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Dedication

To dl the oppressed people of the world, anywhere and anywhen. It is my sincerest hope that the events
portrayed in thisnovel never happen.
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...cientists have declared that in ten years they will succeed in creating a radically new type of
biological weapon. Thisweapon would be capable of infecting people according to a genetically
predetermined marker such as skin color or eye shape. Infection could have a delayed effect or
only begin once a certain type of medicine was taken. A recent closed seminar held by the CIA....

...the most terrifying new possibility is the hypothetical biological weapon that could infect people
according to genetic markers. Not only would it allow for genocide; it would be created
specifically for that purpose. A recent report by the British Medical Association stated that “ the
rapid progressin genetics could become the basis for ethnic cleansing on an unheard of scale in
the near future.

Excerptsfrom articlein Gateway to Russia, March 2004 by Vasili Sychev



CHAPTER ONE

On hishospitd bed in the city of Port Harcourt, Nigeria, Benjamin Imhonde barely had the energy to
raise hisarm, but that was enough to see that his skin was becoming lighter. Severd weeksago it had
been ebony black. Now it was severa shades paler. He wouldn't have minded so much except that as
his skin color faded, he became sicker ... and sicker. Benjamin made an effort and turned his head
toward the bed next to him where hiswife lay deeping, exhausted from expending whét little energy she
had |eft in the smple act of using the bedpan. She had cried out weakly from the pain caused by her
movements, but now shewas silent.

Seeping? No! Shelooked morelike ... He didn't want to think what shelooked like. Hetried to raise his
head but awave of pain coursing through his body dropped it back to the pillow. A tear leaked from
Benjamin'sright eye, then another, and one from hisleft. He felt them trickling down hisface and tried to
reinin hisemotions. Even crying hurt now. 1'm going to die, hethought. I've known ever since they
moved us to the isolation ward. But no onewould tell him what kind of disease he and hiswife had!
Just before the transfer, he overheard talk that the sickness was sweeping through the city of Port
Harcourt. Then an orderly told him yesterday—or wasiit the day before?—that only blacks were
becoming ill, and even more ominous, that no one was recovering. That bit of information had been
bought from the orderly, but Benjamin didn't mind; he could afford it. He was even willing to pay for
more, but the orderly never returned.

Benjamin Imhonde tried one more time to move, to stretch his hand out toward the body of hiswife. His
arm barely twitched. That was his last conscious movement. An hour later the orderlies came to remove
the bodies. They were Catholic nuns. They were white. They showed no symptoms of illness.

* k k %

Doug Craddock took a seet at the conference table in the administrative building of the Center for
Disease Control in Atlanta, Georgia. He nodded to the others present and smiled acrossthe table at
Amelia Foster. He had been with the scientist-physician once before on amission, to the Congo where a
pesky, previoudy unknown virus had popped up, then disappeared just as suddenly. Amelias presence
meant they must have a puzzle on their hands. She was CDC'stop specidist in infectious diseases, they
didn't send her just anywhere. He dso knew Robert Handley, the man in charge of logistics and agood
friend. The other person was new to him, asmall attractive woman with light brown hair who looked to
bein her thirties.

Ameliasaw him looking and redized her oversight. “Doug, I'm sorry. Thisis June Spencer. Shell be
head nurse on thislittle jaunt. June, Doug Craddock, in charge of our security detail. It was becoming
amogt routine for the CDC to send a security contingent aong with the scientists and health workers
when it was cdled on to investigate disease hotspots these days. There was even anew building going up
next to the CDC complex, to be devoted to security.

"Hi,” Doug sad, smiling at her. The nurse gave avery dight nod in return, without asmile. He diagnosed
her problem dmost immediately. Another one who thinks the world would be better off without
guns—until the bullets start flying in their direction, then we're the first ones they call for.

Ameliatapped her fingernails on the table to get everyone's attention again. “ There's coffee and teafor
those who want it. Now that everyone's here, let's get started.”

Doug had been the last oneto arrive. He poured coffee for himsdf while Amelia played with the
keyboard at her place. The wall screen swam into focus. It showed amap of alarge part of western
Africa



"Hereswherewell be going.” An arrow moved over the map. It stopped a Port Harcourt, Nigeria. “As
you can see, well bein Nigeria, near the coast. Port Harcourt isarelatively modern city so facilities
should be adequate.

"And heréswhat were investigating.” The next image showed the body of a pae black man. Hisskin
had a peculiar hue, asif some of the color had been scrubbed off with arough cloth. Other than that,
there were no signs of illness—yet he was obvioudy dead.

"What isit?’ June asked.

"Good question. We don't know; that's why we're being sent. The disease sarts with atingling felt over
the whole body and progresses over aperiod of weeksto extreme myalgia, neuralgia, intractable pain
and death. The good news isthat it doesn't gppear to be contagious through airborne droplets, as
diseaseslike the flu are. The bad newsisthat it's spreading anyway and the medical people don't know

Doug rubbed his chin where afive o'clock shadow was forming. He had a beard that showed more gray
than did hiswavy, dark brown hair, though his hair was beginning to be shot with white threads, too. To
him, the new disease dready sounded ominous, but then these days any unexplained phenomenon that
caused desth worried him. Damned terrorists.

Ameliacontinued. “We've aready receved specimens from some of the afflicted. So far, we haven't
turned up what's causing the illness, though we're beginning to suspect apeculiar little enterovirus that
resemblesthe poliovirus species.”

"Polio? | thought we had wiped it out,” Doug said.

"l didn't say it wasthe polio virus; just that it resemblesit in certain ways. WEll have to wait and see what
the virologists say. In the meantime, our job isto go there and asss in finding and identifying the vector.”

