase, syringes and needles added, then covered with bric-a-brac from his desk, accumulated over a
period of years. There was plenty to cover the booty, even though alot of stuff found itsway to the
wastebasket. He took the remainder to the big cooler and placed them on the front shelf for Norman to
sort and put in the proper place.

Unless Norman were specificdly directed to destroy al the samples now, he needn't do athing with the
materials remaining except move them to another shelf and re-label them properly. They'd stay right
where they were, alongside hundreds of other specimensfor awhile. Minus what was taken for another
purpose. He moved al results of his research--except his own notes from the central lab computer to the



specia research backup file, with anotation of its contents. All that remained wasto fill out the
termination forms and send them to Erniefor routing to the proper departments.

When heleft later that day, briefcase in hand, the security guard Smply waved him through.



Chapter Five

There was no telling whether Wilmas expression and steadfast gaze were concern or merely interest. She
listened attentively as he explained how he intended to test the autistic microproteins on himself, while
Jack paced in the background. Finally she voiced her concerns.

"As| understand it, you had to sneak those microproteins out of your lab. Areyou likely to get into
troubleif you're caught? Will | get into trouble if you're caught? Aslittleasit is, | don't want to lose my
unemployment income because | got arrested. | don't want arecord asafelon, either.”

"The paperwork states that biologica materiad has been removed to storage, Wilma. It'satechnical point,
| admit, but | won't worry about it if you don't. Also, | trust my technician absolutely. Hell never say a
word, and he's as mad about thisas | am. | don't think there's anything to worry about.”

"Y ou can trust Wilma just as much as your tech," Jack commented. He turned to her. "Considering your
opinion of corporate bottom-line bastards, Wilma, this shouldn't be that hard a decision. It would serve
‘emright.”

Shelet out along breath, then nodded. "All right. When do you want to get started?”

"Whéll, not knowing exactly how I'll react or how long the effect will last evenif it's successful, | guess
we'd better wait and let you go back and pack. 1'd say enough clothes and other things you think you
might need for at least aweek."

She smiled, giving an dfin cast to her face. "1 brought my suitcase with me. | trust Jack, too, you see.
When he said it would be an interesting assignment, | took hisword for it. And the sdlary you mentioned
isfine. If | didn't need the money, I'd do it for nothing."

They decided to sart early Sunday morning, right after breakfast. With that decision behind them, the
rest of apleasant Saturday was spent relaxing. That afternoon Jack grilled hamburgers, unhindered by the
omnipresent dust for achange. They sat on the porch enjoying pitchers of rum punch--Murray dlowed
himself asingle glass—-and later they al took awalk. Wilma needed to learn about the property and how
to care for the animals. She never batted an eyelash or asked why when he strapped on his Glock 45,

but he explained it was mostly for the occasiond roaming cougar. Cougars weren't the only things
prowling out there, but that was left unsaid. She seemed to understand that aspect without comment.

"How long do you expect to be under the influence of your microproteins, Murray?"

He rubbed his chin. How long, indeed?"Can't say for sure, but judging from the one run we did with the
chimps I'd expect anywhere from three to five days. | think you'd better to try to get meto eat and drink
more than the chimps did. We couldn't get them interested in food or water until their surviva ingincts
kicked in, but a human brain doesn't do very well on restricted nourishment. I've got some liquid stuff
Connie bought right before ... well, she bought it to try losing afew pounds. It's not the best tasting junk
intheworld, but it'll work. If I won't stop for regular food, try me with that.”

They traipsed dong trails where held gotten exercise while whacking the brush back with amachete, then
down to the small lake stocked for fishing. Its receding waterline testified to the drought, but asmall
gpring-fed stream was mostly managing to keep up with theloss. A number of turtleswere sunning
themselves on a haf-submerged tree trunk that once had been totaly under water.

Murray pointed them out. "1 haveto kill afew every so often, otherwise they'd wipe out the fish. Damned



things multiply faster than rabbits.”

The path back wound past the heavy cyclone property fence, with afind stop at the barn. There Wilma
learned how to feed the guineas and chickens, which food to give the cats and kittens, what to feed the
goats when and if they cameto the barn, where al the water bowls and faucets were and how to take
care of four horses each day. Connied wanted to turn the place into asmall horse farm where sheéd give
riding lessons and teach new horse owners how to train them. Now the four would have to be sold,
especidly since held decided on his new path. There just wouldn't betime for al these anima's, assuming
he survived.

But then, he had to survive. Therewas a particular problem involving illegas he wanted to solve.

Wilmaingsted on cooking for the three of them the next morning. Held gotten up early and put out the
ingredientsfor a big breskfast--it might be hislast good-sized meal for awhile--but he no more than
started the frying pan when she marched in and took over. Shades of Brenda! If she were going to be
taking care of him she might aswell start, so he sat at the kitchen table with his coffee and watched.

Why hadn't such an attractive young woman married, or a least found some lucky guy to spend time
with? Apparently she'd found no one she felt close to, or else shewas as reticent ashe was. It wasn't a
case of shyness, just the old Greta Garbo line'l want to be alone." Alone was good, until you needed
company. Then aonewasn't that good. Hisown list of redly close friends numbered ... well, one--Jack.
After him, they were just ordinary acquaintances. Perhaps that was Wilmas situation, too.

Occasondly she glanced in hisdirection and smiled, asmplelittletilting of her head that nevertheless
conveyed aperson at ease with herself and her surroundings.

"l guessI'm asready as!'ll ever be" he announced, an hour later. He'd already calculated the dosage
according to hisweight relaive to the average chimp, then inserted asyringe needieinto the vid,
withdrawing the right volume. It was carefully set aside on a section of countertop held aready washed
with alcohol. Next came the tourniquet, fashioned from aroll of Connie's eastic waistband insert. HEd
doubled alength of it, forming a reasonable resemblance to the red thing, then laughed nervoudy.

"I'll need one of you to put thison me. | guess adope addict could do it without help, but | can't. On
second thought, dope addicts aren't this careful of themselves. They'd use abelt or a piece of rope.”

"I've doneinjections before,” Wilmasaid. She again took over, tugging his deeve higher, then giving the
elastic asmple overhand and one good tug. His veins stood out nicely. Even so, he winced with her jab.

"Nothingtoit," helied. "Okay, let the tourniquet loose." He emptied the plunger himself, watching with a
certain detachment. Now he was committed. "No turning back now."

She applied the smdl ball of cotton and aband-aid. "How do you fed ?*

"Well, excited, of course, but alittle gpprehensive. The chimps gave us no indication of discomfort, and
their vitd functionswere al unchanged except for pulserate. Mineisfast right now, | think more from
anticipation than anything ese" He checked it at hisradia artery. "About one twenty-five. A little high,
but that's okay."

"What's next?' Jack asked.

"Next | retire to the den where | wait for any effectsto take hold. If thisworks, I'll be concentrating like
someonein atrance, so don't worry. If it doesn't work, you'll either see something that armsyou, or no
changeat dl."



When nothing unusua occurred after several momentsin the den, he relaxed and his pulse dowed. Only
then did he remember he was supposed to be focusing on theillegal immigrant problem and its
convoluted involvement with government bureaucracy and corruption. He brought it to the forefront of his
mind, planting it in aspot centered between his eyes and an inch above, remembering al the points he
had written so assduoudy and dl the different reasons the problem had grown to such insoluble
proportions. Overlying dl that was what he'd thought might help solveit.

Even though he was prepared for anything that might happen, he couldn't have anticipated the change. A
few minuteslater it felt asif hismind had begun to swell. Heimmediately gripped the arms of hischair,
amogt crying out with his surprise, yet able to hold on like someone on acrazy carniva ride. It went on
until it seemed his mind wastoo big to fit ingde his head, and there in front, asif on awide movie screen,
wasthefocd point--his study of theillegal problem. Avenues held explored stood out in bright lines, then
gradudly disspated into strings and the stringsinto dots. He was moving aong, dot by dot, only to have
them begin exploding into pinpointsthat grew, dowly &t first before burgeoning into balls of thought that
enveloped him like so much bright fog. Each one buried him again and again, fading as another took its
place. Not just one ball of thought at atime, but many. Dozens, each crystal clear without detracting from
each other. And they were ... organizing!

Hed often been fascinated watching his home computer tackle the organization of billions and billions of
memory locations, each with some small chunk of information that belonged with otherslikeit, but which
had been separated like so many thousands of mailboxesin different places. Somehow, when the
computer finished, every little chunk was repositioned right next to dl the rest of its ‘family' of chunks.
What gtarted out as a complete universe of individual points became unbroken groups, dl in colors.

That'swhat was happening in his brain. The problem with its billions of facets was organizing itsdf ashe
watched. Hewas an observer, but at ahigher leve it was his brain working beyond the capacity of any
mere computer, for no computer could ever employ the nuances of human emotion, moras, right versus
wrong or attitudes. No computer could think outside the box, so to speak, or project the future based
upon afuzzy past. Only the human mind could do that. And his mind was handling dozens of avenues of
thought without losing focus on any of them. No tangents, no distractions, not one extraneous thought.

He was awhole department of analysts wrapped up in asingle person, al working a express-train
gpeed. Thewhole process was S0 fascinating he couldn't imagine doing anything beyond concentrating on
the problem until he had every iotain its proper place. Complexity no longer mattered, nor how many
avenues of thought wereinvolved.

Hedidn't remember how he got to his office in the back room, or when he began exploring the Internet in
one monitor window whiletyping furioudy in another. It was al happening in extreme dow motion, yet
with blistering speed. Blind to the outside world, awooden being where discomforts were concerned, he
precisaly pinpointed various aspects of difficultieswith illegas even when they led into other areas of
government. He was vaguely aware of Wilmahovering in the background like asolicitous butterfly,
refilling the coffee cup or water glass on the stand at his elbow and taking away the empties. Sometimes
he drank before the coffee cooled. Other timesit went untouched.

He'd taken amphetamines a couple of timesin college, but thisfar surpassed the kind of monomania
amphetamines could produce. It was dl valid, not somewild product derived from hisbrain being
over-stimulated, as often happened with amphetamines--when thoughts that seemed so profound would
proveidiotic when the high wore off. That's why held quickly abandoned drugs as an aid to study.

Thiswas nothing like an amphetamine euphoria. His mind was on afterburners, yes, but it was working
right. What he was doing would prove valid, regardless of how atypica the results might be, but his
thought processes came and went so fast he had trouble getting the essence of them into words for later



reference. He typed like amad man.

It waswell into the afternoon before he ran for the bathroom. Even that natural function operated at high
speed, and was back at his desk immediately, intent on capturing thoughts that continued even as hewas
relieving himsdlf. Asthe evening wore on, he found it easier to concentrate and focus his efforts on what
was important. Not that there were any fa se trail s-there weren't--but some were convol uted enough to
double back to a previous premise. He explored fewer and fewer of those, learning their signaturesfrom
experience, and was able to root out and integrate more pertinent datainto what he'd aready gathered.

And then there was the self-correcting aspect. New data and hypotheses, taken to their conclusions,
often invaidated older points. Without any conscious thought on his part, the earlier Sringswere
eliminated, shrinking the universe of possbilities.

Hedidn't deep at dl thefirst night, or eat anything solid, just Connie'sliquid diet food. Even that wasthe
result of amomentary notion that he needed new proteins and carbohydrates to keep hisbrain cells at
their mogt active. He'd type with one hand while gulping the drink, toss the empty can and resume
two-handed typing. Time was of the essence. Resolving dl theissuesto his salf-assigned task was
paramount. He needed desperately to discover the arch and hang the swing, just as Tillie had done, only
severd orders of magnitude higher on the development scale.

Tiring by the end of the second day, his mind was gtill functioning at the same express speed clip, and by
then he had narrowed down the principa roadblocks and was €liminating them one by onein the drive
toward asolution.

Midnight came and went.

How had he cometo be lying on one of the big lawn chairs? Thereld been no lawn chairsin the office,
but there he was, stretched out on one with pillows propped benegath his head and a ringed notebook on
his chest. Words were handwritten on the open pages.

Wasthat hiswriting? It was dmost illegible. He vagudly recaled hisfingers and wrists becoming tired and
grained from typing. Clenching and unclenching his hands, hed begun yawning. That wasit! That'swhen
Wilmabrought in the lawn chair and prepared it for deeping, or working if hefdt likeit. Hed continued
for saveral more hours, but deep clamed him at last.

Therewas till work to do! He plunged back into it, never noticing Wilma adeep on the other chair.
Sheld plugged an darm clock in beside her. It went off, but he didn't hear it. Sheleft the room, but he
never noticed. Only when the aroma of freshly brewed coffee carved itsway through hisintellectua wall
was he peripheraly aware of her. He drank thefirst cup as though the last train was leaving the station,
amost burning histonguefor not letting it cool fird.

The day wore on without his knowledge. He was nearing the end of his quest and was even more
focused than before, but a complete solution wouldn't be possible. Parts would be missing, but they'd be
specified s0 that someone with more knowledge in those specidized fidds could fill in the blanks.

He dept one hour before continuing.

Sometime early the next morning, right after Wilmaagain brought in freshly brewed coffee, he began tying
loose ends together into athesis he'd understand after the focus effect wore off. 1t took the rest of the
day. Just before dark he stood, blinked in surprise when he redlized he was done, and ssumbled off to his
bedroom. He collapsed on the bed, fully clothed, never moving when Wilmaremoved the dippers held
been wearing.



No dreamsvigted him.



Chapter Six

His awakening was a combination of every hurt hed ever experienced, pain far worse than anything
those first few daysin the army produced, plusal the mornings-after of hisliferolled into one. The taste
in his mouth wasthat of old, burned coffee at decrepit truck stops, piled on top of Limburger cheese--or
was it musty cellar on top of rancid socks? Maybe actual sewer? Even his clothes smelled. He shed them
on the way to the bathroom, staring at the three-day growth covering hisface when he findly stood facing
the mirror. Wasthat him?

Hetried splashing cold water in hisface, then brushed histeeth. It helped with the sewer mouth, but only
ashower would work on his aches. While luxuriating under the stinging hot weter, he reconstructed the
whole experience--sort of. He had a clear memory of everything, even the fact of it being three days, but
the tremendous piles of data he'd integrated into the fina product recalled one of those college courses
where héd crammed hard for thefind, only to have it recede into the depthsimmediately after.

It could be brought back, with alittle stimulation.
And then he remembered hisfina conclusion!

The washcloth dangled from one hand. Chrigt, did the solution redlly need to be that draconian? He ran
swiftly through those find few hours, considering how held derived the answer. 1t was correct; dl the
avenues led to that one resolution, but held look once more at hisfinal notes. Thefirst results of focusing
ahuman brain, and it turned out something likethis?

What would Jack think? Where was Jack? Oh--he must have gone back to his post. Thiswaswhat ...
Tuesday? Wednesday? He wasn't sure.

Wilmawasn't in sight, but he heard water running in the other bathroom so she was up. He got coffee
going, then went back to his office. What amess! The lawn chairs were covered with a disorgani zed
jumble of pillows. Coffee cups and disposable drink glasses cluttered the trash cans. He started to clean
up, abruptly stopping. Thelast printout! He swept it up and headed for the kitchen, pouring a cup of
coffee before he sat down. Holy crap, did | type all this? Skip the preliminaries, it's there in the last
pages.

The conclusions were there d ong with the problem-solving formula, insofar asit could be solved. It was
there all right. The word was written in capital letters and big bold type. It stared back at him likea
chalenge, or acdl to action.

REVOLUTION.
Hed written it out three timesin the ecstasy of hisfind and irrefutable conclusion.
REVOLUTION.
REVOLUTION.
REVOLUTION.

Revolution--an overthrow or repudiation and replacement of an established government or
political system, by those governed. While he knew the definition, held never entertained such thoughts,
or even considered the word itself since those coursesin politica science. Y et hed arrived at the
conclusion using logic borne of hisown research and his own mind.



Hewas Hill staring at the repeated word when Wilma came up behind him. "I couldn't help seeing that
after you finished, Murray. Y ou were in such ahurry you didn't tell the printer to reverse the pages, so
your conclusions printed out first. | arranged the pages before | collapsed.” Shefilled a coffee cup and
sat opposite him.

Sheld just come from taking ashower. Her short blond hair appeared darker when damp, and her
makeup was minimd. Altogether, she looked much fresher than he did, but then she was twenty years

younge.

"I'd have shown you anyway," he said, remembering her stretched out on the lawn chair, featurestired
fromworry and lack of deep. "Thanksfor taking care of me. | was so focused | don't remember much
beyond what | was doing, but from what | do recall you earned every bit of your pay and then some."

"It wasinteresting, to say theleast, but | don't know how much longer ether of us could have goneon
likethat."

"Probably quite awhile longer, judging from some of the amphetamine binges|'ve seenin college
students around finals week, but | doubt the work would have been very effective.”

"So you think that'sit? We have to have arevolution to make any redl difference in where the country is
going?"
"Not that smple. | wasfocusing on theillegd immigrant problem, but it morphed into the whole screwed

up government apparatus. And revolution isn't dl that smple, even if one person could pull it off ... an
impossible proposition. But if that'sreally the solution, | want to follow wherever it leads.”

She looked startled. "With revolution? In America?"

"I know that must sound crazy, but I'm not done yet. | need to bring in some others. Therés more
research and focused thinking needed, particularly with the military and government.”

"Unde Jack?'

"Should | even mention thisto him? A military man getting involved in talk about arevolution could find
himsdf inaheluvalot of trouble.”

"It'll take division of Marinesto keep him out of it, ismy guess." She sSpped at her coffee. "You sad
military and government. What part of government?'

"Good question. All of it, probably. Problemis, | don't know anyone in government I'd trust with this.
Not asoul. You'd think someone would stand out as an honest dissenter, but where? Where doesthe
rot stop?"

"Jack might be ableto help you, but it ... well, the whole thing sounds so surreal, us Sitting here talking
blithely about arevolution thisway. | did read alot of what you put in that printout, and | Suppose some
of it makes sense, but are you redly serious? | mean, Uncle Jack saysyou're one of the best thinkers he
knows, but thisis completely different from actud thinking, isn't it?'

"It'sthinking with absolutely no digtractions, Wilma, and something €lse, something | never imagined. Like
amphetamines, everything speeds up, but in countlessdirections dl a once. My brain was actudly
organizing zillions of pieces of datafrom whatever it's been absorbing al these years, and focusing it all
onmy illegdsproblem. Am | serious, you ask?If it lookslike it can be accomplished, | sure ashell am.
My family was wiped out by goddamned government incompetence and immora, corrupt politicians, not
those poor Mexicans looking for work. Same reasoning behind the other foul-ups we see day in and day



out. If the Mexican dictators and politicians hadn't screwed up that country even worse than ours, their
people and all the others wouldn't have to sneak across the border. Our country isgoing to hell in ahand
basket, sure, but theirs has dready made it there." He paused to reflect amoment. "I just don't see any
other way out."

She took a deep breath, then puffed it out between pouted lips. "Whew! Nobody'd ever accuse you of
thinking smal!" Thelittle efin smile gppeared, needing only pointed earsfor completion. "I'd dmost hate
to find another job now and miss the rest of whatever you're going to do, but | guess my part isfinished,
huh?'

"Only if youwant it to be. | plan to have another sesson mysdlf, and | guessif Jack wantsto participate
in the planning, one for him. He may opt out, though." He tapped the printout. "But even if he does, I'll
gtill need someone well-versed in how our government works, or rather how it functions. Hardly anyone
thinksit works any more; they just don't know how to changeit. | haven't aclue who that someone will
be, but probably not anyone within government. Or hell, maybe there are a couple of honest paliticians|
could contact, but damned if | know who they might be. | just hopeto hedll Jack feds strongly enough
about thingsto stick with me for now."

"So you want meto stay?"

"Sure. That'sif you want to, though | wouldn't like to see you pass up ared job just to help take care of
me and any othersthat go through what | did.”

Her smilewidened to agrin. "Murray Blake, | wouldn't missthisfor the best job in theworld. I'm not
sure| agree with your motives ... yet ... but | sure do understand the problem. If everything I've read and
heard isonly partly right, we're on the road to becoming athird world nation, one with no money and its
natural resources depleted. Are you hungry?'

"Tak about depleted resources, my stomach gave out two days ago. Let's see what we have in the
fridge, then after I've seen dl the critters and let them know I'm il dive well probably need to go
grocery shopping. By theway, did you have any problemswith the animas?’

"Just Moose wanting attention and Frito barking at boogers. Y ou dready had plenty of hay out for the
horses, and the goats never came to the barn that | noticed.”

"Good. Let'sget busy. | could eat a pound of bacon and a dozen eggs, al by mysdlf.”

* k% k% %

Jack stood with hands on hips, examining his friend with a humoroustwinklein hiseyes. "Well, | don't
See any purple tentacles growing out your ears, o you survived. Wilmatake good care of you?'

"Outstanding. In fact, she's reenlisted for another hitch, maybe two or three.”
"If she's that good maybe I'd better hire her mysdlf.”

"Day late and adollar short. She'sdready on my payroll. Come on in and get comfortable. | mixed usa
pitcher of jungle juice soon as Moose started yahooing at the gate, and you look like you could usea
picker-upper. | seeyou're dill in fatigues. Tough getting avay?'

"I did manage breskfast during the debriefing, but the paperwork and getting the troops ready to comein
from the field took me awhile. Sorry I'm so late. Now about that junglejuice....”

Murray smiled to himsdlf as Jack stripped off the fatigue shirt off ashe camein, hanging it in the mud



room asthey passed. He looked no less commanding in the tee shirt, having what was caled ‘command
presence.’ He looked like ahigh-ranking officer. If he were afew years older hed look like agenerdl.

Wilmagot abrief hug before she handed over atall glass of light-colored liquid. Clearly, Jack was
anxiousto get down to business. He sat at the kitchen table, that place where Murray's unwritten rules
said serious matters were discussed. The printouts were neatly stacked in the center, each with a cover
shest, but he ignored them until he got on the outside of about haf of hisdrink. Findly he leaned away
from the table and eyed the pair Sitting opposite. "Okay, let's hear it, kiddies. What did our esteemed
scientist turn up, if anything?”

Wilmashrugged "Oh, not much of anything, redly. He only wantsto sart arevolution sowecandoit dl
over and get it right thistime.”

"l see. And | see Murray laughing with a serious face. What abouit this, pal ?"

"Shesadit dl inanutshdl, Jack. That'swhat it will take. Problem is| need moreinput, particularly from
amilitary man aswell as someone involved with politics and the government bureaucratic system.”

Jack made little circles on the table with his glass. "Y ou're serious, of course.” He waited, eyeing Wilma
without finding the answer there. "Y eah, | can see you are. But goddamn, Murray, do you know what
you're--"

"That stack of paper tellsthe whole story. And yes, | know what I'm doing. Read it before you comment,
okay? Then I'll answer any question you have."

"This... this pile tellsmewhy you want to start arevolution? This | want to see.” He tapped the nearest
stack of papers, gauging itsthickness. "Y ou typed dl this after you came out of it?"

"Not after, during. Good thing | took touch typing in high schoal. It sure came in handy, but there were
times| swear the keyboard smoked.”

"Wouldn't wonder. This must be a couple hundred pages ... in how many days?"
"Three days, give or take. And there are 312 pages.”

"Hmmm. | can read fast, but not while you're hanging around here. Go get logt, both of you. Come back
intwo, three hours and well talk."

By the time Jack stuck his head into the den, the world had deteriorated further. The guerillawar in
Puerto Rico was showing little Signs of easing, ethnic riotsin Canada had spread asfar west as Cagary,
Turkey wasthe latest member of the nuclear club, the Middle East was on the brink of another shooting
war between Isragl and Syria, currency problems were hampering trade and the starving population in
Africawas larger than before. The anchor made no mention of corruption and bad harvests, pointing the
finger at the World Trade Organization and Red Crossingtead. France and Germany were feuding again.
So were Pakistan and India, but so far both were wars of words with only sporadic violence. The unified
Mars mission was behind schedule. The privately financed Mars mission was ahead of schedule. The
world court had postponed aruling on the suit to limit satellite launchings and space missions because of
S0 much debris accumulating in orbit. Environmentaist fanatics once more dammed the door on drilling in
anew promising part of Alaskaand off the coasts of Cdiforniaand Floridawhere tremendous amounts
of oil and gaswere known to be available, and the congressional flap was still going on over the Mobile
Porta-a-Potty mess. That mgjor pork-barrel scandal would never dieg, it seemed.

The MPP was a portable, salf-powered latrine on caterpillar tracks that could be steered to any desired



location. It was one more fanatic conservationist complaint being answered, but thistime for degp-woods
loggers. The State of Washington's Russell Burke introduced the special interest project without
divulging his vested interestsin the company which manufactured the devices. All those loggers out there
with no bathroom facilities! Why, the very ideawas revolting. Surely there had to be a better way!

Hisargument in behdf of the handful of conservationists and Greengpace activists who hadn't laughed
behind their hands wasthat if loggers and othersin out of the way places were afforded sanitary facilities,
they'd use them. When hishill didn't fly, he managed to get it attached to anationd funding bill in
congress, where it sailed through along with six dozen other appendages buried in the legidation, Not
only Washington State, but all instances of logging in the country would henceforth be supplied with
MPPs. Eighty-four million dollars worth! Half that value had aready been delivered.

"Speeking of crap, why areyou ligening to it?"

Murray glanced around. It was Jack, appearing with a pitcher of rum punch and astack of disposable
glasses. "Turn off theidiot box and let'stalk.”

"Wait," Wilma protested, "1 wanted to hear the end of that MPP thing.”
"MPP?'
Murray nodded. "The Mobile Port-a-Potty thing, Jack. They're ill trying to judtify it."

Wilmagrinned. "My questioniis.... if al those contraptions are way out there in the woods, who'd go out
and, you know, service them?”

Jack rolled hiseyes. "Who'd use 'em in thefirst place? Next thing I'd expect out of the beltway crowd is
for thearmy to betold to usethe things ... unlesswe're fighting on foreign soil. Now let's get serious.
After what | just finished reading | suspect we're going to be at it for agood long while" Hemade a
throat-ditting motion with his hand, pointed at the TV, then ducked back into the kitchen and resppesared
with an ice bucket and the stack of printouts.

Hiswords were prophetic. Two hours later the floor was strewn with sheets of paper and the
atmosphere was a cross between the Sunday morning 'Firdine’ and someone reading Revelations. Jack's
guestions were as much about the potentid contrarindications and long term residua effects of the
microprotein injections as they were about the printouts. Somewhere held cultured the ideathe origina
blood samples had come from the chimps, not from human autistics under controlled circumstances.
Murray had to explain to him again that the fractions were just that--constituents of human blood taken
from autigicswhilein thar idiot-savant focused state and separated so asto isolate certain factors.
Asde from possible contamination--highly improbable in the Barrington |ab--they were no more than
messengers. Their messagesin this case were as yet indefinable characterigtics of autigticsin ahighly
focused state. What he'd done was to demonstrate that the microproteins derived from the autistics
during their highly focused episodes could be injected into other animals, and now humans, and produce
the same gtate. The mechanism of how the microproteins brought this about was as yet unknown, but the
results were clearly postive.

Jack felt better once that point was made. "As| seeit,” he concluded, "I'm going to have to take some
time off and come out here and have a session with your little microproteins mysdlf. Lucky for usthe
testing exercises ran into equipment problems early at the base. The rest were cancelled yesterday, for
thethird timein arow, so I'm freeto take some leave if--"

"How about Brenda?' It was Wilmainterrupting. "Won't she worry about you doing this?*



"Shelll go along, | think. She's always been agood troop.” That got alaugh, though Jack was perfectly
serious. "Thing is, therésawoman | havein mind for the governmenta input you mentioned. If she can
shake Washington off her back for acouple of weeks and get hersaf out here, I'd like my leaveto
coincidewith that. Well al do thistogether, Murray, including you."

"Whoa! Here Wilmajust finished saying nobody'd ever accuse me of thinking smal, and dong you come
trying to steal my crown. Y ou'd better bring your own computer equipment then, and havethis...
congressperson ... do the same. Judging from my own experience, | don't guessther€lll be alot of
cooperation between focused individuals doing it at the sametime. | barely knew Wilmaexisted until it
was over and after I'd dept afew hundred hours."

"Nicetry at political correctness with the congressperson bit, but she ain't in congress any more. Even
50, I'll guarantee she knows the insgde of Washington aswell as you know how many pups Sugar has.
She makes a high sx-figure income using her brains and knowledge and nothing e se."

"Isshe alobbyigt?’

"Good, god, no! She hates |obbyists and everything they represent.”

"That's sure agood starting position. How long do we wait to hear if she hasaname.”

"Mary Henderson," Jack grinned, waiting for the name to register. It didn't, getting a shrug instead.
"Should | have heard of her?'

"Not as a household name, no. She doesn't want to be heard of the way you're thinking. Right now she
works behind the scenes as consultant to anyone wanting political advice. She's so sharp that everyone
from the president right down to shoestring lobbyists grubbing around like bottom feeders would give
their first born child just to have afew words of advice from her."

"How do you happen to know someone like that, Uncle Jack? I've never heard you talk abut her."

"Because | don't chooseto. Thisisone of those 'smal world' things, Wilma. We went to high school
together, even dated awhile and aways got dong good. | kept in touch over the years. Wethink alike,
even now. She found she couldn't play the Washington games, once she got there, so she--"

"Games? Y ou mean rules?

"Games, like besieging every damn person who walked into her office for acampaign contribution, then
voting the way they asked her to. Likeletting minorities and pressure groupswalk al over her for fear of
offending and losing votes. She said it was benegth the dignity of anyone with the brains of a doorknab,
and adamn stupid way to run acountry. She's still in town there because she likes making money the
honest way, and she earns every penny of it. She never sugarcoats advice for achance at return business.
With her clientsit's straight from the shoulder, and caveat emptor . She tells someone the way she sees
things, and if they don't like it they go somewhere else next time. That's my kind of honesty. Too bad she
can't teach afew poaliticos how that approach can redlly pay off in thelong run.”

"Honesty doesn't win ections, Jack. That's the problem. Too damn many people with their hands out,
or aready benefiting from one program or another, or scared their race or group or union or whatever'll
get logt in the shuffleif they don't hear acandidate specifically come out in favor of what they want. The
honest politician isan oxymoron, aswell asafigment of someone's dreams.”

"It'sabroken system dl right. Wilmawonders why they can't just dl be straight shooters, right Wilma?
The answer is not one of them knows how. Throw one honest man in the middle of the mess, and he's



dead before he hits. Y ou diagnosed it perfectly, pal, and your solution hit the bull's eye. Revolution's
pretty radical, but then look what we're dedling with. Sometimes you do have to throw the baby out with
the bathwater."

"So what makes you think this Mary Henderson would go aong with us?

"Don't know shewill. | don't even know if | will yet, and for that maiter we till don't know whether it's
even feasble, it meaning revolution. | can tell you, though, it's going to have to have fairly good odds of
success to get meto go aong with it, and that means loads of planning and thinking. | could get shot if it
faled

"Life, fortune and sacred honor, Colond Williams."

Jack nodded solemnly. "Those guys who launched our firgt revolution put it dl on theline, didn't they?
And damned near bought the farm in the process. If it hadn't been for incompetent British generals and
George Washington in charge of our army, it would have failed. And even asit was, Congress came
damn near to killing the revolution from paliticians not having the gutsto tdll their congtituentsthey had to
come up with money to run the army after it wasformed." He came across with one of hisdirect,
command typelooks. "Sorry for the history review, but it took alot of gutsfor our founding fathersto go
againg the British crown and the largest empire on earth. Those soldierswho stuck it out through dl the
hard years deserve tremendous credit, too. They werethereal heroes.”

Murray got to hisfeet and stretched. "Today it'sal gimmegimmegimme, everywhere you look. Reminds
me of some out-of-control kid in atoy store, grabbing everything he can reach no matter what his
mother'stold him, except they'redl adultsdoing it. | do know it doesn't take many stout hearts to foment
arevolution when it'sthe only answer. All it redlly takesis|eadership ... the people do the rest. Look, it's
getting timeto feed the critters. I'd better take care of that and then we can think of something to eat. Are
you staying, Jack?"

"Yeah, and | think 1'd better make my phone calls from out here rather than my place. We never know
when the spooks are listening. Infact, | can cal Mary now. If she's not putting out afire at the moment,
shell talk tome.™

"Okay, you do that and I'll take care of the animals. | don't think any of uswant to fool with cooking
tonight, so what kind of pizzado you like?"

"Hd,"



Chapter Seven

"Nothing personal, Senator, but | couldn't care less about you, your liaisons with redheads or your
speeding ticket yesterday on the beltway or--more to the point--whether you take my advice or not."
Mary Henderson uncrossed her legsfor thefifth time, then stood, ddliberately showing aflash of thighsin
the process. It was awell-practiced maneuver, ddivered asif she were completely unaware of whatever
she might bereveding.

The man behind the pretentious desk couldn't help but drop his eyesto the brief display, even though she
was gazing directly at him. Allan Merlson craved anything he didn't possess, including attractive women
who teased and especidly those he imagined in certain scenes of dominance and obedience. Shefit that
image perfectly. Hed paid plenty just to have these minutes with her in private, in part because she had a
damn good rep for accurate political andlyses and an uncanny knack for cutting through the crud. The
rest was physical. She seemed immuneto hisdy hints and senior senatorid status, which made her even
more of aprizeto be added to hislist of conquests over the years. Hed paid for her advice before, but
thistime her input stunk.

She continued in firm, even tones. Y ou sought my opinion, Senator, asyou've donein the past ... like so
many others doing businessin Washington. Y ou wanted my advice on how to respond to the president's
proposal to increase taxes on the energy sector industries, meaning you were uncertain about the bill, and
| gave you my recommendation. That concludes our businessthistime around. I'll send you my invoice.”

"But ... look ... Mary ... | can't do that! How the hell do | get re-elected if | take that kind of stand? 1t'd
dry up ninety percent of my contributions from those people.”

How in hell did she find out about the redhead? And the ticket....

"Pfffh! | know what you have socked away for your upcoming campaign, and precisely how much you
havein banksand al those IOUsin your back pocket, but you can forget having any more than a quarter
of that for the next eection if you don't take my advice. Y ou do want to stay in this business, don't you?
Or areyou planning retirement at age fifty-one?"

Merlson ran hisfingersthrough the politically long mane of gray hair. "Mary, lisen to me--"

"I have other appointments, Senator. Time's up. Have anice day." She abruptly turned and strode from
his office, making apoint to glance at her watch on the way through the door.

Merlson bit his lower lip, staring at the curves and shapely caves disappearing dl too soon. For the
amount he'd paid, she could have at least stayed ahaf hour or so, damn her to hell! Who cared about
long term? That money had to comein now if it was going to do his personal finances any good. How'd
she know how much held set aside in the first place, and how could she possibly know who he had in his
back pocket? When it came to skimming, neither of those counted anyway. There was no way to skim
IOUs or money on record. The only way wasto do it when the money was on itsway to the bank, or
with cash that'd never find itsway therein thefirst place. And, cometo think of it, how on earth did she
know about that speeding ticket? It wasjust yesterday, and held paid off the trooper on the spot.
Slipped ahundred dollar bill under the license and registration. He'd been in too much of ahurry to note
the trooper's name, or that man would be looking for another job right about now.

Mary was asmart bitch, but too damn abrupt, aloose cannon without atrace of the finesse needed for
redly getting along in D.C., dashing around like some circus juggler keeping six bdlsintheair at one
time. That wasn't how it was done, not at all. Y ou took your time and gpplied the niceties of political give



and takeif you were going to survive and get anything out of it. Like horsetrading, in away. The spoils
went to whoever knew best how to work thingsto his advantage. Even Abe Lincoln knew how to get the
best in ahorsetrade, or so it was said--that time when some crafty dude tried to put one over on ol' Abe
by goading him to trade horses blind. Neither man would see the other's horse up front. Well, asthe
story went, the dude brought in the boniest old swayback nag anyone could imagine. Abe broughtin a
sawhorse! That wasthe kind of understanding needed anywhere in government to make things come out
right. That was what congtituents and specia interests expected of their man--or woman. Y ou had to
deiver for them, dl thetime.

Mary didn't operate that way. Everything was black or white, never gray. Her latest pearl of wisdom
wasn't worth anickel. Throw support to an energy tax that would hit the petroleum giants hard? Why, it
would be palitica suicide! Hed sit on her feg, that'swhat he'd do. On second thought, that would
backfire for sure. She had far too much influence in Washington to try that. Whenever she got aggravated
at someone she took no prisoners, and everyone knew it.

How had she ever get so much power and influence in thefirgt place? And where was she getting her
information? She couldn't have done it by hersdf, awoman in her early forties, evenif shedid get afew
male pulse rates doing double time, hisincluded. She had to be deeping with someone influentid,
someone on theinsde, but who? And how was she kegping whoever it was under wragps? Hell, she was
well worth anyone's attentions, that much held give her. That wavy dark hair of herswith the white stresk
running front to back ... mmm-mm! ... so different ... and acompelling face to go with it. Not beautiful so
much as striking, with brown eyes as pretty asthey were penetrating. A trusting face, the presscalled it.
And aredly great body to boot. Change those business duds to something redlly sexy ... tight fitting with
strappy hedsand lots of cleavage. Y esl Her bossy attitude would fit that kind of scene perfectly.

But ... even though she was sexy and smart, something about her wasn't kosher. Nobody could know
that much about Washington affairs, especially awoman. Maybe ... maybeit wastimeto find out more
about her ... who she was friendly with, or went to lunch with or met. Maybe even who she was screwing
... now wouldn't that be nice! Her type woman would aways be on the lookout for variety, he thought
smugly, unconscioudly attributing his own predilectionsto her, so she might even be receptive to changing
beds every so often. Maybe Sam would have some ideas about that. He had his ear to the ground most
of thetime, and he could be trusted in such things.

Asassstant and right hand man to the senior senator from Illinois, it was part of Sam Mecabrost'sjob to
know where just about anybody's skel etons were hidden, theway Jm Farley did for FDR. Farley was
Sam'sidol, especidly when it came to managing thousands upon thousands of details and being the
source of just about any information his boss needed ... dl from memory. He wasn't above arranging a
few liaisons, ether, like the redhead. Or taking care of 'business when there was money changing hands.

Everyone had skdletonsin their closets. Thetrick wasto ferret them out and hold them in reserve, in case
they were ever needed. Blackmail? Not redly, just playing the game, like everyone e se did. But nobody
seemed to know that much about Mary. That didn't mean she was clean--nobody was cleanin

D.C.--but it did mean alittle digging was needed. Thereld be something that could be used againgt her.
Alwayswas.

That aside, sheld make a great dominatrix. Hed have Sam check out that possibility, too. It was one
thing to protect one's own backside and an atogether different thing when it came to persona pleasures,
the bedroom kind.

* * % %

Mary chuckled as she took the elevator down. It was amost fun the way they were flocking to her, like



birdsto afeeding station. Her batting average was no better than .800, or eight out of ten opinions on the
money, but nobody seemed to care in aworld where the normal was more like one out of ten, or less.
Merlson was 0 typical. It was atoss-up as to whether he was more willing to spend his money hearing
advice hewouldn't take or trying to get a glimpse of where her pantyhose ended. He could visit any
beach in the world and see ten square inches of wet cloth clinging to something twenty-or-under, but let a
wool skirt ride up afew inches and he was pig-in-dop ecdtatic. What sheldd given him wasthetruth, in
her view. Hed definitely do better in the long term--financialy speaking--by backing that bill thistime
around, but what he redly wanted to hear was his own opinion about the thing in the first place. He was
merely shopping, looking for waysto cover hisfanny if his votes went the wrong way. The more he paid
for her advice, the more he imagined he was buying some whore. Maybe he had that in mind as well.
Probably, in fact. She knew much more about him than heimagined. Too bad, buddy, not for sale.

Damnitdl, now if only someone interesting had taken alook at her lately, someone vibrant and
hopefully intelligent outside of the usua government thought channels ... but then that kind was adying
breed in the nation's capitd. It might even be totally dead. Take away the rapacious politicians and even
greedier lawyers and lobbyists and D.C. would be a ghost town.

And I'm not much better, but at least I'mtelling it likeit isand | earn every cent I'm paid. Not for
much longer, though. Time to get out of the rat race, because the damn country's on a downhill
toboggan ride with nobody steering. The whole thing's held together with spit and bailing wire, a
house of cards that can't stand up to the winds of change sweeping the world. But ... am | ready?
If my nights are lonely herein a city filled with Lotharios, what will they be like in the boonies?

The thought struck her as sheleft the elevator at the ground floor. It was aquestion she'd asked herself
amost daily in recent weeks. Sheld converted aquarter of her earningsinto gold and silver coins and
bullion over the past few years, and had bought aretirement homein the hillsfifty milesfrom Oklahoma
City, out in the deep woods that still existed in placesthere. That equated to roughly four millionin regl
worth, plusaroof over her head. When the economic crash or deep depression arrived, asit most
definitely would, she'd be set up well enough to spend some time writing. It was alove she'd abandoned
in her twenties, but ill....

You're wool-gathering. Why not skip the office and head for the apartment right now? Merlson
swallowed that bit about appointments, and you could use a little relaxation. Nothing big until
tomorrow.

The thought was gppedling enough, but it wouldn't hurt to swing by the office for amoment anyway and
check on any devel opments she might think about while she was relaxing. She hoped thered be nothing
urgent waiting for her there or she wouldn't run into some eager beaver lawyer in thelobby.

Modest by Washington standards, her office wasin an older, five-story building mostly used by fledgling
attorneys clawing their way up the dag heap, hoping some day to find gold. Most would fal by the
wayside or be mentally unable to switch philosophiesif the present party lost power. They were smply
'suits in aseaof other suits. None of them were her worry, but afew had the unfortunate habit of
chatting whenever they raninto her.

Thistime she was lucky, making it without meeting asoul. Her assstant, Alice Sheffire, was at her usud
post behind alow-railed barrier. It was set Sdeways to the entrance and facing alarge multi-screened
monitor so that she could concentrate on her work and gtill notice when avisitor appeared.

"Oh, hi, Mrs. Henderson. I'm glad you stopped by. Otherwise I'd have had to bother you at home."