"Any cluesyet?’ June Spencer asked. She and her team would be the ones having the most direct
contact with patients. She played with a pendant at her neck, an odd arrangement of diamonds and gold,
rolling it between thumb and fingers.

Amelia hesitated, asif reluctant to speak. “Well ... possibly. For some reason, it's only people of color
that have becomeill. That's rather peculiar considering what acosmopolitan city Port Harcourt is.”

The other three people in the room couldn't help it. Their eyesturned toward Bob Handley, whose skin
was arich brown color, bordering on black.

Heignored the sares. “Maybe it only strikesthose carrying the genesfor Sickle Cell,” Handley
shrugged. “ Or maybeit'san al black neighborhood where the vector popped up.”

"It doesn't matter right now,” Ameliasaid. She brushed atress of her blond hair away from her forehead.

Doug smiled inwardly, remembering adream he had of running hisfingersthrough that same tumble of
blond hair. Amediawas afew years older than he and had an appedling, rather than pretty face. He had
thought idly about asking her out now that he was getting over Doris' death, but doubted he would.
Therewas no red spark there. They were fast friends, though she was nominally his superior.

"How many of usshould | plan on suppliesfor?’ Bob asked, holding his stylusready. HisPDA was on
thetablein front of him.

Amdiathought. “Four infectious disease specidists, two doctors, Junesgang and | think al of Doug's



squad.”

Doug sat up sraighter. Ameliamust be worried to want the whole squad. These teams usually took less
than ahalf dozen security specidigts. *Y ou want my whole squad? | sthere something | don't know?"

"Doug, I'm not sure of anything at this point. Cal it ahunch, but I've got afeeling about this one. It's new,
the symptoms are unlike anything we've seen before and despite Bob's disclaimer, | don't like that thing
about it affecting only blacks. No, let metake that back. Right before | came from the office, | saw
where acouple of Indians from Cal cutta had come down with it, so it probably isn't confined to people
of African descent, just those who happen to have dark skin.”

"How dark were they?” Bob twiddled with his PDA, obvioudy somewhat uncomfortable with the subject
metter.

"l have no idea. Anyway, that's about it, so far asfacts that were sure of."
"How many so far?’ June asked.

Doug liked the way her voice sounded. It had a pleasant, melodic toneto it. She was pretty, too. Too
bad she didn't seem to take to him.

"It's gone from a dozen or so aweek ago to over three hundred hospitaized now and many more
beginning to show symptoms. The clinics havelong linesin front of them. A few dozen deaths so far, but
according to my sources, none of the sick are showing any signs of recovery; on the contrary, they're
getting worse. Well be wanting to take level one precautions until we know more.” Ameliahad decided
not to bring up what the virology laboratory director had told her; that there was a possibility the virus
could have been tinkered with. She wanted to wait until they knew for certain, one way or another. No
sensein letting unfounded rumors get Sarted.

The other three groaned at the mention of level one precautions. In the tropics, the protective suitswere
burdensome and hot and very uncomfortable, especialy when worn for long periods.

"Well beleaving as quickly aswe can, o get your people briefed and check with Bob for anything extra
intheway of suppliesyou think you might need. Plan on the day after tomorrow at the latest. | know this
iskind of rushed, but that's what we're here for. Any questions?’ She scanned the three faces. No one
responded. “All right, same time tomorrow morning well meet again and see wherewe are.”

Doug rose from his seet. He gave Ameiaamock haf-saute and strode quickly away, hismind aready in
overdrive, mentally running down his checklist of the things he would need to do to get his squad ready.
There weren't many itemson thelist. Most of the squad were retired military, dl professionds, al trained
by him persondly to be ready to go at an instant's notice. Two days? Hell, they could be ready in two
hoursif they had to. Something else was on his mind, too; Bob Handley. Before they parted, Handley
stopped him with atouch.

"Doug—for some reason this scares me, the thought that only blacksarefdlingill. If | buy thefarm, will
you seeto the family?”

"Of course, but don't worry; just make sure you wear your biosuit and you'll be okay."

Handley's earnest black face held agraver expression than Doug had ever seen; ordinarily, hewas
cheerful dmost to afault. And he was such agood friend that they could honestly discussrace
relaionships and culturd attitudes with none of the intellectua posturing so common when the subject
usudly came up.



Doug remembered very plainly when hefirst became aware of racid differences. Hewasfive yearsold
and not yet in the first grade when he sumbled while racing dong the sdewalk near hishome. Hefell and
skinned hisknees. The old black man who did yard work for the neighborhood helped him up while
Doug tried to hold back the tears. Big boys don't cry! He remembered his Dad's admonishment but
sometimesit was hard to keep the tearsinside.

"Y ou okay, little man?’ The white haired old man asked, while brushing him off.
Doug nodded, unable to speak. His chin was quivering.

"Youabig boy,” the old man said, his smile showing agold tooth.

Doug nodded again, fedling better. It redly didn't hurt that much.

From out of the blue came another question that he didn't understand at firdt. “What you rather be, a
black man or awhite man?"

For thefirst time, Doug redly looked at the old dark skinned gardener. His shoes were split and taped.
A much used legther belt held up equally worn and patched jeans. His shirt was stained and wet with the
pungent odor of dried sweat and his cap was a shapel ess mass. But what Doug noticed most was his
color and the way hisface held areservoir of old sadness that was never absent. He didn't laugh and sing
and wear nice clotheslike the black men he saw on television. He was very dark, amost black, and
Doug remembered now that alot of other people were dark, too, like the woman who came to clean
house every week or two. He thought of his playmates and how they were dl white. He thought of his
parents and their friends. None of them worked outside dl day in the yards or mopped floors. He hung
his head, ashamed, somehow, but his child's mind had no ideawhy. Y et he knew the answer to the black
man's question. From hundreds of overheard jokes and conversations a cultural bias had aready soaked
into hislittlemind. He didn't redlly want to say anything but his parents had taught him to ways answer
when an adult spoke to him.