Mary arched an eyebrow. "Oh?What couldn't wait until tomorrow?' Here goes my relaxation time.



"Well, someone by the name of Jack said it's urgent you contact him. What's funny is he asked you to call
from the plane." She frowned. "I didn't know you were going out of town. Do | need to make
reservationsfor you?'

Jack Williams? "It's something that just came up. I'll let you know."
"Hedidn't leave anumber.” She handed over the pink "While Y ou Were Out' message dip.

"All right, Alice. Thanks, but I'm on my way home now for a persond battery charge. I'll give you abuzz
before you lock up if thisisanything that might interrupt tomorrow's schedule.

It was only 3:30 in the afternoon. Alice glanced at her watch, nodded and went back to work.

'Cdll from the plane’ was a code her old friend Jack used over the years. He had something he didn't
want overheard, either end, and she should use the number of his current prepaid phone. He alway's kept
severd. They weren't foolproof, but at least the callsweren't billed through the system--therefore leaving
no record. Nothing short of a spread-spectrum system on both ends would guarantee tota privacy,
though, and even that could be tracked if only tracking were to be the god. Jack hated having anyone
ligten to his private conversations. He said it was dmost as bad as making love on a stage, with acrowd
watching. She wasn't sure about the comparison, but the stage and crowd thing had awaysintrigued her.

What could it be thistime? He often talked about the entangled affairs of the military and al the politics of
procurement and damn near every other phase of military life, though he had too much integrity to ask her
for advice. Jack was his own man, one of the best she knew. The callswere more hisway of keeping in
touch, but what could be so urgent? When had he ever put an urgent tag on amessage? It had to be
something to do with the military, knowing him.

There were several convenience stores on the way home. Thefirst had a phone right inside the door--no
good. The next had a phone more suitably located near the inside door labeled 'Employees Only,’ so
therewaslessfoot traffic there. One never knew when the intelligence agencies might be listening these
days, and there were damn few public phones | eft when you wanted one. The so-caled ‘war on terror’
had been used--no, the term was abused--as an excuse for the government's vast expangion of its
powersto root around in the affairs of private citizens. J. Edgar Hoover tactics, but with congressiona
sanction. A much more effective approach would be to sweep al except ameager few of the politicians
out of office and start over, but nobody had offered to pay her for that particular opinion.

She amiled as she thought of the ways Jack dways answered hiscals. Typica would be something like,
"Your nickd, start talking." Sheld get the jump on him soon as she heard hisvoice.

"Soit'surgent. Your nickel, soldier.”

Jack didn't riseto the bait. He was entirely serious. "It's apersond matter, Mary. | waswondering ...
could you fly out tomorrow and come see me? Brendas not busy for a change.”

"You don't want to talk about it."
"Faceto faceonly.”

"It better be good. I'm booked solid, and missing tomorrow's appointment will cost me somerea bucks.
Why not on the weekend?"

"Mary, you've got money you haven't even counted yet. It'll cost you even moreif you don't come.
Begdes, therésageak init ... two inches thick, crusty on the outside, juicy and pink on thein--"



"Boy, you sure know how to reach my soft spot. All right, you've got me hooked. Alicewill call you with
the flight number. Be practicing up on your reasons, ‘cause my return ticket will be open. If it's not good,
I'll be on the next flight back, assuming I'vefinished my stesk, that is. Seeya”

To hell with the money. Regardless of what Jack wanted, it would be niceto talk to someonewith a
modicum of sensefor achange. Sherang Alice from her car to set up her flight.

* k% k% %

Mary laughed. "Jack, where the hell are you taking me? If | didn't know you better, I'd think you were
heading for my little place out here, where you'd try to seduce me. Especialy since you didn't bring
Brendaaong.”

"Would | succeed?'
"Didn't you dways?'

Jack chuckled, though he retained his serious tone. "We're going to see an old friend of mine. And
Brendaisn't in on thislittle matter yet, though I'm sure she will be soon. In fact, I'll haveto tell her before
she gartsthinking I'm up to no good.”

"Why does dl this sound like some kind of conspiracy?"
"Don't let anyone ese hear you say that."
"Now | am intrigued.”

"WEell, you might just be more so very shortly. His nameis Murray, and frankly he'sjust asintrigued as
you are. | prepared him for someone bluntly honest, with penetrating insightsinto the complex
machinations of the power brokers and money men who redlly run the country. Somebody who might be
considered adangerousliability if it weren't for her most valuable consultations and advice. Add to that
she's aknockout. Know what he said?!

"I will inaminute

"Hesad ... okay, just for that | won't tell you."

"What did he say?'

"That there was no such person. Y ou'll be abit of ashocker for him."
"You didnt redly tell him | was aknockout, did you?'

"Didtoo."

"Did not."

Moose was roaming around, most likely looking for another weak spot in the fence, when Jack pulled up
at the gate. He barked twice while his shaggy tail wagged in sweeps furious enough to raise dust.

"Jack, what a beautiful white dog! Isthat one of those ... those--"

"Great Pyrenees. When the gate opens, it turns on an eectric barrier tuned to his collar so hewon't run
out when visitors come through. When we get out at the house, I'll tell him to shake and you just take his
paw and say hello. Otherwise hell be dl over you."



"Look, he'sleading us up the drive. What agoofbal! He must be something if he ever rollsin the mud.”
"Mud? Mary, this area's getting closer to the Sahara every day."
"Okay, then dust. These are old clothes and it won't hurt either them or meif he rubsalittle off on me.”

"He will, given the chance. But he won't. There's Murray at the back door and he's got Moose
corraled.”

"Helooks harmless enough,” she said, getting out.
"Moose? He'sabig--"

Shelaughed. "No, | meant Murray.” So thisis the man behind the mystery? Shewaved. "Hi, I'm
Mary. You can let him go.”

""Shake his hand, then he won't jump up on you."

Shelaughed and took M oose's outstretched paw. It was bigger than her hand. After giving him an
affectionate patting she straightened. Jack was ready with the intros.

"Mary, thisisMurray Blake, and with him ismy niece, Wilma"
Murray smiled and met the proffered hand. "Wilmas been helping me with a specid project.”

"So | hear." Nice, direct gaze and an honest face, but where does the youngster fit into Jack's little
matter? 1'd better establish myself with her.

Murray turned to Jack. "What'll it be, old buddy? It's late enough for adrink, or | can make coffeeif the
lady prefers”

"Coffegsfor mornings. We both just finished running the gauntlet of our airport Nazis. Damned if | know
why they started screening passengers asthey deplane. What were we supposed to do during the flight,
morph into fully armed terrorists? Probably sometwisty little bureaucrat in the security business with not
enough to do."

"Scotch if you haveit, over ice,” Mary said. "'l don't drink on planes because it gives me a headache, but
| sure ashell need oneonce | get off." Sheturned to Wilma. "Jack didn't mention you al the way out
here, so let's get acquainted while he checks his bar guide to see how to make Scotch on the rocks."

They left the men to the kitchen. Oncein the den, Mary cleared the air immediately. "Wilma, | don't
know what Jack's told you about me, but you probably expected someone stuffy in asuit. Sorry to
disappoint you if that'sthe case. Fact is, I'm alot more at ease out here wearing comfy clothes and
putting my feet up whenever | can. I'm building my retirement home about ten miles farther west, but it's
prettier here.”

"Boy, did you hit it on the head. | like it out here, too, and Murray isagood man to work for. Actualy,
Jack didn't build you up beyond saying you were unbdievably good at what you do."

"Let me get down off this pedestal before | get anosebleed. What isit you do for him, if you don't mind
measking."

"I ... wdl, I think he'sthe one to tell you that. I'm not supposed to talk about his businessto anyone
unlesshe okaysit."



"Good for you. Leaks are for faucets and water buckets, not people. Well, here come the guys. | hope
Jack made mine adouble causeit's been along day."

Politicians and verbiage were synonymous terms. Mention one, and the other cameto mind. An
oft-repeated gem in the nation's capital was that a seasoned politician should take at least ahaf hour
saying 'no’ to anything. Smple statements could stretch into hours, even days, as qualifications were
meticuloudy set forth for the Congressona Record. When it came to pork-barrel legidation, the goal
wasto overwhelm any reader, thereby diding through whatever might otherwise bear close scrutiny.

Mary had learned to read such volumes at aclip that would have made Evelyn Wood envious. While she
devoured Murray's analysis and conclusions, the others chatted around her without making adent in her
concentration. She could read anywhere, even standing in line at agrocery store. She used her
comphone more often than not because it could carry so much data. She kept it full of businessrelated
documents as well as novels and magazines. Why put ones mind in park? Keep it busy, whether it be
gtting in some doctor's office, or waiting for this atorney or that, or Stting around waiting for flights that
were usudly late going or coming.

She wasthrough in less than an hour, then put the documents down and finished off her drink. "Murray,
may | have another of these, please?’

That wasasignd for refillsal around, and when the dust cleared once again, she caught Murray's eye
and held her gaze. "Isthisyour work, Murray? If so, I'd liketo hire you."

"I bethe culprit, but before you make any further comment | should tell you how it came about. Unless
Jack's aready--"

"She hasn't heard aword from me, not that she didn't ask."

"Okay, hereésthe story.” And he started at the beginning, with Keith's autism. When he finished, there
was genuine respect in Mary's reaction. "That's the damnedest thing I've ever heard, Murray Blake, and
Jack's being in on it with you spesks volumes about your character. Goesfor Wilma, too, since |l see
she's her own person. Peopletrust you."

Murray shrugged. "I try to be honest.”

"Good, but be careful anywhere but here. Honesty can be a dangerous thing these days. Now ... you're
wanting meto enter thislittle congpiracy, right?'

"Jack promoted you as the most knowledgeable expert in Washington affairs, government and business,
bar none. So yesto your question, at least to the extent of putting you through a focusing session with the
microproteins. The conspiracy, asyou put it, needs someone like you--and Jack for that matter--to finish
theandysis. Let me dtressthat it'san analysis only, not any commitment from anyone. After that ... well, if
it'sanywhere closeto feasble, I'm forging ahead with it."

"Samehere" Jack sad. "Wilma?'
"Count mein."

"Well, it'sadgartling proposa in my view, and it's so germane to my areaof knowledgethat | can't let you
go ahead with it..." She waited for the reaction. Murray was in the process of drawing a deep breath
when she added the punch line, "...without me. Okay, Since you two guinea pigs seem dive and hedthy,
I'll take my turn with the microproteins as soon as you can arrange a session. No promises, though. First
I'll see what it produces from my own viewpoint. Well take it from there. Of course, you wouldn't have



dragged me out hereif you thought I'd have said anything different, so when do wedo it?"
Murray grinned. "Jack?"

Jack dapped his knee and started to get up. "Y ou haven't changed a bit, Mary. My |leave started today,
and | brought my bag."

"Then how about tomorrow?'If it were done, t'were best done quickly,' to quote the Bard. My bag's till
inJack'scar. I'll go get it. And Jack, you'rewrong. | have changed. | was never much of a Shakespeare
fan before| read Macbeth. A lot of what | do these daysisright up hisalley, and this adventure of yours
seemstofit.”

"Well, dong theline of quotationslet's not forget Burke," Murray said, giving hismouth atwist.
Wilma seemed gartled. "Who's Burke?!
"All that is necessary for the triumph of evil isthat good men do nothing. That Burke."

"Oh, him? | knew that!"



Chapter Eight

The Blake bar was closed once the decision had been made. If they started in the morning, as Murray
had done thefirgt time, cutting off liquor immediately would give them dl roughly fourteen hoursto burn
off the alcohol they'd dready consumed. Nobody argued. Jack'sinclination wasto call Brendaright then,
tell her he was staying and have her come down and join him in three days.

"Whaddyathink, pd?'
"Fine by me, Jack, but won't she get suspicious about what you're doing?”

Jack twisted hislipsin asardonic grin. "She dready is, but military wives know we don't talk about what
we're doing unlessthe person's cleared. I'll just tell her it'sa scientific project derived from your research,
and shell let it go. She's great that way. Once Mary and | are back from the depths, though, 1I'm going to
soill it al. | owe her that much, and she's as trustworthy as any of us."

"So," Mary said, "who caresfor who during thiswingding, Murray?"
"How about | take care of Jack and Wilmawatchesyou?'

"If you say so, but 1'd like to know a bit more about what 1I'm going to be going through ... the nitty-gritty,
S0 to speak. And what about this three day time thing? Why won't | be able to come out of it whenever |
want, since I'm supposed to be focused to beat the band? | can focus on the time element, too, can't |7

"Wilmacan answer that. | remember most of it ... vaguely ... but | couldn't tell you what she was doing
thewholetime. | had no concept of time at al. Asfor three days, that's based on my one experience.

Y ou come out of it when you come out of it, | guess. Or when the microproteins have done their job and
disspate. Samething. Wilma, you're on."

Two heads swung in Wilmas direction. She shrugged. "Theresredly not much to the care part. | just
made sure there was away's fresh coffee at your elbow, kept your water glass full, made sure the
bathroom door was open al the time and covered you up when you findly fell adeep. Y ou drank some
of that diet concoction, and we've dready stocked up on plenty more. It's aready source of nourishment
and doesn't make you waste time egting. Mary, if there's anything you might need that's different we can
discussit before you go under.”

"My kind of answer, Wilma, direct and to the point. | might hire you when thisisover." She smiled,
running her fingersthrough her hair. "Well, I'm satisfied. Let's set up.”

Mary took Murray's office as awork center while Jack got the bedroom he always used when he visited.
There were four lawn chairs--chaises, actually--so three were brought in and set up. Jack's |aptop was
plugged in to house power--thered be no stopping for battery charging. After he was up and online, and
al wasa GO, Murray headed for Mary's station. Since she'd be using his computer, he wanted to be
sure she understood the setup backwards and forwards. She was aready sitting at his desk, with three
monitor windows open. Her fingers flowed smoothly across the keyboard even as she spoke
occasondly to hiswirdessthroat mike dangling from her blouse.

He coughed to get her attention, then pointed. "Mary, it would be agood ideato secure the mike to
something other than your person before you get started tomorrow, becauseif for some reason it comes
loose from whatever you're wearing you might not even redlize itsmissing. And wear real comfortable
clothes. Youll bein them for awhile.



She smiled warmly, making her look much younger. "So Wilmasaid. She seemsto be very efficient. By
theway, | hope you don't mind that | got things started here without you. | don't like to waste time, and |
do want to set up somefolders.”

"So Jack'stold me. Isthere anything you've found yet that needs explaining?’

"Not so far. Y ou have your dataflow well organized. | set up asecure block of memory for myself in
case | want to download any voluminous stuff from my list of favorites. The password iswritten down
and in the top envelope, middle drawer of your desk, but you don't have to worry eveniif | ked over
dead and you loseit."

"All right. Now don't laugh, but I'm fixing up an index card for you as areminder of what you'reto
concentrate on after | inject your microproteins. Believe me, you'll need it once your mind takes off on its
own. | amost lost direction before the injection took hold, when my mind started to wander. You
wouldn't want to spend three days focusing on some project a congressman wantsto hireyou for, or
what you're going to have asyour first red meal when you emerge. Or would you?"

"Umm, | see what you mean. Okay, since you know more about this than any other person at the
moment, I'll try my best to follow your ingtructions exactly."

"Great. I'm going to see Jack now. Call on meif you think of anything here you need.”
But she was dready busy at the keyboard again.

They got started an hour after breakfast. Once the injections were finished and both volunteers sat staring
at their index cards, there was nothing to do but stand by and wait.

* * % %

Merlson glanced at hiswatch. Judd Questin was next, that lobbyist for Illinois Wind Farms,, but he
wasn't due for afew more minutes and Sam Mecabrost had just returned to the office building. It was
time for another little session with Sam. Maybe he'd found something out about Mary.

Menta images of her in somewhat more reveding attire had dominated most of Merlson's thoughts ever
since sheldd swept out of hisoffice. No question about it, she'd make afantastic dominatrix, say in black
latex and platform hedls, with one of thoselittle riding crops. The more he thought about it, the more
probable it was that she was into that kind of thing ... which meant she might have awhole stable of
willing davesin town. That would explain where she was getting her power and information. It was
always the bigwigs, the CEOs and congressmen and financiers--people who controlled others--who
sought out women to dominate them in private. It was their release from pressures of their offices. It
might a so explain why Mary Henderson was suddenly unavailable for a second conference with him.
'Out of town," according to her snippy secretary. More than likely she wastaking alittle 'persona time
with one or more of her sources.

It shouldn't be that hard to find some dirt on her if that was where she was spending her private moments.
Come up with the right kind, and maybe sheld be interested in adding one senator from Illinoisto her list
of after-hours clients. That, or have her reputation squashed like abean beetle on aleaf. Her reputation
was her medl ticket and she'd undoubtedly do anything to protect it. She'd be quick to weigh the
consequences of brushing him off next time around, once she knew what he had on her.

Merlson drummed his fingers on the desk blotter, unaware of how self-centered his thoughts were, how
much he assumed about a person he knew nothing of outside the political spectrum. It continued as he
thought there was dways the possibility she waswaiting for him to gpproach her about that same



extra-curricular scene. A little test, so to speak, to seeif he wasthe kind of man sheld want to conquer,
the kind shed like groveling at her fet. It would be ared coup to have an influential senior senator in that
position, doing whatever humiliating acts she commanded. Sheld even acted like amigresstherein his
office, brusque and short. And that dy smile of herdl

Hisfingers drummed once more.

Still another possibility wasin trading off what he found out about her to someone else, for a
consderation. President Robinson, for instance. Wouldn't The Man just love to hold a hammer over that
bitch'shead? No telling what afavor like that would be worth. Of coursg, if it were the president or one
of hisstaff bedding her down, then....

He pressed Sam's buzzer and amoment later the head of wavy black hair poked through the open
doorway. Sam was impeccably dressed, as dways. He had a bit of Spanish blood that made him look
perpetudly tanned and hedthy, like hed come back from two weeks in the Caribbean, helping him blend
well in any crowd except maybe a bunch of naked Minnesotansin the dead of winter. It also helped
when it cameto interfacing with Hispanics that he spoke pretty damn good Spanish.

Add to dl that acanny understanding of palitics and the workings of Washington, and Sam Mecabrost
was area asset. Hisincome reflected as much--his real take, not hisofficia sdary.

"Yes, Senator?'

"Learned anything yet about Mary? I've been thinking, and it's just not like her to drop out of sight so
suddenly. That ball-busting bitch must be up to something. My guessis she'still hereintown. I'd love to
know who she'swith, Sam, if you get my drift. I'd redly ... really ... love to know that. It would be worth
quite abit to know, capice?

Sam stared a the floor for amoment. "Afraid she did leave town, sir, which was your origina guess. |
had her traced to Oklahoma City, but the damn foal there failed to get me an image of the man who
picked her up.”

Merlson sighed. "Sam, damniit, you let her get away from you?'
"Not totally. He got alicense plate number. | can have that traced, if you like."

"l damn sure do like. Who's the guy, and what's she doing in Oklahoma, for God's sake? That's the pit of
thefucking universe”

"I'd haveto guess.”

"Jm Farley never guessed, Sam. He knew. | thought you wanted to be like him. The guy had a
prodigious memory for such things. He never ever guessed.”

"Wdll, | do seem to recall she owns some sort of residence out there somewhere. | can get the exact
locationiif you like"

"Do that. Now, was this man she drove away with ... was he on the same plane? That's the kind of thing
we want to know about her. Y 'know, Sam, | have atheory about Mary Henderson. She's getting her
information from more than just one source. | say her sources are people we both know and dl of them
areright herein D.C. I'd give anything to find out who she's banging. | think she might even bethe
dominatrix type, you know, the mistress type with black latex and whips and things, the way she bullies
everyone. Maybeit'd be worth my whileto play up to her, assuming I'm right. Hell, | paid her good
money for her advice, and she practically shoved it down my throat. It was crap advice on top of that.



Whaddyathink? Should | try to make her? Play the willing submissive and find out what games she plays
behind the scenes, and maybe where she's getting dl this Suff?"

"Hard to tell about that kind, Sir. | know what you mean about the mistress bit, though. | remember
thinking pretty much the samething when | first saw her. | can sart asking around.”

"Sam, thisistoo important for you to just ask around. Put on your thinking cap, man. If she's screwing
government types, there's no telling what's behind it. She could even be agoddamn spy for some
indugtrid cartdl. That's how they work. They're worse than the friggin’ lobbyists. Find out who that guy
was she was with, and whether she went with him to that place of hers. If shedidn't, find out where he
took her. If it's the same one who picked her up at the airport, | want a photo and some background on
him. Get onit, will you, and next time pay the buggers more. | don't likefailures.

"Yesdr, | will. Uh, Mr. Questin iswaiting, by theway. Thelobbyist for the wind farm industry?"
"Looking for more subsidies, no doubt. Heisn't hereto play bridge. How much is he good for?*

"I'd say acouple hundred thou from the looks of things. HE's got abig briefcase, if that means anything.
Last time he brought cashin one.™

"Okay, send himin, and get Marvin Chun ready next. Thiswon't takelong.”

* * % %

By day two Murray redlized just what Wilmahad gone through with him. It wasn't easy toStinalawn
chair for hours--or douch or drape or try to lie back--while Jack worked away with no apparent
discomfort at al. If theré'd been some way to take breaks--awalk or even anap--it might have been
tolerable, but he had to keep watch al that day and into the night. He appreciated what Wilma had done
al the more as he rushed through caring for the animals. A buyer had come for the horses so they were
no longer aproblem. He sat down when he got back and wondered why he hadn't bought an extraair
mattress. He'd thought about it, but put it off too long. Wilmawas using the one he kept around for
overflow guests, not that it had happened very often. Hed pulled out severd quilts and some blankets,
but the whole thing resembled athin futon that kept diding into bunches.

Wilma protested once when she passed his office. She glanced inside, waved at him and started on her
way back to Mary when she noticed the disarrayed bedcl othes.

"Murray, where'syour air mattress?’
"| forgot to get another when we were shopping. Don't worry about it; I'm doing fine."

"Couldn't proveit by theway you look right now. Y ou're beat, and it hasn't even been awhole day yet. |
can stand this regime better than you. I'm younger.”

Heforced asmile. ™Y ou could have gone dl day without saying that. Even longer.”

"Sorry, but it'strue. You'reareally good looking man, but your lack of deep isshowing. Go look at the
bags under your eyesin the mirror."

"Well, thanksfor the compliment, but I'm doing just fine."
"You're not, either. I'm giving you the air mattress.”

"Nothing doing." He saw her flush. "Wilma, now look. | imagine well be having more of theselittle



sessons astime goes on. As soon as we finish with Jack and Mary, I'll use afew brain cellsand go buy
some proper supplies. Okay? Isthat a deal ?"

The exchange had him totally awake for the moment. He made more coffee and brought another glass of
diet drink. Jack gtill hadn't touched the first one, but thistime he did, gulping it down quickly without so
much as aglance Sdeways. He wastotaly immersed in what he was doing, ignoring everything around
him. His computer screen showed a compilation of historical emperors and dictators who'd wrested
power by unorthodox means from various types of governments. Stalin was on the list, and Hitler, but
why were Charles de Gaulle and some others there? Some looked absolutely ancient. Earlier held
glimpsed other lists and tables and graphs, none of which held any meaning, but Jack was still focused on
the main question--how and under what circumstances the military would support, participate-in or
become actively involved in anon-eective change of government? In other words, a coup. Did
revolutions dways involve coups? Y es, in one fashion or another, they did. Could arevolution involve
samply aparadigm shift in voter attitudes? He thought it could, but he wastoo tired at the moment to
follow the thought.

The session managed to stretch into three days after al. Mary showed no early signs of folding her tent,
in spite of her promise to re-emerge sooner. Jack was actualy hyperventilating a times dueto his
emotiond tug of war with whatever he was hatching. Neither showed any awvareness of someone coming
and going, o it wasfairly easy to glance on occasion at whatever was on their monitors. A
cross-fertilization of ideas had apparently taken place, probably from the fact that both of them had read
thefirg andyssin detall.

Mary had nothing at al to do with the military, other than her association with Jack over the years, and
yet the organi zation chart shed created in one of her windows was sprinkled with military terms. Jack
was working financids and government-industrid relationshipsinto hislists and tables, yet those weren't
areas where held ever spent much effort. The focusing was obvioudy drawing on the archives of
memoriesfrom childhood on.

Wilma came into the kitchen and they compared notes. It seemed Mary had dept only once for about
three hours and Jack hadn't logged that much time even with his eyes closed, unless held dozed with them
open. Y et they'd both been up almost three days, double the time any norma human adult could remain
cogent. He wondered if it was because they had hisinitial analysisto draw on, but there was no way of
knowing. Also, both participants were hitting on the diet drink much more than earlier, foregoing coffee.
That was logically backward for any person with the coffee habit. What did it al mean?

It wasin the wee small hours when the sound of printer brought Murray out of arestless nap. Jack's chair
was empty. Had he goneto relieve himsalf? The printer had stopped and the output tray was |oaded. It
wouldn't hurt to take alook, even if the top page wasthefind in the series. There were Similar stacks
piled on the desk from previous printouts, and they were dl in the proper order, which meant Jack had
been printing in reverse order, last page first. The top page would be the title page for the group.

Itread: MILITARY PARTICIPATION IN PROPOSED REVOLUTION

Jack wasfinished. He was adeep in his bedroom, fully clothed with just his shoes off. He wasn't the only
one. Both Mary and Wilmawere adeep, aswell. The orded was over.

* k % %

"Wefindly tracked her down, Senator. The license plate at the airport belonged to some army colonel
assigned to one of those wegpons evaluation commands that test new weaponry, gadgets, that kind of
thing. He's stationed near where the Henderson woman has that home | mentioned. When Henderson's



place turned up empty, we checked with the army. They say the colonel's on unscheduled leave for
undisclosed reasons, but off the record he'd mentioned helping his niece find work. We got hishome
phone number and checked with hiswife, who said he was away on persond business she wouldn't
discuss. No mention of aniece, and no further input from her even when I--"

"Y our inquiries didn't identify mein any way, did they, Sam?"

"Of course not, sir, nor mysdf, but | did use your trick of referencing the Pentagon's review system. That
helped alittle. She--"

"Cut to the chase, Sam. Did you find Mary?"

" She's holed up with the colonel and most likely that so-called niece at some scientist's house south of
Oklahoma City. | think we can refer to the niece by some other term at this point.”

"Like mistress, the usud kind? Now that soundsjuicy, doesn't it, based on how we aready figure she
spends her spare moments herein D.C.? Y ou're probably right about the niece thing. Colonel'sgot a
honey on the Sde. Y ou say the wife didn't mention aniece?"

"No, gr, she--"

"Bingo! She may know about her competition, she may not. It'sthe kind of thing army wives put up with
alot. Now what can the four of them be up to out there in the boonies; if it's not sex? What's that
scientist do, anyway? Is he in with the weaponry crowd? Some sort of psychologist, maybe?"

"I can find out, but it will take some more of the dush fund. | sort of used up what you gave meto work
with."

"Do you even have anamefor this... thisscientist”?"

"Blake. HEsanobody, far as| can tell. Well have to go through the usud routes, dig up his records and
al that."

"Wadl, Sam, it just might be worth afew shekels more to run thisthing down. | just learned President
Robinson isn't getting aong too well with his veep and might dump him when convention time comes
around. That would put mein position for at least a crack at the job, and you know what that would do
for your career.”

Sam grinned.

"What that meansiswe--you and |, Sam--have to be doubly careful to cover anything that might turn up
later to blot my record. At the sametime, we have to keep gathering anything we can use on Carl
Crodey, just in case the Robinson possibility doesn't make the grade. Crodey's my only competition for
the senate seat. If Robinson decides not to run for the Oval Office again, a certain senior senator from
[llinois comes to mind for the top jab, right? Name of Merlson? All kinds of possibilities. Wewon't have
to worry about the size of any dush fund then, by God!"

"So gpend the money?!

"Whatever you need to, yeah. Y ou know how to draw on the fund without leaving any flags, but listen ...
| want that mistress or whatever sheisinvestigated, too. Twol'll get you five she's the colond's honey on
the Sde. What's his name, anyway? Did you get it?'

"Jack Williams, gr. Hisarmy fileisfull of commendations.”



"Doesn't mean shit. So Mary Henderson and this scientist are getting it on, Williams and his swestie have
athing going, and they dl get together for aswingding at the ranch. Nice! Soundslike | wasright about
her."

"Knowing that, it might be a bit risky, Senator, if you wereto try and ... if you were to--"

"If | wereto try to make her, Sam? That what you're saying? Wdll, you'reright, dammit, you're right!
Not until I know for sure what our boy Robinson hasin mind. Who knows, she might even comeinto my
parlor on her own if Robinson gives me the nod. Look, find out what kind of work the scientist isdoing.”

"Why would that matter?"

"It'd tell mewhat kind of man sheld likely go after herein D.C. Just ahunch. I'll betcha he'sawimp, the
kind who like dominant women, and he's got money. Leave Edelson to run my gppointments and you
stay on this case. Mary Henderson hasn't been out of Washington more than two days at atimefor years
and now she runs off to Okaahoma and hooks up with a scientist. Know where I'm heading, don't you?"

Sam Mecabrost's grin was his answver. Sometimes it was fun working for Allan Merlson. He honestly
believed, or had fooled himsdlf into believing, that his presence in office was aboon to the country, and
that al thefinancia whedling and dedling, with ahefty cut for himsdlf, was smply the way things done.
And he was such asuch alascivious old bastard, completely shameless; he considered extracurricular
sex asjust one more of the perks of office, the same as money.

* * % %

The well-dressed man flashed what he thought was awinning smile. The problem wasthat he used it just
atad too often, asif he couldn't finish even a short sentence without interspersing smiles between the
words. Mr. Alberto Marcos from the Nationa Science Foundation had one other little problem, Ernesta
thought, even though his1.D. seemed authentic enough. He was missing something no salf-respecting
Higpanic would ever do without ... alittle moustache. She wouldn't have redlized it quite so quickly had
he quit showing his pearly whites. That, more than anything, put her on her guard, but not until later.

"No, Ms. Wiggins, thisisn't an--he smiled--officid investigation. I'm merely amessenger boy for the
assstant secretary of the--another smile--Foundation. We're in the process of evauating next year's
budget and Dr. Blake's name--this one was even broader than the others--came up as apossible
recipient for one or more of our grants. All I need do is verify the nature and duration of his current
projects, then I'll get out of your hair." He smiled once more, but only his mouth. The rest of him seemed
made of cardboard.

How weird! And since when has the NSF been operating thisway? "Sir, I'm not &t liberty to disclose
that sort of information. | can make you an appointment with Dr. Craddock, our director, if you like."

The smilevanished. "All right, if that's the best you can do, I'll just have to accept it. However, | havea
breskfast flight back to Washington first thing in the morning that | must make. Could you get mein to
see ... what was his name?"

"Craddock." It was her turn to smile. "Dr. Hiram Craddock." You know all about Dr. Blake, but you
don't know his boss's name?

"Oh, yes. Could you get mein to see Dr. Criddick today?'

"Please have aseat and I'll seewhat | can do. He'sin conference, but | may be ableto interrupt. May |
take your identification card with me? Hell ask for it."



Shewaited until held chosen one of theinviting chairs outsde therail, then eft him browsing aNationd
Geographic. When she returned afew minutes later he was checking hisairline ticket.

"Dr. Craddock can seeyou at four o'clock today, Mr. Marcos. Here's adiagram of how to get to his
office.” She handed him adetailed map of the research facility, dong with his1.D. If Craddock had any
misgivings about the NSF changing their methods, he hadn't indicated as much.

As soon as Marcos was gone, she called the airport. Not only were there no early morning 'breskfast'
flights to Washington, there was no one by the name of Alberto Marcos with reservationsfor the two
actud flightsthat day.

Or the following day!

Something sinister was going on, even if Marcos was who he said he was, and that something was all
about Murray. Craddock's accommodation was a shock, since sheld expected him to glare, hand the
card back and wave her away without aword. He'd aready advertised the fact that he was 'tied up for
two weeks and would see nobody, but no sooner had she mentioned the magic words 'Nationa Science
Foundation' than he folded like wet cardboard.

Murray needed to know what was going on. She dialed his number, but several moments later lowered
the telephone handset and hung up without saying aword.

Sheld gotten his answering machine.



Chapter Nine

Other than staggering, bleary-eyed, to either of the two bathrooms on occasion, they'd al dept halfway
around the clock by Murray's reckoning. He managed to best the rush to erase the obvious growth on
his face and make himsalf dmost presentable before Jack douched againgt the outside of the closed
door, scratching the wood with hisfingernails and grousing under his breath.

"Better let mein there before | get any older.”

"Usethe other one."

"Mary'sinit. Okay, pd, it'syour carpet, not mine!"

That put an end to toweling off the shaving cream. "Oh, come on in, tiny bladder. I'm al done."
"Where's your toothpaste? I'm starved.”

"Remember to take off the cap before you bite down."

"Who's got timefor that? I'll just rip off the bottom end and squeeze!™

The conversation at the breakfast table was dmost as goofy as the tensons of the session wore off and
Murray's lumberjack-proportioned breakfast worked its magic. Then they got down to serious
discussion. The big surprisewasin how enthusiastically Jack and Mary greeted their results, even though
neither of them could believe they'd been under for three days.

Mary led the session over second cups of coffee while they were still Sitting at the kitchen table. "As| see
things, it'll have to be acombination of the military and an old stlandby you've dl heard before. It'sa
dichA®©, | know, but the proverbia 'Man On A White Horse' iswhat it will take, aknight in golden
armor who charges dl the way up the glass mountain. That'sfrom afairy tale, in case you don't recognize
it. Thisman would have to have the military backing him, of course." She paused, smiling at Jack before
adding, "It wouldn't work if the military tried it directly.”

Jack nodded. "Absolutely right on that score. Damned if | ever thought it would cometo this, or that I'd
even think about involving mysdlf in arevolution, but ... well, | keep going back to Murray'swords....
'lives, fortunes and sacred honor'. Y 'know, when this country was no more than settlers from the other
sde of the pond, our forefathers went after freedom tooth and nail until they got it. They had lots fewer
reasons than we have today, and their main antagonist was many weeks away by dow boat and a
treacherous ocean crossing.

"Our antagonists areright herein our midst, in the form of agovernment we ignored too long, filled with
crooks and those happy to have them, onitsway to hell in ahandcar and taking us down with it. No
ocean to cross here, nothing to stop it. Damn government isinto everything we do, looking in every
window, squeezing every thin dimeit can lay its hands on and making sure none of it gets back to usin
any beneficial way. It reads our mail, taps our phones, spies on us from satellites-of course, the military
doesthat too, but for completely different reasons--and creates more instant millionaires per year than
we had in the first three hundred years of our existence." He sipped at his coffee. "We had redl freedom
once, long ago. Then we gave the paliticians and lawyers our permission to stedl it back while they
wasted the nation's riches in the process. It's like the Roman Empire has come to Americato dieall over
again, complete with bread and circuses, while our wedlth drains away at the hands of goons wearing
Armani sUits”



Wilmagot into it. "I'm not as educated asthe rest of you, but it doesn't take rocket science to see where
we're headed. According to the morning newscast, we're entering a currency crisis.”

"That's going to be one of our biggest hurdles" Mary said. "Guaranteed our fearlessleader will ask his
loyal congressional servantsto enact even more duties on imported goods to, quote--save jobs--end
quote, which will make things even worse. Apparently none of them have ever read athing about the
great depression or any of the other financia crisesin the past, or the underlying causes of them.” She
paused reflectively for amoment. "Any of you ever heard of the South Sea Bubble, back a couple of
centuries ago when an investment craze had everyone with adime or ashilling investing in afinancid
empire that was mostly smoke, then lost their fortuneswhen it collgpsed? Murray, you have? Wilma, no.
Jack? Okay, the dollar isthe bubble today. It'sin sad shape. It'sin terrible shape, and the only thing
keeping it from vaporizing in front of usisour beief init and our debtors having no wheredseto go. It's
nothing but atree that's completely rotten inside the bark, ready to fall down with the dightest wind, but it
looksjust fine on the outside. The government has borrowed more money than can ever berepaid, and it
will findly end in either acrash or agradud sinking that's no better for being the dower of the two.
Nothing short of massinfusions of something universaly recognized aswedth will saveit.”

"Gold?" Wilmaasked.

"Gold's merely astandard against which any economy is measured. It could be anything considered
vauable by dl, but perception isthe only thing that makes currency vauable, and perception depends on
trust. Y ou can't find trust in aholein the ground called amine. It's earned with fiscal responsibility,
namely keeping the amount of money in the economy constant and flowing evenly, not pointing to the
illuson of gross national product. GNP tdlls us only how much money flowed for goods and servicesina
year. It doesn't address the nation's real wealth or lack thereof."

Wilmalooked puzzled. "I guess| don't understand money.”

"Money ... or gold or wampum or anything at al used to expressthe value of something ... isonly as
good as the perception by both sides that the same 'money’ can be used the same way to acquire or
trade away that same something to others. That's where trust comesin. Right now the dollar is perceived
by the rest of theworld asredlly shaky, meaning that at any timeit could be consdered a
hundred-percent risk. Let me ask you something, Wilma. If you knew of a corporation whose executives
had embezzled itstotd worth, run it into impaossible debt compared to anything it could producein the
dim distant future, and where it had aready been declared bankrupt and was being sold off a anickel on
the dollar, would you buy the stock at any price?"

"No."

"And if the same corporation hadn't yet declared bankruptcy, but everyone suspected it was in deep
trouble, knew about the debt and knew it could collapse at any moment with tremendous losses? What
then?'

"I till wouldn't. No, of course not, but | see where you're heading. What is our nationa wedlth, then?
How do we even know what it is?'

"Weé're between sixty and ahundred trillion dollarsin the red right now, depending on whao's counting.
Thenationa debt isthat dow sinking thing I mentioned, but it can and probably will leed to arun on the
big bank by American citizens and foreign debt holders eventudly--if not sooner.”

"Wilma, just to give you an ideaof what atrillion of anything is" Murray brokein, "here aretwo dimes.”
He put the pair down on the table, touching. "These together are about an inch across, about the same as
adlver dollar, okay? Now atrillion isathousand thousand million, or twelve zeroes after the one. One



trillion inches would stretch two thirds of the way around the world.”
"Thet'salot."

"Times sixty, and you have thirty-six times around the world, in slver dollars," Mary added. "That's what
this country owes, looking ahead. And that's only one problem well have to solve, once we make our
very firgt decison, whichis-"

"Who rides the white horse," Jack finished, more a statement than a question.

"Right." She picked up her printout and fanned the pages. "It'sal in here and weve dl gone over it, at
least briefly. | don't know how closely you followed my reasoning, but you must have seen my conclusion
that the person we pick hasto be an unknown, politically spesking, hopefully without any sort of apublic
image. He hasto sl the nation on their perception that he has no hand in anyone's pocket, has a sterling
background and has dl kinds of smarts aswell as buckets of common sense.”

It was Murray's turn to look puzzled. "I saw that part, but didn't understand exactly why."

"It derivesfrom the peculiar way our government functions. | should have said gover nments. Remember
that old adage, 'All politicsislocd'? Thiswon't go over unless we have someone who's never dabbled in
politics, but who'sintelligent and personable enough to have the mgority of people believein him. He
must be their spokesman, saying thingstheir way, using their words. His charisma hasto come from
within, not be painted on."

"Why do you keep saying 'him'?"
A mischievousgrin crinkled her face. "Well, you are amde aren't you?"

"Yes, but ... but ... hey, hold on adoggone minute here! Mary, what the hell are you saying? Omigod, not
me. Never!"

The impact of her statement was registered on the remaining two faces at the table. He searched both,
finding no answersthere.

Jack, whose mouth was twisted in an dmost-grin, finally nodded. "Intelligent and personable enough to
have the mgority of people beievein him, never having dabbled in palitics, whose only passon until a
recent tragedy was scientific pursuitsin the field of abnormal genetic physiology. Y ou do ride, don't you,
Murray, even though you say you don't like horses? | hear the white ones are best.”

"Y es, and they can climb the stegpest glass mountains,” Mary added.

Murray swung desperately back to the woman whose soft but implacable smile hadn't changed one whit.
"You can't possbly be serious ... Mary ... can you?"

Once the shock wore off, Mary outlined her reasons. "This can't be done all at once, any more than Jack
can induce the military to join arevolt just out of the blue. Therésalot of groundwork we haveto lay
first in order to sway public opinion, and that's where we may run into the mgjor obstacle: time.”

Wilma, who'd become the group's redlity check, asked another of her pointed questions. "Why doesit
have to be done right away, Mary? | mean, if it can be done at al, why isit so important to start now?
Thingsaren't getting worselikean ... an--"

"Avdanche?'



"Y eah, like an avdanche."

"Good question. Short and swedt, it hasto be launched before the upcoming election gets close, at least
well before the conventions. After conventions the voting public becomesfixated on one candidate or
another, regardless of the candidates party affiliations. It'll betoo late for usthen. The electionisalittle
more than ayear from now, so we need to set atarget date of roughly six to eight months from today.
That'll give us someleaway ether Sdeif we need it." She paused. "Speak up, Murray. Why the long
face? 1 know a hundred politicians in Washington who would love to run the country, not to mention a
thousand | probably don't know of ."

"What do | know about running a country? Why doesit have to be me?' His voice was dmost plaintive.
"Couldn't you find someone e se?"

"We could, but you want to know what your prime qudificationis?"
"It sure couldn't be good sense or | wouldn't be sitting here talking about it.”

Everyone laughed, even Mary, but then she sobered. "L ook, Murray, your very reluctance to take on the
job makesyou agreat candidate. If it were someone who craved power we might aswell leave things as
they are. Just asasde note, you'l bein on the gameright from the start. That givesyou aleg up.”

"| fill don't fed like you're picking theright man.”

"A few othersin history said the samething," Jack contended, "like Alexander of Macedon, for one. He
got over it."

"Hewasalot younger than ... oh, what's the use? Y ou both spent the same time under the microproteins
| did, and you're agreeing with each other. I'm just having an anxiety fit, | suppose.”

Mary patted hishand. "Don't worry, well al help, but you're going to be DaMan, so get used to it.”