"White, | guess,” he muttered, looking up at the old man.

"Me, too,” the black gardener replied in a soft voice. He seemed to be looking at something far beyond
them, something out of sight. “'Y ou go home now, get them knees doctored.”

Doug thought he had never seen anyone look as sad asthe old man, even when he smiled. “Yes, sr,” he
said as he nodded his head and turned back toward home. In a moment he was running again, but not
from excitement or playfulness. He was running to escape an unknown menace, something he didn't
understand but knew was threatening.

He never forgot that episode, and even as a child, he began observing how blacks and whites treated
each other and by the time he turned thirteen, he knew that blacks were considered an inferior race. He
didn't know why, but he didn't agree with the prevailing attitude of hiswhite friends and his parents. He
didn't speak out openly very often, being shy and reclusive. He was considered a bookworm by many of
his peers. It wasn't until he was grown and in the army that he began voicing his opinions at timesand
places he thought were appropriate, but it sesemed asif he had aways known it was an unfair Stuation for
black people and even asachild dwaystried to treat blacks as politely and with as much consideration
asany oneese.

Bob Handley was the only person other than Doris he had ever told that story to. Remembering it, he
patted Handley's shoulder, but was unsure of what else he could or should say.

Handley finaly smiled a him. “Y ou're agood man, Doug. | hope you come out of this okay, too.”



"Wewill,” Doug assured him again. But now he began to worry.

* k% k %

June lingered after Bob Handley and Doug Craddock had hurried away. Thiswould be her first misson
after returning from her extended leave of absence.

Amdiasmiled warmly at her. “I'm redlly glad to have you back, June. I'm sorry | haven't had achance to
talk to you before now. How are you doing?"

"I'm okay, Amelia. It just took awhile for meto get over it. I guess no woman really expects to become
awidow when she'sbarely in her thirtiesand...”

Ameianodded sympathetically. “Y es, but—June, | saw the way you reacted to Doug. Please don't take
it out on him just because he was asoldier. He'sagood man and I'm glad he's going to be with us."

"I'm sorry. | know | was rude, but when he walked into the room, just theway heacted ... s0 ... s0..."
"Soldierly?'

June granted Amdiiaasmall chuckle. “I guessso. And | guessI'm till alittle resentful that it wasn't the
professionals who took so many of the casudties; it was the Nationa Guard troops.” She fingered her
pendant, a nervous habit she wasn't even aware of. It was made from her wedding and engagement rings,
cut down and set on asmdl flat ova made of yellow gold. “Anyway, isthere anything specid | need to
know? Anything that's changed since I've been gone? | didn't want to ask while the others were here.”

Améiashook her head. “ The only thing that's changed is that the world has become an even more
dangerous place since you took your leave. | guess you know that, though.”

June smiled and Ameliathought how engaging and cheerful asimple smile made her look. Shewas glad
that June had decided to return. Moping wouldn't bring her husband back and Ameliawas afirm believer
inwork. Perhaps staying busy would help dispd the last remnants of sorrow she till carried inside her.

"Ohyes, | have kept up with the news,” June said. “Theterrorists are getting worse dl the time, aren't
they?”

"Yes, they are. That's not our problem, though. We just want to identify this new bug and find acure or a
vaccing, if that's possible. At the very least, we need to find the vector.”

"Well, if thereés nothing e se, I'm going to go brief my gang. Thanksfor taking me back, Amelia. | redlly
do appreciateit.”

Amelia Foster watched the younger woman leave the conference room. It's good to have her back, she
thought. June was an excdlent infection control nurse.

In another part of the building, Amelial's superior sat at her desk in the CDC Director's office and rubbed
her eyes. There were never enough hoursin the day or enough money in the budget to cover everything
that needed doing. Mary Hedgrade had to take the time for the next task though. Just in case. She
punched a button on the console that held three phones, a speaker phone and a teleconference line
connected to the big flatscreen on the wall behind her desk.

"Yesmdam?' Her assstant's voice came from the adjoining office of the CDC Director's suite.

"Tammy, get Mr. Tomlin on line onefor me, please. Asquickly asyou can arrangeit.”



Sometimes the wait to speak to Edgar Tomlin, Homeland Security Director, was along one. Mary tried
to review the latest morbidity reports, but couldn't keep her mind on the papersin front of her. Shuffling
papers ate up an administrator'stime, but there was no help for it; it sometimes seemed to her that the
more advanced computers became, the more they generated aneed for hard copies. While shewas
waiting, her mind wandered, but dways came back to the subject of her call—that new ilinessin Nigeria.
The last update from the initial small team sent afew days ago prompted her to makeit. Doctor vidtsin
Port Harcourt were far above normal, as were hospital admissions. Patients dmost al had the same
symptoms, atingling sensation that advanced to pain and weakness. In itsalf, such adisease wouldn't
have prompted her to notify Homeland Security, but the new report confirmed the earlier findings. Only
people with dark skin were faling prey to whatever it was. More deaths had been reported, and even
more ominous, till not asingle person had recovered. There weren't that many bacteriaor viruses so
target gpecific—and so universaly deedly.

Mary's assstant broke into her reverie. “Ms. Hedgrade, Mr. Tomlinisready for you."