* k% k% %

Craddock knew hisface was beet red, but there was nothing he could do about it. Marcos was an
imposing man, well over Six feet tall. Hed refused the invitation to Sit for hisvisit, and now hewas
actualy up on the desk platform, glaring down while he waited for an answer to his question. Making
things even more embarrassing, acorner of the most recent issue of LEWD magazine was peeking out
beneath the files ddliberately stacked on top to hideit. A second pile of folders occupied the other side of
the desk. Craddock quickly picked the top one up, whooshed it front and center, then examined the
labdl on thetab asif the answer were somewhere insde. Findly he nonchaantly dropped the folder over
the partid display of femae anatomy, straightened it to aign with the desk, then banged a hatily snatched
pencil down on top. It rolled off.

He whisked his hand back to blotter center ... Zip! ... then jabbed it forward ten precise inches to pick
up thevigitor's|1.D. lying there, making an issue of peering & it, then put it back using the same motions.
Finaly he glanced up a hisvisitor.

"I'm sorry Mr.... "He glanced once more at the 1.D. "...Mr. Marcos ... but we've been barraged by such
countless protests and threats of such import that | had no choice but to order Mr. Blake's research
terminated and the records destroyed, pending reviews and appedls, of course. He was a bit of awild
maverick, you see, and we can't afford to have the community view our corporation in any kind of
negdtivelight. I'm certain you're sengtive to such things.”

He glanced quickly at the offending magazine to be sure it was ill covered. Just then, to his horror,



Marcos leaned forward and placed both hands on the desk, one smack on the pile of folders! When the
pile shifted, he moved his palm to the wood surface, but there--another little portion of the cover girl was
showing again.

Fortunately, Marcos was directing his gaze at the occupant of the elevated chair, not at the pile of
folders. Unfortunately, he wasn't buying the story.

"Doesn't your company keep backups, Dr. Cruddick? Certainly you're aware that NSF guidelines
mandate duplication of al records, even though the research may not be under our auspices ... that's
ALL records, not just those that happen to suit some particular organization such asyours. Are you
saying | haveto report sgnificant non-compliance to my superiors?’

"Oh, well, yes. | mean, no! However, they may not include Mr. Blake's persond |aboratory notes.
Notes, asyou must know, are not considered records, at least not here at Barrington. In fact, | dare

w--"

"I'll take copies of the backup reportswith me," the visitor said. "Please have them prepared immediately.
Also, there must be other information you can give me. This matter could be of great importance to
Barrington and to Dr. Blake aso, don't you agree? Or, perhaps you don't agree, since you've labeled him
awild maverick." He reached down and retrieved his|.D. from the desk, diding it into hisinsde jacket
pocket. Craddock held his bregth, but nothing in Marcos manner suggested he'd seen the embarrassing
cover. Even S0, it had to be concealed one way or another. He swiveled abruptly to hisright, facing
Marcos, and nonchalantly draped his open pam across the offending portion. There.

"Mr. Marcos, | cantdl you only that Blake's research had to do with autism and afew microproteins he
isolated, but that's about al. Nothing outstanding, not at al, not at all. | reviewed hiswork and decided it
was unusualy mundane and pointlessfor aman of hisletters. Basic research at best, you understand,
much to my disappointment. Perhaps the backup fileswill have more information, but | serioudy doubt it.
If you can tell me more specifically whet you're efter, I'll have his co-workers and technicianstry to
recongtruct what he was doing. Or better yet, allow me to metry rehiring him and he can tell you himself.
I'd ing s, however, that the cost of hisrehiring not be loaded onto our meager operating budget. There
are certain overhead burdens we must bear in hiring anyone, even though Mr. Blake once worked here."

That said, he sat unmoving until Marcos decided the interview wasfinished.

Macabrost pursed hislips, turning away from the pathetic man with the high pompadour. He knew
someone who'd gotten where he was through politicsinstead of talent when he saw it. Thered be alimit
to how long the cregp might delay before checking on his Marcos dias, but more importantly thelittle
man wasn't telling the whole story. Why on earth would there be acommunity hue and cry over
something so mundane Blake's own supervisor would discount it as such? And autism, yet. What could
autism and micro-whatevers have to do with palitics, and why should they interest Mary Henderson
enough that she was--as Merlson puit it--a bitch in heat over the guy? He needed more information.

"Dr. Cruddeck, perhaps rehiring your scientist would be agood idea, even though the NSF can't in any
way reimburse your costs. Y ou understand our position, of course, though there are perhaps other ways
we can help if budget congtraints are your main worry. | can possibly arrange ageneral grant of some
sort, something | will ook into upon my return to Washington, but I'd like to hear whét your Dr. Blake
hasto say before | go. How quickly can you arrange aface-to-face?"

Craddock's head snapped down as though he might have seen something crawling on his desk blotter.
He shot his remaining hand forward, twisting dightly as he gripped the edge of the desk, then stared at
thefar wall for amoment, gppearing to grapple with some momentous decision as he turned his head this



way and that. Finally he drew a deep breath and turned back, managing to drag the top folder once more
over thegirl.

"I'll have hisformer assistant contact him and ask him to come back to work, with ahefty increasein
sdary, Mr. Marcos. I'm sure helll accept when he hears| personally rescinded my ... my decison to
terminate hisresearch. If you'll just leave me away to contact you, I'll let you know for certain.”" Hishand
now rocketed toward the original wayward pencil, zipping it back and poising it over hissmal ydlow
pad.

"I'm registered at the Waybrook Hotel out by the airport, room 442. Call methere today if Blake
accepts your offer, otherwise I'm afraid our interest in him must shift to someone dse. It would bea
shamefor Barringtonto lose out in dl this, an | correct?’

"No, no, we can't let that happen! That is, we do want to cooperate in any way we can, Mr. Marcos. |
shall indeed call you immediately, sir, and | thank you for choosing Barrington for congderation.” With
that he sprang to his feet and, bending forward robot fashion, thrust a hand across the desk. Marcos
would have to reach across the credenzato meet it; he showed no inclination to do so. Finally Craddock
withdrew, groping for something else to say. "We do appreciate being chosen by NSF for--"

"I believe you aready said that, Dr. Cruddeck. Actudly, it's primarily Dr. Blake we're taking alook at,
not Barrington. Now, if you'll excuseme...."

"Yes, yes. Of course.” And you will hear from me, Mr. Marcos.”

When hisvisitor was safely gone, Craddock immediately hid the LEWD magazine at the bottom of his
big drawer before stabbing the intercom button. "Ernesta, | need to see you in here this minute. We have
to re-hire Mr. Blake back immediately ... with afifty percent raise.”

* * % %

Ernesta stared at the intercom. What was going on? Murray hadn't returned the phone message shed
finaly decided to leave, which wasn't like him at al, and now Dr. Craddock was asking her to
inform--not ask, inform--Dr. Blake that he was re-hired at afifty per cent increase in sdary? Asif the
man could be bought!

Thistime Murray did answer the phone. " Sorry for not returning your cal, Ernie, but I've been very
involved with something | didn't want to interrupt.”

Shekept her voice low. "Quite dl right, Mr. Blake. Can you hear me okay?"
"You'retaking low, but yes, go ahead.”

"l just wanted to let you know that someone under an assumed identity was in here asking about your
research. He used the name Marcos."

"Marcos?'

"Y es. Then he came back and talked to Dr. Craddock, who now insists that you come back to work
immediately. Y our sdary isto go up fifty per cent.”

"Hmm. 'Curiouser and curiouser!" Assumed identity, you say? How did you spot him?'

"Hisidentification made him out to be a staff consultant to the National Science Foundation, here
checking up on you as potential recipient for one or more grants. But earlier he said hewasjust a



messenger boy for the assistant secretary, Mr. Blake. Something about that didn't compute. Dr.
Craddock had me make copies of al your backup files, and this man took them with him."

"Ernie, the NSF doesn't operate that way."

"I know."

""What e setipped you off?'

"He had a definite Spanish accent.”

"y

"So, how many Hispanic men have you ever met without atrace of mustache? At least alittleline.”

"Ah, the symbol of Spanish manhood. Good for you, Ernie. Put the two observations together, and it
spdls'fishy." You'd make agood detective."

"Thanks. | went astep further ... | hope you think | did theright thing ... | called the National Science
Foundation and asked to speak to Mr. Marcos.”

"And?'
"I got awoman named Y olanda Marcos. There was no Alberto Marcos working there."

"S0 ... your hunch paid off. Good girl. Now please tell Mr. Craddock I'm not interested in returning to
Barrington under any conditions. I'm not taking any job right now. Thanks for letting me know about the
snooper, though. That was good of you. And very clever.”

"| wasgladto doit, Mr. Blake."

"I'd gppreciate knowing if you hear of anyone el se asking about me. Next time | won't wait so long to
answer my voicemail.”

Murray stared at the phone, mulling the possibilities. It was Jack who broke the silence. He, Mary and
Wilmahad al heard Murray's end of the conversation. "Any ideas who Marcos might be?

"None. Thewholething's crazy. Craddock’s never submitted any of my current work to the NSF for
peer review, and | sure haven'. | never had anything substantia to submit until now, and El Jefe handed
my report back unread at the same time he instructed me to purge al records from the research lab
computers. There's no reason they'd send someone out here to check on me when a phone call would do
the same thing. Whoever chose to use the NSF as a cover for snooping sure picked aloser. Erni€'s
sharp. She'd make a great assstant for anyone, anywhere.”

Mary smiled. "Keep her in mind, then. We may need someone like her."
"So Craddock wants you back," Jack stated. "What's that tell you?"

"That suddenly | have something he wants, or thinks he does. | can't imagine ... unlesshe got dl excited
when the NSF came cdlling. Hed be the last oneto smell arat.”

"To use Ernie'swords, it don't compute. Who's Marcos, and who does he work for? He no sooner
leavesthan you get hired back at afifty percent increase by aguy who cries over pennies and dumpsyou
over nothing. Why? My gut tells me someone's found out what you were doing there at Barrington,
recognizesit for what it could be and comes|ooking to get his hands on the goodies.”



"Which aren't there any more, except in storage. Most of what | needed besides the microproteins | took
with me up here." He tapped his forehead.

Jack's eyes narrowed. "Could it be any of your peers, you think? Someone you talked to about your
progress, or maybe your hopesfor it?'

"I haven't aclue. Likel said, the whole things crazy from the git-go. Okay, | votewe al go into the den
and get back to our main topic. I'm gtill having trouble reconciling mysdlf asthe chief high muckety-muck
of thiswhole shooting match.”

But Jack didn't want to change the subject that quickly. "This Marcos thing is no coincidence, Murray.
Keep thinking. Maybe you'll come up with aclue after al."

Mary's announcement brought the discussions to atemporary close severa hourslater. "Jack, | can't do
much more here and there'saflight | can till catch to Atlantaif you can run meto the airport. | have abit
of businessthere before going onto D.C., where I'll start laying the groundwork for my end of our little
scheme. In the meantime you can start thinking how to prepare the military for our main man Murray.

Y our end's going to be tough because it hasto be all the military, not just the army, and my guesswould
betheresalimit to your list of trustworthy contactsin the other service branches. Am | right?"

"It be achalenge, yes, but my analysis addressed that in the main premise, namely that anyonein
uniform has had it up the kazoo with military status quo, with our present commander-in-chief Robinson
and dl the poaliticians running the Pentagon through their politicaly gppointed generds. The generds, in
turn, repay their promotions by advancing weapons systems and suppliers recommended by the
politicians, who in their turn collect big kickbacks and donations from the corporationsinvolved through
their lobbyids. It'saclosed circle, avenid and lucrative one for the power dlite, regardless of which party
isinfavor at thetime. Career professionas know how the damn thing should be run, know the priorities,
know how the money should be spent. Operative words here are ... everyone together, now ... career--"

"Professionals," camethe chorus.

"Excdlent. Y ou were dl paying attention. The very minute a viable dternative to the present mess shows
on the horizon, itll belike alightning bolt spreading out and engulfing anything it can reach. The mediawill
actualy help us more than anything else, dong with the obvious political hacks, by attacking Murray
every way they can. First wefix it so the American people are clamoring for someone like Murray. Then
I'll make sure some very key peoplein the military know he'sthe very onethey're dl looking for--a
combat veteran, an intellectua with honest-to-God integrity and someone who takes no horseshit from
the politicos and specid interests, al wrapped up in one man. And from now on, when you hear me
speak of the military, exclude dl the political generds and admirals. We're talking about the redl leaders,
men who worked their way to the top. They're the only ones who can sway the rank and file below.
Mary, if you can get the Washington crowd to go with Murray, | predict the military will follow. By
Washington crowd, | mean the movers and shakers, not politiciansasawhole.”

"Even S0, Jack, there may be afew politicianswe can turn. | can think of several dozen who'd be quick
to jump on any bandwagon, forget party affiliations. We won't promote Murray's candidacy for the office
at first. What we will promote is the need to draft someone completely outside the established circle of
mutual back-scratchers and bottom feeders, setting up our own definition of theideal candidate. My
premise supports a candidate who's extremely reluctant to wear the mantle of high office, yetisa
courageous, born leader.”

Murray looked to the heavens. "Whao'd you havein mind, Mary? My born leadership qualitieswere
tested to the utmost while | wastraining Moose and Sugar, and even then they more or lesstrained me."



"Mary, you forgot to add modest and unassuming,” Jack quipped. "Asfor my part, I'm not sure yet
exactly how I'll go about it. | was more concerned with whether it was possible at all, but now that |
know itis| can get into the nitty-gritty details. If you think the politicians have screwed up the
government, you ought to see what they've done to the military. With the help of abunch of those
politica generds, | might add.”

"I'm more aware than you might think, Jack. Now therée's one thing more, and that's how we're going to
communicate without the busybodies getting wind of it. This Marcos business over a Barrington worries
me, too. Phones are no better than the old-time party lines. Email is out. Even your prepaid phones are
risky, Jack. Can you get crypto-phones?”

"We need pseudo-random code stuff. We can get those units, yes. They're un-tappable asfar as content,
but remember, they can il attract attention eectronicaly speaking. They can be traced asfar aslocating
the two ends talking, so we--"

"Uncle Jack, what are you two taking about?'

"Oh, sorry Wilma. Okay, back in the early sixties we were using something called spread spectrum aong
with away of encoding data called aBarker code that made it ook like so much junk static. The
receiving end looked for a unique pattern that started its own decoder, the exact image of the encoder at
the transmitting end, and recomposed the original data. It was big and expensive. Now it'ssmall and
expensve, with even better encryption. If we dl have those, we can pretty well talk without anyone
listening. They can till figure out where the two ends are, though, if wetalk long enough. Thetrick will be
to keep anyone from suspecting were al connected in any way, particularly Mary.”

"Hesright," she added. "Even though | have my little place out here, anyone who might suspect
something could easily latch onto my taking an arline flight out and back. I'll need to establish some sort
of presence a my place next time, maybe talk to aneighbor or two, or my original redtor. It'stoo lateto
do that thistrip." She stood. "Murray ... Wilma... regardiess of how thisal works out | wouldn't have
missed it for the world. Now don't be surprised at some of the odd things politicians do and say the next
few months. I've got such areputation for being right they'll follow me blindly--for awhile. My job will be
to make sure they don't get together and compare notes when my words of wisdom begin to backfire.
Should beinteresting.”

"l don't see how you'regoing to doit,” Murray said.

She grinned. "What we have in Washington, Murray, is ahuge amorphous mass of liars and self-seekers
who play by unspoken rules. They conspire wordlesdy in the ways they cover each other, each with his
own personal agenda. Nobody points fingers at anyone el se, because everyone has both handsin the
cookiejar a al times. Sure they're elected, but eections are no more than a contest to see which
candidate can get the eectorate to believe his promises more so than his opponent's; that plus money.
Thosein office keep the boat from rocking by being predictable to their peers, also in office, and
especidly to those who put them into office, namely big money or big organizations.”

"And along comes Mary," Jack interjected.

"And dong | come, convincing certain of our key game playersto do or say something totally
unpredictable, even outrageous. They step in abig pile of it, so to speak, which they'll do based on my
reputation ... until they catch on to me. By that time we should be seeing massive public reaction, whichis
when we introduce Murray asacure for the mess. Jack, you have that pregnant thought look on your

face. Speak up.”

"Remember to tell Murray once again how you wouldn't have missed it, say some day in the future when



we're dl tied to that post and asking for alast cigarette. Me arevolutionist! Damned if 1'd ever have
figuredit." Hegrinned wryly. "Come on, let's get going before | change my mind.

* k * %

One of Ernesta's favorite old-time characters was Audrey Meadows, the woman who played Alice
Kramden opposite Jackie Gleason in the Honeymooners TV seriesway back in the Stone Age. Not only
was there aphysica resemblance, there was a bizarre smilarity between Ralph Kramden and H. D.
Craddock when it cameto vocd tirades. Alice would aways stand there stone-faced while Kramden
made an ass of himsdf, ranting about whatever only to crumble and gpol ogize when he redlized how
foolish he sounded. During her time at Barrington, Ernesta had perfected the same gpproach when it
came to dedling with the boss, but Craddock never realized how inane he was. Hed never crumbled in
her presence, never apologized.

"Ernedta, | can't understand why you FAILED to tell him his salary was to be boosted by awhopping
FIFTY PERCENT! Y ou must never have mentioned it, otherwise heéd NEVER have turned down an
offer like that. Dr. Blake was highly paid in the first place, compared to others | might have hired to do
hislevel of work, something you undoubtedly knew since you processed his pay, yet you choseto ignore
my ingtructions even though | made them extremely clear. How could you have missed the importance of
this... this... | want you to get right back on that phone and--"

"I didtdl him, sr. The sdary raise wasthe first thing out of my mouth." She ddivered thewordsin
monotone ala Audrey.

Craddock stopped his pacing and whirled quite suddenly, nearly knocking asmall, nearly dead African
violet from the corner of his desk.

"You couldn't have."

Shewore her best Alice Kramden look and crossed her arms. "He wasn't interested.”
"And he won't come back? Damn his soul, why NOT? Did he say?'

'Audrey’ shrugged, looking bored. "Perhaps he just wants some time off."

"But thisisn't just anybody wanting to talk to him, Ernesta, it's Washington! 1t's the National Science
Foundation! I'll have to give them something, or that Marcoswill put us out to pasture permanently. |
didn't like him one bit--not that we ever got any attention from NSF--but his whole attitude gave me
shivers. Shivers, you hear me? Well be missing out on some substantia grantsif he hashisway.” He
straightened the potted plant that had gone from robust hedlth to pasty yellow in just two weeks under his
care, then neatened his pile of folders and placed astapler on top. From her lower vantage point, she
could still seethe edges of severa of his secret girly magazines midway down the stack. " Send Blake's
assgant up to seemeimmediatdy. Surely he must know some of the details of what Blake wasworking
on, enough for usto recongtruct some of the work. | want him herein ten minutes, no more, and tell him
to bring along everything he hasin the way of records.”

"Our procedures stipulated they were al to be secured in the main computer, Dr. Craddock."
"Those same procedures--well, we need the input of the assstant. He must--"
"His nameis Norman Whedright."

"Thentel Whedleright what | just told you. I'll bewaiting."



Norman was pale, dmost sck. "Do | havetotdl him everything Dr. Blake wasthinking? He didn't
trandfer dl hisnotes"

"Y ou're going to have to decide that yoursdf, Norman."

"Right now?"

"Right now. What'swrong? Y ou'relooking asif he were asking for your first born son.”
"Nothing's wrong. Nothing you want to know about, anyway."

Any other time, that reply might have generated instant curiogity. Thiswas different. Norman was
speaking as aperson in hisown right, not as an appendage of Dr. Blake, yet there had to be away to put
him on guard. "Maybe | would want to know, Norman, and maybe you ought to share your concerns
with me. Dr. Blakeisafine man. I'd hate to see him hurt.”

She smiled and patted him on the arm. Norman was handsome enough to win some woman's heart if
only he were more forceful and salf-assured. The scene about to unfold in El Jefe's office would not be
pretty, especidly sinceit was Craddock himself who'd inssted that the officia set of recordswasal any
organization needed to keep. Lab notes were too prone to speculation.

When Ernestaleft to return to her office, Norman felt asudden rush of sentiment. Had that redlly been
her? The patting of hisarm was almost awakeup cdl, that and her concerned smile. Ever snce hisfirst
day at Barrington she/d seemed so cool and efficient, so very ... unapproachable--yes, that was the
word--that he'd actudly felt more comfortable avoiding her. But that quivery feeling when she touched
him, and her deep concern for Mr. Blake ... maybe she wasn't that way at dl. She seemed s0 ... S0
different, someone hed want to talk to about, well, things. Maybe when he was safely back from
Craddock's office he'd ask her to meet him somewhere after work for adrink.

The thought made his heart thump even more than it did when he learned he'd have to face the big boss
dl done

Dr. Craddock wouldn't like it much, but held get the bare minimum for dl his questions. After dl, things
Migter Blake said in the lab weren't official.

* * % %

"I'm sorry, Mr. Marcos, but Dr. Blake definitely did destroy al his personal notes and his chief assistant
really doesn't ppear bright enough to have retained much. It wasdl part of our internal procedures, you
see, and--"

"Ridiculous! What kind of research outfit destroys persona records? It soundsto me like you were
running some sort of illegd project out there, something you deliberately set out to cover up. According
to you, theloca community came down on you real hard, so what doesthat tell ushere at NSF? That
you were doing gene transplants againgt federa regulations? Perhaps using human volunteers? Either one
could close you down for good.”

At hisend of the phone, Craddock was swesating. "No, no, Mr. Marcos, that'snot it at all. Blake'swork
was nothing of the sort, not what you're saying. He merely thought he'd discovered some new sort of
microprotein peculiar to certain types of autistics called idiot savants, if that helpsyou, though | don't
see how it can apply to red life Stuations. Not at dl, not at dl. His son was autistic, you see, though not
in any specid way. | was unhappy from the very start with his choice of program goals, and as| said, his
work was hardly up to our standards.”



"Well, Dr. Cruddeck, at least | can agree with your opinion that such work would have no practical use.
Idiot savants are medical oddities." But not really, Craddock, not really. Retarded individuals with
one special talent to the exclusion of all others? Was that what Mary was after in this Blake
fellow? What kind of craziness was that? Idiot savants were usually incapable of brushing their
teeth or tying shoe laces, let alone functioning in society. Maybe she was looking to enhance her
already formidable political talents, though that seemed as unlikely as it was stupid. She already
stood almost alone in her field. Time to smooth Craddock's ruffled feathers a bit.

"Perhaps you can shed some light for usin another rather dark corner, Dr. Cruddeck, since as you say
there are none of Dr. Blake's persond notations available. Y ou are not by chance recording this
conversation, areyou?"

"What? Oh ... no, not at al."

"I do hope not, for your sake. Asyou know, werarely reved details surrounding our interest in any one
candidate under consideration, but you've been so cooperativein thisthat I'm tempted to bend therulesa
bit. Y ou understand, this must remain off the record. | need your guarantee on that point.”

"Quite understandable, air. As| said, if thereisanything | can do to help--"

"This hasto do with one of Dr. Blake's recent confidantes, an ... unscrupul ous woman known to be
involved in the practice of scooping ... | think that's the word for it ... scooping recent medical
developments. It's highly unethical on her part, but that aside, it aso ruins any chances our chosen
candidates might have for grants. Weinsst on exclusivity, asyou know. On the other hand, thiswoman
could have some romantic inclination for Dr. Blake, and that could explain her interest. What can you tell
me about him and any liaisonswith our fair sex? If thereis something like that, it could help Blake
immensdy from our point of view."

"Ah, | think | see exactly what you mean, yes, except ... well, I'm afraid in this case there could be no
romantic involvement, or even asexud one." He glanced down into his open desk drawer where an
overly airbrushed blonde gazed with doe eyes from the page. "Actudly, Dr. Blake'sawidower. He
recently lost both hiswife and son in acar accident, the reason for hisunwillingnessto returntowork in
my opinion. A man like that, you know, well, he was quite destroyed over theloss."

"Being awidower doesn't necessarily mean anything. All right, welll take that dl into consideration.
Thanksfor your help. I'll get back to you when | need anything dse.”

"Thank you, sir. If | may ask, when will the NSF be making their decision on--"

The click of ahang up was hisanswer.



Chapter Ten

Theflight timeto Atlanta and the one that followed to Washington hours later were timesin which to
think and plan. Mary maintained alengthy list of politicians, lobbyists and even industridists seeking
consultations with her, ten times as many as any one person could handle. Now it wastimeto 'dlow’ a
few more onto her client list, dropping others. In each case, her choice would have to bear totally on the
maximum impact possiblein the shortest time. Move quickly, stay focused and at al times be believable.
Anything she said from this point on would be designed entirely to further her ends, not theirs.

Even theword 'ends had to change now. It wasrevolution, plain and smple, and such aradica step that
it was gtartling to redlize how quickly it had happened. The remark Jack had made asthey parted, the
one about being tied to a post and asking for a cigarette before the firing squad got busy ... well, that
could easily happen, evenin America.

On the plus Side, not even blatant treason was considered grounds for punishment any more. If it were
looked upon asit had been two hundred years earlier, amgjority of the congresswould haveto be
executed for acts of didoyalty againgt the state. On their way to the firing squad or hangman, they'd drag
along thousands of conspirators.

Revolutions could go wrong in other ways, too. The military could well go it on their own, trying for a
coup oncethey got stirred up. Jack was completely right about al military service branchesbeing totaly
politicized, afact obvious even to the most myopic of Washington observers. There were too many
armchair generdls and political lackeys running the show. In another scenario, other politiciansmight try a
little rabble rousing of their own after the revol ution succeeded, hoping to musclein and take control from
those they'd deem crooks no different from themsalves. All these possibilitieswould have to be taken into
account, but that could be done later. The most pressing part for now was the groundwork.

By the time she reached the nation's capita, she knew how she'd go about it. There were afew rumors
about hersalf sheld need to plant.

* k % %

Mary took the proffered seat on the overstuffed couch opposite the president, who opted for hisusua
graight chair facing her. It placed him higher than most visitors. For her, the setting played right into her
scheme. President Emanue Robinson was well known as a L othario. What the bachelor president did in
private was, in hisview, nobody's business but his own and so far none of the women had done more
than start their own rumors, seeking notoriety for themselves. Unfortunately, Robinson was seventy
pounds overweight so his paramours were seen more as opportunists than trophies.

"Mr. President, | know it soundsinsane, but you'l just have to trust me on thisone. My adviceis often
controversid, but these are controversia times and my record to date is--to quote the Washington
Post--phenomend. They said that, | didn't. Y ou can chooseto ignore what | tell you if you want. It's
your cdl."

Okay, Mr. President, time to sneak a peek! Sheld chosen a short, apricot-colored satin skirt for the
interview, topped with awhite ruffled blouse and a black, fitted jacket. The sheer pantyhose were
deliberately selected because of their propensity for appearing to make awoman'slegsfairly glisten. It
was time to uncross and re-cross them while she made a point of checking her notepad. He'd have had
to be blind not get agood look at their full length. She made afeeble attempit to tug the skirt back down,
demurely danting both legs while she noted the twist of his mouth.



"Mary, | wouldn't have brought you into my private quartersif | had any doubts at al about your advice.
| definitely do want to hear it, without the problem of ... asyou know ... the recorders running. There's
not much we can discussin the Ova Office unless we pass notes.”

"Which you haven't done since you chased skirtsin high school, right Manny?" She made her grin
beguiling.

He chuckled. "Yes, | guess| wasabit of achaser.”
"And you dill are”

Thistime he laughed, letting hiseyeslinger abit. "Not unusua for akid with abit of Spanish blood in his
veins. Oh, wdll.... "Heran his hand across dark brown hair that had a habit of popping up in the back.
"Now, on to the reason you're here. What is this good advice?"

"As| said, you may think it insane, but in my opinion it won't hurt you one bit to accidentaly usethe'N'
word in your upcoming speech on entitlements.”

"N word? Y ou don't mean nigger, do you?"'

"Absolutdly. It's aquestion of numbers. My research suggest you're going to need al the white vote you
can get, and dipping that way will gain you more than you'll lose of the black. Not only that, by eection
time, blackswill be more interested in housing allowances than anything you may have said in the past.

Y ou've dready hinted strongly about that being one of your favorite campaign themes. 1t will dso swing a
lot of the Hispanic vote your way. The numbers support me."

"Well, if you say so, Mary. Y ou do have a propensity for being right, but my pollsters haven't said
anything likethat."

"Y ou're paying them to tell you what you want to hear, Manny, so what did you expect? If you actudly
went out and commissioned aredly fair poll you'd see acompletely different picture, and you know it.
Don't worry about the uproar thiswill cause, becauseit'll be no more than atempest in ategpot. Just
throw off ahalfway decent apology and answer no further questions about it. If reporters persigt, tell
them you stand on your record with blacks. That's when you mention how you're planning on introducing
housing dlowancesfor lower income families. That's agood, stock answer for anything you don't want to
talk about, by theway."

She uncrossed her legs for asecond time, not bothering to tug the skirt. The poor baby! He's certainly
struggling with his natural instincts.

"All right, I'll doit, by golly. I'd rather trust you than those pollsters, anyway. And Mary ... | would like
more of your inputs, only my preferenceisfor your first thoughts on any topic as opposed to something
you might have thought long and hard about. | find that better than the other way. Perhaps we could
spend some time here together, say after hours when neither of usare quite so busy? | find it easier to
focus on important things when I'm relaxed. | could pop off afew questions and you could just relax and
say whatever you think. | think we could both have aredly good time, and of course, I'd pay you."

She beamed as she leaned forward on the couch cushion, managing to expose considerable cleavage
while getting to her feet. Another little tug to smooth her skirt, and it wastimefor her parting line.

"Why Manny, | do believe you're propositioning me. Well, | must say | find the idea extremely ...
appeding. Shal we say I'll look forward to considering that sort of thing just as soon as my own schedule
dacksup abit?’



* * % %

"Ms. Senario, | know it doesn't sound right, but that's the best advice | can give you. As one representing
adigtrict dmost totally composed of minorities, it's no wonder you're recognized as an advocate for all
minorities, but you are definitely Stting on atime bomb in terms of losing control. Are you aware of how
many of your congtituents are planning to take disproportionate advantage of your patronage? How many
cdlsof discontent there are in your own district? My advice hasto do with kegping themin line whileyou
make them think you're on their side. Y ou'll be able to garner not only the added votes you'll need to
crush your oppasition, but the move will bring you alot more influence when it comesto gppropriations
next term. Y ou risk nothing. Before they redlize what's happened, you'll be safely in position for another
two years. Plenty of time to mend fencesthen.”

Congresswoman Gina Senario looked startled. Such aremark was the last thing she'd expected.
Conversationsin her presence dways tiptoed around subjects like that, with politically correct wording
saying exactly the same thing while avoiding precise language. She chose her words carefully.

"Ms. Henderson, | wastold you'rethemost ... astute ... political analyst in Washington, but | never
imagined that kind of advice. Why, it ssemsto melike politica suicide, promising things| can't possibly
ddiver. It'stoo transparent.”

"Absolutely right, but the only way to keep ahead of the other parties these days. They promise everyone
the stars and moon, and you know it. The problem with being openly honest isthat your congtituents
automatically assign the same degree of dishdlief to everything you say, honest or not, so you come out
with anet negative while your opponents can gtill point to a pile of goodies nobody might believe, but
everyone hopes will somehow be ddivered. It'sdl hoopla I'm laying it on theline"

She eyed the representative directly and purposdly, after that meaningless garble, letting her eyes shift to
the other's bare arms and linger there before returning. Gina Senario was alesbian. If theréd been a
sudden flicker of interest, perhaps of another kind, it didn't matter. The desired effect was best created
subconscioudy, and Ms. Senario was visbly warmer afew momentslater, sighing heavily.

"l wish the game didn't have to be played like this, Mary. We're redly not accomplishing athing herein
Washington any more."

"Gina, Gina..." The words were accompanied by a soft pat on thearm. "If you want to stay in office, you
must play the same game everyone else does. Y our contributionswill dry up otherwise, and I'm sure
you're aware that the political process runs on money. Only on money."

"All too well. All right, God knows I've paid you enough for this consultation, | may aswell listen to what
you say."

Mary put on her brightest smile. "The oneswho listen to me get re-elected. It'll be great to see you retain
your pasition. Y ou are doing such agresat job.”

* k% k% %

Senator John Swenson was obvioudy ill getting over the shock of finding held suddenly gained access
to Washington'stop political analyst. Considered a shoo-in for a second term, thanks to support from
billionaire George Sokos and separately from organized labor, he was nervous about his e ection chances
nevertheless. His chalenger for the office had caused darm with innuendos about improper campaign
contributions, and now the extent of Swenson's behind-the-scenestiesto organized labor wereadsoin
danger of being exposed. HEd dready started his own smear campaign in retdiation, but hed aso
sought counsdl from the one person others considered ‘top drawer' when it came to honest straight talk



and secrecy. On top of that, she was a damn good looking broad! Rumor had it that, despite her
sometimes-brittle demeanor, the woman from Oklahomawas ‘availabl€e for certain private extracurricular
eventsif theinducement were high enough, and particularly went for tanned, blond men. That wasn't the
only rumor, but it certainly applied to him. If he played hiscardsright....

Despite various accumul ated photographs of her, he was quite stunned by Mary's mid-thigh length "little
black dress." Mary Henderson was more than good looking. She was aknockout! He smiled his
warmest when she arrived.

"Ms. Henderson, I'm truly honored and humbled by your very presence herein my office. Y ou'rethe
most sought-after woman in Washington."

"Probably true, Senator Swenson, but | made a specia accommodation in your case. Shall we get right
down to business? | haven't much timetoday.” Her lack of smile suggested she might not have dressed
for his particular appointment, but for something to follow. Like perhaps aforma soirA©e? Or
something more private?

"And also one of the mogt attractive anywhere, | must say. Much more glamorous than your pictures.”

"Why, thank you, Senator. They warned me you were acharmer, but you may think differently when you
hear my advice. Asyou know, that's my stock in trade these days. Sadly, my only one, asit turnsout.”
She paused, casting glances around the room as if judging the decor. Her gaze cameto rest on apair of
straight-back chairs.

"Oh, please | et's use the comfy ones over here, Ms. Henderson. | didn't intend to charm you, redly, just
blurted out some honest thoughts.”

"Quitedl right. | took it asarare compliment." She deposited her dim briefcase dongside the
upholstered chair and sat with amodel's precision, kneestogether. "Now then, Senator, we both know
that you owe your phenomend politicd riseto two factors. Oneisthe backing of George Sokaos, who
funded your campaign most cleverly through the many various groups he contrals, plusthe lavish attention
he devoted to you on hiswebsite."

"Wdl, | ... Ms. Henderson ... | can't--"

"The other is organized |abor, not to be confused with the mob. Or perhaps ... well, take it either way."
Shedowly lifted oneleg and crossed it over the other, smiling directly a him. Mary noted that it wasall
he could do to keep his gaze locked on hers during the process. "While there is nothing wrong with
either, Senator--we do take support from any quarter these days, do we not?--you antici pate continued
backing from both cornersin your re-election bid and have as much as said so publicly. Naturaly, both
factions applaud your every word. The problem isthat they are both planning to swing their support to
your competition.”

"What! | can't beievethat, Ms. Hender--"

"My advice, John--which you are freeto ignore if you wish--isto begat them to the punch and in the
process bring one or both back to your camp.”

"| don't quite understand.”

"By attacking both sponsors now and not after they've made their new positions known, you stymie
their initiative and put them in adefensive position. God knows there's enough dirt on both of them. Do it
quickly and forcefully. Timing is everything in this business, as you know, and you can't afford to wait if



you want maximum impact. However, in the closing weeks prior to the eection you come roaring back
insupport of both. Y ou certainly don't need meto tell you how to do that, either, but do you redlize what
animpact that would have?Y ou admit you were wrong, your congtituents admire you for doing so and
automaticaly forgive human error asthey always do, your two sponsors are forced to publicly
acknowledge alamb returned to the fold, and you're in astronger position than ever.” She uncrossed and
re-crossed her legswith her find three words. Thistime he couldn't help but drop hiseyeswhile she
stretched the skirt back into place. For amoment her Sartling advice took a back seet to his elevated
pulserate. Maybe the rumorsredly were true. If so, sheld dready given him areal come-on. She might
have worn alonger dress!

She amiled with alittlelift of one eyebrow. "A penny for your thoughts at this very moment, Senator.
Y our rapt expression makes me suspect were both thinking the same thing, am | right?”

My God, we sure are! "I'd need ... uh ... to consider your proposition at length, Ms. Henderson. You
come across asabit of asurprise, asl'm sure you know, but onel think | could warm up to fairly
quickly. I'd need ... uh ... abit more information, though. By any chance could | interest you in sharing a
bit more of your insghtswith me, say over drinks after hours?1'd certainly enjoy that."

"I'd prefer just Mary behind closed doors, Senator. After al, you paid asmall fortune for my advice just
now, SO why not? Asto casua conversation over drinks, as appealing as that does sound in your case,
John, I'm afraid my evenings are quite booked for theimmediate future. I'll keep it in mind, though. Y ou
do understand that such liaisons have to be extremey covert, € se both of us could find our reputations
tarnished. I've managed to keep mineintact and very private ... so far.”

"Oh, well, when it comesto privacy ... Mary ... | can guarantee no one will be the wiser."

"Good! Now | must go. Busy, busy! Keep in touch.”

* * % %

It was liar's poker on ahuge scale, with playerslining up to tosstheir money into thekitty ina
sky'sthe-limit game. Mary's advice over the next month or two aways fit the ambiguous category,
leaving room for reinterpretation as events themselves changed. Her goal wasto pit the players againgt
each other, leaving room for Murray to step into the ensuing vacuum. Most of her chosen targetswere
men, but her clothes and demeanor were assessed by their fema e saff nevertheless. Rumors she hersdlf
ingtigated flew and demands for her advice flourished. Her list of clients expanded to include more than
forty of the newly chosen targets, those who'd be most disruptive with their surprising actions as eection
time drew nearer.

Beyond the deliberate teasing, underlings and others might wonder about her contradictory advice once
they saw it being put into play, but her clients themsaveswouldn't listen. Once they'd shelled out thelr
money for the tremendous fees she charged, it was hard not to use her advice. Theworld of politicswas
rife with turnabouts, double-dedlings, surprises and dander anyway. There were no longer such thingsas
loyalties, party-wise or persona, only tacit understanding among the playersthat certain rules of the game
wereto befollowed if al wereto benefit. Money was the name of that game, most of it going into
persona pockets and the rest so much smoke and mirrors. No eections were won these days without
piles of cash, and most often the candidates raising the most were the loudest, boldest, most outlandish
and hypocritical. A proven fund raiser stayed in the party's good graces regardless of politica errorsor
migudgments. Mgor misca culations could aways be softened by promises, public and private,
especidly if the mediawere on one's side--and these days that could be arranged with enough money
and influence behind the scenes. Washington politica reporters were as cynica as street progtitutes. At
the same time, candidates were aways on the dert for ripples on the pond, omens and portents that



could mean defeat at the polls. They were hungry for advice. Her advice. After dl, who e se batted .800
in agame where guesses were wrong most of the time?

If the ultimate god of the game she was playing now wasn't so serious, it would dmost be fun, watching
the rumors she encouraged about her indiscretions percol ate through the political byways of the
Washington dlite. Those people were dways reedy to believe the worst of their fellows even while
working with them and Mary used that to the full extent of her ability.

* * % %

Brenda gently poked Murray'sface, findly deciding it was genuine. "Well, you seem redl enough. After
what Jack told me, | wondered whether some dien or wild eyed militiaman hadn't taken you over."

"I'm gtill me." Hewanted to laugh, but she looked far too serious. Instead, he gave her an extratight hug
before shaking hands with Jack. Then, surprising himself, he gave Wilmaabig hug, too. She appeared
gartled for amoment, but alittle smile said it was okay. On their way inside, he mentioned his re-stocked
liquor cabinet and the seven-course dinner he'd prepared, ready whenever they were.

Brendarolled her eyes. "What are we having, if | may ask?' Shetugged Wilmasarm. " Sometimes he
does okay, but you take your chances, know what | mean?"

"Just for that, Brenda, I'm going to water your drinks,” Murray retorted. "1 made my speciaty--roast beef
sandwiches and potato salad.”

"That settlesit! You'rered, much as| hate to admit it."
Wilmawasintoit by then. "Isit that bad?'
"It'shisgpecia med, but he never puts enough seasoning in the potato salad.”

"Thelast time| seasoned it your way, you wouldn't egt it. Okay, | changed my mind about the drinks.
Y ours I'll make twice as strong. Enough acohol and it dl tagtes dike."

That got alaugh, but she sniffed her drink nevertheess. Her surreptitious wink a Wilmawasn't quitea
sneaky as she thought, but Murray decided against another round of one-liners. Instead he brought out
bottles of scotch and bourbon, with the ice cooler hooked over hisfinger, setting the works on hisbig
coffee table cut from a section of a huge misshapen tree. He poured three fingers of bourbon, raised his
glass and nodded. "Y ou can have at me now, Brenda. | have my defensesready.”

"I will. Jack thinkswhat you've doneisjust short of Moses accepting the ten commandments from God.
I'm not that sure, but I'm willing to be convinced, so convince me. Begin at the beginning and go ontill
you come to the end: then stop.”

"You, too? That was one of Connie's favoritesfrom Alicein Wonderland."
"I think theking said it."

Jack just rolled hiseyes at the celling. "Murray, quit with the Alice stuff, drink your defenses and sart
taking."

If Brendarefused to go aong, no doubt Jack would reluctantly bow out, so it was important not to skip
anything. Firg, the ideafor research--the focusing phenomena shown by some autistics--then
continuation into the process of recovering the microproteins apparently inherent to the state. Or,
conversdly, the focusing that stimulated genes in those particular microproteinsto code for more than the



norma amount in the autistic person's body. He admitted being unsure of exactly what took place, but
emphasized how the recovered microprotiens, desensitized and replicated, apparently worked perfectly
in another person's bloodstream.

"But how do you know the results you get are correct, Murray? It sounds like something from adope
dream to me."