Mary picked up the secure phone. She barely knew Edgar Tomlin, but what little she knew of him struck
her positively. He wasn't smply an out-of-work politician gppointed to fill the National Security
Director's seat temporarily until anew Director was nominated and confirmed; he was a career officia
and the former undersecretary, and CIA Director before that. His predecessor had died of a heart attack
two weeks ago.

"Mr. Tomlin, | have some newsfor you. A new disease, abad one, has poked its head up in Port
Harcourt, Nigeria. It appearsto infect only blacks and other very dark skinned persons.”

"Good God! Won't that cause arun of paranoial But why tell me?’ He sounded impatient. Mary
imagined hisworkload probably outweighed hers.

"Theres apossbility that the origina virus could have been deliberately atered to produce just that
effect, Mr. Tomlin."

Dead slence reigned at the other end of thelinefor along moment. Findly Tomlin spoke. He no longer
sounded asif he wanted to hurry. “But you're not sure yet. Isthat it?"

"Yes, gr. But we should know within afew days. | just wanted to give you fair warning. Thiscould bea
bombshdl.”

"Damnright it could! Bombshell is an understatement. What are your people doing about it?!

"l sent onesmdll team initialy. Within forty eight hoursI'll have acomplete contingent over there. | would
appreciateit if you would have the Secretary of State pave the way for them. And | suppose you need to
gart your whedsralling just in case?’ Her last sentence was framed as a question.

Another dlence, thenhesaid “Yes, I'll sart some preliminary work but ... uh, Mary isit?"
"Yes"

"Mary, I'm going to put aclamp on this. Tell your people not to talk about it, especially the part about it
affecting only blacks. Good God, what would—wait! Isthere any possibility it could spread to here? Isit
contagious?'

"Mr. Tomlin, that's what were going to find out. We have no ideayet how it oreads, nor exactly how
fadt; only that it'sdoing it, and doing it very rgpidly.” She didn't finish with theimplication. Whether or not
Tomlin knew it, Port Harcourt was a metropolitan city, the hub of both air and seatravel into and out of



Nigeria, the most populous nation in Africa. If it could be spread by human to human contact, as
gpparently it could in some way, then it was aready present in nearly every country in the world.
Including the United States of America. Globdization and universd air travel would have seen to that.

* * * %

Edgar Tomlin put down the phone and stared into space, reviewing the conversation in hismind. Had he
responded properly? Been appropriately concerned? Finaly he nodded to himsdlf. Yes. He had said just
what he should have.



CHAPTER TWO

Rafe Smith grinned glegfully at his companionsand clenched hisfingersinto afigt, shakingitintheair.
“Weddit!"

Therewerefive of them, al looking much aike; faces seamed with wrinkles burned into the skin by long
exposure to the sun. They were dressed in jeans and snap button shirts and battered tennis shoes or
heavy, lace up work boots. There were two cases of beer stacked in the kitchen of the old farmhouse,
with more cooling in the refrigerator. It had been along time coming and now they were celebrating.

"Y ou reckon well get dl the niggers?’ Eddie Dunstop, Rafe's second in command, asked. Hetipped a
beer can to his mouth and swallowed. It went down easy and cold, a proper reward for aworking man
after aday outside at the construction site.

"Hell, yes” Rafe answered. “ That crazy Swede said Africasjust the start. Before long there won't bea
nigger left dive”

"Haldujah!” Another of the men exclaimed. “Goddamned black apes, it's about time.” He wiped his
mouth after tipping abeer to his mouth and continued, “1 till think we should of killed the Swede after
we got the stuff from him. What if he gets caught and blabs?'

Rafe shook his head. “No, the big boss said we might need him later. Niggers ain't the only onesinthe
world causin’ ustrouble. There's the Chinks and Spics, too."

"How ‘ bout the Ragheads? Those crazy fucks are bad as niggers.”

Rafe chuckled and stretched hislong thin legs out on the patched ottoman in the living room. “We got it
started, good buddy. Let's et thisplay out first. Which reminds, me, better stock up on ammo beforeit
hits here. Thisisgonnato drive the niggers batshit.”

Eddie stood up and stretched, then sat back down. His puzzled expression focused on Rafe, their leader
and the one who was the primary contact with the Swede—as well as the one who received and
dispensed the funds coming from the head man. “How they gonna do anything to us? Won't they just die
off red quick like?'

"Naw, Eddie. It spreads kindalike the flu. Y ou know, like it may go on for months before they're all
dead."

"But Rafe, the flu don't never get ever'body! What if it don't kill dl of ‘em?”’

"The Swede said it would, but it might take sometime. Now relax and enjoy yourself. We've worked for
thisday along time. From now on whites arein charge of theworld."

"Except for the Spics and Chinks."

"Reax, man, rdax. Well get them, too, eventually. The Swede said he might could figure something out if
he had some more time and money. | know, | talked to him good right before we split up.”

Eddie nodded agreement. A new world was coming, one moreto hisliking. Like Rafe dwaystold them,
everything would be great when there were no more niggers or spiks or chinks. The whole world would
be ruled by whites, like God intended it to be. He took another swig of beer and tried to visuaize the
future, but hisimagination was limited. What he mostly thought about was how that goddamned black
ape of aforeman who told him he was lazy would be dead, deader than last week's road kill. He wiped



his mouth and grinned.