"No answer other than deep conviction, and that's the crux of it. We found not one shred of faulty logic,
no fase assumptions, no factua errors, no numerical inconsistencies, no dead ends. | could go on, but
remember, Brenda, we al approached thiswith initial doubts. They evaporated early on and never
returned. | guessthe only way to redly convince youisto let you try asmal sample yourself.”

Jack leaned forward asif he were going to protest, then settled back in his chair. Wilmasaved him from
whatever objection he might haveraised. "I want to try it, too."

"What would each of you focuson?"

Wilmawas ready with her answer. "1 think 1'd like to discover how people in my age group would react
to ared revolution. After dl, if it turnsinto fighting, it's the young people who do the bulk of combat.”

"I hope it doesn't involve much fighting, but you've got agood point there. And you, Brenda?'

"How about if | carry Wilmasideaalittle further and concentrate on how women would react? Wouldn't
you liketo know something like that?"

Jack spoke amogt before shefinished. "Absolutdly. In fact, it's probably a prime consideration. High five,
sweetheart!"

For along moment, Murray could think of nothing to say. How could something that important have
waited thislong to come to the surface? And how many otherslikeit were lurking, waiting to be put on
the table? Nothing is ever perfect, he reminded himsdf, but he suddenly felt alittle queasy.

* * % %

The microprotein supply taken from the lab was anything but inexhaustible, and two weeks later it was
amogt gone even though none had been wasted. Even though involving Norman further was distasteful,,
Murray cdled and asked him if hed do another replication run after hours and send the new supply of
microproteinsto the ranch by courier.

"Sure, Migter Blake. Thereplication is easy once you have the parameters plugged into the software, and
suppliesare no problem. I'll do it this evening and get them off to you in the morning, eveniif | haveto call
ingck."

"Norman, thank you. Thismeansalot to me. And in case you're wondering, it does work on humans.
Also in case you're wondering, the microproteins are being put to very good use.”

"Solong asit'syou, | won't worry about it, Mister Blake."
"Well, thanks again. I'll tel you more about what I'm doing when | think it's safe.”
"No problem. | better get going so | can set thisup.”

What ardief! Once thiswhole thing was over, Norman would be repaid for histrust. Maybe alittle
shove toward furthering his education, or even some financia backing. Hed like that.



On baance, with alittle more than five months until the eection, their plans were beginning to assume
find shape. One mgjor factor ill lacking wasfor Mary to return from Washington and integrate
everything she'd been doing. The other wasfor Jack to find some way to increase hisavailable freetime.
The solution to that problem came by surprise. HEd gone back to base, only to show up two days later.
As soon as hewasinsde and settled down, he dropped his bomb.

"l resgned my commission today, and put in my retirement papers. And | have alot of accumulated leave
saved up S0 I'm taking it rather than getting paid for thetime.”

"Infor apenny..."

"Right. Our last session pointed methat way. | can do more from retirement than | could by remaining on
activeduty.”

"How long will it take"

"Congdering how many of the political generds|'ve offended oneway or another, it shouldn't belong. In
fact, | doubt I'll have to go back except for aday or two of processing out. Now | can redlly get the ball
rolling by speaking my mind. | couldn't do that while on active duty."

"Don't go overboard until Mary gets back here and updates us."

"A lot of what she'sdoing isalready apparent, if you read between the linesin the political news. No one
| know can remember atime when there's been such a sudden spate of reversals, upsets, surprises and
anger coming out of Washington. It seemslike certain of the favoritesare dl in disarray and some
complete unknowns are suddenly being shoved onstage. That's Mary'swork, pal. | told you she's good.
The medids going crazy. They lovethis stuff.”

"l haven't seen my name come up yet."
"Thetimesnot right. Now it'sall aout preparing the moment to meet the man, so to spesk.”
"Wel, | ill don't fed likethe man."

"All the better. By the way, I've started contributing to a payroll for Wilma. She's too important to usfor
her to be out looking for ajob, and we have plenty of money for thetime being.”

"Sodol ... for thetimebeing ... but the way inflation's going, it'l be down by athird thistime next year."
"Just S0 it lasts until we take over. Hey, here's something new. | think Wilmas alittle sweet on you."
"What?"

"Y eah. Brenda thinks Mary might be, too. What're you using for aftershave? I've got to get me some.”
"Sorry, Jack, it'stoo soon after ... you know ... after Connie.”

"I know, and so do they. Don't worry about it for now. We need to get to work. Mary is going to decide
which well-known palitician well need, aswell as agood reporter we can recruit for our side. | say the
reporter may be more important than the politico, but well see.”

"How about the military? Picked your man yet?"

Jack leaned back in his chair. "Murray, unlessI'm awfully surprised, the man | want will be getting in
touch with me soon as he hearsI've put in my retirement papers. Whether helll go dong with us... well,



I'm not so sure of that. | have dternate namesif hewont, but he'sthe man I'm redlly going after. None of
that concerns usright now. A revolutionisall well and good, but we have to start thinking about what
were going to do with it once it happens.”

"I've dready done somethinking."
"So havel. Let's have adrink and compare notes.”

"What could you possibly know about being adrift done in outer space?’

* k% k% %

Generd Nathanid Foreman ordinarily did little more than scan the names of officers requesting
retirement, after receiving recommendations from his staff. Barring some factor he knew thet they didn't,
he routinely approved the applications, but ... there couldn't be more than one Colonel Jack Williams of
that age and specidty in the army. Foreman pressed the button to summon hisaide, Mgor Thomas
Glenleir, who stuck his head through the door afew seconds later. Foreman held out the list with Jack's
name underlined in red ink.

"Tom, get this officer on the phone as soon asyou can, even if he's off duty. | want to talk to him."

"Yessr." Glenler departed faster than usud. When the generd put that preemptory tonein hisvoice, he
expected action.

* * % %

Murray held out the receiver. "It'sfor you, Jack."

"Probably Brenda, wondering if I'm surviving your peanut butter and jelly baked potatoes.” Hissmile
faded once he took the phone. "Yes, g, it'smeadl right. No, gr, it's nothing | want to go into over the
phone. I'm afraid you'll have to come see me. No sir, you'll have to come here." There was a pregnant
pause. "No, wait--let me give you the address where I'm staying. Y ou won't find me at home." After
another pause, his smile came back, wider than before. "Y es, sir, tomorrow at the ... no, wait, if it would
be quicker there'saprivate airport half amile from here, Brant Brothers Airfield and Hangar, that'll take
any amd| plane. Your pilot will findit. Also, it might be best if you both comein civilian clothes. Y oulll
understand when you get here.”

When the call ended, Jack |ooked thoughtful. "What did | tell you, Murray? That's my man, and he did
get in contact with mejust like | said. Hell be heretoo, if for no other reason than curiosity. Y ou don't
tell afour-star general to come seeyou if he wantsinformation; it's the other way around.”

"Maybe you'd better tell me alittle more about your four-star, seeing as how I'm scheduled to be
working with him."

"Okay, he'sin command of --"
"Does he have aname, for openers? I'd guessit, but--"

"Nathaniel Foreman. Sort of revolution-ish sounding, don't you think?"



Chapter Eleven

Jack put hisfeet up on the coffeetable. "Nat Foreman was my first company commander back when |
was a smart-ass second lieutenant right out of West Point. | thought | knew it al back then, just likealot
of young bucksdo. Y ou know the first thing he said to me?

"I will inamoment. Y oure gonnatell me, right?"

"Hesaid | should ... yeah, yeah, | know--you weren't there ... he said | should listen to my platoon
sergeant, aguy named Mooney. Can you beat that? | mean, a platoon sergeant? Herel wasall fired up
by the cadre up there on the Hudson, and | end up with anoncom schooling me on the facts of life, army
style. Nat kept drumming other thingslike that into me for half ayear, the best advice I've ever gotten.

"Then, when we deployed to the Gulf, | wasto listen to him--Nat--the first couple of monthswe werein
combat. In both cases| knew if | didn't follow his orders he'd damn well pound some sense into my
head.” Jack laughed at the memory. "Nat's the smartest man in the army, bar none, maybe the smartest
guy I've ever run across for that matter. His advice saved my life at least once, and kept some of my
troops from getting killed had | done things the way the academy taught me. All the book knowledgein
the world doesn't substitute for practical experience. | served under him again later on, when he was
commander of the assault forcesin Venezudla. HE's agreat combat commander, but then he's good at
everything hetakes on. The only reason heisn't chairman of the Joint Chiefsisthat he pays no attention at
all to politica correctness. He sayswhat he means and half the army knowsit. The other half respects
him but thinks he should have toned it down to get the promotions. If he comes over to us, the rest will
follow, and the good thing isthat his reputation transcends the army. He used his battalion onceto keep a
Marine unit from getting chewed up, and they made him an honorary Marine."

"I didn't think the Marines respected anyone but other Marines.”

"Seewhat | mean?If Mary can find us a decent reporter and a politician just half as good as Nat
Foreman, we won't have to worry."

"Why's afour-star so hot to see alow-life colonel ?*

Jack rolled hiseyes. "Low-life, the man says! Well, since | probably won't get another drink unless| ‘fess
up, Nat had me dated for brigadier general and was setting about to seethat | had good postings that
might eventually get me there. Not where I've been these |last months, but something substantia. That's
how he operates. He never pushes for promotions on his say so, but he will put people he views as
competent in positions where they have a chance to earn their rank. Even renegadeslike me. Makes no
difference who you are or where you came from, rich man, poor man, white, yellow, red or black. He
looksfor competence, plain and smple, damn the affirmative action crap. Seethe difference?’

"I like him dready, which tells me the politicians and political generals hate hisguts.”

"With apassion, pa, with apassion. Some say he's so out of date he belongsto the WWII army. They're
the same ones who don't stop and examine his record.”

"Think we can get him?"

"Yeah. Yeah, Murray, | do. Something tells me helll see our plans the same way he sees any big picture,
including hisownrole. I predict helll beway out in front of us before we know it."

* * % %



Foreman'samost visible auracommanded attention even from adistance. Tal and athletic, heliterdly
bounded from the car when Jack returned with him from the airport.

Therewasaspring in his step, and hisface and stance retained ayouthful vitality that made him appear
years younger than his actud age. Even 0, his short-cut hair was dmaost completely white, agenetic trait
he'd had as long as Jack had known him.

Murray figured Foreman's pilot would come aong, too, but the man e ected to stay with the plane and
haveit ready for the return run. That didn't sound as though the generd was planning on any kind of
extended stay, but Jack didn't look worried. He'd dready predicted that kind of brusqueness.

Onceinside, Foreman ingsted on making his own drink, amild scotch and water. He wasted no time
getting right to business. What wasit al about? Jack did the talking, keeping his sentences even more
short and succinct than usud. When he got to the part where Murray's salf-inoculation got them Started
down the path toward a second American revol ution, he paused. Foreman sei zed the moment to swing
his gaze, narrow-eyed, toward Murray. Finally he turned back to Jack with anod that said it al. Hed
made his judgment in a matter of seconds, and it was positive.

"That'swhen Murray contacted me," Jack continued. " Soon as he brought me up to date on what he'd
done, | knew we needed an old friend of mine, Mary Henderson. She's aprivate politica andyst with a
high-priced consulting service, s8dom wrong. She--"

"I know of her. Good reputation. Go on."

"Sheflew out here at my urging. We both agreed the only way to relate to what we were hearing wasto
go through it oursalves, so we did. Asfor mysdf, | didn't waste amoment wondering if it waswise or
not. Murray's had my trust for years. Mary wasjust being Mary. She wouldn't advise someone to jump
off adliff unlesssheld doneit firet."

"I assume you dl prepared complete andyses following your experiences, something | can snk my teeth
into."

"Yes, dr. Taken together, nearly six hundred pages worth, double spaced.”
"My God. That would take atypica two-fingered army clerk three monthsl What'sin them?”

"Oh, just common everyday

political-soci oeconomi c-legal -governmental -scientific-military-internationd - historical - psychol ogical -demo
graphica stuff. Murray and | came up with pretty much the same things, with different emphases and
priorities, of course. Mary's conclusions were close to ours, again with adifferent emphasis. The big
point isthat beside our specia areas of expertise, al three of uswere operating in areas we didn't think
we knew awhit about, when in fact our brains knew infinitely more. | had tota recall of things| might
have read or heard twenty years ago, dl the while factoring in new stuff from the net and having it all
come together like some huge jigsaw puzzle. Bang, in went a piece from the day before, and then one
from an hour before, dl in 3-D and color. One after another, each piece intact, no fuzz, no assumptions,
no ifs. It'sno wonder normal people can't break into certain autistic people'strances. | never redized
how little I use my mind in the normal sens=”

"And Mary? What about her?'

"Same thing. She's dready one damn smart cookie, but when she came out of it she was amazed. Once
again, shewas tackling two dozen smultaneous trains of thought while typing out completely organized
summaries. Murray said she had a good ten windows open and running al a the same time. Right now



she's busy laying our groundwork in Washington. At the same time she'sfeeling out a good reporter and
adecent politician to work with us."

Foreman snorted. "Where do you find a decent politician?"

"There are afew, according to her, but think again if you're looking for a decent corporate lawyer or
decent legd anything. She saysthat profession hasjust about sold its soul to the boysin Washington, the
corporations and the moneyed dite. We can get back to that later."

"Y ou're assuming I'm going to comein with you." It was a tatement.
Jack kept hisvoicelevd. "Yes, ar."

Foreman stood and eyed his glass before heading for the bar. "1 don't normally have a second drink this
early inthe day, but thisday aint norma by along shot. The whole thing's such abombshell that if Jack
weren't the onetelling me about it I'd be caling the FBI or military intelligence right about now. Asitis...
Mr. Blake ... noway am | going to be able to share your insight, or Jack'sor Mary's, eveniif | read every
word you three revolutionarieswrote."

For along moment, the only sound was the clinking of ice cubes. Finaly he spun about, chin thrust
forward, swirling the scotch and water while he addressed Jack.

"l expected something likethis, Jack. | knew you'd never cdl it quits without moving on to something
higher, steeper and more dangerous. | just didn't know what it might be, but now that | do know, I'm
afraid | haveto seefor my saf what it'sal about, same asyou. Any of those proteins|eft, Mr. Blake?'

"Yes, gr, though I'm running low. However, | have anew supply coming. By theway, cadl me Murray, if
you will, Generd. | fed more comfortable with thet.”

"Okay, Murray. Now you al just stand by while | set up alittletime for this." He spoke anumber into his
comphone and shortly was ingtructing his adjutant on how to rearrange his schedule. "Get me aweek of
emergency leave, Mgor, and notify the Joint Chiefs before you do anything else. Aside from that, just
follow our sanding orders.”

The conversation was distinctly one-sided, short and sweet. When it was over, he made a second cal to
his pilot, who'd dready found his own way into town. He was to buy afew persond items, deliver them
to the ranch and then head back alone with the plane. HEd return to the same airfield in six days.
Foreman gave asingle, affirmative nod as he flipped the phone sht.

"He'sagood man. Knowswhat | need better'n | do. When do we get started, ah ... Murray? I'll need to
read through your summariesfirst and get the gist of your mgjor themes, but after that?"

"We can gtart tomorrow morning, gr, right after breakfast. How do you like your eggs?’
"Cooked."

* * k% %

Nothing was more aggravating than missing abasket shot at four feet!

Merlson swore, siweeping up the crumpled bal of scrap paper and damming it into the wastebasket.
Then he repositioned the receptacle so it was snug up against the corner. No way could he missit now,
not with acorner backboard. On second thought, he picked the wadded paper out of the basket and
stuffed it underneath the wastebasket's bottom edge to provide aforward tilt to the opening. It was



something he'd learned early in life--rig the game any way you can if you redlly want to win. Therule had
served himwell.

Back at his desk, he wadded up another dozen fresh sheets and took aim. The first lob missed by severd
feet. Wad number two hit the backboard corner just right, but bounced sideways. Shit! Even when he
cheated, he couldn't pull it off. Nothing € se was going right, either. Everything that should have been a
dam dunk was coming unglued. He sank hishead in hishands.

Mary Henderson! It al started with that bitch and her ridiculous advice. How could he have voted
againg his main money sources and not expect to be hung at sundown? Why hadn't he used hisown
impeccable politica sense? Sheld seen something coming, she said, but she'd kept that part to herself.
No trouble this éection, according to her, but big trouble next dection unless he did what shed
suggested. Hell, that was Six years away, so how could she know unless she was suckering him for a
second fee just to find out?

But thereld been that nagging thought that she was right most of the time, so held gone against hisown
ingtincts, voted her way and now they were readying the hangman's noose. On top of that, someone had
started begating the drum over his misuse of funds appropriated for 11linois beet farmersto expand
production. Was someone out there counting, for crissakes? Who ever counted? The farmers got more
than any of them deserved, and besides, the skimming had been sivung through amaze of shadow
corporations. Someone out there wanted his fifteen minutes of fame and decided to blow thewhistle at
thisungodly time. Probably one of the stupid farmers unhappy with his share. Bunch of hicks!

President Robinson wasin political hot water, too, after that nigger speech of his. And it was deliberate,
too; that was no dip of the tongue! What a stupid, stupid thing to say on nationd televison! There went
any beneficid coattall effects down the drain. If Robinson lost come November, chances were held take
abunch of the most vulnerablein the party down with him. Nobody'd be riding his coattails unlessit was
inthewrong direction.

The mediawere enjoying afeeding frenzy, what with al the weird things popping up around town. John
Swenson was a perfect example. There was aguy who had it made, who knew how to play the game.
Nobody'd ever questioned hisfour million dollar mansion or his phenomenal risein the senate. With labor
and Sokosin his corner, he was a shoo-in for redection. Then the boob goes and blows al his chances
by biting the hand feeding him. Maybe he should have bought alittle advice from Mary. Then again, he
was probably on her long waiting list, same as ahundred others. Getting time out of her was worse than
trying to find adoctor in anew town.

Why in hell hadn't Sam found out what she was up to out there in Soonerville? Those trips had cost a
bundle, but dl Sam had gotten for his efforts were those lousy printouts he finagled from Barrington's
backup files. Crap, dl of it. They said diddlysquat about the real details of Blake's research and nothing
beyond outlines of hisuse of so-called microroteins derived from autistics. God's, personne,
expenditures sure, but nothing else. Blake was one of those 'dso-rans who'd spend hiswhole life chasing
down some microbe or other. It was al about protein injections aimed at focusing one's attention on a
single subject, but so what? How many taxpayer dollars were aready wasted on that kind of research?
Too many, for sure, but a project like that couldn't be the reason Mary'd gone racing out there. No, it
was something else, something Sam should have found by now. If it wasn't sex, what wasit?

He lobbed another paper wad at the basket, and thistime it went in. He stared at the inviting target,
preparing another wad while his brain revisited the previous thought. What if that egghead Blake had
somehow duped Mary into thinking she could be more of a power in Washington than she dready was?
Those printouts didn't point to any kind of success, and yet sheld gone directly to his ranch from the
arport. Did she know he'd aready |eft Barrington? How could she know that unless held told her?



According to Sam, Blake's research had caused dl sorts of ruckus with the locals and a segment of the
teacher's union who thought they knew everything dready. That's redly why his program was cancelled,
even though the dunce who killed it said it was unsuccessful. So what kind of ruckus would unsuccesstul
research produce, unlessit was crudty to animals-which it wasn't? Could it be held discovered
something after dl, or was sheredlly just out there for fun between the sheets? There was plenty of that
on her D.C. doorgtep, dl of it alot more beneficia than some fling out there.

And where did the mystery colond and his honey come in? Why was he the one picking Mary up at the
airport, and not Blake? Whatever the answers, acaper like this one screamed dl sorts of warnings.

Infact, it was on apar with his other main problem--squeezing a bunch more campaign funds from the
Nationd Party. With watchdog groups suddenly taking a closer ook at his affairs, he couldn't cal in haf
of hisusud off-the-record resources and he damn well couldn't show sudden surgesin any of hisbank
accounts. The funds had to comein the legitimate way. Damn!

His shots missed the basket twice in arow with that thought.

Sure, he could spend his coffers dry, but the way things started |ooking he'd need twice that to shift the
heat away from him and over to Crodey. Find out where that dude hid his skeletons, put them on public
display. It would take afew private eyes, and they cost plenty what with bribe money and dl, but it was
the only way to mount a decent smear campaign. Everyone had skeletonsin some closet somewhere, be
it something al the way back to their high school years. Crodey had them, guaranteed--chesting,
sexcapades, drunk driving, maybe even some financial hanky-panky. The problem was that, despite the
party's charter, Robinson had finagled the rules to where he, not the party chairman, decided who got
party funds. That way, El-Exijente got to line up whomever he favored for the lion's share, squeezing out
the rest. Robinson was okay when it came to playing the game just like the rest of them, but not okay
when it cameto being adog in the manger. Even o, favors could be bought with the right kinds of
goodies. Some dirt on Robinson's opponent, for example. That would be worth afew shekelsto The
Man, yesh, with lots of zeroesfollowing the number.

And who knew more about secrets and scoundrel s on the Washington scene than Mary Henderson? The
pols and hangers-on talked to her as easily asthey would to their lawyer or pastor when she got them
alone, and she never gossiped. That was good and it was bad. A woman who didn't gossip was going to
be atough cookie when it came to coughing up information. There had to be away to get her solidly in
his back pocket, even if it meant digging out some of her own dirty secrets. What was the old adage? To
make money, you had to spend money? In this case, to get the goods, you had to spend the goods.

Mary Henderson couldn't be that clean.

Mecabrost hadn't exactly dropped the ball, but he hadn't come up with anything useful either, and he
knew it. Maybe it wastime to have another little talk with him.

His head was poking around the doorframe dmost before Merlson's finger was off the find intercom
digit. Sam'sfirst act upon entering the room was to scoop up five of the errant paper wads and drop
them into the basket. The service was automatic. Hed been cleaning up after the bossfor years. "You
wanted me for something, Senator?"

"Y eah. Sit down. Sam, you know I'm not happy with what we have on Mary Henderson." Heticked it
off on hisfingers. "No persond data so far, and practicaly nothing interesting or useful on the Barrington
research that Blake guy was doing. Recapping, she drops everything and races out there. We know it
was arush trip because she paid top dollar for the air fare and flew under her initia, M, instead of using
her full name. She didn't want it known she was going anywhere. A few dayslater she shows up back
here for business as usud. We know she has no family ties out there and she didn't go to that home she



bought in Oklahoma, so she definitely went out to hobnob with this Blake and company. | know you
tried, and you did bring something back we can use, but we need something | can take to Robinsonin
exchange for some goddamned money from the party treasury. If we don't get that, werrein big trouble
come eection day, you included.”

"I know, gir. It'sbeen ... we're sarting to get some pretty angry cals."”

"The voters are edgy, Sam. They're unhappy, and when they're unhappy they start asking questions. Not
only that, the whole goddamned House is starting to listen to that Westfelt these days, the bastard. Who
gives adamn about the national debt? We've got Illinois voters out of jobs, or getting by on minimum
wages and handouts. If that sonofabitch hadn't blocked our last bill we could have ddlivered some sweset
housing allowances to our congtituents. It's arace to see who can promise the most these days.”

Mecabrogt'slack of expression showed he recognized another ranting session when he heard it. He
smply nodded. "That bill would have been wonderful, sir. Y esindeed.”

"Too bad Westfelt doesn't fed for the votersthe way | do, Sam. | work my ass off for those people,
while he spends histime harping on problemsin New Guineaand ... oh, wdll. If it wasn't him, it'd be
someone else. Now listen, Sam, | want you to really get down in the trenches and find out what the
Henderson broad is up to. She convinced meto vote againgt that energy bill and | could wring her neck
over it. Now we can kiss afew million bucks goodbye, and now's when we need that money, not six
yearsfrom now. | didn't think the beet farmer thing was going to blow up in my face."

"I guessthat sort of killsany private interest you had in Mary, right, Senator? Should | stop trying to find
out who she degps or playswith?"

"Hédll, no. We can usethat information if you get it. My private interestsin her are one thing. She il
makes me horny, but politicsis something ese. Maybe wringing her neck was the wrong term, but you
know what | mean. I'd ftill go afew rounds with her in private, yeah, but right now she's rubbed me the
wrong way and I'm pissed.”

"Opento anidea?’
"About her? Let's hear it."

"Not exactly her. That wimpy Craddock coughed up dl he had on what Blake was working on, but |
was just playing over therecordings | made when | talked to Craddock’s secretary and later to Blake's
assgtant. | think they were both stonewalling me. Blake is up to something shady, if you ask me. What
say we sic Interna Security on them? Threaten them with some detention ... indeterminate time limit, of
course ... and see what we can get out of them? They might loosen up. Everyone knows once the
security boys get their hands on you there's damn little chance of getting loose any time soon. Not unless
you have some political pull. Y ou could betheir salvation, manner of spesking, even if they didn't know
it

"l do admireyour thinking, Sam! That'swhy we get dong so well. All right, go ahead. Damned if |
wouldn't like to see Henderson get agoing over, too, but she has too many Washington friends, and
they're too well connected.” He paused for amoment and shook his head. "Do you know, she could
make agoddamn fortuneif she got off her fucking high horse and played ball with therest of us."

Sam nodded agreement. "There's also that colond's mistress. She's young enough to cave in with no
more than awhimper if we can isolate her. I'll get security to lean on her abit too, if the opportunity
presentsitself. How's that sound?”



"Couldn't hurt. Doit." Merlson clapped his hands, wringing them abit with renewed energy. He picked
up apaper wad from the three remaining on his desk top and lobbed it amost without thinking.

It was aswisher!

* k % %

Why had it taken Norman so long to ask her out? Ernesta learned the answer on their first date. Murray
Blake awed the young technician, who'd been dl too aware that sheld naturally compare Murray to him,
and he'd lose. He couldn't have known she was toying with the idea of approaching him if hewaited
much longer.

The second date was to be at her gpartment, for dinner. Depending on how it went, she might well invite
him to stay the night thistime. It really didn't surprise her later when hisfirgt kisswasfollowed by severd
more, or that he was the one to suggest moving to her bedroom, but they'd no sooner headed that way
when the doorbell rang. It never rang at night, so her first reaction was one of shock, then annoyance. It
couldn't be her upstairs nelghbor--Judy would have caled first--so it was probably someone pushing the
wrong doorbell button.

"Damn, who could that be thistime of night?* she muttered, quickly buttoning her blouse back up. "Hold
that mood, sweetie, I'll beright back."

She turned on the entrance light and peeked through the view port before opening the front door against
itschain. A man and awoman stood there, Tweedledum and Tweedledee, both in suits. She got the
instant impression of abulldog and itstrainer. He needed a spiked collar; she needed only awhip and
chair.

"Ms Wiggins?'
"Yes, what isit?'

"Interna Security. We have some questionsfor you." Asif choreographed, they both thrust
impressive-looking badge holders out and flipped them open, giving her al of two secondsto react
before flipping them shuit.

"At thistime of night? What on earth for? I'm sorry, but | have company and anything you want to ask
canwait until tomorrow. What's it about, anyway?'

"That's our business. May we comein.”

"No. | told you, | have company. Y ou can contact me tomorrow at Barrington Labs, since it must have
something to do with them." She started to push the door shut, but a size-twelve foot intervened.

"Ms. Wiggins, you can answer our questions now or we can arrest you and take you to Oklahoma City
and you can answer them there."

"What's going on here? Whao're you threatening with arrest?" It was Norman, coming up behind her.
"That's the other one, John. Tak about luck!"

The woman's comment drew Norman's wrath. "What the hell are you people up to? Y ou can't just arrest
someone without awarrant, and you have your foot in her door. Are you nuts or something?' He drew
Ernie away, unchained the door and stepped forward, only to stop cold when the bulldog tensed and
reached ingde his suit jacket.



"Son, we can do anything we want once we invoke the Internal Security Act." Instead of agun, the man
pulled out a comphone, touched the screen and compared images. "Y ou're Norman Whedright. Y ou
were next on our list, so how about Stting down and getting this over with?"

"Why do you want me? Why do you want either of us? What have we done?'

Their resistance collgpsed once provisions of the recently amended National Security Act wereread to
them. Failure to cooperate could mean ingtant imprisonment, even if they were guilty of nothing at al.
Thereit was, in black and white--awritten order, signed by ajudge, giving the agents authority to
question, arrest and imprison them ‘for an indefinite period' if necessary. There were no stipulations and
the agents had leeway to determine necessity.

Erniewasn't al that surprised, Snce her job involved politics more than Norman's. She counseled him to
tell everything, since Dr. Blake wasn't doing anything wrong. They both missed the equivaent of a'high
five' conceded in the quick glance between bulldog and trainer.

The woman agent's questions were first. They were exhaustive and surprising. Who'd have thought a
security agent would be so well versed in scientific method or in Mr. Blake's generd area of research?
Norman answered carefully, amost certain sheld know if he was concedling or atering anything.
Eventudly she appeared satidfied, but then the bulldog started in.

"Now, let's see what you two fine young people know about Mary Henderson and Colonel Jack
Williams™

"Who?' Ernie'slook was as empty as her question. Norman just shook his head.
"Playing dumb, are we?"

"Those aren't names |'ve ever heard Mr. Blake mention,” Norman said. "Are those peopl e the reason
you're here questioning us?'

Thewoman interrupted her pacing in the background. "John, I've detected just awee bit of hesitation a
couple of timeswith Mr. Whedright. | think he's holding back something about Blake. Shdl wetake him
in?'

The bulldog rubbed his chin where a heavy beard was beginning to show. "Better we take Ms. Wiggins
aong with us. Maybethat'll induce him to think it over." He pulled out apair of plastic restraints.

"Wait!" Norman drew adeep breath.

"What isit, son? Best you come clean about this. It would be a shame to have to put Ms. Wiggins behind
bars now, wouldn't it? Just becauise you're trying to protect Blake?"

"No, that'snot it at al. Mr. Blake'safine person. It'sjust that he ... he ... well, he had leaway with the
biologica materials from his research, you see. It had to be removed from hislab and a substantial
portion of each item placed in storage for acertain length of time. That doesn't mean he had to put them
all there”

"So hetook something with him? Something that didn't belong to him."

"Not exactly, Sir. Y ou see, about the microproteins. He did as instructed for termination of his project.
There's plenty in storage, but he probably disposed of the rest himsdlf. If hetook any ... well, it didn't
redlly belong to anybody, you see. He might have wanted to try some on himself. Hesaredly
courageous researcher.”



"And did he?'

"I honestly don't know. We haven't talked since the day heleft.” He mentdly crossed hisfingers. It was
supposed to sound noncha ant, but somehow it didn't come out that way.

"What about you, Ms. Wiggins? Have you taked to him?"

"Y es, but only about coming back to work at Barrington. I'm afraid he wasn't much in the mood for
talking that day."

"Hismood will no longer be of any interest to either of you, as of tonight. Neither of you isto talk again
to Blake about anything, since he'sunder investigation. If you do, you'll be subject toimmediate arrest. Is
that clear?’

They both nodded and the bulldog smiled, turning to Norman. "Well, now, that wasn't so hard, wasit,
son?Y ou could both have saved yourselves some agony by telling uswhat you've told usright up front.
Anything ese?'

"Yes. We... can you give usyour names ... in case we need to refer to thisin the future?”

"Any name either of us gave you would be aworking dias. Y ou don't want to know our real names, son.
Not even alittle bit. Savvy?'

It had been anightmare. Norman sat with his hands between his knees and his head bowed. Findly, he
turned. "Damnit to hell, | fed like atraitor and asnitch and every other kind of low-life scum for telling
them about Mr. Blake. But..."

"It doesn't matter, Norman. Those people are the real low-life scum. Thanksfor trying to protect me,

though.”

"l fill fed just awful. How can such athing happen in America? How can they throw peopleinjail for not
answering questions? What happened to having your lawyer thereand al that?"

"It's been going on for anumber of years. | just never thought it could happen to people like us.”
"l guess| better go home."

"Yeah." It was the only answer she could muster without breaking down.

* * % %

When Elaine Y eager put the information together, she knew it would please the senator from [llinoisno
end. It had been her assignment, so sheld get al the credit, no doubt the kind she could parlay into a
second promotion in as many months. Murray Blake's research, Mary Henderson's abrupt change of
habits and Col. Jack Williams sudden decisontoretiredl pointed to asingle, irrefutable conclusion:
something really big was going on out there at the Murray ranch, and it wasn't kinky sex. It had
something to do with those microproteins, and it was important enough to have Whedright and Wiggins
swesting about the information they'd coughed up.

John Stonebrook, her companion investigator, had been there only for effect. Sheredly didn't like
Stonebrook, not one hit, but he'd done areal number on that technician. Stonebrook wasn't nicknamed
‘Bulldog’ for nothing. Whed right had been most cooperative after feding the bulldog's bite, reveding
even more than she'd dreamt sheld get out of him. He shed light on something very interesting indeed,
something the Agency might well want to share with certain interested partiesrather than ddlivering it al



to just oneindividua. Politicians were their masters, yes, but Senator Merlson was only one of them. Not
only that, rumor had it he was in trouble come eection time. Hisinterest in the doings out there could well
be connected to hisredection in some way, which meant his opponent, Carl Crodey, might be even
more interested. Hush money was never small change.

Y es, very interesting, indeed!

Ernesta Wiggins had been suspicioudy hogtile for someone who owed her loyalty to her employer. She
and Whed right had been warned not to contact Murray Blake, and they'd both agreed, but Wigginswas
not to be trusted. If she made any callsto Blake--which she'd likely do when the shock of the
interrogations wore off--she'd better not do it from Barrington Labs or from her home. Thewallsin both
places had ears--now.



Chapter Twelve

Sam Mecabrost knew exactly how to prepare areport for his boss. The summary wasthere at the top,
with dl the details following. Merlson bardly finished the single paragraph before he broke into abroad
grin. "So that's what they're up to. I'll be damned.”

"My ideapaid off, Senator.”

"Big time, Sam, big time. Y ou did well. So we think this Blake stole materia he was using on chimps, and
tried it on himsaf? He must've thought the risk was worth taking, and that means he knew he was onto
something. Can we prove hetook it in the first place? Can we conclude he was using it on Mary
Henderson and that colond?"

"The report we got from Internal Intelligence saysthe lab tech was just guessing about Blake's actud use
of those microprotein thingys. Blake signed off on forms stating al the material had been properly
secured, which is bullshit, of course. Who was there looking over his shoulder? Asfor therest of it,
there's no proof."

"If it walks like aduck and quackslike aduck, it'saduck, right? | wonder just what Blake thinks he's
going to accomplish with the stuff, not that | give adamn about him persondly. Mary Henderson'sa
different matter. Why would she be running out there within acouple days of him leaving Barrington?
And how did she come to know him in thefirst place, answer me that? We both know she hasn't set foot
outside Washington in years, other than to buy that place of hers out there.”

"Haven't aclue, gr. Y ou think she'strying to make herself the only politica sage here worth the name?"

"Why e sewould she dash out there and go directly to Blake's home instead of her own? It makes sense
to me. However ... you don't suppose she'sinto that computer dating stuff, do you? They say there are
some weird match-ups come out of those chat rooms.”

"But Oklahoma? If shewaslooking for sex, why not right here?"
"Got apoint.”
"What's your take on the Colond Williamsthing?'

"Now there we have a problem, Sam. He takes his young little sweetie there--you did say she was barely
into her twenties, right?--which supports my first suspicion they were al into something kinky. I don't
know if that makes sense now. Y ou suppose it's something to do with the military?'

"His base said he was on persond leave, that he needed to help his niece find--"

Merlson laughed. "That'sjust officid army baoney. His people are covering for him, whichiswhy his
wife never mentioned the niece. She didn't know what the officia line was, so she put out her own
verson of cover. Army wives|learn to do that pretty quick. My guessis he's there seeing what that stuff
Blake was giving to his chimps can do, same as Mary. Maybe he thinks helll discover some new wesgpon
or tactics, or maybe he just wantsto advance hisrank to general real quick." He shook his head
admiringly. "It could redly be that smple, Sam. According to that tech, Blake got astounding results out
of the chimpsthere a Barrington. What if he did take the stuff himsdlf, got some sort of whiz out of it and
knew the colond would be interested? The young chick could still be the colond's sweetie on the side.”

"And the colonel could have had Washington connections like Mary Henderson?"



"Maybe, but that doesn't explain the young girl to suit me. Y our snoops never got to question her
separately because they couldn't go out to the Blake place without tipping our hand, and you implied she
never left on her own."

"Not necessarily, sir. The Intelligence snoops had that tech so rattled he was sure he'd sold his old boss
down theriver, and the secretary didn't seem too bright either when | was posing as Alberto Marcos. |
got theimpression she and Blake weren't exactly on the best of terms. It might even have been her who
blabbed to the local community about his research. She struck me asthe type. Anyway, they've been
given ingructions not to talk to anyone, so Blake and Mary and the colond don't necessarily know were
on to them yet."

"Hmmm. Well, thanks to your snoops, we know there's something important about those microproteins.
We know Blake was shut down over the research he was doing, so we can guessit was controversid in
some way, and we know Mary Henderson went running out there like abitch in heat. That stuff must
redlly bewild. I'd liketo try it mysdif ... after | saw someone else do it ahead of me. Can we get
ourselves some? The process |ooks pretty smple, according to these notes.”

"Y ou mean make some?'

Merlson picked up a pad and began scribbling. "Tdl you what, Sam. Get me a couple of those tame
scientists of ours from the NSF over here tomorrow, and make sure they're both people needing anew
grant. Then put mein touch with Senator Cameron from the appropriations committee. I'm sureheand |
can trade a couple of favors. Find out what he needs first, and work out aswap. Also touch base with
that wimp from Barrington Research, uh ... what's his name again?'

"Craddock."

"Yeah. Tell Craddock to have that |ab tech start setting up Blake's apparatus and round up the proper
type of autigtic volunteersfor--"

"Senator?'
"What?' Merlson didn't like being interrupted.

"That lab tech--Whedright's his name--said they till had alot of the microproteinsthey collected from
those autistic people. After lots of squirming, he a so admitted the proteins could be replicated, so if they
gill have some on hand ... well, that would save sometime and I'm assuming you'rein ahurry.”

Merlson grinned. "Y ou're agem, Sam. If that'strue, al we need are acouple of volunteers, but | till
want the collection procedure to be set up anyway, just in case. If this stuff isworth al the
excitement--and the way Mary's acting makes me think it is--we might be wanting alot of it, andina
hurry.”

"What do you think the stuff actualy does, Sir? In caseyou actudly tried it, | mean.”

"Who knows? Maybeit'll help me take out Crodey come November. Maybe I'll start spouting
Shakespeare or figuring away to cancel the nationa debt. It'slike the lottery, Sam. Y ou cant winif you
don't play. Mary Henderson'sin the game dready, or so | believe. By God, | bet thered be money init,
too!"

"Yes, gr. I'mthinking...."
"Wdl?'



"If therésmoney in it, we need to be thinking along the lines of who can useit, what they'll giveusin
return for dataonit, al those avenues.”

"Hmm. What company's board of directorsdo | st on?I'm on Gorianaaren't 1?7
"Yes, gr, but do you think Gorianawould--"

"l do. I cantak Goldman into using his own industrial snoopsto get into Barrington or find out exactly
what Blake's doing and why, then sharing the information with us and then maybe turning it into anew
product if it proves out. Can't you just seeit, Sam?'Boost your 1Q overnight with BRAINWHIZ,' bla
bla. Goldman would clean up on something like that. Hed seeto it we got a hefty boost in our little
Cayman retirement accounts too, and contribute heavily to the old war chest in the process. By God, that
by itself could put Crodey away. Find atime for meto talk with Goldman, Sam, and no dipups. Thisis
getting moreimportant by the minute.”

"I'll get started on everything right away."

* k% k% %

Nat Foreman discussed his chosen questions for focus before he went under. The first was whether a
revolution fomented by very few people could succeed in the present political climate. The second had to
do with long range implicationsif autistic microproteins cameinto generd use. That sprouted when he
learned the microproteins could be easily duplicated. Neither topic was an area where Foreman had any
unique experience or training, so the experiment would be alitmustest of sorts. How much did hismind
redly hold in terms of information or knowledge in these areas, and how would it direct his efforts at the
computer? He brought with him assets the others didn't have in the form of military passwords held
memorized. With them to get into the military intelligence computers, and his encyclopedic understanding
of how the military worked, he thought he could chase down some interesting lines of thought.

During hisimmersion period he sat ramrod straight, looking for dl the world likeaman in trance while his
fingersfairly flew at times over the keyboard. Everyone stayed distant for fear of disturbing him, but the
impression he gave was amogt that of arobot sitting there. It was eerie watching him.

He stayed focused until the morning of the third day, then fell into bed. Fourteen hours and one hot
shower later he was back among the living, organizing everything before he alowed himsdif to eat. A
summary sheet finaly spewed from the printer, taking its place on top of the stack of printouts.

His summariesreflected the fact that Blake was a scientist with anew discovery, not aman skilled in
consdering long-term implications of new technology dropped into society like some bomb. It wouldn't
be long before the discovery became common knowledge, and results like these would make it
irresgtible. What if the underworld got their hands on manufacturing methods, as they inevitably would?
How could specific types of illega activity be stopped if perpetuators were able to consider every factor
leading to failure? What if some warlike nation or entity used it to engineer the perfect blitzkrieg, the
overnight coup or development of new wegpons? In the event of any armed conflict, what would prevent
the enemy from being every bit as smart asallied forces when it came to strategy and logistics?

And politicians--what about them? There the question was closer to home, since they'd be part of the
target group when it cameto revolution insde American shores. If sdect politicians, including presidents,
had access to the microproteins, they could stay in office forever. They'd be able to consider and
manipulate every factor in their favor. They'd squash their competition like bugs, assuming their
competitors didn't dso have the stuff. They might also defest the revolt. They must not gain accessto the
secret until it wastoo late for them to useit for that purpose.



Theintelligence agencies? They'd love the stuff. HUMINT would become a snap and high tech snooping
could become amost fool proof when it came to knowing who and whet to go after. Given the power
Interna Security enjoyed over society aready, persond privacy would be arelic of the past. The only
way for common citizens to avoid entrgpment would be to return to the days of the catacombs, back
therein Rome. No phone cdls, nothing € ectronic, nothing written, no bank or medica records, not even
personal names of record. Code names would be the order of the day. In other words, the only facet of
society able to withstand Big Brother in that case would have to be totally secret, operating underground.
Hardly possible with the advent of monitors, e ectronics and spies. New cars were even being equipped
with homing devices, and over-the-counter comphones had to be de-bugged by the'night crew’ if they
were to be immune to the listening networks.

These and severd dozen other worries were outlined in the summary pages, dong with positive aspects.
It dl pointed to the immensealy important conclusion that the secret of the microproteins had to be
protected at dl cogt, at least until the revol ution succeeded. The corollary was that, in the event the secret
did dip out, misnformation on its benefits had to be spread immediately.

Politicians, corporations and lawyers controlled the country, stacking so many rules, regulations and
piecemed programs one on the next that it wasimpossible to sort out. The country ran by whimsy, likea
small town choosing to enforce or not enforce certain ordinances. Medical care and the tax system were
two of the primary examples, both driven by the legal profession, paliticians, insurance companies and
other giant corporations, dl of which had avested interest in keeping the programs incomprehensible
even to trained analysts. The more numerous, obtuse and complicated the regulations needed to
administer aprogram, the more room for abuse, graft and favoritism. Those exampleswere closely
followed by amyriad of others: drugs, income disparity, illega immigration that had passed ridiculous and
arrived a theidiotic, aswell asthe financia structure of the country, the stock market, overlapping and
entanglement of government programs which complicated and actually contradicted others. Subsidies and
trade. Thelist waslong and discouraging. Add increasingly hard to control inflation, and the adjective
'disgusting’ wasthe best of al choices to describe the United States of Disarray.

Military service had evolved into aform of escape for most who commanded in the service branches, no
matter the color of uniform. The military had the capability of running itsdlf, with its own long-established
rules and procedures. While orders came from Washington, day-to-day functioning was till able
somehow to unsnarl alot of the mess. Politicos and certain turncoat officers, including generals and an
admird or two, had totally screwed up planning, procurement and long-range prospects for continued
efficiency, and yet the military as awhole wasintact--and totally sickened. Many a career professond
had entertained the idea of taking over the country and straightening out the mess, but each was too
thoroughly disciplined to act. Any estimate of the Situation failed to foresee the dl-important phase
following military success. That missing eement had to hold water. Nothing less than total guarantees
would move any of them past the ‘what-if" stage.

Murray Blake wasto be the leader of that phase, but was he theright man to run anation after such a
takeover, military or otherwise? No doubt he could do it intellectudly, given overwhelming popular
support and the right props, but could he ever manage haf athousand political renegades plus sate
officias and the inevitable troublemakers behind dl those so-caled dected officias? All in an aamosphere
of giant uncertainty following arevolution, whether it be merely agiant political upheava or the classicad
rebellion? Ninety-five percent of eected politicians got into office or stayed there by hoodwinking their
electorate and providing legidation favorable to interest groups. One hundred percent of that bunch were
on the take in one or more ways. Some were replaced by others more danderous or clever, using funds
disguised so well their sources could never be traced to China, Iran, Russaor Zimbabwe. All had
overly-large pockets, and bank accountsin the Cayman Idands or Switzerland.



Murray Blake would have to cope with al that, and it would be far from easy. In some ways George
Washington had the easier task: he started from scratch, with no prior messto untangle.

He checked hiswatch. It wastime to go find some bregkfast. Onething they dl had to consider, and
immediately, was the one thing they'd missed to date. The very nature of Murray's research was
controversid, therefore intriguing. It would be a magnet for the curious, sparking desire and demand,
because it turned common minds into mega-computers. Mary Henderson's abrupt departure from her
Washington haunts could dready have provoked someone into taking an uncommon interest in what was
going on--providing that same someone had been looking in her direction in the first place or keeping
tabs on Murray. Such things had to be assumed. Plans and their contingencies always assumed the
enemy knew more than anyone wanted him to know. Even D-Day was no tota surpriseto the Germans
in WWII. They knew what was going to happen, even if they didn't know where or when.

It was dready early June. Five months of preparation to take over anation was little enough time. Hed
have to make that case if he were to convince Jack and Murray it should be longer. On the other hand
they'd need to move swiftly if ever the microprotein secrets became known.

It was aclassc military problem.

* k % %

It took two days of agonizing over their betrayals before Norman and Ernie decided to disregard the
ordersfrom security to remain slent. Their calsto Murray were hardly an hour apart, though they'd not
coordinated with each other beforehand. Norman's almost-tearful confession came first. Then, while Nat
Foreman was in the shower, it was Erniésturn.

Murray consoled her."Y ou and Norman did what you had to, so don't blame yoursdlf for anything. I'll be
okay, | promise."

"Yes, Mr. Blake, but--"

"Ernie, I'm the culprit if anyoneis. | shouldn't have put Norman at risk, which in turn did the samefor
you. Now you just take it easy, and | haveto say I'm rather pleased to hear you and Norman are hitting
it off. | wondered why he was so dow."

That drew achuckle at the other end. "'l guess we both were. Anyway, | just wanted to warn you and |
don't care what those security people said. | don't see what it can matter telling you, since they know
dready. Isnt that right?"

"It sounds fine to me. Now you said there was something else you wanted to talk about?”

"What ... oh! Oh, yes. When we got to work yesterday, El Jefe told Norman to start setting up the very
same research you had been doing. He said instructions would follow. How could that have happened so

quickly?"
"Good question. Y ou know, that'sthefirst time you've ever called Craddock that.”

"He desarvesit. He's nothing but alittle Ngpoleon, him and those porny magazines he thinks | don't
know about. He'sin with those Interna Security people, | just know heis."

"Craddock's alittle man, Ernie, not someone others admire. No doubt the I.S. people pressured himin
someway, but you just relax and go with the flow. They won't get very far. And don't you say anything
to anyone yet, but | may have a better job for you six months from now. Okay?"



"Oh, yes! That would be wonderful. | won't say aword.”

It was time to end the conversation with aquick good-bye. Nat was coming down the hallway, and hed
be ravenous. After breakfast he'd hear about how Interna Security not only called on Ernie and Norman,
but on Craddock aswell. They were going to try to replicate the microproteins.

They'd succeed, of course. It wouldn't be that hard, not with the backup data and the microproteins
aready in storage. The secret would be out.

* k * %

Elaine finished reading the transcript of Ernestals phone call. " Should we arrest both of them, John? This
isdal we need to throw away the key. Wigginsimplicated Whedright by namein her phone call, and now
Blake's aware we're onto him."

Stonebrook finished bending his paperclip and tossed the mangled messinto the basket. He didn't like
Elaine Y eager one bit, but at least she didn't get to make Strategy decisions. Her job was analys's. Y oung
Whedright had dodged the bullet by making his cal outside the Barrington building, so at least he was
following afamiliar pattern. Wigginswas essentidly flipping the bird at authority. She was dumb enough
to think thereld be no one listening to her call. Probably made it when her boss Craddock was
somewheredse. Still, neither onewould be of much vauein jail, whereas any further cals could be
important sources of information.

"We oughta throw the book at ‘em, Elaine, but the Wiggins woman could be a continuing source of
information so we let it go thistime. We report the incident, though--the boss was very interested in that
stuff--and we should let Merlson know, too. That way our asses are covered. L et the senator sweat out
the secrecy stuff. It'shisball game and his money. If we play your cards right, there may be some more
where that came from."

Elaine nodded as he continued.

"Wiggins and Whedright aren't doing anything even hinting at harmful intent toward the nation, so we
don't redly want to arrest them in the first place. Besides, sounds like the information is aready being
spread around. Let someone €l se decide what to do with them.”

* k * %

Foreman'sreaction to the pair of phone calls was surprisingly sharp. "Damn. How did the |.S. boys get
onto it S0 soon? Something you forgot to tell me about, Murray?*

"I'm afraid S0, Generd. It was my error, but only in postponing it. Somehow | didn't think Internal
Security was or would be connected.” He replayed the Alberto Marcos incident as he knew it, ending
with Craddock's offer of awhopping sdlary increase and acal to return to work immediately.

Foreman cut him off. "Okay, | can accept for now that you didn't think it was important, but it turns out
that from now on everything isimportant. We're going to have to move the timetable up asfast aswe
candoit safely. Thisfocusing thing is aready loose in Washington, and it's going to spread fast as soon
asafew people get up the nervetotry it. How long will it take your tech a Barrington to turn out anew
batch of the stuff? That'll tell us how long we have."

"Not long. Days, maybe. | left abig batch in storage, and more can be duplicated fairly easily if someone
who knows what they're doing gets hold of it. Or they may force Norman to begin another full-scale
process. He can do that easily, say in aweek or two."



"That being the case, | want Mary Henderson back here. | want to hear how she plansto pull off her end
of this, beyond what she's dready written down." He chuckled. "And now | know the reason behind all
the turmoil in Washington | couldn't figure out. She's obvioudly dready been a work. In the meantime,
I've got to clear some matters from my desk, then take some long-overdue leave.”

Jack's gave athumbs-up sign. "Then you're definitely joining us, Generd ?*

"Sorry | hurried that part of it. The answer'syes, and | agree up front with you and Mary on Blake here
being the man." He faced Murray. "Y ou'll need plenty of help and welll be part of that, but in the end
you'l betargeted by everyonein the country who disagrees with us—-including your being &t the receiving
end of abomb or rifle bullet. | hope you redize that. There are going to be some mighty unhappy people
when this startsto come together.”

"I'll confess | hadn't thought much about it, Generd, but | have beenin combat.”

"Y ou can shoot back in combat, but not from a podium. Just keep it in mind, but don't obsess over it.
Now | need to get on my horse. If you start being bothered by any of the security agencies-Internd
Security, FBI or anyone you suspect of being fake, even loca police--let me know. | have some pull
here and there. Asamatter of fact, if you see more than the usual Mexican day laborers around looking
for work, they'll be my men. When | cal, it'll sound abit funny becauseit's encrypted. Don't answer in
gpecifics, and from now on assume that anything you say on any kind of electronic com gear will be
intercepted.” He pulled out acell phone. His pilot was in Oklahoma City, waiting for the summonsto
return.

"I'm getting us encryption units, Generd," Jack said. "Undocumented.”

"Careful, Jack. Those are secure enough al right, but the bad thing about secure communication isyou
can't seethe other end. If you can't seeit, you can't know whether the talker's got agun to hishead ... or
her head. Sounds melodrametic, but that's the way we al have to start thinking. | can get my handson a
few of our latest gizmos."

"Thelatest M.1.7"

"Yeah. Totdly encrypted. They're ill not totally safe, but at least no one can use 'em except the one
whose voice sgnature isinsde. Wrong voice up close and out comes smoke. End of story.”

Murray scratched his chin. "What'sthe M.I. stand for?’

"Mission Impossible. The old 'thistape will self-destruct’ bit. Right now they're Top Secret, but only after
the army gets 'em. Therésan officid military number, but the onesI'll get will come straight from the boys
who make the things, before the seria numbers or anything e se goes on the outsides. And by the way,
we're going to need at least two more playersin thisgame. Onewill haveto bewhat I'll call afinancia
and actuaria wizard. Well want to have ready answersto every single question about nationa delt,
trade deficit, Socid Security and other entitlements our beloved paliticians have fouled up over the years.
The second person should be someone who can handle the medica care mess and stop lega beagles
dead intheir tracks... even if it means capping lawsuits to a bare minimum in return for complete
coverage. Not many lawyerswill chase that kind of money. If you want athird body for the group, I'd
suggest amediawhiz kid who can convince our people they have to make some sacrificesiif they want to
seealight a the end of the tunnel--daylight, that is, not another train coming at them. One of our mgjor
problemsin this country isgreed. | suspect the mgjority of Americans have had it with thingsthe way they
are, though. Mad as hdll and won't take it any more, just like that old movie Network. Remember?”

Foreman's warnings sobered Mary, but for good reason. One, developments at Barrington wouldn't have



been restarted without someone wielding a big hammer, and Craddock was just the type to knuckle
under when threatened. Two, Murray's ranch was being watched, along with the airport at Oklahoma
City. Three, her second absence from Washington in as many weeks couldn't help but make more than a
few people curious.

Foreman's sense of urgency was tempered with one of caution. Even so, Mary was as anxious as he was
to talk. Shewas set to introduce her choices of reporter and politician thistrip, by bringing them along
with her. Sheld aready bought the airline tickets, but Nat nixed the move. It would show her cards way
too soon. Her choices should remain just names for the time being. Denied, but till anxious to meet him,
she decided to fly out and see Murray and Jack anyway. Thistime she made phone callsto the woman
keeping tabs on her retirement place, setting up a possible meeting a the house and at the sametime
stressing the changeable nature of her itinerary. That part was prophetic, because asit turned out she only
stayed long enough to deliver amessage--right therein the airport parking lot. It wasn't planned that way.

A pair of unforeseeable glitches had turned up while she was airborne. Jack Williams had been called
back to the post for a consultation--he'd be back at ten that night--and the general was il trying to
wrap things up so he could get free. He'd need two more days. Mary's sigh was one of frustration as she
talked to Murray, who had come to the airport to meet her and to bring her asupply of the
microproteins.

"l can't wait around to see the genera, Murray. Y ou can brief Jack aswell as| can, so | might aswell
catch the six o'clock flight back. General Foreman sent amessenger to my office yesterday. We've been
serioudy compromised and the secret of the microproteinsis out, according to him, so we al need to be
extremdy careful. I'll see him in Washington rather than here, and then helll get back to you. | just wanted
to touch base and identify my choicesfor our politician and reporter. Also to pick up enough of our little
proteinsfor both of them. | want them to focusin on why we think thiswill work, and they're ready to do
just that.”

"Y es, we heard you were advised not to bring your people out thistrip. Jack wasn't surprised at dl. He
clams Nat Foreman's pretty savvy when it comesto timing and such. So who are your choices?!

"Our reporter will be Lance Jergins. He's eager, and you aready know his reputation. Asfor the
politician, | hate to even use theword. It's Ms. Integrity, Senator Worthington.”

"lsn't she the one who thought she'd serve only one term because she'd dienate so many of her fellow
senators and congressmen?'

"That'sher. | can't find asingle skeleton in her closet. She'svery persuasive, Murray, arising star we
definitely want in our camp. Fortunatdly, she's not up for redection thistime.”

"Well, both have gresat reputations, especialy Jergins, but they don't know me from Adam. What will
they think?'

"Don't worry about your scientist profile. They'll listen to what you say and how you say it, and they'll
judge you by your passion for the cause as much as anything e se. Y ou'll meet them both in person, but
not now. Look, Murray, | have timeto take arun out to my place and show my face there, even though
itson the other Sde of the city. If anyone's keeping tals on my flights, they'll think | may redlly be
planning to furnish the place and spend sometime there. They may aso think | know you from the dim
distant past or something." She reached for her purse. "Asit is, | doubt they're herein the airport or even
out in the parking area. Morelikdly, they'll have someone at the airport exit, watching for your car, so I'll
just rent one of my own. There's no need to go back to the terminal with me. Just watch your step.
Thingsarelikely to start getting rough from here on out.”



"| can seethat.” He handed her the little package of insulated microproteins, disguised as medicine.

With that she reached up, drew him forward and planted akiss quickly but firmly on his mouth before
she strode away.



BOOK TWO
Chapter Thirteen

Norman was just about to step inside the walk-in cooler when Craddock came through the door at the
far end of the lab. He was easy to spot even from a distance, the way he spun about to close the door
behind him, then swiveled precisaly back to hisorigind direction. Even hiswak was amost mechanicd,
like that robot in Star Wars--C3PO. Not quite that bad, but amost. Those stupid shoes of hislooked
three inches thick. What was he doing here, especially so early? Held never comeinto the lab before, not
in recent memory anyway, and it was barely seven o'clock. Was he after something, or did it mean more
trouble? Whatever the reason, it couldn't be anything good.

And he was headed that way!

The cooler door closed with a thud. Norman clasped his hands together to conced their trembling and
tried hard not to blush. "Uh, good morning, sir. May | help you with something?”

Craddock eyed him suspicioudy, like an old woman examining a chegp cut of mutton. "I decided to
come down and personally check to seeif you have everything you need to duplicate Dr. Blake's
research. Norbert, isn't it? Y ou're here very early, | see. Some reason?”

"Norman Whedright'smy name, yessir. | camein early to make sure the setup wasready to go. I'm ...
uh ... dwayshereearly, ar. | didn't clock in yet. Thisismy owntime."

The smile was patronizingly fake. "That shows agreat company spirit, young man. We could use more
people of your cdiber, setting agood example like this. Y our former supervisor, Mr. Blake, never once
spoke to me of your remarkable work ethic. Perhaps he was too preoccupied with hisimagined
importance. People like him are unusually self-centered, you know, trying to convince the world they are
something they're not. I'm afraid | don't quite share Blake's opinion of himself. At any rate, ther€ll be
some competent gentlemen arriving later today to get everything underway. Give them al the assistance
they need, Mr. Whedling. We want results as quickly as possible. The project should never have been
conducted asit was, but your attitude assures me that our visitorswill be pleased.”

It's Whedlright, jerk! No wonder Mr. Blake never liked you. "Yesar,"

"Fine. And notify your present supervisor that I'll approve one extra hour added your paycheck this
period to make up for you coming in early.”

As soon as Craddock was out of sight, Norman let out asigh of relief and quickly replaced the origina
vid of microproteins he had used to replicate anew supply.

* k % %

Asthe weeks passed, unease drifted over the Washington establishment likefog in avaley, dmost an
acknowledgement of public discontent beyond anything normal, eection year or not. Not that there was
any officia surprise or concern--why should there be? It was the same old same old, only more so.
Workers took home less pay, executives more, and the poor got poorer while the rich got richer. So
what else was new, other than added taxes?

Nobody understood the horrendoudly complicated tax codes--not even the IRS--and the accountants
and lawyers who could do something about both preferred the status quo. How el se could they move up
from their ‘just scraping by' million-dollar homesto their multi-million dollar estates? Who else would pay



for their sons and daughtersto attend Ivy League schools? The average voter had no hope of
comprehending the myriad loopholes available only to well-heded individuas and corporations who
retained those accountants and lawyers.

Then there was the immense tax burden of illegal immigration and the required medica care aswell asthe
education of the children borninthe U.S., abizarre situation only politicians could have created in their
vote seeking. The most recent studies reported an exorbitant annua cost to the average household for
just for those two items aone. Add in the nation's convol uted and out-of-control health care system that
cost fully twice what it should because of itsirrationa and piecemed structure, then pile on inflation and
energy costs dways rising because of inertiaand specid interests refusing to consider red structural
change and blocking new technology for fear they wouldn't wind up controlling it, and it was easy to see
how the nation was fdtering under the ludicrousirrationdity of the systems. When assgted living for the
elderly, wdfare, interest on the nationd debt, guaranteed |oans amounting to trillions of dollarsand Socia
Security were added to the consideration, the problem was so gargantuan it wasn't worth the effort to try

digedting it.

Better just to handleit in the usud way, the paliticians thought, with rhetorical promises benefiting those
least affected by the problemsin the first place. Secure that congressional or senatoria seat for another
term, and who knew what might happen in the future? Constituents were naA ve, some would even say
stupid. They were more apt to think of how their next cheeseburger would taste, not about what it might
do to them years down the road, medicaly speaking. It redly didn't even matter much which politica
party gained power. Those voted out of office would continue with what they knew best, hiring out as

consultants and lobbyists and being appointed to state jobs reserved for politicians. The corruption
waan't dl in Washington by any means.

But something was different, and it was growing. There were new rumblings on the horizon, an
undercurrent that had no voice, only afedling. Incumbents of al typesand callings were collectively
nervous about red ections, none knowing why, and Mary Henderson's calendar was filled with
office-holders sheld never advised before. For the first time ever she consulted on weekends, working
seven-day weeks. Sherarely returned to her office except to pick up new dossiersfrom Alice and do
quick studies on someone new.

The sudden increase in demand for her services had her long-term clients edgy, clamoring for moretime
with her, upset and frustrated by being put off. Once she did get around to meeting with them, they came
away with greater uneasiness. Thingsthey didn't expect to hear increased unspoken fears, especidly
when the tidbits involved unsettling trends among their constituents, threats to sources of funding or
rumors about those they trusted most. She was adways careful to assure each client that she was making
agpecia exception to repeating hearsay 'in hisor her case, not so much asafavor but as part of her
persond desireto level the playing field for everyone. In agame where the players dl had something they
needed to keep hidden at al costs, decoding an opponent's secrets was better than gold in the war chest.
Egotism shidded each player from thinking the technique might be applied in the opposite direction.

Her formulawas working very well indeed: A--unnerve the client with advice sounding good on the
surface, but causing damage that wouldn't be gpparent until too late; B--ingtill a sense of urgency and
suggest some sort of publicly visble change in direction the congtituency couldn't miss; C--indtill rumors
about the client's competition, designed to emphasi ze the importance of action 'before it wastoo late;'
D--predict immediate backlash that would self-correct prior to the fina countdown to election day.

Apprehension and dissention spread among the voting public amost immediately, but then sheld
predicted that in virtually every case, hadn't she? It would al straighten out when the voters understood
how each disturbing changein their favorite politician's public face might benefit them directly when the



smoke cleared. Campaign promises would resonate much louder, enthusiasm would replace doubt and
the election might even be asweep. For dl.

Hal

It was dmogt fun, thanksto just one session with microproteins derived from autistic individuadstotally
engrossed in concentration when their blood was drawn.

Microproteins, the key to contemplating any complex situation with thousands of variables. Her own
astute knowledge of the palitica bent of the nation was multiplied dozens of times over, bringing in things
she might have overheard in passing, or read in brief snatches, or seen briefly on TV ten yearsearlier. All
the palitical history sheld ever tried to absorb was suddenly therein startling detail. She could even
remember her early American history, asubject she'd struggled through as a high schoal freshman. What
adifference when her advice and suggestions were salted with choice snippets from ahundred or two
years back. Mogt politicians couldn't name thefirst Sx American presidents, let alone eventsleading up
to the revolution, and history had away of repesting itself in the most interesting ways.

Of particular interest was agroundswell of irritation and unhgppiness among minorities. How many times
had that happened before? Politicians were discussing the phenomenon in interviews, on talk shows, in
the print mediaand on TV. Something was turning blacks, Hispanics, women and virtualy every other
minority group away from their traditional spokespersons and causes, but what wasit? It had always
been 'us againgt them' in terms of getting more than their fair share of handouts and advantages. Suddenly
the same groups were clamoring for fairness and honesty, and hang the occasional miniscule pacifiersthat
might come their way in return for votes. 'Show us, don't tell us wasthe new line of thought. They
wanted proof of intent and vaidation of method, not hollow campaign promises, even though some had
benefited by afew programs here and there over the years. The problem seemed to be that there were
more minorities than ever down there at the bottom.

Instead of playing the political parties off againgt each other for more, they were singling out individuasto
support or organize againgt, beginning with the president. His accidental use of 'nigger’ in anationaly
broadcast speech launched afury not seen in three decades, and it hadn't died down one bit. Those who
ralied in defense of what the nation's chief executive might have meant were castigated dong with him.
Theincident sparked deep rifts on the Hill.

Making things even worse, the opposition--intensaly vocd in their derision of Robinson--created their
own monster when Maine's Senator Richard McHugh read off along list of derogatory terms those in
power would undoubtedly draw upon for ethnic tags, if they thought they could get away withit. Hed
have been better off saying nothing. The media, doing what they did bes, lifted the terms out of context
and pasted them next to McHugh's picture. McHUGH LEXICON OF ETHNIC SLURSwasthe
heedline, followed by the ligt itsdlf.

McHugh wasn't the last to flop, as more unsuspecting candidates stepped into a pile of their own making.
It was hilarious in away, watching them go from bad to worse, but no one came back at the person
who'd started it dl because Mary Henderson never actudly told them to say or do any of thosethings.
Her suggestions were formulated on the political Situation existing when she offered them, not after
sweeping changes in the public mood made them risky or explosive. No palitician wanted to suggest that
his actions were fueled solely by a consultant. It went againgt the ego and was rationdized away .

Asadirect result of misstatements and departures from everything expected of them, both partieswerein
deep trouble. Minorities distrusted their own political |eaders as sories circulated showing they were
every hit as corrupt asthe ruling whites. That made those voters angry and ready for change, just as
smilar manipulations had the middle classlooking around at the state of the union and voicing their



discontent more stridently than usud.

Franklin Hedgeworth, chairman of the relatively obscure Freedom Party, had never met Mary
Henderson, nor did he even know where her office was. He had to call twice to ask directions. Mary
met him at the door, smiling brightly asthough he were an old friend and making him fed immediately
welcome. Her hand was out in greeting.

"Hdlo, Franklin. Thanksfor coming by."

"Thank you for seeing me, Ms. Henderson. | redlly do gppreciateit. | think you should know right up
front, though, that our finances--"

"Well work something out.” She waved him to acomfortable chair in her office and took the opposite
one hersdlf. "If you know my reputation for thoroughness, you aso should know I'm well aware of your
finances and everything e se pertinent about the Freedom Party.”

"Uh, that's great, Ms. Henderson. | do gppreciate your interest in us, but frankly I'm puzzled asto why."
The homely face showed his befuddiement as plainly aswords.

Poor man! He may be an economic theorist, but he sureisn't a politician. She crossed her legs and
pretended to examine asheaf of printouts for amoment, then drilled him with one of her famous piercing
dares. Sheletit linger for amoment to get hisfull attention, then flashed acombined smile and raised
eyebrow.

"Frank ... may | call you Frank? ... | want usto get on afirst name basis, so call me Mary, please. My
reasonisthat | have thisfedling were going to be working very closely together in the coming months.
Doesthat suit you?'

"Uh, yesthat'sfine... Mary. It's... I'm grateful "

"Good. Now then, whether you're aware of it or not, the American dectorate, including those who don't
bother to vote, are clamoring for some sweeping changes. I've decided to throw al my support to your
party in accomplishing that, with the help of afew friends."

Hedgeworth gaped for al of two seconds, then beamed bedtificaly. "Why, that'swonderful! Our little
convention aready has agood candidate picked to run, athough we have to go through the formalities,
of course, but--"

"Frank, Aindey Canton's not a strong candidate, which you aready know. He can't win the presidency,
but there's another who can.”

At the mention of the presidency, Hedgeworth started visibly. Thistime his mouth hung open threetimes
longer than earlier. Hefindly closed it, licking hislipswhile he thought of some reply to the bombshell. It
wastimefor another of her patented smiles.

"Now, Frank, grant me my expertise in such matters. I'm not going to reveal who | havein mind yet,
smply because | don't want him to bein the public eye long enough to get savaged by the attack ads and
themedia. Y ou know that will happen aswell as| do.” You'd better. "On the other hand, hewon't bea
dark horsein the traditional sense, because well announce him as our candidate. The differenceisin the
timing. Wewant our public to know him only after the other parties present their platforms. Hes going to
get it from both sides eventually, but I'll handle that. Y our role is going to be to make sure the Freedom
Party officialsdo exactly as| say, and say thethings| tell them to say, and that includes postponing any
activities until then. Y ou won't need any convention, So save your money. | promise you, the resultswill



amply astound you." Not quite the way you're envisioning them, though.

The ploy would gain undivided support and trust, only to abuseit at the last moment--while making
everyone in the Freedom Party like it. Ascension to prominent rolesin the new order, by some of thelr
truly competent members, would quickly dispel their sense of betrayd. Her pause was dramatic, with one
palm raised as she again perused her sheaf of papers.

"I have our dogan dready picked out, Frank, and | have ingtructions here on exactly how and when and
with what groupswell useit, along with some other things our people will do at your direction. | intend
that wewin al the marbles. All the marbles, Frank."

"You're donating your time and ... and your astounding expertise ... to my party?"

"Our party, Frank, and the answer iswholeheartedly yes! Our dogan is going to be THE SECOND
AMERICAN REVOLUTION! All capital letters, by theway, on al placards, press releases and so forth.
Therell be an exclamation point after ‘revolution,’ alittle trick used by the Madison Avenue types and
Hollywood as emphasis along with the capitals. No matter what the other parties come up with, our
dogan will drive apoint home every timeit's presented. People will even see the capitals and exclamation
point in their minds when someone voices the words.

"All right, but the money--"

"That'll befar, far more than you've ever handled, so best start planning where to use it right now and get
yourself some able accountants. Everything must be aboveboard and legal, nothing from lobbyists,
nothing from overseas, nothing from the likes of Sokos and hisilk. Contributionswill literaly pour in
soon as word gets out that I'm working with you, but listen closely now. | want you--only you--to bein
charge of how that money is spent, and I'll writeit al out for you, but you must let no one else see that
planning, not even those in our top echelon, not yet. And you must make absolutely no commitment to
any donor, no matter how much they want to give you. Honesty, remember? A wholelot isgoing to
depend on keeping everything in generd terms aslong as possible. Specifics come later.”

"But ... but Mary, specific goas equate to our platform. It'sall about how we want to change ... and....
"He stopped at her expression

"Frank, has your party been margind in the past? Has it garnered more attention than the bottom two
hundred nobodies added together? What did you get |ast eection, less than one percent of the popular
vote prior to the recount? We're going to put an end to all that, because our candidate will be big league,
make no mistake about it. Our dogan saysit dl: The Second American Revolution! That'sall the voters
need to know for now, other than what I've got ready for you."

“Thet ... wdl, it...."
"The dogan seemsalittle harsh, doesit?’
"Well, yes, now that you mention it."

"But deep in their hearts, that's what most people want, Frank. 1'd go so far asto say even some of those
profiting so much by our present corrupt system want it. Y ou know that | make my living consulting to
our folkson the Hill, and | can tell you there are many times | sensethat what you and | are seeing isthe
direct result of staying in the game by playing rules made by others. Plain and smple. Play their way, or
leave the game. So believe me, the dogan will strike achord with our eectorate.”

"l guessyou'reright, Mary. They say you usudly are.”



"Were going to put our man in the White House, Frank. Mark my words. Our dogan isthefirst step on
that road.”

Except that our man won't be a president the way you're thinking, Frank. Not at all.

* k % %

" till don't see how contributing to the Freedom Party is going to help us, Mary. Sounds like awaste if
you ask me."

The comment came from Marty Granger, ashort and corpulent Texan who'd convened the group of oil
lobbyiststo hear what she had to say. They represented most of the oil industries from Oklahomato
Louisiana, and of course Texas and the offshore drilling, but their interests boiled down to one: whereto
put their money, which in past eections had measured in the tens of millionslegally and uncounted
millions more under thetable.

Granger's comment wasn't exactly unexpected. Mary made her answer blunt.

"You dl know my reputation, gentlemen, so trus mewhen | say I'll bea very influentid player in the next
adminigtration, regardless of who controlsit. And dso trust mewhen | tell you that you're dl going to be
busier than one-armed paper hangers when the time comes. | don't have to be schooled in your end of
the economy, the way your people operate or what's most important to them to make that statement.”
Damn right | don't. You'll all be looking for jobs, that's how busy you'll be.

Therewere grinsdl around. The assumption was amost automatic thet heretofore off limits areas would
be opened to drilling, but Granger didn't exactly buy it. He blew out acloud of cigar smoke, then flicked
thecigar. Aninch of hot ash fdll to the meeting room carpet, unnoticed.

"Better elaborate on that, Ms. Henderson. We don't exactly operate on generditiesin this business.”

"Call it areverse psychology kind of thing, Marty. As soon asthe mgor parties see where your money is
going--and of course you'll make sure they do--they'll fal al over themselvestrying to head you off. They
won't want to see your contributions wasted on aminor palitical party any more than you do. I'll leaveit
to dl of you to imagine how much leverage you'll enjoy once that happens. However, you do want to be
certain the hook is set before you try to land your fish, so get each of your member organizationsto make
their totd initia contribution to the Freedom Party large enough to cause alittle panic. The present legd
limit isall weld expect from each of your members, but with 680 of them kicking in we should get enough
to make it look reasonable, and your message to the big boys should be crystal clear. Think of it as seed
money that will return plenty of dividendslater." To us, not to you. You'll be one of the first to be out
of a job, and we'll be ahead several million bucks.

Granger waved the cigar at hiseight cohorts. "Damn, she'sgood, isn't she? | couldn't for the life of me
figure out where she was going, and here she wasthinking just like the rest of us." There were some
chucklesand agrin or two. He turned back. "Little lady, you made a damn good point, ‘cause that's just
the way those Washington yokel s think." He screwed up hisface and went falsetto. "Oooh, oooh, don't
let any of that money get away from usl" Once more abillow of cigar smoke perfumed the room. "Why,
| bet well get twice our norma mileage oncethistrick settlesin!™

"And remember, gentlemen, our meeting here came at no real cost to you. | don't usualy give away
advice, but in this case and this political climateit would be disruptive to foment any kind of negative
changeto our energy program, am | right? 1'm for seeing only the positives. Y ou'll be happy to know that
| spell growth alittle differently than somein Washington.”



"And how do you spell it?" Again, it was Granger.

"l dways useacapita G, Marty." With that she closed and zipped her leather briefcase. "Others don't.”
There was a cough from one of the group. "Granger...."

What?"

"Why don't you get yourself some decent cigarsfor achange?'

Energy sdlf-aufficiency would mean heaving the old guard out, especialy those most corrupt--like
Granger. Hed been bribing members of congressfor yearsin return for votes favoring tax breaks for oil
companies and suppressing opportunities for dternative energy companies.

* k * %

The microprotein experience could be expected to take somewhere between forty-eight and seventy-two
hours, according to past experience. Mary set up in asmall mote outside Baltimore, one room for each
of the two new nominees, one for hersaf and another for Wilma. The 'experience rooms were
completely stocked with protein drink, coffeemaker, computers and other amenities. Maid service was
canceled until further notice.

Mary was Lance's monitor; Wilmawas Henrietta Worthington's. Although there had been no side effects
or mishaps o far, there were till precautions to be taken. Thiswasn't the Blake ranch, and
Murray--who knew the microproteins ins de out--was a couple thousand miles away. Mary brought in
precautions--a well-equipped first aid kit, severa types of headache remedies and a blood pressure
monitor. She and Wilmaaready knew how to giveinjections.

Neither nominee raised the question of possible side effects, so the standby precautions weren't
mentioned, but they were in avalise brought from Mary's car nevertheless. That'swhere they stayed, as
nothing went awry at dl. Asde from the usua haggard aftermath and deep lasting more than twelve
hours, both newcomers were awed by the whole thing. There were just so many waysto say "Wow.'
Oncethat part ran its course, they were ready and eager to jump aboard.

They were both shown M.I. phones right there, dark brown devices more the size and shape of adeck
of cards than the typical comphone. Therewas no dialer, as M.l.'s operated only on voice recognition.

The front of each device was a screen that showed the number spoken, several graphic symbols
partitioned into meaningful icons, and amonitor showing the user whether the transmission was being
properly received and decoded at the other end. That same indication was presented as atiny red light
that was steady when things were okay, but blinked when they were not. At that point, the sender wasto
closethe channd immediatdy.

There was no microphone or speaker. The screen doubled as both.

Mary finished her descriptions. "These are what you'll use to communicate with me and the others. Right
now they're only good for mysdlf and General Foreman, but well have others shortly. When we get
them, you'll have your own. Each of you will speak your keyword once. After that, it'syoursonly. Y our
voice sgnature plus the keyword becomes your password each time you use the phone, but if anyone
esetriesto useit one of two thingswill happen and either will cause the unit to salf-destruct. If they say
the keyword, instead of you saying it, goodbye phone. If you say the keyword, and they takethe M.I.
and gtart talking, also goodbye, so don't giveit to anyone elseto talk on, even one of us. We each have
to use our own. Bered careful about that when you get yours. These things weren't easy to come by."



Jergins grin was serious. "Nothing good ever is.”

Look at him. Still a boy, but oh, such a boy! It wastrue. Lance wasrelatively young to be so
prominent in news broadcasting. Hed waked the walk of correspondents such as Ernie Pyle and Martha
Gedlhorn, covering bresking stories from the field while ignoring danger to his person. It was often said he
courted physica harm to himsalf, and dared it to do battle with him. He was never content with the kind
of work other reporters did, nor would he accept the dictates of news directors who routinely reduced
hours of danger to thirty-second sound bites conveying little of the disastersthey represented.

He provided follow up and deeply analytica piecesthat weretruly interesting and informative. At first,
few got by newsdirectors, al of whom considered viewersto have the attention span of athird grader
suffering from ADHD. It was highly favorable viewer response that convinced managersto grant him
longer and longer 'face' time, something almost every reporter craved.

Becoming a household name was important, Jergins knew, but only if his reports were built on substance,
not ‘froth for the mindless masses' His persistence paid off when he was chosen one of the leading
co-hogts of the number one primetime news spot. Public opinion rated him most trusted among
newscasters.

That trust had suddenly become pivotd, as held expressed it. The revolution might succeed without him,
but he could improve its chances. Hed immediately have to start browbegting his news director to let him
broadcast stories he wanted in the way he wanted, but by now he had the clout to do it.

Sen. HenriettaWorthington was thefind player in the game of taking the country with ahandful of
conspirators. She hailed from Tennessee, where sheld won her sest after a corruption scanda so bad it
sent the former occupant packing. One of the few in the country who shot her arrows straight, she'd
managed to swing Tennessee voters trust in thefirst third of her first term because she saw the 'king's
new clothes asnothing but air, most of it hot.

But she was no child a age forty-eight. Her credentidsfor public office, beyond her sparkling integrity,
were summed up in two words. too good. She was smarter, worked harder, was right more often and
graciousin being so, knew more about the senate than those who'd been there several terms, and exuded
so much charm it left atrail of glitter wherever she went.

And she was hated by those who had none of her values.

Her trademark was hair that reached nearly to the small of her back. She brushed at atressas she
examined Mary's M.1., then grinned a Lance. "Did you imagineit could be done before you took that
focusing protein?'

Her question drew alaugh, crinkling Lance'sfaceinto interesting patterns. "Hell, no. | thought Mary had
gone bonkers. It took acall from Nat--General Foreman--before | was persuaded to take the stuff, but
now everything's changed.”

"Which remindsme," Mary said. "Nat wants usto speed things up as much as possible.” Her words
drew frowns. "Y ou have reservations about that?"

Henriettaanswered first. "I certainly do. Our groundwork for thisthing hasto be solidly laid and
foolproof before we do anything. | see whereit's possible for usto take power. That part's not as hard
asit sounds, with the public mood and everything e'se going on in government these days. It's how we're
going to keep it once we get it that's the problem. Well be throwing thousands of people out of their jobs
... heck, tens of thousandsif you count al the staffers and secretaries and aides and interns and pages.
They'll raisehdl. They'll cdl for acounter revolt.”



"Maybe not," Lance countered. "Maybe that's where | come in. Congress has gotten so goddamned
corrupt and venia they've gotten doppy, not to mention state and local politicians. Over the past four
years|'vefilled afew gigabyteswith little goodies on one hell of alot of them, stuff the public had to
swallow but couldn't do anything about. Lega challenges, kickbacks, planned cost overrunsinto the
billions and billions on pork barrd projects and public works, public lies, distortions, dander, graft, you
nameit. And as you both know, news ain't news unlessit's fresh and current, so today's bad stuff just
overwrites yesterday's. It'sto the point where our public needsadaily fix or they get upset. All | haveto
do isdrag out the worst of the worst and give the public their fix in one huge dose. They'll choke."

"He'sright,” Mary agreed. "In the days before it happens, Lance will broadcast dll the dirt that'sfit to
hear. Hell hint that the whole government is corrupt from top to bottom, that one or both parties are
faking pollsto hoodwink voters, and that both are plotting to sted the e ection from the Freedom
Party--the only party with integrity and the public interest at heart. Hell aso am quite abit at the under
thirty crowd and minorities. They'll get an earful about where their interests rank in the scheme of
things--right at the bottom."

Lance shook hishead. "Hinting, hell. I'm going to say it outright. Weve all been hoodwinked. Our
government isrun by lawyers, lobbyists, speciad money interests and big corporations, not el ected
representatives, and if the Freedom Party looks likeit's going to win they will try their damnedest to stedl
the dection. My listeners havefaithin me. My task will beto turn their disgust into victory for our Sde.”

"You'rehired! Again. Now let'sgo over my own schedule of events so we can coordinate everything.”
She handed them both one of the little keychain drives, then pulled out a sheaf of printouts. "All the data
you'll need for now is on those drives. Be sure to make your password agood onein case you lose
them. I'll shred these printouts as soon aswefinish.”

It wasthefirst of August and the time for conjecture had passed. It was the moment for action.



Chapter Fourteen

The dream was the kind where his mind was half awake and cranking away, even though he was
technically adeep. Whenever he was degply involved in something during daylight hours, Norman
anticipated endless strings of crazinessin his deep. He knew he could take over-the-counter remediesto
control it, but sometimes the dreams were interesting. Not thistime! The intruder was turning the knob to
the bedroom door ever so softly. Then there was the creak of aboard under the carpet. Hewasin the
bedroom!

Norman twisted from hisright side to hisleft and pulled the covers up higher. Hisleg brushed against
Erniesthigh in the process. It was awonderful sensation. He came awake a bit and snuggled closer, but
something wasn't right. She was as unresponsive as a piece of wood, almost rigid.

He twisted back the way held been, and nearly cried out. A masked man was standing over him, eyes
gleaming through ablack ski mask. There was enough light from the bathroom to see that much, and it
was no dream. He'd started to Sit up but was shoved back even as he saw the gun. It was pointed &t his
head!

Pulse pounding, he glanced quickly at Ernie's side of the bed. She had someone standing over her, too,
wearing the same type of mask. A flash of anger emboldened him, but there was no steadying hisvoice; it
betrayed hisfear. "Who the hell are you? | don't have any money here.”

"We're not after money. Now be a good boy and don't move amuscle.” The intruder waved the gun
agan.

The other one doesn't have a gun, and I've got my own 45 right here in the top drawer of the
nightstand. | can almost reach it without moving. If he turns away for even a moment....