* k% k %

The security contingent for the CDC teams was housed in ahuge converted factory building located just
outside the eastern city limits of Atlanta. From the bits of lint and strings of colored cloth that still turned
up sticking to clothing and gear, Doug suspected it had once been atextile mill. Those days are gone, he
thought. Chinaand Bangladesh and other low-pay countries manufactured dmost al the mass produced
clothing now. Still, the building was sufficient for their purposes. There was enough room to house severd
hundred troops, aswell asamess hall and lounge. A smaller building adjacent to it served adequately as
asupply and arms depot. It was aways under guard by a contract security firm. Those who were
married or had some other arrangements were allowed to live away from the heedquarters unless they
were on the go team. That duty rotated and Doug considered himself lucky to have caught this
assgnment. He liked seeing new places and had never been to Nigeria

The security building held a briefing and conference room, which was where Doug and his squad were
now. He had just told them where they were headed.

"Nigeria” One of thetroops exclamed. “That's Africa, hun?'

Doug was adways astounded by questionslike that. He was well aware of the fact that geography was no
longer considered part of awell-rounded school curriculum, but damn, didn't people even read these
days? Or watch something besides sports and cartoons? It was a pet peeve of his. He controlled his
irritation at the man'slack of knowledge, even though Nigeria had been in the newsfor yearswith its
perennid religious and triba conflicts between Mudims, Chrigtiansand Animists over control of the
country's oil supply and government.

"Yes,” Doug acknowledged. “Nigeriaisin western Africa. It'sabig oil producer when they're not on
strike or banging away at each other over religiousissues. We're going to Port Harcourt on the coast. Be
sure and go over the briefing packet | gave you, especidly the street maps of the area around the hospital
and clinics. All of them. | know you don't have much time but that's what the go team isfor; aquick

deployment.”

"Can we expect any action?’ Buddy Hawkins, aformer Marine, asked. He had somehow missed the
Gulf wars and the latest dustup in South America. Doug thought of the circumstances, the fact that only
blacks and other dark skinned people were being affected by the disease. “1 can't tell you officiadly, but
personally? Y eah, | think thereés agood chance of it thistime.” He didn't try to tell the young man that
combat was hard, dirty, frightening and crazy, and nothing at dl like the storybooks. If it came, hewould
find out the hard way, like every soldier in history had.

"Terrorists?” Martha Myers questioned. She was a short, dark-haired former army medic who had
applied for and made the cut when the infantry began accepting femaes who could passthe strength and
endurance tests. He liked her; she was calm and knowledgeable in her field, and well-read besides.

"No terrorism that | know of, but theres afactor here that's sure as hell going to get alot of folks
agitated, so we'retaking our full load, machine gunsand al.” He told them as much as he knew and saw
their faces | ose the happy smiles over getting ready to go somewhere. The three blacks and two
Hispanicsin histwelve man squad exchanged glances and tightened their lips.

"Any more questions? No? All right, we're confined to quarters for the duration. Well meet at ninein the
morning after you've gone over your packets, and I'll find out in the meantime where we're likely to go to
first and whatever else| can. We may have another day here, or we may not. Be completely ready to
leave before you go to bed tonight. Comprende?”



Nods and muttered assents told him they were probably aready geared up. There wasn't much he
needed to worry about there. He had the best squad in the contingent and his men knew it. His had been
one of thefirst units put together by Gene Bradley, the Security Director, aspecia forces colond who
had lost hisleft arm in action, though no one knew exactly where or when it had happened.

Just as Doug turned to leave, Bradley appeared. He wagged his finger and Doug hurried over to the
doorway.

"Hi Colonel. What can we do for you?'

Bradley put his arm around Doug's shoulders and walked him back into the room. His squad members
pushed out of their chairs and roseto their fet. It wasn't required, but military mannerswere hard to
shake.

"] just got acall from Homeland Security,” Bradley announced. “Y ou now have orders not to talk about
your mission, and there's to be absol utely no leaks about how this diseasein Nigeriais affecting only
people of color.” His gaze roved the room, making eye contact with each of them.

"But Sr—isnt it dready public knowledge?’ One of the older men asked.
"Thediseaseis Whomiit infectsisnt. And I've been informed theré's apossibility of terrorism involved.”
"Jesus Chrigt!” MarthaMyers exclamed. “Who would do athing like that?'

"l have no idea. Just remember—no talking, even when you cdl your families. It'sdl right to tell them
where you're going, since that's aready been announced, but no details. Clear?

"There won't be any leaks from thissquad, Sr. But | redlly doubt it'll stay secret for long."

"Yes, | redize that and I'm sure the people higher up do aswell. They just want a chanceto get ahandle
on what's redly happening before speaking up. No sensein causing unwarranted panic. And well dl be
sdfer if it's not something being bandied about by the public just yet.”

Doug nodded. Americawas becoming so ethnically and racialy divisve that the least suspicion of action
deleteriousto aparticular group was likely to cause anything from riotsto political and physical retaiation
againgt the other party. The former colond turned and | eft as abruptly as he had come. There was never
any waste motion with him. Doug knew his bosswas just carrying out orders, but persondly he thought it
was afutile effort. The information net was ubiquitous and hardly anything stayed under cover for long.

* k% k %

Manfred Morrison felt achill steal over him as he read the update from the CDC just handed to him by
his administrative assstant. He hadn't paid that much attention to the first notification about the new
disease in Nigeria; new bugs seemed to pop up amost monthly these days, aresult he thought came from
continuing excursonsinto previoudy neglected habitats. The world was just growing too fast. But this...
This could be horrible, and not just because of the disease, but the repercussions fromit. Natural or man
made, the appearance of anew virusthat infected only dark skinned humans would be explosive. Hardly
anyonewould believe it wasn't ddliberately set loose.

The update held the attention of Manfred like nothing € se had since his gppointment to the post of
Presidential Science Advisor. Hiseyeswerefixed on it so avidly one might have thought he held a
winning lottery ticket in hishand. The CDC scientists now believed the virus was related to the one
causing polio, but thought it had been atered by methods that could only happen through deliberate
manipulation in alaboratory. They till didn't know why it was so letha nor how it Spread, and hadn't



even begun to study the possibility of avaccine. The update aso confirmed hisfears. Thefirst caseswere
now being reported in other countries besides Nigeria, among them South Africa, Ethiopia, Indiaand ...
England? Then he remembered, England had afair percentage of blacksin its population now. Manfred
took a deep breath and continued reading. Houston, Texas was reporting severa possible cases. And
New Y ork and Sesttle hospital s thought they had some. Mexico City. He scanned on down.

Still no cure, not so soon, and sill no one recovering. The president would be coming to him soon for
recommendations. There hadn't been an inordinate number of desths yet, but the way the thing was
spreading and the way it affected only very dark skinned persons ... that was the biggest threat. Manny
reached for his phone, intending to punch the number for adirect connection to CDC headquartersin
Atlantaand seeif any more information was available before requesting an gppointment with the
president. Instead he paused and stared at the skin of his own dark brown arm. His hand was trembling
when hefinally managed to look away and makethe cal.

* * % %

"Hello, Mr. Craddock,” June said to Doug. He had gone to the forward part of the passenger
compartment of the big military cargo plane to get another cup of coffee. He was surprised that her voice
didn't sound nearly asfrosty when addressing him asit had at their last meeting, even though he had
hoped to have afew words with the new nurse. If nothing else, he wanted to find out if hisorigind
analysisof her attitude had been correct.

"Hello, Ms. Spencer. Do we have to be so formal, though?*

"l ...no, | guessnot.” No sense blaming him for Charli€'s death, she thought.
"Good. I'm Doug, in case you don't remember. And it's June, right?"

"Yes. Douglas?'

He laughed, showing an even row of white teeth that appeared to have been capped but hadn't. “No, just
plain Doug. My parents liked the short version, | guess. I'm wondering why we haven't met before now.
Areyou new?'

"| took an extended leave after my husband waskilled in ahelicopter crash.”
Doug's smile disappeared. “I'm sorry, | didn't know."

"No reason you should have. | don't know why | brought it up."
"Nevertheless, losing aspouseis rough on anyone. | know."

June halted in the act of turning to leave. “Y ou logt your wife?!

"It'sbeen awhile. The Mdl Terrorigs.”

"Oh God! How terrible.”

"It doesn't much matter how she died, June. Dead isdead. | loved her, but after awhile you haveto go
on."

"Wdll ... maybe. Anyway, I'd rather not talk about it."
"Same here. What brought you to the CDC?"

"My husband worked for them in adminigtration. It just seemed naturd to take ajob with them mysdlf



when they had an opening. My folkstried to get me to go back to Houston and start over there after
Charliedied. | did for awhile, but once | decided to go back to work, | found | could come back herein
more or lessthe same position I'd held before, so | did.” June suddenly realized she was chatting with a
former military man asif shefdt no bitterness againgt the army.

"l guesswe both must beidedigts.”

June had again turned to go but that remark stopped her as quickly as the former one had. “Why do you
sy that?'

Doug Spped at his coffee. “ Anyone who volunteersfor thiskind of assignment hasto be either anidedlist
or acloset martyr. Y ou don't strike me asamartyr.”

June hadn't ever consdered hersdlf anidedist. “More like being born with itchy fet. | like doing different
things and going to different places.” She was startled when Doug burst out laughing.

"Sorry,” he apologized. “It'sjust that you used the exact term to describe my whole family. It's sort of a
joke with us. We've aways had problems settling down. | guessthat's one reason | went into the

military."
"Y ou don't look old enough to be retired. Why did you get out?"

"Thanks, but | am retired. Five years ago, but | went in when | was seventeen. Like most teenagers, |
didn't have good sense. | thought fighting awar would be fun and glorious. Couldn't wait for oneto
happen. Then when it did and | saw afew bodies, | redized how dumb I'd been.” Doug didn't mention
that his retirement was because of aleg wound that |eft him unable to march long distances and forced
him out of theinfantry.

"Sowhy did you stay in?’ June found that she was interested despite her vow to have nothing to do with
anyone associated with the military from now on.

Doug poured more coffee. “I guessI'm an idedlist in the purest sense. Being human, | suppose well
aways have wars and fighting. Aslong asit hasto happen, why leave it to the ones who enjoy such
things?1 think the military ought to be made up of soldierswho hate to fight—but who, if it comestoiit,
doitwell.” Hisgaze wandered away from the present to events existing only in hismemory. “It turned
out that | wasgood a my job.” He blinked and redlized he was talking too much. “ Sorry. Sometimes|
keep talking after my mind saysto stop.”

Junewondered if she should tell him that her husband had been in the National Guard—and died when
caled to active duty. No, he probably wouldn't be interested in how she felt about that. In fact, he would
probably resent her attitude. Suddenly shefelt nervousin his presence. “1'd better be getting back to my
gang, We're dill looking over the packets we were given. Thiswasal done in such ahurry, therewas no
time before we | eft."

"Same here, and 1'd better be getting back, too. Some of my guysaren't very well versed in geography. |
keep telling them Port Harcourt isin Nigeria, not New England but I'm not surethey believe me. Nice
talking to you.” He walked back toward his seet, glad that he had apparently been wrong about her
unfriendliness. Shewas easy to talk to.

June chuckled to herself as she followed Doug back down the narrow aide between the trucks and jeep
and their stacked and tied hand luggage. She had the same problem, too. One of her young male nurses
had thought their only stop, Hawaii, wasin the Atlantic Ocean. It was a brief one, just enough timefor a
maintenance check and refueling, then they were back in the air. She had checked her map distances and



wondered why they were taking this route, but supposed the military had areason. They dwayshad a
reason, even if it didn't make sense. Like that helicopter flight ... no! Stop it, shetold herself. Likethe
man said, dead is dead. Keep him in aspecial placein your memory and move on.