But the thought was only that. The intruder's next move wasto check the nightstand drawer. Therewas
no exclamation of surprise, not even agrunt. He merely lifted out the wegpon and shut the drawer. "Well
put this back before we leave," he said genidly. ™Y ou might need it in case some burglar happensby.”
There was the sound of the magazine being gected. "Thiswill beright outsde the door. Youll finditin
themorning.”

At that point asecond pair of hooded formswalked in asif they owned the house. One, awoman,
flicked on the light and opened a black zippered case on the bureau top. Out came a number of syringes
in sterile packages, plusthe usua rubber strap.

Ernie hadn't made a sound.

The gunman stepped aside. "In case you two are wondering, were going to insert aneedleinto the veins
of both your hands. And young man, if you struggle, one of the other gentlemen here will be forced to
hurt your girlfriend. I know you wouldn't want her to have any permanent disfigurement or expensive
dental reconstruction, so it's best you cooperate. And maam, you'd be advised to take the same advice.
Wed rather not hurt either of you, but if we must, we do know exactly how to do it. Just take it easy.”

Thewoman took out asmall recorder and set it up. Theréd be no escape, no cavary to the rescue.
Anger turned to torment. "I'm sorry | got you involved, Ernie.”

"Wed have gone after her anyway,” the gunman soothed. "Having you together here just made it more
convenient. All right, here we go with the needle. Remember, hold till or well just haveto doit again.”



Therewasadgting in the back of hishand, then the fegling of tape securing the needle in place.
Swallowing hard, he turned away, only to see tears streaking Erni€'s face. While the injection was taking
hold, the woman checked the recorder and said it was working. The drug produced no sensation other
than adeepy feding of floaing. Then, asif from adistance, he heard himsdlf talking.

His questioner wasright--he redlly should try his best to answer al the questions. It seemed reasonable,
the right thing to do, and he felt happy helping them. They wanted to know about hisjob and what he did
at Barrington Labs, particularly about hiswork with the microproteins. How wonderful! 1t was something
he loved talking abot.

Hed changed the labels on the microproteins | eft in the lab, [abding part of the autistic microproteins as
having been derived from normals and labeling some as part from autistics and part as something else
entirely. That was so no one could figure out which was which. He laughed at that part. Oh, yes, they
were stored in the big reserve cooler, insgde awhite case. Then he got to the part he liked best, telling
how they worked and the kinds of effect they'd produced in the chimpanzees. Of course they could be
duplicated. It wasvery smple....

Asone part of him wastalking, another part heard someone describing where the proteins were |ocated
in the lab. The man seemed to be talking into space, because there were gaps when no one was
speaking. Then he heard Erni€'s voice. She was explaining the research program and how Dr. Blake had
been so excited about the chimps. Y es, there were backup records of the program and all sorts of
correspondence in the main computer. The codes to access them were right there in the locked file
cabinet next to her desk. She named the folder titles.

Suddenly he was being shaken and peppered with more questions. Someone thereingde thelab at
Barrington needed even more directions. Perhapsit was someone like Craddock, who wouldn't know
one end of atest tube from the other. The very thought brought giggles, but more shaking stopped his
laughter. He was asked to repeat the directions, and when he'd finished he heard the same voice talking
into space again. Thistimeit sounded like the man was talking on a phone.

"Y ou're sure you're clear? The night watchman never twigged? Okay, great, good job. Craddock came
through. I'll give these two a shot of happy juice and well be out of here" There was a pause, then
"Yeah, I've got their phones and their passwords for the computer files on them. We got every damn
thing the senator could want ... drained them dry ... and you're setting it up exactly the way he wanted
thingsthere when you leave hdf of everything. Greet. Signing off."

It wasdl sointeresting, just like listening in his dreams. Soon held wake up and would barely remember
what happened. That would be just like his dreams, too. He giggled again. Thistime nobody shook him.

* k% k% %

Erniewas sitting up in bed with her head resting on her drawn-up knees when he came blearily awake.
He tensed, suddenly angry and ready to leap up, but she put ahand on his chest, speaking softly. "Take it
easy, Norm. If you move quickly you'll get ablinding headache. | suredid.”

"They're gone?' Hisvoice was husky.

"Yes, but they could be outside yet, waiting to see what we do. | don't think they planned to hurt us. That
was just athrest so we'd cooperate.”

"Never cantell, Ernie. | didn't want you hurt." He waited, then moved dowly. The headache was
bearable enough. He reached for the desk phone, but there was no dia tone. "Dead. They cut the cord.”
He pulled the loose end into view.



"We dtill have our comphones. Cdl the sheriff first, then we have to cal Mr. Blakeright awvay. These
people are after whatever it was he discovered after leaving Barrington. Maybe--"

"I'll get it ... ohhhhh!" The sudden movement took the top of his head clear off. He stopped, drew apair
of long bresths and did out of bed onto the floor, with both hands againgt histemples, finally crawling on
hands and knees to the bureau. His comphone was there in the top drawer. He pulled himself to hisfeet,
drawer by drawer. Moments later, he knew the harsh truth. They'd taken his phone.... and hers, aswell.

* * % %

Murray waved at Jack to turn down the TV, pointing a his phone with an index finger, then dicing across
histhroat in pantomime. Something important was coming through. The caler was Norman Whedright,
and he sounded terrible, almost ready to cry as he blurted out his sory.

It was along and somewhat digointed tale, but the upshot was the intruders knew exactly what they
were after, and they had someone there insde Barrington Labsin the middle of the night. That meant
they'd somehow compromised the guards, one outside and another inside. These were professionals, not
idiots posing as an NSF representatives. Theincident smacked of industrial espionage agents, but not the
kind used by the typica biomedicd giantsor industrid cartels. That kind specidized in stedling without
leaving traces. These intruders didn't care about discovery, again not typica of the giants. It took those
firms months to decide anything new was worth their attention, and more months before they decided to
pursueit in someway. There hadn't been enough time since Craddock's rejection of the microprotein
report, even if he'd taken it when it had been offered and waved it under their noses.

Unlessthey'd been told of itsvaue.

It had to betied into something or someonein the politica scene. The word 'senator' was mentioned
during those find moments before the raid was over. If Norman's recollection was accurate, that would
mean some Washington politicians were after the microproteins. While that could mean just about anyone
in the power dite of the city, the battle had been joined. The enemy wanted the microproteins because he
redized their Sgnificance, or thought he did.

Whatever the connection, someone had been extremely serious aswell as efficient. The raiders now had
aportion of the microprotein supply and the research parameters, plus Norman's descriptions of the
whole process, including al the sdlection criteriafor the origina autistic donors. On top of it, they'd likely
copied the master files containing al the histories of those donors. Then there was the part where the
intruder on the phone left ingtructions that could only mean others were expected to come after the
microproteins aswell. Theinside man or men at Barrington had been told to leave haf of each fraction
sample behind, not to takeit all.

Of course! Since Norman had areedy told them held changed the [abels, anyone else coming to pinch
whatever was left would be totaly confused. Worse yet, Norman's story was the best of hisrecollection,
but he'd been doped up the whole time. So had Ernie. What else had they disclosed? Was Machine
Dean Craddock in cahoots with the raid? Had he been paid off or threatened, or even promised
something that suited his'little man' ego?

Jack's assessment was grim. Hisnew M.l. phone was already programmed to his voice pattern, and he'd
learned how to useit. Now was the time. He needed to talk to Nat Foreman.

"Yes, gr. That'sal we know right now. | advised against Murray contacting Norman and Ernestaiin
person, but they should certainly be rewarded for their loyalty."

"Agreed," Foreman replied. "My estimate of the Situation is pretty much the same as yours, Jack. One,



that reference to a senator isour most significant clueto dl this. Two, he--or she, | suppose ... we can't
assumeit'saheevenif it was given out that way--directs the hit team to confuse any others who might
raid the labs the same way. That says he suspects others might aready know about the stuff and he's
beating them to the punch. Three, we assume an insde man at Barrington, probably Craddock since the
raid team got by two guards. Who'sin charge of guardsthere, if it's not the lab director? Four, lots of
money's obvioudy involved here, so it's probably a big corporation or conglomerate.”

"How do wefind out?"

"Let'sandyzeit. Firs we seethel.S. agents. Ther vist couldn't have been officid--Interna Security
these daysistotaly corrupt--so the information they got went to our senator behind dl this. He'sintrigued
by what he gets, but naturally suspectsthe1.S. boysl! try to double-dip and sdll the same information to
otherslike him. Next, he sendsin his own team right into Barrington, big aslife, for a second pass.
Craddock's involved a second time. These boys spend time working with technician Whedright, and that
should have been the end of it, but now we have athird, uglier visit. Can't be the second group, unless
they were incompetents, so we have anew player ... cdl it ABC corporation, perhaps a pharmaceutical.
They like what they've been told, but they have to have all the marbles. They send in their own team for
aredly thorough scouring, and these are red pros. Conclusion: whoever this senator is, he'sgot to be
thinking Murray Blake's very existence could be his undoing. He's made a commitment to thisthing, Jack,
abig one. He may have connectionsto someredly big money."

"Hell try to diminate Murray, you think?'

"Fitsthe pattern you and | know so well. Why e setry to confuse whoever follows his specia team into
Barrington? We have to know who this mystery senator might be and pull his plug. I'll make some
inquiries and start Mary doing the same. She might be able to finger the bastard for us."

"Thiswasnt |.S. agents, then?1 didn't think so, ether. Internal Security would have taken them off for
guestioning.”

Foreman paused. "Jack, it probably wasinterna security the first time, but thislatest doesn't have their
sgnature. 1.S. agents would definitely have taken them away for questioning. It smacks of CIA or even
our own military specia forces. There arelots of ex-CIA and former military out there, sdling their
sarvices. Let me seewhat | can find out. In the meantime, I'm going to send alarger detachment out to
watch Murray's place, on top of what | have out there now. And it wouldn't hurt for you and Wilmaand
Murray to take turns Sitting up at night. Armed, | might add.”

"That bad, hun?"
"Could be, and I'd rather not take chances."
"Okay. Murray wantsto tak to you. Hell call next. Out."

Murray rang through just moments later. "Generd, can you get someone into Barrington Labs under
some pretense, to contact Norman and Ernie and let them know we're not sitting still”? They're probably
both scared to death. Needlessto say, I'm a bit spooked by what happened last night, myself.”

"Stay that way. | like seeing you paranoid until we get this over with. Sure, | can get someonein there.
Tdl me of someincident involving you and Norman that helll be certain to remember.”

"Hmmm. Okay, have your man mention thetime | lost the ingtruction manua and thought | could do the
replication procedure on aDNA segment of an X chromosome from memory. That ought to do it."



The generd laughed. "Will do. Replication procedure on aDNA segment of an X chromosome. Got it.
What isit you're needing to focus on next?'

"Widl, given our utopian viewpoint, it looks asif everything is on schedule and moving as planned. Our
problem hereiswe can't tell how much of the daily messin D.C. isMary'sdoing and how muchis
business as usud. Things are alot more confused than normal, though, and this new flap over taxing
lawyer's medical mapractice lawsuit awards and pendties might be the proverbia straw that bresksthe
camel'sback ... in this case President Robinson's back. The primaries are all done and there's no clear
front runner for the Oval Officein ether party. Mary has done ahell of agood job. In any case, we need
to have as many of our programs and solutions researched and ready to be put into place amost
immediately. Otherswell announce with atime of initiation, like anew tax plan. Probably the worst
backlash will come from dropping the subsidies and specid favorsto industry and agriculture, particularly
the farmers. That's where the politicians and lawyers make their money. We can't be too draconian about
it, changing everything at once, but at the sametimeit'll be best to take advantage of al the
disorganization that's going to occur. I'll haveto plan all these moves out. The better the first ones go, the
better dl of what follows. What I'm planning on isagroundswell of public support when we abolish afew
of the most hateful programs disguised as sacred cows. It'll be atremendous upheava.”

"Don't | know it!"

"Another session with the microproteinsand | think we can give the American public ashot of adrenaine
they haven't seen sSince my great grandpappy's days. But we've got to be absolutely certain about what
we're doing before we act.”

"Y ou're going to make agood dictator, benevolent or not, Murray."

Murray frowned. "It may not come down to that. Right now I'm getting the feeling we could cause an
upheava that puts usin power but leaves the structure of government intact enough so wejust put it
through a drastic re-organization rather than tossing it out completely. I'll probably have to havethe
military help, though, with martial law and so forth. However it turns out, we're going to have to be

reedy.”

* k% k% %

The senator behind the raids was Allan Merlson!

Mary supplied the answer after Sfting through a dozen or more possihilities. It ssemed that, asde from
his known long list of contributors in the petroleum and dternate energy camps, Merlson's next highest
contributions came from pharmaceutical firms, more so than any other senator she could finger. Among
them were afew mavericks who'd managed to get their products through the FDA in miraculoustime,
and at least one who'd been accused of falsifying records and gotten no more than arap on the knuckles
from the authorities.

Merlson was listed as adirector for one of the corporations. HEd have been in a perfect position to
know who they used for their clandestine snooping or sabotage and then use that knowledge to arrange a
midnight vigt to the Whed right residence. His close association with the Nationa Science Foundation
made thefirgt vigt to Craddock's office most likely hisdoing aswell, and his position as a senior senator
would get him clout with Internal Security. No reason needed, none given. Just go ‘find out what they
were up to.'

Foreman put Mary's findings together with the intruders modus operandus. That was the combination
behind thetwo vistsal right, but the vaue in knowing lay in understanding who the enemy was and what
he was after. No doubt their lobbyists were in tight with Sam Mecabrost, Senator Merlson's chief



assgtant, since it would be Mecabrost who found ways to hide donations. Until Merlson's recent rather
gartling vote againg his magjor benefactors, the sanding joke was that hislegitimate contributions were
thetip of the petroleum iceberg.

Furthermore, Merlson was alech. Mary likened him to a St. Bernard drooling over achunk of mest
when she st foot in his office. That made it more than likely she was being watched. Even morelikely,
Merlson or Mecabrost would know about her sudden trips out of town. Jealousy might have prompted
Merlson to order the Marcos vist. It might even have been Mecabrost himsdlf posing as Marcos.

Thefactsfdl into place, one by one. Merlson would now have the microproteins under his control. What
would that mean, consdering he was one of the senate's most corrupt and hypocritical members? Wasit
safeto relax abit about the night watch around the Blake property?

Generd Foreman didn't think so. He sounded worried.

* * % %

When Moose and Sugar let loose with another of their nighttime barking sessons, it could have meant
anything. The usud cause was some distant dog barking, and of course no bark could go unanswered.
That would set them off and the chorus would begin, but thistime Wilmafelt something was different.

She was on night watch because Jack was checking in back home and would return in the morning, while
Murray was recovering from his second focusing session. Sheld set herself up in the kitchen, doing alittle
in-place running every hour or so to pump her oxygen level back up. It was Jack'strick and it worked.
Never exercise just before you try to deep, he'd said, because you'd be up, with acapita 'U." So she
did, in order to stay awake and dert.

Murray was off snoring in his bedroom. She was on her own until dawn, when there'd be enough light to
discourage casud raids by gangs looking for an easy mark--an unlit house or maybe a car to stedl.

The two giant Pyrenees weren't waiting for answers from afar thistime. Their barks were degp-throated
and constant, which might mean some coyote or fox, or even arare cougar upwind of the pair. Or, it
could be intruders. The problem with two weeks worth of night watcheswasthet at first every little
disturbance was automatically viewed asamgjor atack in the making. Now it was the opposite, where
al but the most unusual noises and accompanying barking were thought to be normal.

Then she heard two yelpsin succession, followed by more barking, but different. Almost likean old
phonograph dowing to a stop, the barking became muffled, then quiet.

She cocked her head, listening intently, but there was only silence. Why would either dog yelp like that?
And why would they quiet down?

She went through the mud room to the back entrance, where she could see the big doghouse the Pyrs
used during ultra cold weather or sorms. Whenever they chased off after anything, they always returned
there, but neither dog was anywherein sght.

Something waswrong, redly wrong.

She hated to wake Murray, but it was dready two thirty in the morning. Besides, he could aways go
back to bed if whatever it was turned out to be nothing. She knocked on his door, heard him till snoring
and went in without waiting. She had to shake him awake.

"What? Wilma? What'swrong?'



"Moose and Sugar. They were barking, then they yelped and a couple of minuteslater they stopped
barking but not al a once. It was so odd, and they never came back here."

He'd been adegp not more than four hours after being awake for nearly three days, yet the adrendine
released by her words was enough. He was fully awake, swinging his feet over the side of the bed. "It
sounds like intruders. Make sure your gun isloaded and around chambered. I'll be therein aminute.”

Asif hiswords were dectric, she shot out of the room and raced back to the kitchen, snatched up her
Glock and checked it, al in asingle motion. Round chambered, ready. Then she doused the kitchen light
and crouched by the door.

Wilmawas nowherein sight when Murray emerged from the bedroom. He was heading toward the back
entrance when the front door was amost wrenched from its hinges with an explosive whump, svinging
wide and shattering one of the two lamps lighting the room. He whirled automaticaly and fired asavo
from his Glock. One attacker at the entrance fell and the one behind him took abullet in the eye, faling
backward. Two down, he thought wildly. Theréd be others.

A dug from a45 would penetrate the paneling either side of the doorframe. He sent apair each side, and
the last one produced a scream. Three attackers down. Almost sounding like an echo, there was another
scream from the back of the house. It was cut off abruptly like abook being dammed shut.

Wilmal
Shedidn't fire her gun. How many rounds do | have left? No time to get a spare clip, no time!

ALIVE, GODDAMMIT, WEWANT THEM ALIVE, YOU IDIOTS! The mae voice camefrom the
vicinity of the mud room.

He spun the other way, charging back only to dter course. Grabbing at amolding to check hisforward
motion, he dropped into a crouch and moved fast aong the alternate halway, so asto comein from the
storeroom. Thered be only asingle night light there, located knee-high at the outside door, which would
put the storeroom door in deep shadows.

Once there he peered through the dirty oval, fighting down the absurd thought that he really ought to
wash the windows more often, then froze. Wilmawas there, struggling with afigure not much larger than
shewas. Another form sprawled on the floor in adark puddle, but there'd been no shot, not one held
heard at least. She must have shot her man during the front door fracas.

Therewas no chanceto fire; they were too entangled to risk it. At that moment the struggling pair turned
so theintruder was facing away. Now! Just as he flung the door open, Wilmafel backward, going down
hard. Her gun went skittering across the floor, but he now had aclear shot. Hefired at the intruder's
chest as the man turned, hitting the target. He didn't go down. No, not a man--that grunt camefrom a
woman! She was knocked back, but managed to keep her feet. Even so, the impact made her lower her
gun ever S0 briefly before she brought it up again. He saw the flash as he fired, but the sound of her bullet
gtriking behind him came amost as an exclamation point. He even fdt the rush of air past hisear. Once
more she staggered back, but wasn't down.

Body armor!

Almost ingtinctively he crouched, two-fisted his Glock and aimed for her head. She raised her wegpon
again, but didn't get her shot off. He pulled the trigger twice--getting one last shot from the expended
clip--coupled with abright flash from a spot behind her. Wilma had retrieved her weapon and aimed at
the same target. The explosion above the assailant's shoulders resembled a small watermelon thrown



hard against a concrete wall, with piecesflying everywhere. The nearly headless torso thudded on the
floor, falling across the body aready there.

Shaking his head to clear ringing from the fusillade of gunshots, he scrambled to help Wilmato her fest,
but before he could say aword there were sounds of another gun battle from the front.

"Goddammit, they're everywhere! Wilma, are you hit?!
She was barely able to get her words out. "No, | don't ... don't think so."

"Then watch out back." His ammo was stashed in his top bureau drawer. The empty clip tumbled along
the hallway as he darted into the room, yanked open the drawer and grabbed two fresh ones. Click
home, ready, check--GO!

But in those same few seconds the firing outside had stopped, and now there were voices. He dropped
into acrouch once more, sidled around the bedroom door frame and advanced guerilla-style toward the
front room. Somehow the remaining lamp in the room had gone out--everything was dark, especialy the
front door opening.

A voice came from that direction, well away from the door. "Don't shoot, Mr. Blake. Were Foreman's

Thewords spdled relief, but his adrenaine had him pumped. Thiswas no timeto get reckless. He
braced the Glock on the back of an easy chair in the den, just off the front room, and shouted his answer.
"One of you remove any headwear, drop your weapon, then your belt and everything on it, then come
insde with hands over your head. | want to see your face, two empty hands and not one bulge on your
person. If you're more than one, the rest of you wait until | ask you to advance.”

Momentslater avoice caled out. "I'm coming in, Mr. Blake, asyou requested. Therearesix of us. I'm
gtill wearing body armor so you may see some bulges.”

"Moveforward. Youredoing fineso far."

The form in the doorway paused there, hands above his head. "That was superbly done, Mgor Blake.
I'm Sergeant First Class Mendes. We got dl of them--"

"The back door, Mendes!"
"Secured, gr. I'll bring in my people now, if you say."

At that moment Wilma appeared in the hallway. "It's okay, Murray. They're from General Foreman.
They got the others.™

There were Six in Foreman's group, two of them women, nonein actua uniforms unless you counted
body armor, arather bulky, pocketed utility belt and combat boots. Murray was still upset, even though
they'd saved the day.

"Well, dl | can say, other than thank you, isthat you cut it too damn close! Who were those people,
ayway?'

Mendes answered for histeam. " Sorry about the timing, Sir, and you'll have to ask your boss who they
were. We're actualy the backup team. One of our main group was killed with a sillenced weapon minutes
before we rotated, and they got through the perimeter at his station without the rest of histeam knowing.
He managed to report in before he died, though, and | took the call. We were within two minutes of



intercepting them. Actudly, Sir, you two did pretty well by yourself. There was only oneleft in front and
onein back and they were getting ready to abort the mission. Go wash your hands thoroughly and put
everything you're wearing through the washer, both of you. Do it now. Everything.”

Wilma started to protest until the leader of the group told her what was to follow. The cleanup began
minutes later, when asecond of Foreman's teams showed up. It was only three thirty am.! When did
these people deegp? They gathered the bodies and sanitized the areas where the gunfights had taken
place, then left as mysterioudy asthey'd arrived. The'golden gate' had remained closed all that time, so
they couldn't have driven up to the house. How did they get there? They must have come the back way,
the same as the intruders, where the farm abutted a thousand acre exotic game preserve owned by some
eccentric zillionaire. But how did any of it happen without an astounding amount of preparation, authority
and influence? Was General Foreman that powerful afigure, that he could literally snap hisfingersand
have the resources he needed for thiskind of covert operation?

The answer, obvioudy, was that he was precisaly that powerful and possibly more so. He was proving to
be exactly the kind of leader who could block any palitical atempt to 'run the military' in anything less
than adeclared war or nationa emergency.

Wilmahad been holding hersdlf together and appearing to do it well, but the minute the last of them left
she collgpsed. He held her until the shaking finally stopped, acutely aware of her dim, young body. It had
been an emotiond roller coaster--relief just in being dive, plusthe psychologica high of besting their
antagonists, tempered by revulsion a having to kill.

She drew away abit, findly, and gazed up. "Murray, I.... "But she didn't need to continue. Her invitation
was as unmistakable as agrand jury summons. At first her lips were soft and enticing, amost shy, likea

young girl's.
Then they were demanding.



Chapter Fifteen
"I had no ideayou'd never ... been.... "Murray murmured.

Her grin wasimpish, set off by the subdued lighting from the nightlight. She lay on her side with her head
resting againgt his shoulder, her eyes mereinchesfrom his. "'I'd never met aman | redlly wanted to do it
with ... until now."

How had she lasted s0 long? She had abeautiful body, with firm breasts and nicely tapered legs. High
school boys and then grown men must have chased her constantly. "I'm till surprised. These days--"

"Murray ... dear ... you'd be surprised how few boys and men are actualy mature enough for a
relationship above and beyond interestsin their jobs and sports--sportsfirgt, jobs second. Guys my age
don't want to read or learn new things, not enough to satisfy me, anyway. | want someone | cantak to
and read in bed with and talk about where our space program went wrong and ... well, you get the idea.
Guyswith muscles| can find anywhere, usudly with mogt of it between their ears.”

Helaughed and pulled her to him. How different it wasto be in bed with awoman other than Connie,
and one dmost young enough to be his daughter on top of that.

Shedid her best to dispel hisreservations.

* * % %

"Jack, who the hell were those bastards who tried to break in here and kidnap us? We were told to ask
the generd, but he's been too busy to take my cals."

"Tdl you inaminute. Got coffee?’
"Just made apot. | suppose | should ask about Brenda, but--"

"Understandable, pal, with what just happened. She'sfine, sends her love ... to the dogs. How're the
Bobsey twins, anyway?"

"Both recovered. It was the stuff vets use to put animals under for examinations and such. Fortunately for
usthe doses were alittle on the small side, so Moose and Sugar barked on their way to la-laland and
Wilma heard the difference.”

He poured coffee as he talked, and they sat at the kitchen table.

"One of the captured guystaked," Jack began. "They were specidists from the eastern crime families,
cdl 'em Méfiaif you like even if they're not, hired to kidnap one Murray Blake and anyone hanging
around with him. If we can believe that's what it was, then someone might have been out to squeeze you
dry for thefull microprotein story.

"Frankly, | doubt it would have stopped there. Sounds to me like someone wanted you erased to tie up
loose ends, since they'd already gotten your secrets. The kidnapper thought some drug cartel might also
be onto it, some outfit starting with'G.' Therewas area sense of urgency behind theraid, like you were
supposed to be out of the picture before someone el se--read that as a pharmaceutical
conglomerate--made any sense out of the product.”

"Wasn't Merlson adirector on acompany called Gloriana, or something like it?*



"You'reclose. It's Goriana. IsWilmaup?'
"I heard her in the shower awhile ago. She should bein shortly.”

She camein afew minuteslater, but from the master bedroom, not the room she normally used. No
comment from Jack, but afew seconds later she gave Murray afar-from-ssterly kiss. Still no comment,
but now there was afaint smileflickering on and off hisface like abardly lit candle.

Murray tried unsuccessfully not to blush.

* k% k% %

It was September and Mary's sixth trip to Oklahoma. She immediately picked up on the change between
Murray and Wilma, and just as quickly put her own jolt of displeasure to bed. Que sera, serAj! Best to
accept the Situation for now. After dl, Wilmawas there constantly while she flitted about the Washington
landscape, hardly dowing down for deep. On top of that, Murray needed awoman's steadying influence
in hislife. It probably would have happened sooner, if not for the recent loss of hiswife. Considering the
months that had passed since that tragedy, who could be surprised?

If anyone noticed her brief contemplative moment, it wasn't mentioned. Everyone was seated in the den,
anxiousto hear her Washington report. She eected to stand.

"General Foreman and | talked afew days ago. It seems Senator Merlson was very upset with the NSF
scientigts he virtually commandeered, and sent for another team to isolate a second set of microproteins,
using techniques from the Barrington backup files of Murray's research. Don't ask me how the genera
learned thiswhen | couldn't, but he's been no end of surprises. Heredly has hisfingersinto every aspect
of theintelligence community except Interna Security. Too much corruption there.

"Anyway, I'm sorry to report they duplicated every part of Murray'swork perfectly and Merlson
immediately rounded up some volunteersto try it. Were dedling here with one of theworst in
Washington when it comesto duplicity and graft. He's taken millions from big ail, drug cartels, agricultura
lobbyists and legd firms and rumor has him with severd accountsin the Cayman Idands. We're pretty
sure he was behind the Marcos vist, the |.S. raid and the follow-up raid in Norman's house and inside
Barrington. Prior to my coming aboard, | steered him into voting for the energy bill, which | now regret.
He's so angry a me he won't buy any more advice, even though | did warn him held lose his oil support
in the short term. My point isthat | can't influence him in the usua way and | wouldn't be surprised if he
doesn't try the microproteins himsalf pretty soon, or compel Mecabrost into doing it. HE's seen how well
they work. Murray, why are you chuckling?'

"Well, if he'staking them, I'd rather he hadn't discovered why he wasn't getting results at first, but | don't
think it'll matter much. He doesn't know what results to expect, you see. Without some specific focdl
points at the onset, anyone experimenting will have the equivalent of along trip on LSD. It'l be mass
confusion when they come out of it, likeasmal child chasing fireflies. The next oneto light isthe oneto
chase, and so on, never stopping to examine the one just caught. The drug companies are undoubtedly
focused dready on their products and markets, so it might not have fooled them for long. Merlsonisthe
opposite. He might get better at what he's aready good at, histreachery, but nothing new will come out
of it."

"Will he, or someone ese, maybe, decipher our intentions, though?"

"I doubt it. For one thing, both conventions are deadlocked on their candidates and he's busy trying to
get hisnameinto the pot. But mainly, it'sjust too wild to consider ahandful of people carrying out a
successful revolution in the first place, and where would he even get the operative term revolution?



They've been fat catsfor so long they can't imagine the country functioning any other way, though |
suppose they'll try using the focus factor to make their graft and thieving more efficient and better
concedled. They'redl little Merlsons. Then again, say hetakesanew kind of mind journey ending in total
confusion when he emerges. That wouldn't spell revolution, but from what you tell us of hisdrug cartel
connectionsit could mean something like L SD without as many dangerous side effects. Two or three
daysin the tank without someone around might even convince him he has the wrong formula. Look &t the
way we were coming out of it--zombies with nothing more on our mindsthan crashing forever.” Hislittle
smile morphed into agrimace as he pictured his research being used that way.

Mary nodded. " Someone must have been taking notes, though. Severd of the big pharma-corporations
have dready started changing their methods of advertising and lobbying, and the way they go after
doctors and relations with the FDA and so forth, so it may bethey're dl sharing their discoveries. When
haven't they? They have Merlson way deep in their pockets. If they focus and find away to let other
industriesin on the secret without hurting their own income, they'll probably try selling the microproteins
to other conglomerates. In fact, they've probably done it aready, because I'm sure Merlson passed it on
to some other industrial cartdls, too, damn histhieving soul. | know for sure the drug companies have
been buying heavily into oil and autos, and | know for afact they've begun using some extremely devious
methods of making the government regulations and lawswork in their favor. That's onething | wanted to
discuss with you. How are your proposed changes in government departments like Labor, HHS,
Defense and so forth coming dong?!

Murray yawned. "Real good, Mary, but I'm having problems getting enough deep." He paused. "What |
mean is--

Mary held up ahand. "Enough said, Murray. Congratulationsto both of you. Just don't let it distract you
from our primary mission." Sheraised her brows, glancing at eachin turn.

Wilmablushed, but said firmly "It won't. | won't let it. In fact, Murray was under alot of strain. | hope
you've dl noticed he's more relaxed now." She directed her words at Mary, even though they were
meant as al-encompassing.

"She'sright,” Murray said, exaggerating hissigh and bringing the back of his hand to hismouth ashe
feigned another yawn. "I'mredlly ... rdlaxed.” That got him abop on the shoulder from Wilmasfist.

"Wel, I'm happy for you." She drew abreath and held it, like someone savoring incense, or accepting
resgnation. "'l think | need aquick drink before we continue.”

Wilmajumped up. "Go ahead, Mary. I'll makeit."
"Yes. Well okay, then, Murray, what have you come up with so far?"

"Wheredo | start?I've been trying to keep it smple. The more complicated aprogramiis, the easier it is
to manipulate in the wrong direction.”

"Right. How about gtarting with the IRS?!

"National salestax, with arebate of a certain amount to every one holding a Socid Security number. No
personal income tax, no corporation taxes. Real smple, huh?"

"You can't be ... are you serious? Jack, are you listening?”’
"Yep. I'madl ears”
"Now | redlly do need that drink! Better explain this, Mr. Blake, and go dow for my sake.”



"Itsample, as| said. Everyone pays somewhere around a twenty percent salestax on every sngleitem
or service bought, including investments--that's over and above any state salestax--and every single
citizen gets back an amount well determine later. If you hold aSocial Security card, you get one-twelfth
of your annud rebate in the mail every month, and it matters not whether you're working. Of course, if
you have no Socid Security card, i.e. youreanillegd, forget any rebate, but you'll fill pay the sdlestax
on everything you buy. Basicdly that's the end of immigration problemsright there. 1llegals may get paid
under the table, but they can't spend adime of it without paying their twenty percent, and they won't get
one penny back. Furthermore, their employerswill haveto cal thoseillegal wages something, and there
goesthat easy cover. If not wages, then the expenses are purchases of some sort. Bingo, fork over the
twenty percent on dl those paymentsto illegals you called miscellaneous maintenance, trash-and-carry
and lawn care, Mr. Employer. We have fifteen, maybe twenty million illegalsin the country right now,
paying nothing into the system and taking al they can out of welfare, Medicare and any other socia
support system the rest of usal pay for. Run the numbers; they're good. It's not even my ideg; it's been
around along time but it was aways too smplefor Congress. Or rather, the powers Congressis
beholden to would never stand for it."

"Well, if you say so. Now what about corporate taxes? Y ou mentioned them."

"Certainly. Corporations pay the sdlestaxes same asindividuals. It'sall wrapped up in one system.
Payrollswill have No federd withholdings other than socia security. Won't that be nice? Won't thelir
employees rave about taking home amuch bigger chunk of what they earn?| predict the move will result
inlower overal manufacturing costs, tighter controls on inventory, lower prices and improved foreign
market advantages.”

The expressonswere priceless! "Hey, it'll work, evenif it will turn out to be much more complicated than
I'm making it out to be."

"And if they decideto raise pricesinstead?’ It was Jack.

"Someone hasto buy what they make, and raising prices shuts doors to foreign markets so everything
gtays on the mainland. They'll suffer loss of business by raising prices, snce now competing foreign goods
or sarviceswill have abig advantage. Believe me, their bean counters will know which way to turn thisto
their advantage.”

"Murray, some states dready charge salestaxes,” Jack objected. "Another twenty percent on top of, say
seven percent, would be way too much burden for the average family."

"Thelower incomewill get part of that back, remember? So will therich, but they'll hardly notice. Heck,
even crookswill get it. Maybe if some of the minorities where most of the crime occurs get checks every
month, they might not do so many illegd things. Especialy once we reform the drug laws.

"And listen to this: we're dso going to use our power to revoke al the special tax breaks and other
privileges churches get--Poof! They'll pay salestaxesjust like any other business and they can forget
about exemptionsfor red etate taxes that states and cities have been giving them. Just think: the
billionaire crooks and televangdidts, the rdigion power-bloc and any cult that isn't honestly motivated is
gone. That's something I've never understood anyway. Church and State are supposed to be separated
s0 how did churches wind up tax-free, for Christ's sake?”

"You'regoing kind of fast here, Murray" Mary said.

"You of al people should know we haveto go fast. Mary, arevolutionisdl very wel, and weredl sure
we can pull it off or we wouldn't be here, but we have to have asystem to put in its place almost
immediately or therell be ared revolution, complete with blood in the streets and firein the city. | don't



say everything will turn out like I'm saying here. What will turn out as predicted is an abrupt drop in the
cost of running the IRS, what with not having to watch for anything but cheating on the salestax. No
10,000 page tax codeto interpret.”

"No exceptions for food or drugs? No exemptions?”'

"Zero, capital "Z. We can't sart making exceptions or using taxes to make socid palicy, particularly not
bowing to asingle specid interest. If you alow one exception, you open the flood gates. | might al'so
point out the psychologica impact of getting acheck every month. Think what that will do for us."

Mary'slook was amix of frown and smile. "But Murray, where does the government come out ahead?
Nearly every economist going is clamoring either for tax increases or program cutbacks, and then there's
gtill the Socia Security mess? Are you saying we cut the Socid Security payouts?’

"Of course not. That's one program that's been run fairly and with reasonable efficiency, barring dl the
added benefits politicians have been tacking on for years. Well have to do some reform, though. And of
course, we quit dl thetalk about asocid security trust fund since it amounts to nothing but a bucketful of
IOUs anyway." He laughed.

"I've got aquestion,” Jack said. "Y ou haven't mentioned investments. How will they work?"

"Same as the rest. No more free rides. Those who play the stock market will pay tax on their stock
purchases on the way in, but no tax on their earnings coming back out, so they can make akilling and
keepitdl. It just costs them more to get into the game, and that will put areal damper on stock churning.
Every single transaction involving a purchase will cost the purchaser twenty percent. We exempt stock
swaps o stockhol ders can barter what they have for what they want. That keeps the blue chips going
and it returns the market to the basics of money in thefirg place.”

"Okay, but back to Mary's question about tax revenues, pal. Where do we get what we need to run this
country? It fill doesn't seem like enough." He waggled his empty glass and made for the bar.

"l haven't even gotten to dl the programswell cut. And everyone, in case you're wondering how |
suddenly got to be afinancia genius, thisisn't dl my doing. Infact, not much of it is. General Foreman
provided the facts and figures from afinancia genius he knows. Pretty soon well bring himin and put him
through afocusing session so he can round off the rough edges.”

His concluding words were met with sllence. Finally Mary amiled. "I likeit, Murray. | likeit alot! Jack?
Wilme?'

Wilma nodded and headed for the kitchen. Jack tipped his glassin respect. Mary finished her drink and
st the glassdown.

"Careto expound on the rest of our goas, Murray?'

"I'll do one more, and then we haveto egt. I'm starving and that dinner Wilmas making isn't helping one
bit with itsaroma.”

But Mary kept him talking. At the end of thirty minutes of nearly uninterrupted debate, he'd outlined most
of their mgjor programs: internationa entanglements, energy dependency, homeland security, more on
immigration, subsidies and entitlements, soaring medica codts, the drug problem, minority trestment, the
judicid system and numerous others. All had been areas of focus during his second microprotein session.

Mary was more than pleased. "Thishas all been absolutely astounding, Murray. I'd ask where you got all
these fantagtic and origina ideas, but then we dl know, don't we? I'll fold al thisinto the political



caculations and Genera Foreman will do the samefor the military. After thet, it'stime to make you an
overnight phenomenon. Y our nameis going to become a household word in a very short time--youll
have to give afew interviews--and I've got the ground pretty well prepared for someone exactly likeyou
to apped to the dectorate. Just about the time the mgjor parties finish holding their conventionsyou're
going to overshadow their nominees. I'll stay here a couple of days, by the way, and run you through how
to hold your press conferences. It'sgoing to startle hell out of viewers and reporters dike. I'll make sure
the media coversit live, and itll betotaly unlike anything the regular politiciansdo.” She grinned likea
little girl just given arobot doll, afunctional computer and a set of spaceship and engineering games, dl at
once. "You're going to have to do alot of name-and-face memorization. | want you to be ableto identify
every snglereporter you'll runinto, and do it in your deep. It'll amaze everyone.”

Wilma came back in with afresh cup of coffeefor Murray and one for herself. "What about our
'precipitating incident? Did | missthat part?’

Mary gazed at the celling for amoment. "Oh, yes, the incident thing. That's our last mgor problem. Jack
and | and Genera Foreman have been tossing around three or four concepts without coming up with a
winner. We need some magjor incident we can turn to our advantage, an issue where the whole country
would rise up and demand a change we don't engineer ourselves. Spontaneity is the keyword. We
thought maybe something that would redlly darm the derly, for example. Ideas? It would--"

Wilmabrokein. "Go the opposite direction.”
"What? Oh, yes.... Wilma... you have a suggestion? Then let's hear it."

"l don't have the credentia s the rest of you have, but | think there's one thing maybe none of you thought
enough about, despite the focus factor, and that's people under thirty, the college crowd, and even high
schools. They'revery ... well...."

Mary motioned with both hands. "Keep it coming, Wilma. | think I'm getting aglimmer here"

"Wéll, they're truly the disenfranchised of our nation, right? And there are millions of them, not yet in
control, but worried sick about what's happening to the world they're about to inherit. Why not |et the
college crowd think both mgjor parties are out to rig the eection in such away they'll bethe losers. Let
them believeit will mean the end of student loans, freedom of expression and afew other emotiona
issues. It shouldn't take much to ignite awhole uprising, the kind you want. And something dse.... "She

paused.
"Oh, don't stop, Wilma. Thisisgood stuff."

"Well, | wasthinking. Blacks and minorities have this awful sense of having no power, and the rest of our
citizenshaven't aclue asto how hard it isfor these people. | say we need to level the playing field, get rid
of dl that affirmative action stuff and turn all the educational system back to the states. It would bea
wholelot better if everyone knew it was al up to them whether they succeeded or failed. | ... well, |
guess| sort of got on a soap box there."

"Not at all. Get back up on it and keep talking."

"Wall, | was going to say average citizensdon't realize how few of the minorities are finishing high school .
Or how many are unemployed. How many wind up in prison, or have records. And the drug part ... was
| ever glad to hear you have ideas about that! We need to let al these people know we have solutions,
that we have a better way."

Mary stared for along moment before breaking into agrin. Then shelaughed. "Oh, Wilma, that's



wonderful, absolutely on the mark! I'll do afocus session on the ideas and see what we can come up
with. Personaly, | think once everyone, minoritiesincluded, redize were not kidding, we mean what we
say and weintend to carry out our programsfairly, they'll start to come aboard.” She paused for a
moment. "We're going to have to find a place for you in government after we take control.”

"Weadready have" Murray said quietly.
"Tdl me"

"Wilmaand Erniewill be my chief adminigtrative assstants, dso functioning as advisers, same as Jack. Il
want people who look at things outside the box and come at a problem from a different angle.”

"Just as Wilmadid now. Take abow, lady, and don't ever let me hear you apologize for your credentials
again. I've been on campuses during some pretty violent uprisings, and you are so right. Y ou and Jack
and Ernie--who | haven't met but want to--will whisper in Murray's ear. I'll be his political adviser, and
the generd will handle the military side. Murray, you're going to have a better team than any president
ever did. By theway, did you know there's no mandate for a president to name a cabinet? That's purely
up to him, and it's mosily amatter of necessity. I'll help you with names of men and women you'll want
closeto you, and those you don'."

"I don't think I'll be able to handle the job without an awful lot of help.”

Wilmabopped him playfully on the shoulder for the second time. "Of course you will. Look &t thethings
you've dready come up with."

"Well, maybe, but you'll al makeit lessdifficult." He suddenly brightened. "At least | won't have to worry
about dissent. Once we'rein we can tell any of the pressure groups and specia interest groupsto get
log."