* * * %

The temperature and humidity were stultifying. The atmosphere hit Doug like awall of heeted fog as soon
as he stepped of f the big cargo plane. Whew! He thought, wearing biosuitsin this place will sap our
strength quicker than asauna. “ Stay close, guys,” hetold his squad as he looked around for their
trangportation.

Amdiawasdready taking with the head of the welcoming committee—an-dl military one, from the
looks of things. As hewatched sheturned in hisdirection. “Doug!” she called. “Over here!” He hurried
toward her.

"ThisisMgor Mugtafa Hell be our liaison with the government.”
Doug shook hands with the man. His skin was arich black color. “Mgor,” he sad.

"And thisis Captain Predey. He'sin charge of the military detachment at the hospital. Y ou'll be reporting
tohim."

"Captain, glad to meet you.” His new commander nodded amiably. Surprisingly, he was Caucasian.
Strands of bright red hair peeking from benegath the bill of his cap contrasted with the gray at histemples.

The mgjor pointed. “Y our trangportation is arriving now. Quarters have been arranged near the hospitd,
or you may erect tents on the grounds. Y ou will be given every assistance. The situation israpidly
becoming serious. | shal see you again once you've been quartered.” He waved ahand asif including
everyone in the statement and ran back to hisjeep. The driver raced off as soon as he was seated.

Inapinch, they could al have crowded into their jeep or the trucks with their supplies, but using the two
buses that the major had pointed to would be far more comfortable. It ferried most of them and their
hand baggage to an old two story building only a couple of hundred yards or so from the big hospitd,
which Doug had learned was the only hospita in Port Harcourt. To be amanufacturing and
trangportation hub, the city had asurprisingly small population. He rode with Captain Predey in hisjegp
while Ameliaand June rodein their own, driven by Amelia. Bob Handley had been assigned half of
Doug's men to help with unloading and to stay with the trucks at the hospital. Bob would see that the
arms and supplies didn't wander off, he knew. For the time being he and the other men carried only their

light wegpons.

Onething Doug noticed on their way was that traffic was light; there were few pedestrians and every
intersection sported several soldiers and at least one military vehicle, either ajegp, SUV or armored
personnd carrier. Had the Situation deteriorated that quickly? He hoped not, but then why was the
hospital being guarded—or wasit just to keep order from too many patients wanting to get inside?

It wasthe latter, helearned quickly. “ See,” Captain Predey said asthey neared the area and pedestrians
increased in number. “Morere becoming ill every day. Th'ré's only so much room. We're clearing out the
building next t" your digsfor auxiliary wards but tey aren't ready yet.” His accent was a strange mixture
of Nigerian, Australian and Scot.

There were dso guards around their quarters. Doug wondered whether he should ask for more help from
back home. No, it wouldn't do any good. Once they were airborne after the stop in Hawaii, Ameliahad
quietly gathered him, June and Bob and told them that she had received an encrypted call from home.
The disease was cropping up in other countries. They would be needing security, too. Thisfact had



aready made Doug decide to keep al hismen at the hospital during the day and stay with the hedlth
workers when they came back to their quartersto deep. No tents would be erected; he didn't want to
take thetime or trouble.

* * * %

Over the next week, Doug established aroutine. When in aforeign country by invitation, the local
authorities, both military and civilian had to be deferred to. His squad wasthere mainly to repd or idedly
to prevent spontaneous attacks on the hospital infection disease specidistswhilethey carried out their
duties, much like marine guards at embassies around the world. There waslittle that could be doneto
resst masses of peopleif they were determined to overrun a place. And he personaly was responsible
for deciding at what point security and safety for the“ Civilians” asthey were cdled privately, could no
longer be maintained. That frequently threw him into the company of Captain Predey, who attended the
morning department head briefings held by Ameliafor Bob Handley, June and himsdif. Privately, he
conferred with Captain Predey more often.

Doug had his men on two shiftsaday, noon until midnight and from then until noon the next day. It was
wesaring, but aready he didn't like the signs he was seeing: the way black patients looked at him and the
others as they were admitted, and particularly the increasingly surly—and fearful—attitude he noticed
among the black soldiers guarding the approaches to the hospita and those assigned to the grounds and
entrances. He mentioned it to Captain Predey.

Predey's ancestors were from Scotland. He was red headed, short and swarthy, with atanned, freckled
face. He wiped swesat from his brow as he made the rounds with Doug. “Can't say as| blamet’ chaps,
having t' wear those suitsint’ heat. They can't take it more than an hour'r so at a stretch.”

Amediahad dlowed al their crew except the blacks and three others with dark skinsto dispense with the
biohazard suits asit became increasingly evident that Caucasians were immune to the disease—which
was becoming known popularly as“The needles’ after the pain symptoms. Officidly, it was classfied as
Enterovirus harcourtii, named after the city whereit wasfirst discovered. The professionalsreferred to
itassmply “TheHarcourt Virus'.

"Fve of my own men aredill in the suits, Captain, dthough | keep rotating them. And | don't think it's
just the suits making the soldiers nervous and surly. Rumors arerife that it was started ddliberately by
white supremacigs.”

Predey shrugged. “Could be, old man. | dare say th'resthem as‘ud do it ‘f given achance. Though
given my druthers, I'd of rather seen‘em go after t' ragheadsif they wereof amind t’ kill off some*‘un.
Blasted retards, suicidersand all that. Don't give abloody damn who t'y kill so long'sit's Americans or

Europeans.”