Mary was amused. "Man isapolitica animal, Murray. Honesty goes along way, but you have alot to
learn about politica matters. The generd and | will be your teachers. Y ou'll have to work with groups, or
representatives of groups, because you can't possibly ded with every single problem down there & the
local level." She suddenly stopped, staring a nothing as though her mind was athousand miles away.

Wilmatook the opportunity to give Murray aquick kiss, then went back to the kitchen to check on
dinner in the making. Jack, who'd been unusually silent al through the presentation, stood and stretched.
"Asfar asI'm concerned, Murray, you've been in the wrong business dll these years. Theseideas of
yours are dynamite, especidly theillega immigration fix. Who better than aready-naturaized Mexicans
to flesh out the INS? Hell, they'll talk to their countrymen in ways no one else can. And | like that part
about learning English well enough to read any three pages of somework like Robinson Crusoe aloud,
and then summarizeit in English, ad lib. This crap about memorizing ahundred wordsis crazy. That's not
English. Hell, | don't speak awork of ... say, Greek ... but | can memorize sounds well enough to recite
something that short. Movie actorsdo it dl thetime. The prizell be worth more when illegds haveto
work for it. And by God, if you don't cut out that second language businessin schoal, I'll kill you." He
grinned. "The country became grest by plunging the immigrantsinto the school system and forcing them
tolearn Englishinahurry.”

Mary took severa more minutes before continuing her discourse. "Murray, | just had athought and I've
been analyzing it. One of thethings| think you'll be doing is seeing three or four average citizensaday,
live and unscripted, right in the Ovd Office. They'll be chosen randomly and their questionswon't be
known in advance."

Once more, Wilmareturned in timeto hear the pronouncement. "Didn't Lincoln do that?"



"Thereyou go surprising me again, Wilma. How many people know that? Y oulll never convince me
you're not aswell equipped asthe rest of usif you keep spouting off truthslike that. Y es, Lincoln wasthe
last president to see anyone who wanted to talk to him. After that, and after hewas nated, it
became both too dangerous and too cumbersome and time-consuming. But well do it on alottery basis,
and I'll guaranteeit will help you with the peopleimmensdy.”

Wilmascarcdly hid her pleasure. "Dinner'sready,” she announced, aming thewordsa Murray. "Mary
and | can talk about thisidea after we eat, while you're doing the dishes.”

Then she dimpled sveetly.



Chapter Sixteen

September saw Murray in the news.

"FREEDOM PARTY FIELDSMY STERY CANDIDATE" Washington Post
"BLAKE'S CANDIDACY A JOKE?' Chicago Tribune

"OKLAHOMA SCIENTIST JOINSTHE FIELD" Christian Science Monitor
"WHO ISMURRAY BLAKE?' New York Times

"NO INTERVIEWS:. BLAKE" Daily News

"FREEDOM PARTY FIELDSANOTHER LOSER" Los Angeles Times
"BLAKE MAKESIT 266 WANNABES" Philadelphia Enquirer

Mary had her shoes off and her feet propped up on one of the picnic tablesin Great Falls Park. There
were othersin the park, mostly families, but they were down closer to theriver. The location was safer
than her own apartment as far as anyone overhearing her words.

" waswrong about starting things afew weeks ahead of their conventions, Jack. Thisworks out much
better. Our candidate's lighting up the scene about the same as one of those white phosphorous
starbursts on the fourth of July. The mediaare so desperate to have something or someone new to idolize
or smear after the regular conventions they've actualy poured gasoline on our fire. Y ou've seen the
headlines of course, and dl the fluff that goes with them, but have you sampled the Internet in the past
two days? It'sworth millions.”

"Murray's here listening with me," Jack answered. "He can't talk because my M.I. will go belly up.
Where areyou?'

"Outdoors, away from my apartment, in a park along the Potomac. No one's near me. | can talk.”
"Y our report's sounding fine so far, so keep talking.”

"| started everything three days ago by dropping Murray's nameto afew of my journalist friends. They
heard what awonderful president held make if only he'd goneinto palitics, but he hadn't and that was
that. End of story; the country'sloss, yada yada. These particular contacts are the kind who know | don't
say such things unless I'm sitting on a big, dark secret, so they pressed me just as| knew they would.
Could he be coaxed into running, etcetera? Y ou know the drill. Anyway, | said I'd approached him, but
he wasn't ready to face reporters, let alone make that kind of decision yet. He might do realy well asa
Freedom Party candidate, though, since the two majors were such amess. They took the bait. Of
coursg, | just happened to mention | had afew articles and afact sheet I'd collected, but | couldn't share
them unlessthey guaranteed not to tell a soul .

Jack waslaughing. "Y ou're devious, Mary. Alwayswere."

"Of course! Anyway, hereit isthree dayslater and the Internet's going wild. Murray Blake's nothing but
abig mystery, but you wouldn't know it from what they're posting . They're making stuff up and
plagiarizing each other, most of it good even if it'sfiction. Murray's a candidate with heroic proportions
aready, and we haven't even announced him yet. And of course Lance Jerginsis champing at the bit, but



it'snot timefor him yet.

"Y esterday | went one better. | took one of the photos we have of Murray and emailed it anonymoudy
to one of the bloggers from a public termind. Sure enough, it's been posted dready. Watch the rumors
fly now! Nobody dreamt the Freedom Party even had a candidate asde from their guaranteed loser,
Aindey Canton. Canton's never quite gotten one percent of the popular vote. Hes ajoke, and aways
has been."

"Y our reputation'sworking for us, Mary."

"Plus backlash, Jack, plain and smple backlash. The eectorateis mad as hell. They'rein anasty mood
and both mgjor parties are self-destructing. Robinson'sin quicksand, dragging a dozen others down with
him. He'd be guaranteed to lose, except that his challengers are stuck on supid, dl six of them. Theidea
of apolitician who might be completely different from anything seen beforewill hit our citizenry dowly a
firgt, but just wetch it take off. Remember your chemistry? The eectorateis like a supersaturated
solution. Onetiny disturbance and it aboruptly formsacrystd. Our citizenry arelonging for someone who
can manage the government and steer congress toward meaningful gods, rather than doing everything
with one eye on the polls and another on chances of redection.

"And that brings up another subject. We need to have a meeting and seejust where our revolution is
going. Even with our focusing, there's so many factors working now that the outcome of the events we've
set in motion is subject to congtant change. Well have to stay on top of them, but I'm beginning to believe
now that we can pull this off and still keep part of our system in place, a better result than outright
revolution.”

"Murray thinks you've been helping the mgjors sdlf-destruct a bit. Y ou wouldn't want to confess, would
you?'

"Who, me? Y ou think | would stoop so low asto use my knowledge of various corruption scandalsin
some nefarious way? Or maybe send anonymous emails to various paliticians denying various rumors
about their opponents? Would | find waysto inform lobbyists that their Washington darlingsare
double-crossing them? Oh, you can't believe that | had anything to do with those rumors about
Robinson's secret mistress, or Bryant's cocaine habits. | would never do such things.”

"Shame on us, Mary. How could we have thought otherwise? Y ou had nothing to do with at least eight
corruption scandaslast count, elther, or the anonymous Homeland Security whistle-blower story, or the
sour economic outlook, and I never thought you were behind those rumors about foreigners dumping
their U.S. debt holdings."

"Redly, Jack?Y ou don't say. Arethey doing that?"
"l just knew that would be newsto you, but yeah, they are.”

"Y ou're saying they own gobs of U.S. debts and they're selling them off so they can shift to other
currencies? That the dollar's been on itsway out on the international value scene, but in just afew weeks
the trend has gone into warp drive? Isthat what you're saying?"'

"About the same length of time a certain political consultant has been busy, | might add.”

She chuckled, checking her surroundings out of habit. A family with two young children was moving too
closefor comfort. "Hey, gang, | haveto sign off. A family with two kidsis coming thisway. I'll cal again
tonight and well set up ameet. Murray, keep boning up for that news conference. Well have it within a
week. Ta"



Jack wasright, of course. The rot wasfiltering down to the state and local governments, right onto the
heads of any politicians not wearing Teflon. Citizenswere findly waking up to thefinancid messthe
country wasin, now that the downturn was hitting them hard. They wereirate about trillionsthe
government had signed 1OUs for with no means of repayment--like some acoholic unableto refuse a
drink--but the problem had become a national catastrophe amost overnight. It was rather like a see-saw.
Aslong asthe two sides were balanced, any amount of weight could be loaded on, but let one side
become lighter by the weight of onethin dimeand zing! In the political sense of things, public tolerance
was loading one side, government corruption the other.

Tolerance was fast disgppearing. The dectorate was mad as awounded wolverine, demanding
something be done, but what had started it all”? What, indeed. Might its name be'Mary? Shelaughed all
the way back to her car. Before sheleft the park she sat in her car for afew minutes, musing over Jack's
discourse. It was more or lesstrue, but she knew it wouldn't have been possible had the nation's troubles
not already been near the point of boiling over, and had she not had the focus factor to call upon. She
had smply applied abit of extraflame, and it had worked better than even she thought it would. So much
so that now they were dl beginning to consider the possibility of "President Blake" rather than "King
Blake". Which reminded her. She needed to get some research going on the subject of Executive Orders.
It seemed asif it might be needed.

* * % %

Allan Merlson waslivid. There was dways arisk in working these things under the table, but the Goriana
ded had exploded in his face without warning. The company's re-election campaign pledge was barely in
his calculations when his private comphone vibrated. It was none other than Goriana's CEO, Abe
Goldman. The message was short--and sour.

Someone had riled up the stockholders with arumor that the company was engaging iniillicit research,
that it had stolen the intellectual property behind its prospective new product, BrainWave. Even though
that was true, who'd have known enough to start the rumor? Receiving stolen goods was almost as bad
as having pilfered them, but no one should have learned about Goriana having the microproteinsin the
first place, let done discovered the eventua product name, so someone-- Goldman emphasized the word
with amost aroar--had broken his pact of secrecy. The damage was done, and heads would roll.
Furthermore, BrainWave might never come out under any name now.

There'd be no excuse or explanation accepted, the campaign pledge was being recaled and thered no
longer be adirector's board seat for the senator from Illinois. Nobody screwed Abe Goldman and got

away with it, nobody!
Then Goldman had hung up, the assholée!

The trouble with idiots like him wasthat they just didn't trust anyone. Now the campaign fund wasin
seriousfinancid trouble, unlessthat stuff Mecabrost dug up on Carl Crodey took him out of therace
first. Crodey was staggering, but he wasn't down yet, and he had his own sources of dirty money. Only a
couple of weeksto go now, thefirst of October, until the campaignswerein the last full swing, so
something had to happen, and soon. There was till the Robinson possibility, of course. The incumbent
president was as good as gone, but he could nominate his own successor if he decided to drop out.
'One-term Robinson’ had a hefty war chest! Part of it would go to whomever got the nod.

The corner wastebasket was surrounded by crumpled paper wads, as usual. One more missed the target
and bounced over againg the office door. Who could have known about the Goriana deadl ? Certainly not
the Blake bunch, so that |eft only the two sets of raiders, starting with Interna Security. Elaine’Y eager?
Shewas acrafty oneall right. She might have sold the information to someone, but how would she have



known about Goriana? And how would she know how to approach the major stockholders without
having the complete lig?

Goriands own espionage team had been insde Barrington, swiping the stuff. They'd be much morelikely,
snce they might have access to stockholder records, but why undermine their own people? Was
someone el se paying them a cool fortune for sabotage? Y ou couldn't trust anyone these days, not asingle
soul. Well, maybe one.

Mary Henderson was still a person of her word. Her advice about the energy vote hadn't really been that
bad when she gaveit, but things changed fast in the political scene. That was agiven. Shedd warned him
the vote would cause a near-term reaction, and she'd been right. He shouldn't have let anger be hisjudge.
Infact, he might even give her acall one of these days, especidly if Robinson dropped out and named
him as the nomineefor president. She'd redlize then shedd made a big mistake hanging around with that
Blake bunch. She'd cometo her senses.

He visualized her gtting there across from him. Mmmmm! Good thing his office door was closed.

Severa minutes later, he lobbed another paper wad at the basket. It went in.

* * % %

Oneday in late September before thefirst press conference the revol utionary caba managed--just
barely--to sgqueeze in ameeting of the whole gang at the ranch. General Foreman participated viaa
teleconference gpparatus set up by one of hisenlisted technica experts, and the whole thing came

together perfectly.

Mary opened the meseting. "This might be the last time we have a chance to discuss the direction were
going and where we think well wind up before events overwhelm us. Basically, we need to have options
ready for three versions of our revolution: area one, complete with guns and blood; aquiet one where
we amply take over with military backing and begin issuing edicts, and a partid--where we take over the
reins of government and force Congress to do what we want with athrest of amilitary takeover if they
don't. Doesthat sumit up?”

"Succinctly,” Nat Foreman answered. "At this moment the military isto the point of quiet discussions over
their role after the e ections. We've come along way, because hardly anyoneis bothering to try keeping
the discussions secret and the political generals are afraid to take action for fear they won't be obeyed.
So wherever we wind up, the military will be with us so long aswe don't try making big, hairy things of
oursalves and actually do make mgjor changein the present corrupt setup.”

"That's great, Generd," Murray said. "Frankly, I'd rather be president than dictator if | haveto be
anything, dthough adictatorship might be smpler.”

"Only in the short term, Murray," Mary corrected. "Asdictator, you'd have resistance. As president,
even with current restrictions on presidential power removed, you'd be much better off for the long term.”

"What do you mean, removed?' Jack asked.

"Oh. Perhaps | should have begun by telling you about my latest project. I've been having some bright
boys quietly research the limits of executive orders by the president. Know what? There are no
condtitutional limit to what a president can do with executive orders. He doesn't even haveto declare
martia law or agate of emergency, as we thought, and Congress isn't required to ratify anything hesgns
before it can be put into effect. Only the courts can declare his orders uncongtitutiond, and in the event
he does declare martia law, even they are powerlessfor ninety days. He can do alot in three months.”



Murray gave her athumbs-up sign. "That sounds, good, Mary. Y ou know I'm not ared socid type
person, the kind who mixes well with other people. Thisisgoing to be hard enough for me asiswithout
trying to do alot of persuading if it turns out we till have a Congress."

"| suspect welll have one of sorts, regardless, if for no other reason than to put afaA Sade on your actions
as Mister America. Y ou know, | thought at first the Focus Factor would alow usto know exactly where
we were going and exactly what we had to do to get there, but it's not working in quite that linear a
fashion. | think what we dl forgot is human nature and how a groundswell of opinion works onceit gets
raling."

"Will it mess up any of our plans?' Wilmaasked in her quiet voice.

"Probably not, at least not to an extent we need to worry about it. I'm about to get a handle on how the
professona pols are reacting--or overreacting, | should say--to events. Well do fine even if we don't
know yet exactly how eventswill shape our final situation. What we need to agree on today isour
solutionsfor the nation'sills. | know we've hashed alot of it out already, but Murray'sfirst news
conference istomorrow. We don't want any backtracking after that. Our goal isto show complete
confidence in our programs and in the judgment of the American peopleto et usrun thingssincethe old
crowd has screwed it up so badly.”

Murray ran hisfingersthrough hishair, noticing how shaggy it was getting. He didn't care. He smiled to
himsdf. Let the people take him as he was; they were gong to have to anyhow. "Why don't we run over
our mgor programs one more, then relax. We've done al we can to this point except decideon a
precipitating incident.”

"Unless| missmy guess, we don't haveto decide. A precipitating incident will happen dl by itself,"
Generd Foreman said.

* * % %

Thefirst news conference took place at the ranch. It was to be the defining moment, an event that would
be replayed and analyzed to exhaugtion if thingswent well. If not, the rest of the path would be uphill.
Murray had flinched at the amount the security firm was charging, first to keep anyone from coming onto
his property prematurely and later for providing guards to keep order and direct traffic for the actua
event. Any other time the same protection might have cost a quarter as much, but everything had doubled
and doubled again because thiswas a political event.

It was thought prudent for Jack and Wilma both to be absent from the scene, along with the two
Pyrenees. The Pomeranians were living with Gloria Stimson, the neighbor who'd been so helpful after
Conni€'s death. Murray didn't fed bad about that; the little dogs loved her. Franklin Hedgeworth would
be the only other participant, since he'd use the occasion to announce Murray asthe official Freedom
Party presidential candidate. Thereld be no actud Freedom Party convention. Aindey Canton had very
wisdly withdrawn his name. He seemed greetly relieved, though asfeisty asever.

A lectern had been set up on Murray's patio right outside the front door, mostly for Hedgeworth's
convenience since hed read from a prepared text. Murray had no notes, nor had he alowed makeup for
the cameras. The voters would see the man, not a clown. After two minutes for photographers, he
motioned for Franklin to lead off. Hedgeworth used Mary's script. HEd practiced with her, and it
showed. His sober, hating mannerisms were gone and in their place was a confident, upbeat and
polished spesker with just the right gestures. His introduction was ddliberately short, forty words ending
with'l giveyou Murray Blake!

The patter of obligatory but subdued applause lasted only afew seconds, during which Hedgeworth sat



and took out a pad. His chair waswell to one side, so he could see every face. Most of the twenty
reporters were there smply to make sure they weren't scooped by their own rivals, however good or
bad the new candidate turned out to be. It was just asimportant for them to tag Blake aloser asit wasto
discover someone newsworthy for a change, especialy since the two mgjor parties had become such a
circus. However, no third party candidate was worth more than this one event, given the Freedom

Party's patry performancesin the past.

Murray smiled, moved the lectern aside and stood inits place. Lecterns were just something to hide
behind, and he didn't intend to hide. Thejournaists, al seated on padded folding chairs, had their
comphonesin ‘cam mode' to record every sentence, gesture and nuance. A second array of microphones
was up front, each running to its separate recorder.

"Thank you dl for coming. | see nobody hereis physicaly impaired in any way, so let'sbegin by standing
up for our country, America." He waited; nobody moved. One woman hesitantly looked around her,
finally getting to her feet after several awkward seconds of slence. "Thank you, Amy. Please be seated
again. Folks, Mrs. Greer heard me say something just now that we dl should take to heart. Think about
it. Think about our country, what it once meant and what it can mean again. Asfor mysdlf, I'm flattered
that so many of our peoplethink I might do afair job of running the country if given the opportunity. |
promise them two things. First, honesty. That word means more to me than any dictionary definition. I've
lived by it dl my life. My second promiseis an opportunity for ordinary citizensto talk with me--hopefully
every day--in acompletely unscripted but televised setting. They'll be selected by |ottery from those
wishing congderation. | won't beat around the bush to avoid offending some particular group, nor will |
phrase my thoughts to pander to anyone. Our citizens have had enough of that. If it needs saying, you'll
hear my honest thoughts. If | can't or shouldn't say it for any reason, you'll hear me say 'no comment,’
most likely with an gpology. Further, there will be no ‘town meseting' thestrics, no screening in advance to
be sure the lottery choices are compatible with me or those around me. I'll leave that kind of dishonest
shenanigansto my opponents.”

Stark dishelief marked every face. They'd come to cast amental balot, yes or no, asthey'd always done,
by judging the first few words spoken. Those words had been a complete surprise. Stand up for
America? It was achalenge, and it forced them to think for just a plit second about the very nature of
elections and what they meant. So this was the man latest polls showed as surging in popularity, one who
was gaining on the other candidates at a ground-eating pace. Murray Blake had been completely
unknown mere weeks earlier.

Murray continued. "Before beginning, I'd like to make a short statement. Everyone knows what amess
our country isin. Put quite smply, the United Statesis broke. Busted." Seeing signs of bewilderment at
such agtark statement, he reiterated. Do you understand? We don't have any money |eft. Weve
alowed our corrupt politicians to squander the wealth of America. There's no way to get it back, but we
can put astop to theway it happened and try to rebuild. | have no easy answers. Put smply, the only
way to reverse course isto scrap most of the laws on our books and start over. Given a chance, that's
what | intend to see happen and | will not compromise. Hear me? | will not compromise! "

He paused to let hiswords sink in. He could see he wasn't believed, but he would be soon. "Here are my
ground rules, people. I've listed them in the handout you received, so if anyone getsout of linel won't
accept excusesthat you didn't know. I'm not here to tell you how wonderful | am. My opponents are
very good at that sort of thing, thanksto years of practice, so I'll let them provide the entertainment while
we talk about more serious business.”

He paused for the ripple of chuckles and laughter. What had started as atense moment gave way to
mirth.



"Now, I'll accept no compound questions of the if-then or if-so type. Keep your questions smple, short
and one dimensional so everyone in Americawho's listening can make sense of them. If | consider your
question complicated to the point of being meaninglessto the average person I'll rgect it and go onto the
next. Therell be no shouted or out of turn questions. If you start that, out you go.” He pointed at apair of
burly, uniformed security guards sanding on the Sidelines.

"| picked you at random from al the gpplicants for this news conference, then had acomputer program
randomize the order in which I'll call on you. Please stand when you're called. Since I've never spoken to
any of you, therefore can't possibly know you other than names and faces, | doubt anyone can accuse
me of showing favoritism.” He took adeep breath. "Okay, let's start." He leveled afinger a ayoung
woman. "Ms. Crenleigh.”

She stood, displaying agood figure and very carefully coiffed hair designed to get that windblown look,
even though the air was till. "Mr. Blake, what do you attribute your sudden and rather astonishing
popularity to? Wasiit--"

"Stop. Now Jenny, you heard me say no compound questions. Think about our typica American citizen
watching this. We both want them to know exactly what was asked and what | answered, do we not?

Try agan."

Jennifer Crenleigh's eyesflared. Not only was she unaccustomed to being cut short, she'd been thrown
off balance by aman sheld never met or seen somehow knowing her by sight. "All right, then, what
factors do you think account for your sudden popularity?"

"One of my friends put my name out to the public as someone capable of running the country. The public
took it from there, aided by you ladies and gentlemen. Thank you all." He pointed again. "Mr. Burk?'

"Who wasthat friend, Mr. Blake? Do we--"

"Stop. That, David, iswhat is meant by acompound question. The next journaist who doesthat will be
passed over next time round. Now start over, please.”

David Burk looked even more annoyed than his predecessor. " Can you tell me the name of the friend
who generated dl this publicity for you?"

"Certainly, but not at the present time." He perused hislist, looked back up and pointed once more.
"Janice Smitherman.”

A tall, rangy woman rose. She glanced at a small notepad, evidently the question she had been going to
ask. When shelooked back up, it waswith an air of uncertainty. "Was the decision to be the Freedom
Party Candidate your own?'

"Mr. Hedgeworth invited me. | accepted.” Next on the list was Stanley Jones, a short, tubby man known
for his acerbic questions. Thistime Murray nodded, making eye contact. "How about you, Mr. Jones?'

"Mr. Blake ... ahhhh ... if by some remote chance you managed to be elected president ... ahhhh ...
what'sthefirst thing you'd do?"

"Takethe oath of office"

The laughter was spontaneous. Murray joined with achuckle of hisown, then waited for quiet. "My
apologies, Stanley. I'm prepared to answer specific questions, not generalities. However, | know what
you meant. Thefirst thing I'd do after taking officeisfire abunch of political appointeeswho don't know
what in hell they're doing." He looked to the back row, pointing at ared-haired woman. "Ms. Ward?'



"Do you think you could balance the budget during your first term?"

"Emily, | candoitinthefirs year. I'll eventell you how. | won't alow the government to spend more
money than it earnsin taxes. That's going to mean diminating alot of government programs, which
frankly we don't need, and certainly can't afford. The days of borrowing from our kidswill be over. Mr.
Johnson?'

"Sir, could you name a couple of government programs you would giminate?"

"Certainly, Morris. The department of education will be one of thefirst to go. The federal government
should never have been involved to begin with. If you don't believe me, just look at al the money poured
into education over the years and we till haven't seen any improvement. Infact, | dare say government
involvement has made it worse."

That answer created hubbub that lasted two minutes, with al sorts of cross conversations. Findly, things
quieted. "Mr. Roberts?'

Charles Roberts was a correspondent for the New Y ork Times. "What will be your policy for the Middle
Eag?'

"The same asfor any other area of the world. The Middle East will no longer get any specia treatment.
In short, welll do business where Americaand her citizens are shown respect. Otherwise, they can go to
hdll inther own fashion." Mrs. Treffidd?’

"What about our oil suppliesif we do that?"

"Americawould have been sdf-sufficient in energy three decades ago if we'd kept politics out of our
energy program. The technology has been there, but not the will. My policy will get usthere within five
years, and when we do well save enormous amounts of money. No more spending trillions of dollars
fighting wars to secure our oil supplies. That erais over. We can spend one tenth as much to develop
energy sources a home. Mr. SSimmons?”

Simmons was apparently flustered by the answer. " Are you making that one of the planksin your party
platform?'

"Planks, hdll. That'sapromise. Mr. Longman?"'

Kenneth Longman was very black, with ashort afro and thin goatee. "Mr. Blake, what do you think of
affirmative action?'

"Not much. It'sunfair to everyone. I'll assure any citizen an equal opportunity to succeed, nothing more,
nothing less. Ms. Serense?"

The answer to Longman's question left him with mouth agape. Finaly he snapped it closed, brow
wrinkled. Perhaps held never heard so blunt aresponse, but then it was time to take off the kid gloves.

Gladys Serense seemed dmogst defensive when she stood, clamping her elbowsin tight against her sdes
while sheread aone-liner. "Mr. Blake, what's your opinion on abortion?”

"Abortion should not be an issue for the Federd Government. Personally, since I've never been pregnant
and don't expect to be soon, I'll leave opinions on abortion to theladies.” Again, he got alaugh. "Ms.
Passworth?'

"That wasn't much of an answer, Mr. Blake. Are you pro-choice or pro-life?’



"| answered that question concisdly. If you don't understand plain English, | can't help you. Mr.
Shopper?!

"Sir, your bio gatesthat you lost your family to adrunkenillegd immigrant. What isyour policy onillegd
immigration now?'

Murray drew adeep breath. It was a question bound to be asked. "Mr. Shopper, my policy onillegal
immigration isthe same as my policy on any other form of illegd activity. Stop the activity and punish the
miscreants. In this case, send them back where they belong and if they do it again, they might find
themselves drafted into a cadre whose task isto construct a barrier along the border that can't be
casudly crossed. And in case you're wondering, | do intend to make citizens of many of the oneswho
want to work in this country. They'll earn it, though, believe me." Ms. Hedron?'

"Mr. Blake, the Freedom Party has no representativesin congress. How will you manage to gain support
for any new programs you introduce?’

"If every elected representative were performing his or her sworn duties honestly and sincerely, Francine,
we might not need new programs. The American people have acongtitutiona right to recall whomever
they wish, including me, and vote someone e seinto the post any time they wish. Nothing says they must
walit until the next scheduled dections. It would be incongruousto think | could be e ected president
because of my vauesand vison, only to witness our eectorate remaining totaly blind to thosein office
who don't hold any vaues or vison. | will urge the American peopleto exercise therr right of recdl for
any dected representative, senators, state governors and mysdlf included. You may list that asa
Freedom Party objective, ladies and gentlemen.”

* k% k% %

Merlson stared at the television screen, shaking his head. He'd been invited to watch the Sunday
afternoon press conference in Robinson's private White House quarters. The President had been pacing,
sometimes stopping to glare. Merlson finaly broke the silence.

"He's good, isn't he, Manny? L ook at those fool reporters, grinning like baboons.™

Blake had just finished describing the typical nationally-elected representative as one who spent ten
minutes a day on the country's business and the remainder trading favors and lining his pockets any way
he could. Did that include the president, one in the audience of reporters asked? Blake's reply: why don't
you ask him?

The exchange extracted an oath from Robinson. He owed his soul to his politica party, in turn owned by
pressure groups. Hed given and taken so many favorsin so many waysthat everything he did had to
take them dl into consideration, no matter thefalout.

"Allan, he needn't worry about what he says, the way we do. With things as bad as they are we can't
afford amaverick like him on the scene.” Robinson turned amid his pacing. "This affects you as much asit
doesme. If you want to stay in office, find usaway to stop that bastard. And yes, he's damn good, the
best I've ever seen for an amateur. Hell, he talkslike he doesn't have his hand in afew pockets. What do
you know about him?"

"Weve been digging and gtill haven't found anything to use. Believeit or not, he'sclean.”

Robinson came over and leaned close, speaking low. "'If we can't make something up, well haveto hit
him. Y ou know it aswdl as| do. Find out who he's degping with and borrow her until after the eections.
That'll quiet him down. Take her somewhere offshore, maybe to one of those abandoned ail platforms.



Youreinwith the ol boys.
"Not any more. Not for awhile, anyway. | voted for your energy bill, remember?

"A shame. Thenwéll just haveto play hardball. Get in touch with the Tzellas and set something up. Let
them decide what to do with her, and don't you suggest athing. Maybe they'll send him back ahand or a
finger or something. Those bumbling fools from the Garzo family blew it entirely. I knew they'd screw us,
| just knew it. They vanished without a clue, and right now they're laughing their heads off. Who do we
complainto?

"We never should have paid cash up front, Allan, but | thought they'd do the job without any problem.
Get Blake off the radar screen until the eections, maybe one or two of hisfriendsaswell. | takethe
blame. It was my decison to use them instead of the more expensive route, and it got us nothing. We can
trust the Tzdlabrothersto do whatever it takeswith the girl, and they know they can trust usto look the
other way. Weve used them other times."

"Y ou know what you're saying, of course. They might decideto kill her."

"Politicsisdirty business, Allan. Y ou know it aswell as| do, and neither of us stands a chance of staying
in the game the way things are going. | can beat Badwin. | can't if Blake'sin the picture. We take her
out, and helll crumble like wet toilet paper.”

"Could Blake beat you otherwise, one on one?"!

"Who knows? If this news conferenceis any indication, hejust might. Like you said, Allan, he's clean.
Too clean! And you know damn well he's not about to play by our rule book. That makes him dangerous
ashdl.”

On the way to the redhead's gpartment--el egantly furnished, thanks to Sam's bookkeeping
wizardry--Merlson mused at how the underworld with its huge earningsin drugs and gambling had
infiltrated government at every level, including the presidency. Everyone had been corrupted one way or
another, or o it seemed. When someone like Blake came dong, he didn't need to remember who he
owed what, or what lies he'd told a ong the way. And then there was Mary Henderson, whose memory
was phenomena no matter who she was talking to. How much did she know? Good thing she was
neutral. She might bring down three quarters of the paliticiansin D.C. if ... wait aminute! Who said she
was il neutral? What if?...

The question grabbed him so intently he had to stop on the highway shoulder to think. HEd never
questioned her integrity, but maybe he should have. How e se would that bumpkin scientist have suddenly
gotten so prominent in the political arenathis close to the eection? And that goddamned Freedom Party,
never more than avery minor player on the national scene. How had it grown so fagt? It had al sarted
with that lightning trip of hersto Oklahomamonths back. What if ... what if shewas getting her
information from ... from the underworld? From the very foundation of politics? What if they were behind
Murray Blake, pulling strings to boost the guy everywhere they had clout? They could put someone
brand new into power overnight, someone they'd aready own, without paying atenth the freight they
were coughing up for the known players on both sides of the palitical coin. Who'd know? 1t would
certainly explain the Garzo no-show, since that gang was as underworld as anyone could get, and it
would explain the sudden Blake popularity. Everyone knew polls were rigged, and most knew who
rigged them. Hey out there, if you like Murray Blake, raise ahand. Y eah, and who's counting how many
of you areraising both hands? Or fake hands? In fact, who's counting in the first place? Who's
supervising the counters?

* k% k% %



Murray smiled and raised both hands. "All right, everyone's had three questions so let's call it aday.
Before you go, I'll make aprediction. Therell suddenly be abunch of deazy, untrue stories about mein
the news as adirect result of this conference, despite the fact that each of you has aready dug through
my persond lifetrying to find some unworthy act I've committed. Before you publish trash you get from
othersor the Internet, | suggest you thoroughly check it out first. It won't be true; it will have been
planted. Thank you for coming.”

With that, he and Hedgeworth entered the house and closed the front door behind them.

* * % %

Merlson's departure from the White House had been made halfway through the news conference, mostly
because of his planned evening with one of hisinterns, anice little redhead he fancied. In the midst of his
disturbing thoughts about Mary, he switched gears and pulled back onto the road, suddenly thinking of
the redhead again. She'd be impatiently waiting for him, wearing the new playthings he'd bought her and
hungry for alittlewild fun. Couldn't keep agirl like that waiting for long, even if he had been with the
Presdent of the United States.

Jessicawasn't much into palitics, just into politicians. She was expensgive, but worth every penny.



Chapter Seventeen

A week after Murray's news coference, the Freedom Party published its goals for " The Second
American Revolution” in mgor newspapers and on theinternet. The delay wasintentiond for two
reasons. First, it gave both mgjor parties a chance to trash their new challenger dl they wished, only to
wipe egg off their faces later. Second, they could only imagine how Blake would run his campaign, since
he'd aready turned away two invitations to debate the major contenders and had held only that one news
conference. Hisreticence wasinterpreted by both mgjor party machines astimidity, weakness, lack of
vision and poor organization, but that al changed in asingle day.

He named hisvice president and running mate, Col. Jack Williams (ret.) on that day, aswell ashis
campaign chairman, who wasin fact awoman, the extremely high profile political analyst and consultant
Mary Henderson. And he outlined every one of his solutions to the country's mgjor problems:
immigration, taxes, energy, healthcare, Socia Security, Middle East affairs, globa power baance,
homeland security, the nationa debt and domestic crime.

The published size of the Freedom Party's funding was dready over thirty million and climbing at an
unbelievable rate of millionsaday. American school children were sending in donations, and
organizations everywhere were taking up collections. American smal businesses, quick to recognize the
tremendous advantages of the new Blake tax program, were sending the maximum amounts alowable
under the new campaign finance laws--the same laws so fundamentally flawed they actually boosted soft
money contributions to the mgor party candidates. But the bulk of the contributions was coming from
average citizens. The number of office saffers hired just to process mail and record donations shot from
five a the beginning to hundreds within days and they <till couldn't keep up.

And because Murray didn't intend to use anywhere near that amount in the closing days, it became
available for anyone ese. Mary supplied agtartling new strategy. The latest changesin the campaign
finance law didn't cover how donations could be used after they were legaly accepted. They needn't be
used for the party originally intended, or used at dl, but they could be freely moved from party to party.
Whao'd have thought such athing would ever happen?

The Freedom Party began shifting fundsto any reasonable candidate running againgt incumbentsin elther
major party, providing there was no Freedom Party candidate in that race. It made little difference who
the incumbents were, or their party affiliations, because the e ectorate was clamoring for change. Throw
therascasout! Each gift was advertised openly, resulting in another huge wave of talk, atention and
internet focus. Look at what the Freedom Party's doing! Now there'sred patriotism, real belief in the
election process. Who they're giving their money to? Take notice. And look! Plansto consolidate the
wholemedica care system under one umbrella, using the very efficient VA system asaguide. No more
worry about insurance, coinsurance, drugs, inability to see adoctor; no more stack of formsten feet high
for having a cough treated. And taxes? Fair to everyone, and apromiseto do it. Period. In fact, Blake
doesn't play games. Hell do what he says. Neither of the mgjor parties could compete with what he said
he would absolutely do if elected, Congress or no Congress. The Second American Revolution! It
played well to the electorate.

A day after the Blake announcements, the price of crude tumbled. Werethe il sheiksfindly redizing
they might be waking agiant with their endless price hikes, and that he'd turn their black gold into equally
black muck? Energy independence, was that what the American candidate was saying? Oil would be
worth nothing if he did that, and where would the Arab nations be then? This Blake didn't ssem to redlize
he'd completely upset the status quo. Hed wreck everything.



The American people were getting the same message. Within twenty-four hours, Murray's popul arity
shot above the seventy percent mark as measured by the three leading polls. The most frenetic reaction
was seen on the internet, whereliterally every newsgroup and al the mgjor news outlets had one namein
the forefront--Murray Blake. Those foolish enough to have accused Blake of timidity, weakness and lack
of vison were ducking boomerangs while they ate cold, raw crow.

If that weren't enough, Freedom Party candidates were moving out of darknessinto daylight faster than
you could say ex-president Robinson! Governorshipsin the states of Connecticut and New Y ork,
Missouri, Oklahoma, Cdiforniaand Hawaii were no longer the one-horse races they'd been, as
fully-qualified Freedom Party challengers were on the scene and riding the Murray Blake bandwagon.
Where laws written by the mgor partiesto prevent competition kept them from the ballot, huge write-in
campaigns began. The challengers had aways been there, eection after eection, but only as nobodies.
After dl, they had no hands in anyone's pockets.

The Second American Revolution wasin the making, fueed by the voterswho had at |ast had enough,
and surprisingly, it was Blake's promise to accomplish his gods with or without Congress that had the
most apped. The people had findly tired of endless"solutions’ propagated by congress which only made
matters worse. Hucksters were appearing on street corners salling coffee mugs and T-shirts, pennant
flags, patrioticaly colored Uncle Sam hats emblazoned with the dogan, umbrellas, bumper stickers and
party horns. The internet was |oaded with stuff, and not only the American Sites--international ones! The
Chinese, particularly, liked what they were hearing. Their energy needs were huge, and growing. Let the
Americans solve the energy crisisand it would help them, too. All Europe was rooting for the new
American champion and hisworld-class solutions aswell, for American problems were world problems
and energy was the foremost. When thefirst foreign campaign donations began showing up &t the
Freedom Party door, Murray issued a statement that was picked up by the news services and Internet:
Foreign nations wishing to aid the Second American Revolution could do so by sending encouragement
and praisein any form, but not money. Simply stop supporting the opposition. That wasjust as good.

The Robinson camp immediately cdled the satement an invitation to foreignersto meddlein American
politics, ydling foul, only to have their electorate shrink by another two percent dong with their coffers,
China, particularly, understood that she could help eect Blake by not helping the opposition in any way.
The Chinese cancedled severd million dollarsin previoudy-promisedillicit donations.

In early October, Mary breezed into party headquarters waving the latest poll results above her heed. If
votersheld to their views, the eections would not only be an historica landdide, but amandate. And not
afake 51% 'mandate,’ either, but areal one. "This meanswell pretty much get our programs launched in
our first hundred days without mgjor problems,” she crowed to the smiling staff. "Not only that, Treasury
Secretary Ryder finaly decided Murray Blake was ared candidate worth protecting, now that we're
downto just afew weekstill eection day. It should have been three months ago, but better |ate than
never. Murray now travelswith Secret Service escorts, flies a chartered jet if he decidesto go anywhere,
and has all security matters coordinated with law enforcement everywhere. The best part isthat Ryder
was pressured not to do it, by both parties, but he did it anyway. That's more than significant, it's
dynamite! Meanwhile, were on track and we stick to our game plan. One more news conference just
two weeks prior to election day, one prime-time speech, no debates and no talk show appearances. We
don't want to give the opposition aforum where they can bash uswhile millions are watching, and we
certainly don't want to let them control the show. Right now they're doing just fine a playing 'Let'syou
and himfight."

An exuberant Franklin Hedgeworth shot hisfist high in the air with her announcements. Sixty-fiveon his
last birthday, held been energized by his party's success, putting in e ghteen-hour days seven daysa
week. As Mary poured acup of coffee, he made his own announcement while shaking afistful of papers.



"Wejust got the flyers, Mary," he gloated, "thirty thousand of them. THE LAY MAN'S PROCESS FOR
RECALL, step by step ingructionsfor removing public officias from office before the expiration of their
term. With our standingsin the el ectorate right now, we can--"

"Hold it, Frank. We'reriding high in the saddle, yes, but we don't command anything yet, and we havent
even removed Lance Jerginss muzzle. First we see what he can do to flush out the quail. He starts
Monday."

"Oh, I know that, Mary. | wasjust saying we can start getting them ready to mail to mgjor precinctson
our ligt. Cdifornia's gubernatoria recall isour modd, but most folksin the flyover states don't redlly
understand the process. Thiswill help them, and we do want to be ready once Jergins starts his assault
on the entrenched icons. He showed me hislists and &t first | thought he was off the wadll, but no! He's
got the goods on national and state representatives and senators by the scores, governors and lieutenant
governors, afew secretaries of state, Sx state attorneys generd, at least forty state Supreme Court
judges and so forth. When he starts spouting facts and figures, our public is going to assume there's not
an honest onein the bunch. Where on earth did he get al that information, | wonder?"

"Don't ak, Franklin, don't ask. Let me assure you, it'sal right there under everyone's nose, but they
have to want to seeit. Lanceisgood, and he's sharp. | just love theway he says something might be
happening, or might have aready happened. Y ou have to know it did, just by the way he saysit, but
nobody can take him to court for airing an opinion. Reminds me of a Hollywood gossip columnigt, only
male. Our electorate has been too blind and forgiving for too long. My estimateisthat it will take at least
three monthsinto Murray'sfirst term before al the worms have crawled out of the woodwork. That's
when welll redlly want to stir the hornet's nest. Until then, Lance will concentrate only on the national
office holders™

llYall
"Starting with the president.”
"Yes, yes, yes." Hedgeworth was wringing his hands and chuckling fiendishly.

"I tel you, Frank, | smdll the biggest landdide in American history around the corner. If we get that,
Murray will be ableto work wonders. Well have millions of our citizens demanding his programs be
enacted overnight. Nothing can happen that quickly, of course, and Congresswill block him, but it'll be
exactly that very public maniathat playsinto our hands. Did | tell you we just got endorsementsfrom the
American Medical Association and severd of the biggest insurance companies?’

"No! Areyou kidding?'

"That's only the gart, Frank, just the start, but it means there's now haf amillion attorneys out to get us.
Let'sdl be sure none of uswill need one of that crowd soon.”

* * % %

Merlson threw the TV remote with such forceit shattered. How could this bunch of Oklahomahicks be
dominating the nationa scene, especidly when their flaky scientist candidate for president wouldn't even
appear on the same stage with people who'd dedicated their lives to public service? Professonaswho
knew the ways government worked, knew how to squeeze the most from the system for the benefit of
the American people. The whole thing was afarce, atravesty of public trust. The Second American
Revolution was nothing but hype and bullshit, but the public was buying it. What a stupid bunch of sheep!

Robinson was on hisway out now, for sure. His performance rating was | ess than twenty percent in the



polls, dipping by the hour, and the boob had insisted on changing vice presidential candidates at such a
time. Don't you see, Allan, | had to do it. The people who count wanted to see something different.
They wanted to know | was looking out for their interests, and you're rock solid. You can take his
place and maybe it'll shake up the race. There's only three weeks to go and we had to do
something drastic. What had he been smoking? What made him think he could make such an
announcement without at least asking for consent? Sure, hed mentioned it afew times, but now he'd
gone and doneit, putting him in the same loser's seat. Held finally made the opposition’s choice of
candidate look like aman of inspiration, not desperation. Hell, sx months ago Lewis Badwin wasno
more than aback seat senator, a bumbling public speaker who couldn't say three wordsin arow without
inserting along 'ahhhh’ or ‘errr’ that made listeners cringe. He had nothing going for him, evenif hewas
the best of the half-dozen contenders, but now the last of Robinson's behind-the-scenes support might
disappear. They liked his current vice president. In fact, they owned him. It was crazy!

If that weren't bad enough, that muckraking reporter Lance Jergins was dropping bombshellsal over the
place. Several had landed dead center on the senior senator from Illinois--on him! Not only accurate
details of hisbeet farmer subsidy misgppropriations, but along list of hidden ‘transactions with oil giants,
pharmaceuticas, two unions, an association of 11linois nursing homes and two of the biggest hospital
chains. Jerginswas asnake. Might all these allegations be true? He never came out and said they were,
just suggested they were, and the idiotic public was buying that, too! Where had he gotten that
information? So far, he'd caled down dozens of members of Congress, evenly divided between the two
majors, each with alaundry list--he called it a Jergins list--of serious misuses of public trust, most of them
serious enough for legd action if anyone had the bals. Mafeasance, nonfeasance, misdemeanors or
felonies--it made no difference. The way he presented them, the average listener smply knew he had
factsto support his accusations. The Freedom Party didn't have anyone in office anywhere, so naturaly
they were clean, but it wasn't going to stop there. Jergins claimed hislist included over two hundred
nationally eected officis and at least athousand at state levels. He was promising to namethem dl over
the next two weeks. No wonder he never went anywhere without a swarm of bodyguards.

At thisrate, the Freedom Party would pull off amonstrous coup. Robinson had been right about one
thing--they had to stop the Blake Express. Thiswas serious; it meant the end of everything gained so far,
plus possible crimina charges. The only way to stop Blake's momentum was to stop Blake himself--take
him out of the picture for good--but the Tzellas were too damn expensive in spite of what Manny
thought. Twenty million bucksfor arubout, and no way to hide atenth of that amount even if the hit were
madein lower Mesopotamia. And way too risky! Maybe with enough time and patience an ‘accident’
could be arranged, but there was no longer time for that. Ryder's Secret Service boys were dready on
the job protecting Blake amost asif theidiot was going to take all the marbles. What did that do? 1t told
people he was ared contender. And ... oh Goddamnit, he was. More than that--he was a steamroller,
an avdanche like nothing ever seenin American politics. Might aswell admit it and quit living in thefool's
paradise like he and every other incumbent had been doing for weeks and weeks. Shit!

The only way out of the mess now was to take the wind out of Blake's sails, just as Robinson said.
Blakesnew girlfriend, Wilma Timms, that so-caled teen held thought was hooked up with the colond,
was out there at the Blake ranch, last report. He'd aready lost awife and son, so how would he cope
with losing his new sweetie, too? Getting rid of her might chop him off &t the knees. What if shewereto
suddenly disappear? What if her ransom were to be Blake's dropping out of the race? Kidnapping was
another of the Tzella specidties-leaveit to the Bulgarians to know such things--but they'd have to be
really careful. Todor Tzellaand his brothers knew how to turn the screws. They might even send Blakea
body part or two as aspecial inducement. Manny was right about that, too. If Blake wanted the rest of
his sweetie in one piece, hed cave in. Now was the time, while Blake was in Washington for once and
shewas out there. Never could tell when he might fly her back to D.C., where snatching her would be a
lot harder. But better move fast.



Merlson sat at his computer, opened an encrypted file and jotted down a phone number on asmall pad.
He made his phone conversation one-sided, dowly spelling out precisely what was to be done, then
adding anote of urgency. The man on the other end knew exactly what was wanted, occasiondly
grunting 'da under his breath. In hisbusinessit was best to listen, not talk.

"Cal me at this number as soon as you have thegirl. Y our money will be deposited in the usud way.
Memorize the number." The number was read off dowly and digtinctly. "Don't haveit on you,
understand?’ That produced thefind 'da.’

Merlson flushed the small note paper with the number on it down the toilet. It was as much as done now.
Another twenty-four hours and the nightmare might be over. Five million dollars down might be
exorbitant, but hell, it was coming out of Robinson'swar chest and it was a heluvalot better than twenty
million. Another thing--there was something gut wrenching about a kidnap. It tore up the insides of
whoever cared about the victim.

It would redlly rip Blake into shreds, and there wasn't one thing the Secret Service could do to stop it.
He hoped.

* k% k% %

Murray greeted the four Secret Service agents with handshakes al around. Each man had aready
introduced himsalf when his protection began, but afew minutes were spent putting each name with the
right face before they headed for the plane that waited on the tarmac. It was ahabit ingrained from army
days. He had had dl four shift their positionswhile they were ingtructing him on various procedures, until
he could unerringly match name and face without thinking about it.

He remembered the firgt introduction to his guardians. "WEell be your shadows, Mr. Blake," team leader
Timothy Stone had explained. "Try to forget we're here, but be aware that at any time and for any reason
we might shove you, get in front of you, even tackle you to knock you down. When you're a presidentia
contender, you're also atarget for any kook who has some gripe or other. We're restrained from any
politica activity, or in giving you any advice or commentary in apolitica sense aslong aswere assgned
toyou, but | speek for al of us, gr, in saying thisis awel come assgnment.” Three other heads had
nodded with the words.

"It's about over with now, Migter Blake," Timothy said asthey got themselves seated in the plane, "but dl
of uswould be glad to continue this assgnment.”

"Thanks, guys, | appreciate that. At least the next two days should be a breeze where you're concerned.
It'll be my only, and short, hiatus before the eections. Uh ... where will you hole up when | go back to
theranch?'

"Well take care of oursalves, but severd of uswill be there on the premises at dl times. It wouldn't hurt
to go over the layout at the ranch again and whatever protection you might have there."

Murray chuckled but did so. It was something to pass the time on the plane. The descriptionsincluded
the possibility of several to adozen apparent Mexican day |aborers who might be seen from timeto time,
something he hadn't mentioned before. Stone nodded. "'From your description and the word "apparent’,
these are covert guards, am | right? | suggest you contact their authority and explain our attachment while
we check the plane. Do you have a phone on you?"

"Right here, Tim." He patted the M.I. in his jacket as Stone and the other three headed for the back of
the aircraft. No sense showing it and raising questions. Not yet, anyway.



* * % %

Ernie was surprised and delighted by Wilmas call. Not only was she relieved to hear that Murray had
someonein hislife again, but thrilled a Wilmasinvitation for her and Norm to spend the weekend at the
ranch while Murray was in Washington. It wasn't that far adrive, and the events surrounding Murray's
candidacy had excited just about everyone at Barrington except Craddock. After the terrible, threatening
visits from those people wanting to know al Murray's secrets, she and Norman had amost become
hermits. Thiswould be abregth of fresh air, providing the wind wasn't blowing dust again.

Neither of them had ever been to the Blake ranch, but they'd watched Murray's news conference from
thereon TV. The buildup to the conference itsalf showed the gate Murray called his'golden gate, and
the drive to the house. Then, of course, the front of the house and even an aeria view.

They'd drive out in Norman's car Friday night after work, have a candlelight dinner on the patio with
Wilmaand aneighbor, then stay over until the next day. There was plenty to see and talk about, and
Wilma had something interesting she wanted to convey face to face--plus a big surprise she wouldn't go
into over the phone.

Norman was dated, too. The invitation made him fed amost forgiven, even if Mr. Blake had dready said
asmuch severd different ways. That awful midnight intrusion by those people in ski masks had changed
him, athough for the better. Never would he let anything like that happen to him again, never! He began
carrying his gun wherever he went, something he knew Mr. Blake dways did, and convinced Ernieto get
onefor herself. She agreed it wastime, and now carried aGlock in her purse. They'd enrolled in courses
at alocd shooting range, where sheld discovered that she felt atogether different once she'd gotten over
her timidity. Shewas not only aquick learner, but a pretty good shot.

The wind wasn't as cooperative asit might have been, once more blowing out of Kansas, but then the
wegther had been crazy anyway. It did mean there'd be no patio dinner outside, but who cared? They
both wanted to hear al the news about Murray.

* k * %

Wilmamet them at the same front door they'd seenin the TV broadcast. Sheintroduced Gloria Stimson,
and in no time conversation was flowing right along with the wine. Wilmawas brimming with details about
Murray's phenomend climb in the polls and his plans for amajor television speech. Now that held been
given Secret Service protection he qudified for one free half-hour of airtime on his choice of network.
He'd chosen anetwork that tried not to dant the news, given that the owners were in bed with anumber
of powerful Washington figures, and it had aready been estimated that more than one hundred million
viewerswould be watching. That was amost as good as the Super Bowl.

Dessert was strawberry shortcake. Just as Wilmawas carrying the dessert tray in from the kitchen, the
Pyrenees et loose with ferocious barking out back. She smiled at the sound. Moose and Sugar must
have heard Murray's car at the front gate, and now she could unvell her big surprise. Murray had decided
to return early to be there with them.

She was about to start her 'Ta Daaad routine, when the barking abruptly stopped. It was like turning off
the TV in the middle of aword.

And then there was dlence.

"Oh, no!" She nearly dropped the shortcake tray on the table. All three guests chopped their chatter
short as sheraised ahand, listening. Thistime thered been no yelps. General Foreman's men were never
close enough to the house to rouse the two dogs, and with the wind blowing like stink ... well, as Jack



would say, something didn't compute. There was no sound other than the wind.
Norman hdf rosefrom hischair. "Wilma, what isit?"

"l ... don't ... know." Suddenly, she leaned forward and blew out the nearest candle. Norman and Gloria
got the others, plunging the house into darkness. ""We were attacked awhile back,” Wilmawhispered into
the dark. "Moose and Sugar sounded the same way then, except--"

Norman cut her off. "Ernie, I'm getting our guns." He dropped to a crouch and scampered into the living
room, where he'd tossed hislight jacket earlier. Erni€'s purse was there with the jacket. Gloriaswas on
the floor next to her chair.

Inamoment Gloriawas holding asilver Colt 45 that glinted even in the darkness. The sharp, metdlic
sound of adide being pulled back and let go testified to her experience. "Too many of these damniillegals
out here," shegrowled. "l never go out without my protection.”

Wilmawas dready around the table and heading for the bedroom. "It may be nothing, but ... I'll be back
inasecond.”

"I'll watch the kitchen," Gloria announced. "Ernie, you and Norman take the front room and guard the
door. Stay low and hug thewall, left and right, but stagger your positions so you won't hit each other.
Y ou know how to use your guns, don't you?"

* k% k% %

Wilmadidn't hear thereply. Her Glock, with around already chambered, was in the top drawer of the
bureau aong with her comphone. The firgt attack at the ranch had been aclose cal. Murray, Jack and
Nat Foreman agreed that from that day forward sheld call Genera Foreman's private number any time
she sensed something was amiss. Hed immediately contact his security force and have them closein on
the house from wherever they were. It wasthe only way Murray felt comfortable leaving her there done,
even with acouple of Secret Service agentsin the background; otherwise she'd have to stay somewhere
safer. Stll, it had been Murray they were after that first time, not her. She was probably safer with him
not there, but then the dogswould never have gone quiet after creating aruckus. Something was up, and
it wasn't good. Nobody was supposed to know he was coming for avisit, either, so it couldn't be that.
She sensed motion behind her, probably Norman scurrying past the doorway on hisway back to the
dining room. At least he'd know how to handle himself.

Although the room was pitch black, she went directly to the bureau and retrieved the phone, switching it
on and speaking Foreman's private number from memory. There was no need to actudly talk to him,
since his phone would announce the caler, but she waited anyway. If he answered, shed tell him about
the dogs.

Then she remembered the diding doors. They opened onto the patio outside the master bedroom.
Normally they werelocked and the drapes drawn after dark, but the distraction of having company and
changing outside dining plans at the last moment had made her forget. She turned, saw the distinct outline
of both doors even in the inky darkness, and a shiver ran down her back!

Shelaid the Glock on the bed, shifted the phone to her Ieft hand and reached for the locking bar leaning
againgt thewall in the corner. It was gone! Puzzled, she turned back to the bed.

It was the wrong thing to do.

* k% k% %



Thetrio of cars gpproached the golden gate dowly, two agentsin the lead car, two in the onetrailing
Murray's Beehive. Fifty feet from the gate, the lead car stopped so he could pull around it. HEd already
contacted the gate with the code number sequence that shut off its announcement of visitors back at the
house. That option was another of the gate's safety features, alowing areturn to the dwelling
unannounced in the event everyone was away from the property. Hed used it just once when he gave
Connie asurprise birthday party, arriving with her friends from town. Any other time she liked knowing
he was there, and coming up the drive.

He navigated the gate's security procedures and retina scan, then drove through and stopped the Beehive
once againto let the origina lead car pull ahead. Tim Stone wasin that car's passenger seat. He briefly
rolled the window down and waved an 'okay,’ but he looked asif he had a question. Murray rolled his
own window down.

"They do know we're coming?' Tim asked. "Everything looks satisfactory to you?”

"My girlfriend'sinvited afew guests for the occasion--she wouldn't say who. She knows I'm duein from
Washington tonight, she just doesn't know quite when. My arrival's supposed to be asurprise.”

It wastrue. Flightstimes set up by the Secret Service were known only by air traffic controllers at the
destination, and even then only after the plane was airborne. In spite of that, shed know he was coming
up the drive because the dogs would hear the Beehive and erupt in a chorus. Which should have started
by now. He listened, but there was no sound other than the incessant wind. Blowing in from Kansas
again, no doubt, but even so they'd hear the unique whine. The wind was blowing the sound toward the

dogs, actudly helping.

They normaly began barking before he was even up to the gate, but there was nothing. Suddenly his
blood ran cold and he flicked the headlights twice. The lead car had dready pulled away, but it stopped
abruptly, backing up. Stone jumped out of his car even before it came to acomplete stop and ran back.

"What isit, Mr. Blake?'

"Tim, something is wrong. If Wilma had house guests, my two Great Pyrenees would definitely betied
out back or running loose, not ingde the house. They'd have heard my car and by now should be barking
their heads off. If they were loose, they'd have been here by now."

"l don't hear anything." Tim's hand was aready in motion; it came up with his gun. "Abandon your car
here." Hiswords were short, chopped. "Get in our car." He bared awrist, touching something on what
looked like awatch. In seconds the agents in the following car had parked it and were there on foot.

"Okay, Mr. Blake. You st in the back between us. Talk us up to the house and fill in any information you
haven't dready told us. Isthere any chance those covert guards could have taken the dogs somewhere?”

"No."

"Do these people ever show themselves?'

"No. Wdll ... yes, once. They interrupted araid designed to ... to...."
"They thwarted araid? Forget what it was about.”

"Yesh"

"How did the raiders get into the property? Better yet, who aerted your covert group?



"The raiderstook out one of the guards, coming in through the back fences somewhere. He managed to
aert the others before ... well, before he--"

"Before he bought it?"

"Yesh"

"Was there an inquiry? Police on the property? Anything like that?"

"No. It was sanitized and covered up.”

"Y ou should have mentioned thisin Washington, Mr. Blake. Who are these guards?’
"Can't identify them. Let's say someone high up islooking after me."

"The someone high up lost one of his men in a covert operation, and there was no inquiry? Pretty high up,
if you ask me. Y our named vice presdent isex-army. Say no more."

"The houseisjust over arise up ahead. We should be able to see some sort of lightsfrom here. The
houseistotaly dark. That's not like Wilma."

"Wewak from here. Y ou're ex-army and so are we. Phalanx, you in the center. Ten feet separation front
and side. Blake, you hang back out of the line of fire. Be ready to drop on the spot.”

"Right"

* * % %

Norman paused, concentrating. Wilma had gone into the bedroom. She couldn't have made it back out in
those few seconds; she had to be in there yet. His peripheral vision registered alarge, dark shape
outlined againgt the diding doors, black against black, something that changed form even as held crabbed
his own way past the room's doorway. Was that her? His night vision had sharpened in thetime since the
candles had been blown out, and he remembered hearing something hed assumed was her afew
seconds before that, but the blob had been larger than Wilma. A fast peek around the jamb at knee
height confirmed the worst. The large shape was dready outside the diding panel and a second form was
shoving the door back into place.

What was it the man at the shooting range said ... in the dark am higher, or wasit lower? Higher! That
wasit, but the shape was gone before hisfirst round shattered the panel. The safety glass deflected both
bullets enough to make them miss histarget, but glass fragments ricocheted everywhere, somelanding at
hisknees. A short, involuntary cry from the halway behind him was Ernie, gasping in fright and shock.
Without thinking, he charged into the room--but it was empty. Wilma had been taken!

He whipped back around the door jamb. "Down, everyone!" His bark was more a coarse whisper than a
shout. Back he scrambled on hands and knees. Gloriawas already gone from her chair. Where was
Ernie?

Then there was asudden flash of light in the kitchen, another shot and then adull thud combined with the
sound of agun clattering across the kitchen floor.

Erniel

* * % %

With the sounds of thefirgt two gunshots, Murray froze. "Tim, that came from the house!”



They were two hundred feet away & the time, but the man behind him snagged hisbelt and held him from
running forward, forcing him to drop right where he was. The three remaining agents started forward fadt,
crouching and weaving into the short brush either sde of the drive.

Agent Price maintained his grip on the belt. "Over here, Mr. Blake, behind this brush. Make no noise and
stay down.”

"Your friendsarein red danger, Andy."

"So arewe. It couldn't be much darker out here, but whoever's doing the shooting isdoing it at or inside
the house"

Then they heard the third shot.
"Oh, my God. Wilmal"

* k% k% %

The sudden light in the kitchen had come from the side-by-side refrigerator's freezer door being snapped
open. Gloriahad taken her shot at the hooded form from her spot behind the door, immediately damming
it shut and ducking behind the gppliance before her target fell. Three seconds later she was standing over
the form with her gun two-fisted, arms straight. The assallant's wegpon was somewhere behind her, inthe
dark.

"Isthat you, Norman?"

"Y eah. Ernieswith me." He scooted forward and shoved the body with hisfoot while she kept her gun
trained. There was no reaction.

"His gun's somewhere on the floor behind me," shesad. "Find it."

"That can wait. The kitchen door must've been unlocked. Cover me." With that, he dashed to the wall,
nearly damming into it, then did dong until he could reach the deadbolt. ™Y eah, never bolted.” Therewas
ametallic sound. "It isnow. Come on back to the front room. It's the only other way in. Y ou and Ernie
cover that door and I'll watch the master bedroom, but | think they're gone. They got Wilma."

"Oh, no! Isshe?.."

"They must have dragged her away. They never made a sound, and neither did she. Not apeep. They
might have ... | mean...."

"Oh, my God!"
"l dmogt plugged one of them.”
"And | just killed thisone, | think. Maybe they'll be back. Quick, you and Ernie--"

"No, they won't." With that, the kitchen light went on and Wilmacamly walked back into the room. "It's
over. We can turn on the rest of the lights now."

* * k% %
Tim Stone scratched his head, trying to put the picture together. One man dead and two otherslying sde

by side not far outside the master bedroom, with their wrists duct-taped behind their backs. They could
breathe, but their mouths, eyes and heads were duct-taped to the point where hair would have be cut



away beforeit could be pulled off. One had abeard. That would have to be shaved off, too. It was
qudity duct tape. Must've been afull roll each.

The raiders had managed to get past the 'day laborers and right up to the house, but somehow Blake's
covert force had arrived in time to defuse the Situation. How had they known unlessthey'd used infra-red
equipment? How could they have moved in so fast, unlessthey were dready aware their perimeter had
been penetrated? What kind of training must they have possessed to move lightning fast, in dead silence,
disarming two men in the dark without harming them, then meting into the night even asthree armed
Secret Service agents swept down on them with guns drawvn?

There hadn't been that much time between the first two shots and Wilmal's regppearance in the house, at
most afew minutes. Her saviors said not one word, smply freed her and pushed her toward the
shattered glass doors, motioning for her to get back inside quickly. There'd been four men, but others
must have been there, too, including some on the opposite side of the house. Why hadn't they figured
those three fast-moving shapes coming at them from the drive were othersin the raider group? There
were no answers, except the obvious one: they were special forces of some kind.

Stone spoke for histeam once again. "We don't want to know who your coverts are, Mr. Blake, but |
sure wish they were part of our organization. I'd suggest, Sir, that you consider keeping Miss Timmswith
you al thetime. This kidnapping attempt can only mean someone's desperate enough to want you out of
therace.

"Y ou don't think they meant to kill her?"

"No, gr. | believe they were sent to kidnap her and destroy your menta state, possibly with torture or
even mutilation. Kidnapping isfar more devastating acrime whileit'sbeing played out, and it ways
holds the possibility of murder. Miss Timmswas very lucky. Obvioudy someone who hired these
criminasfedsyoureared threat, which may narrow the possibilities. Oklahoma City FBI agentswill be
herein under haf an hour. They may shed somelight.”

"My guests?'

"Gloria Stimpson has nothing to fear, Snce her gun was registered and she has the proper permit to carry.
She was clearly being attacked by an armed assailant. Shelll have to make a statement, aswill the others,
but no one here hasto worry except for our duct-taped criminals. | do think it best | arrange for deeper
security out here for the rest of the night--from now on, actually--unless you and Miss Timmswish to
move to safer surroundingsin the city.”

Wilma's bruises included abig one to her ego. She was more than alittle irked that she'd made thingstoo
easy for her kidnappers. "l should've gone right back to the dining room," shewailed. "1 should've locked
al the doors. | should've bitten him or something. Oh ... they killed Moose and Sugar, didn't they?™"

"Miss Timms," Stone soothed, "everything's dways clearer in hindsight. I'm truly sorry about the dogs,
but their deaths served a purpose. These men could easily have dit your throat or taken you somewhere
and tortured you. They all had knives aswell as guns. Y ou were very lucky. We found this on the dead
one.... "Heheld up aSt. Christopher medal. On the back werethe initids TT. "Not another scrap of 1D
on any of them, but | have ahunch our FBI friends might just know who he was. They'll use that
information on the remaining two."

The FBI didn't even need to remove the duct tape. The dead man was Todor Tzella, aBulgarian and
senior brother of thetrio. All three had rap sheets two pages|long. When the two younger Tzellaswere
told their big brother had been shot clean through the heart by awoman--in apitch black room, yet--they
wept. The refrigerator door trick wasn't mentioned, but Gloriareveded privately that she'd learned the



ploy fromamoviecdled "Wait Until Dark.”

The second immediate clue was found in Todor's | eft shoe, on ascrap of paper under theinsole. It wasa
phone number--in area code 202, Washington, D.C.

Perhapsif Allan Merlson hadn't been so furious held have redlized he was setting hisown trap by using a
listed phone. There was nothing secret about the number; it was only amatter of minutes before its owner
was known. The next thing wasto cal the number, which FBI agent Dan Milligan did from Murray's
desk phone, with recorder attached. Murray was alowed to listen, while the three women and Norman
gtayed in the kitchen with agent Price. It was midnight in Washington, but Merlson answered on the third
ring anyway. He didn't even bother asking who was cdling. Apparently the phone number was one he
seldom used.

"Didyou get her?"

"Da," Milligan said, making the short word gutturd.
"No trouble?’

"Mmmm-nmn."

"Good. I'll tell the president. WEIl have ingructionsfor you in the morning. Cdl this number at ten eastern
time"

llDall

When the Washington end hung up, those in the room stared at the phone with sober faces. Findly Tim
Stone broke the sillence. "Mr. Blake, | think it's safe to say you may be facing just one other candidate
two weeks from now."

His comment was seconded by FBI Agent Milligan. "YesSr. Therésno way in hell this evidence can be
politicaly smothered, and Robinson's party won't have timeto field anyone else before the eections. I'm
sending this recording to fourteen destinations, plus three of my own choosing. Thedeviceissending ...
now." Helifted the handset and set it into the recorder cradle, then tapped out aten-digit number. When
atiny red light came on, he pushed alarger button. "This prevents anyone from dtering or destroying the
record, since they'd have to find and destroy or dter al the copies. At least three locations are unknown
to anyone but me, and if anything happens to me there are directions to those three locations known to
two trusted people.

"The phone number in Todor's shoe ties him to Merlson. The conversation just now directly ties Merlson
to the attempted kidnap and implicates the president. Frankly, I'd hate to be either man right now, given
the public mood."

Murray grinned, causing the agentsto stare at him with puzzled expressions. As soon as he had some
privacy, the others could be naotified. They had not one, but two of the precipitating incidents they had
been looking for; akidnap attempt and the president and his new running mate behind it. On top of all
that had gone before, nothing else would be needed to assure his complete victory. It was almost
anti-climactic.

Now al he had to do was concentrate on how to take full advantage of the coming mandate.



Chapter Eighteen

President Blake stood gazing through the greenish, bulletproof glass of the Ova Office, not quite focusing
on the grass of the south Lawn or the trees now fully leafed out, or even the Washington Monument in
the distance. His thoughts were on the chaotic events of the past year and ahdf and, indirectly, on his
speech giving asummary of al that had been accomplished so far and what till had to be donein the
future. He was due to address the nation not quite four hours from now. He wastired, and thelinesin his
face had deepened. It was true what the Red Queen said--it did take dl the running one could do just to
keep in the same place.

Conni€'d been the one who used that line, back in his courtship days. Sheloved Alice in Wonderland

and had haf of it memorized. Another of her favoriteswas 'Begin & the beginning and go on till you come
to the end: then stop. Those had been the king's words, but she used it for al sorts of stuations. Brenda
used the same phrase that day at the ranch. She and Connie had more quotes just like it; they'd zing them
back and forth in asort of game between them.

If only Connie hadn't driven to town that day, how different life would have been. None of what followed
might ever have happened. The nation would have continued its downward spird into chaos, taking more
than three hundred million souls down with it. Even before that horrible end, some other nation would
have plucked the prize of his country--probably China. They'd been the strongest.

Therewas il plenty of rocky ground aheed, yes, but his accomplishmentsin just ayear and ahaf had
changed the nation and the world. The income tax was history, at long last, and the new national salestax
with its giveback provison was aready amodd for other countries. In the days following his tumultuous
election, he'd appointed Adam Burr, Foreman's 'boy genius out of Wake Forest, to craft the program.
To everyones surprise, particularly hisown, the giveback amount was larger than he had envisioned per
eaech qudifying American citizen. All with a Socia Security card would get the giveback, even young
children. Burr predicted with almost pinpoint accuracy that the injection of cash into society's lower strata
would produce an even greater burgeoning of the economy than the tax reductions of earlier
adminigrations. At the sametime it replaced one of the most repressive tax systems since the days of the
Romans. Those below the poverty line were actudly lifted aboveit, or nearly so thanksto the eimination
of thetax code. Hell, it had been little more than a catal og of loopholes. Once they were gone, the
economy had rebounded in ways even his boy genius hadn't predicted, and hadn't required any
government coercion or direction at al. It was a setback for theills of socidism and agiant step for the
benefits of capitalism, sinceit wasal based on man's preoccupation with his possessons. No longer
were expensve luxuries cong dered shameful by those who couldn't afford them, because those very
acquisitions had pumped twenty percent of their price back into some poor family's pockets. At least,
that was the perception, and perceptions were the heart and soul of any economic program.

American businesses were thriving, the exact opposite of predictions by al the nay-sayers. Every penny
spent on purchases was faithfully figured back into the true cost of goods and services, and pricing
became more competitive than ever, thisin spite of the chaos of switching tax systemsin mid-year.

Y oung Americans were quick to understand exactly how the new system would improve the world they
were about to inherit. One of the scariest parts about reaching adulthood was redlizing there was an end
to the sanctuary of childhood, or even that of college. No more sanctuaries or excuses. Join the work
world and dedl with theredlity of working from January through June just to pay income taxes. Half a
year! Older Americans already laboring under the burden were more compliant, or had it been
numbness?



The Blake program ended that. Spend less and actually save more in the processfor a change. Doctoral
theses had dready been written on the new system. Americas educationa ingtitutions had given it agreen

light.

[llega immigration was dready down to atrickle, thanksto the 'body illegd’ being assessed twenty
percent of each congtituent's living needs. Further, the outflow of dollars back to relaivesin the country
of origin had al but dried up. There were few extradollars after living needs were met. On the other
hand, afew weeks of education in English and American history, severd sessionswith previoudy
naturalized INS processors and a short test were dl it took to correct that Situation for any illegal bold
enough to come forward and work for citizenship under the amnesty program. No freebies. Amnesty
was offered in return for the commitment to become acitizen.

Nearly amillion of the fifteen million undocumented illega's had been naturalized, and the pace was
upwards of one hundred thousand per month now that the ranks of the INS had been quadrupled. That
figurewas still climbing astemporary help was hired and trained. Murray could seethe end of it,
probably in another four or five years. Americas new citizens could begin sending money home, because
they'd now enter the ranks of those being boosted above the poverty line. Those who'd risen even further
than that on the economic scale were actualy helping to support the new system. They set the example
for millionsto follow.

Morae among the military services had skyrocketed with the gppointment of Genera Nathaniel Foreman
as chairman of the Joint Chiefs. For thefirst timein recent memory, political meddling in the operation of
al service branches sank out of sight. The so-called palitical generals were isolated without their
congressiona support system, itself in disarray. Some saw the handwriting on thewall and retired. The
rest werefired.

Microproteins, strangely, had not taken the public by storm asfeared. A focusing session involved
several days and required someone responsiblein attendance at al times. It didn't classify as another type
of 'socid drug experience' that could be entered on awhim, nor did it much help the undisciplined. It
wasn't aform of sexua enhancement, nor could it mean anything in terms of group therapy. It wasan
immensdly persond thing, dmost religious yet not even accepted in that respect. Organized crime might
havetried it, but they'd been too successful for too long to think they needed to improve.

Pharmaceutica firms shunned devel opment when the percelved commercia value went south. Firdt, it
wasn't patentable. Second, there were aready ripoffs and counterfeits offered for sale on the web, with
lots of ugly results, but even those over-hyped attempts had failed. There was also an element of natura
revulson againg microproteins when rumors characterized the derivatives as actually coming from
chimpanzeed

Nobody had ever traced the origin of those rumorsto a certain closaly knit group that included the
discoverer.

Oil had continued dropping in price and was heading lower. Theinitia globa panic had passed asthe
world reshuffled its energy priorities, with more oil going to Chinaand developing countries. It had all
hinged on three mgjor provisions, executive orders from fledgling President Blakein hisfirst hundred
days. One-percent government loans were made available to al entrepreneurs who built hydrogen fuding
stations patterned after pioneerswho'd dready led the way. With the loans came free government
expertise, gpecifications, safety regulations and public educationa tools. The loan period would run for
twenty years. It was one of the few government programs helping private industry, but this one had been

necessary.
Eight stations had been completed aready, with somefifty in various stages of construction. Thousands



more were planned for completion as soon as the equipment was available. It had become arace to see
who could boast of being first in any town or city. And depolymerization plantslarge and small were
springing up everywhere, turning al kinds of waste, from turkey gutsto old tiresinto usable oil.

And with the tax system off their backs, industry was spending billions of dollars on dternative energy
developments, including wind and solar. Oil would never lose al itsimportance, but it would share the
future with hydrogen and other fuels, and 'free’ energy sources.

Thethird in the set of executive orders mandated such draconian gas mileage increaseson al new cars
that production was quickly shifting to vehicles designed to run on hydrogen fue, or dternate energy
hybrids achieving spectacular energy efficiency. American industry had always been capable of turning
them out; it had smply required akick in the pants and smplification of thetax system. At present only
the Japanese were offering many such cars, but Detroit was going al out to fill the demand. Ddlirious
technical recruitersflooded university campuses seeking the best and brightest engineers and graduate
studentsto fill the sudden demand for talent. No war could've produced a greater demand in a shorter
time. Asaresult, universities had seen an immense increase in enrollments for engineering and physics
mgors.

Theinitid outpouring of U.S. hydrogen technology developments had adready stimulated most of the
industria world to double and redouble its own programsin that direction. No longer were innovetive
ideas for hydrogen fueled engines and hydrogen generation systems found solely on websites, promoted
by frustrated backyard geniuses who'd built their own cars, pumping stations and generators. The world
hadn't listened to them, but it was listening now to the United States government under new, farsighted
leadership. Complete and accurate details of tested and fully engineered home generators, farm irrigation
systems, large engines, industrial power plants and, of course, automobiles and trucks were released to
the internet. More was to come as soon as it was verified. Asaresult, the three newest members of the
globa nuclear club indicated they would abandon nuclear pursuitsin favor of unlimited hydrogen energy
SOUrces.

The prospect of having abundant energy had blunted all national fears. Hydrogen was by far the
cheapest, most abundant of any source--the energy of the sun. Its combustion yielded water asa
by-product, with no pollution or carbon dioxide.

The'Ova Office Vigt' initiative bore fruit from day one. When it became clear that he actudly did mean
what held promised, that red people from dl waks of life could redly spend afew minutes with the
country's president, the response was aroar of approva. One of hisfirst had been aninety-year-old
woman. Another ahigh school senior. Blue collar or white, farmer or truck driver, teacher or cello
player--al took their experiences back to wondering crowds of friends and the envious. Theinterviews
were spontaneous and televised, as advertised. They were mostly nice, polite, thoughtful and sometimes
funny. Some were not so nice, but il polite. Each interview drew to an end with President Blake's
amplerequest to hisvisitor to read the Congtitution and try to understand it. Thefinal televised scenewas
both president and visitor 'standing up for America.’ One visitor in awhedlchair raised both hisarmsto
meet the chdlenge.

Mary had been right. It was agreat program, worth the small amount of time it took from hisworkday
even though it occupied dozens and dozens of others behind the scenes.

And the pin-gtripe lawyers, blesstheir pea-picking heartsl What awailing, sobbing collection of
chest-thumpers they'd turned out to be now that they could no longer build fortunes on mega-settlements
inthe hedthcareindustry! His executive order establishing anationa system for vetting medica
professionas by a college of their own peersled to restoration of patient-doctor relationships that had
gonetheway of the buggy whip. His suggested cap on ma practice claimsto actud damageswas



accepted by both the medical profession and insurers asfair and reasonable, given the requirement that
physicians continudly proveto others of their professionsthat they had refreshed their skillsand
knowledge, every two years.

The announcement was branded uncongtitutiona from the beginning, but the hue and cry had gone
nowhere. Nothing in the Constitution addressed private agreements between adults, one way or the
other. The executive order merely set up the system; the rest came about naturally--and eagerly. Lawyers
werethe big losers. They were up against a popular new president riding an awesome wave of public
support, itsalf too powerful for any resistance. The eectorate screamed their message to the heavens-no
more government meddling in private affairs-and got what they screamed for.

Six months after hisinauguration, the Doctor-Petient Waiver Program went into effect. It wasworking

and working well. Cry dl they wanted, the lega sharks who'd spent whole careers milking the medical

profession were out looking for new cows. And he had done the same for other industries, so much so
that class action lawsuits were amost athing of the padt.

Congress? About what held expected. With three dozen smultaneous recals ongoing and others aready
successful, those as yet unscathed were running between vengeful and scared. At first they'd balked at
everything held tried to do until, one month after taking his oath of office, hetook their belligerence
public. Honesty was what he/d promised the country. Honesty was what he'd delivered, reciting name
after name of those who were against change of any kind. That newscast gave him hisfirst true tet. It
was one thing to rule by decree, using executive ordersthat in effect made him adictator. It was another
to call down what amounted to al of congress.

Senate and House angrily adjourned the following day. They waked out!

He'd used his congtitutional powers without a blink, declaring martid law and throwing resolution of the
saemate to the judiciary. For six weeks thereafter he'd been supreme legidator, judge and chief
executive while senate and house chambers remained empty. For that same period, federd courts were
closed.

During which time he wrote another ten executive orders.

During which time fourteen additional representatives and two senators were added to therecal lists by
their furious congtituencies. Not oncein that period did the military actualy haveto be called upon. More
to the point, no segment of any of the service branches ever became a cause for concern. They were
behind him one hundred percent.

When held threatened to fill al the congressional vacancies with gppointees, Congress reconvened and
sought atruce, which held accepted. The judiciary had failed to intervene primarily because there was no
precedent. Nothing said the president was prohibited from chiding those in congress by name. Further,
nothing alowed dected representatives of the people to abandon their responsibilities and walk out,
leaving the government without an acting body. The new president had not only acted reasonably, hed
demondtrated leadership as Commander in Chief, and the world had taken notice. Those who'd cometo
believe the American system of government wasrigid, 'stuck in stupid' or smilar sentiments came
suddenly awake. For a change, the United States had someone in charge who knew how to corra wild
horses, even tame them. The common knowledge that he had the military fully behind him, prepared to
act a hisdirection if need be, might have gotten many of his goals accomplished, but who cared? He
certainly didn't, and the citizenry was happy. They wanted action and hewas giving it to them.

His popularity soared to new heights, againgt hardliners, againgt half the legal profession, againgt
organized labor, againgt the teacher's unions, against dl those who began to see the days of wine and



roses coming to aclose. But as sweset asindividual successes had been, not al had gone well. There had
been agreat hue and cry initidly over his executive order declaring that churches and religions were no
longer tax exempt, at any level of government, but he had been adamant. Fair wasfair. Every other
individua and ingtitution was subject to the salestax now, even charities. Eventualy the uproar died
down, though not entirely. What had helped was loca governments finding such new sources of revenue
in property taxes on churches, just like others paid. Until his executive order, hardly anyone had been
aware of just how much property churches owned and had been avoiding taxes on. It was mind boggling.

Lance Jergins became the first casualty of the age of honesty, gunned down while getting into aNew
Y ork City cab. He'd been safer on the battlefield. Franklin Hedgeworth's massive stroke had ended his
career.

And then there was Wilma.

Even the thought of her brought atouch of pain. As much as héd loved her, and she him, shed made her
tearful decision and nothing he said could change her mind. Perhgpsit had been her microprotein
sessions, but she'd seen her destiny diverging from his. Their paths had crossed a a magic moment, yes,
but the destinations were vastly different. He belonged to the people now, whereas she wanted more
than that. She was an avid reader and athinker outside the box, as he loved to say, but facts were facts.
She was twenty years younger and had her own goa's and ambitions. She'd witnessed the cruelty of
those first few months, theraid at the ranch and then her kidnapping attempt, the political backstabbing,
constant danger, duplicity, accusations, threats. Sheld tired of the constant Secret Service presence and
the mediawith their ridiculouslies. Hardly anyone in Washington was who they appeared to be, though
that was changing.

Sheld felt the terrible pressures, loneliness, anxiety and fear, and it had al taken itstoll. Washington was
not for her. Politics was not her great love. She needed to continue her education, return to school or a
college somewhere when she could afford it, get adegreein something or other. And Murray needed to
be President Blake. They'd met each other on the way to somewhere else. It couldn’t work out.

Sheld told him afew months after he took the oath of office.

He continued staring quietly out the window, wondering about the future. Nothing had really gone easy,
but held gotten it done. There was so much more, though. Jack was working harder than him, using his
vice presidential statusto reach out to minorities. His constant theme was an appedl to them to quit
thinking like minorities, to think like American citizens, stop feding sorry for themselves and get to work.
Legalizing many of the street drugs and taxing them to pay for trestment centerskilled much of theillegdl
income of the hard core unemployed, but there were jobs going begging. Hed aready begun arranging
for cheap trangportation from inner cities to jobs outside, so those who wanted to |eave the ranks of
perennialy unemployed could do so. If they'd had police records or convictions of any kind, those were
sedled to dl but the police. No more ‘one strike and you're out.' The move would help them find jobs.

Murray turned away, glancing around the Ova Office. Thered been some dark moments, yes. His
refusasto stay the executions of agood number of white collar criminals under the new felony
punishment guidelines had been shocking at firgt, but the message had gotten through to thosein the
business of ruining reputations with identity theft and fraud. As Mary predicted, nothing else could have
done as much to gain the confidence of minorities. They knew he meant what he'd said about zero
favoritism, but so did some at the other ends of the social strata. Usurious credit card interest rates had
suddenly plunged. Corporate executives and accountants suddenly decided honesty might be the safest

policy.
One other act that helped his status enormoudy was reform of the judicia system. Not directly, but



through the power of executive ordersthat Congress eventualy madeinto law. The reforms eliminated
the way lawyers had been able to string out cases for years, and sometimes a decade or more, with
technicalities. The huge backlog in federal courtswasfor al practical purposes being diminated. It
actualy tickled the mgority of citizensto see miscreants get swift trials and be bundled off tojail or
prison when convicted. They were especidly pleased to see this happen with the so-called white collar
criminals. He had seento it that crime was considered crime, with no distinctions.

The nation still had along way to go, but it would get there now, eveniif it did take ten more years. And
after histwo terms were up he intended to retire and raise a couple of Great Pyrenees, even another pair
of cuddly little Pomeranians. Maybe Jack would take over the country's leadership after that, or perhaps
young Burr. He and his gang of financia geniuses had been amost indispensable. A long way to go, but
by God how far they'd come! And it hadn't even required arevolution; just dmogt.

Histhoughts were interrupted by a soft female voice on the intercom. "Mr. President, Mary Henderson's
waiting on the beige phone.”

Sighing, hetook onelast lingering look at the Washington Monument against the evening sky and turned
to the desk so many presidents before him had occupied. He sat, shutting his eyesfor amoment to blink
away something there, then took a deep breath and reached for the handset.

"Hi, Mary. All st for tonight?"

"Do you mean set for your speech, Darling, or what | have planned for later?”
"Tell me about the part that comes|ater. The speech can take care of itsdlf.”
TheEnd
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