"Funny placefor it to start, though, Nigeria” Doug commented after pausing with Predey to speek to
Buddy Hawkins and the three Nigerian soldiers guarding the main entrance, and to see whether or not
they were having any problems. None so far, though if looks could kill, one of the black soldierswould
havelaid him out.

"Haveto agree there. South Africawould've been amore likely bet. Or maybe your country. Lots of
hard fedlings both places, don't y'know? Even back home, lots of bad fedlings. Bloody damned
politicians, t'cause of t'al. How're your boffins doing? Any luck so far?'

Doug had to think amoment before remembering what the term meant. In England, scientistswere
sometimesreferred to as boffins. “ Y ou heard Amdiathismorning sameas| did. We can't establish a
vector. Hell, not even any cluesyet.”



Predey took out a pack of cigarettes and shook one free. He tucked it between hislips and offered the
pack to Doug. Without thinking, he took one and accepted alight. As soon as the smoke hit hislungs, he
fdt thefamiliar satisfying sensation—and asudden dizziness a hisfirgt breeth of nicotinein months. It
happened every time. War and smoking seemed to go together in hismind. There had been no shooting
yet, but he was beginning to doubt they would get out of Nigeriawithout fighting.

"Same's back homet'way | hear it over t' radio. Our boffinssay it'savirus, but ‘s peculiar. Seemsto be
spread by family sometimes, but not always. Blasted strange, eh?!

They paused again at the back entrance to the hospital. There, a gathering crowd was pressing forward
toward rolls of barbed wire that had been hastily emplaced around the hospital grounds two days before,
aworrisomesigninitsdf. All of the crowd were black. Many were yelling and shaking their fists, but
others appeared barely able to stand and were being supported by what he supposed were family
members.

Abruptly, anirregular volley of rifle shots rode above the crowd noise and silenced it for amoment. Doug
scanned the scene quickly and saw that it hadn't turned violent yet; the Nigerian soldiers had fired over
the heads of the crowd. It was a portent, though. He pulled out his military phone and thumbed it on to
let the troops in front know what was happening. He had to wait amoment while avoice amplified by a
bull horn warned the crowd to stay in line or to go to the new hospital just opened.

"Heads up, guys,” he said, then after giving both the front and back guards time to recognize the incoming
message sSgnal, continued. “Those were warning shots, but stay aert. Remember, you're not authorized
to useforce unlessit'sthe last resort—but don't hesitate if any of our people are threatened.”

In the meantime, Predey was busy conveying information to histroops. When he saw that part of the
throng had begun to troop off toward the newly rigged hospital, he spoke to Predey. “How much longer,
do you think, Captain?"

Predey’'s normally nonchalant countenance had sobered. He shook his head negatively, knowing exactly
what Doug was asking. “If ‘twas my lookout, I'd be telling my chapsto start packing, old man. | rather
doubt whitesl|| be popular ‘round here in another day or two—not that we're very popular right now,
eh?’ Hisgrin returned momentarily, then vanished again as his phone rang.

While he wastaking, Doug wasthinking. It would be niceif the scientists could stay long enough to
discover the vector for the “prickles’, another designation for the disease here, but their safety was his
primary concern. Local newswas aready being censored, but Amelia had told him yesterday that the
newly commissioned U.S.S. Andrew Jackson, one of thelr finest aircraft carriers, had arrived offshore
with attendant ships, including part of aMarine Expeditionary force. Americans who wanted to leave
would be evacuated. When that news got out here, asit inevitably would, the type of mild uproar he had
just witnessed would be the least of their worries. Abruptly, he made his decision.

"Captain Predey, I'm going insgdeto tell our folksto get ready to leave. After that, I'm bringing al my
troops and the medical people back here. I'm thinking we'd better call for alift and get to the airport as
soon aspossble”

"| rather agree, old boy. Any chance of going with you?"
"Youll desert?'

"Cdll it what you like, old man, but I've kept my ear rather closet’ the ground. It's sticky now, but within
afortnight, 'mwilling t' bet white skinsll be hunted throught” streets like bloody foxes. I'd rather like to
avoid that ‘f I can.”



"I can get you aboard aflight, Captain, but | can't guarantee what the customs and immigration folks
back home will haveto say about it."

"Better alockdown than acoffin, eh?"

Doug couldn't argue with that. He waved one of his guards over, then sent him hurrying to drive one of
the big trucks back to the quarters and bring everyone to the hospital.



CHAPTER THREE

Ali Green was cdled Fridge, his nickname, much more often than by hisred name. Right now, he didn't
give much of adamn what anyone caled him. All he could think of wasthe little body of hisyoungest, his
daughter and the last of his children. He had buried them al, one by one. Hiswiferested in aplot beside
them. She had gonefirgt.

Tearswouldn't come. He had aready shed so many that there were none left, but he raged insde at the
injustice of the world, at the way blacks were treated. He knew just as certainly as God made the earth
that some whites, somehow, had been responsible for this newest scourge devastating the black race. He
wanted revenge, but he didn't know who to strike out at. Deep down, he knew that all whites weren't
guilty but he couldn't control hisfedings. Somehow, someway, he had to make them pay.

He trudged away from the graveyard by himself. Many people, especially blacks, were beginning to
avoid being closeto othersfor fear of catching the disease, but Fridge didn't think that made much
difference. After al, he had been with al four of his children and hiswife and never showed the dightest
sgn of symptoms, the prickling under the skin that presaged the full blown disease.

Hewaslooking down at the graveled path, lost in histhoughts. It dmost caused him to collide with awell
dressed black man barring his path.

"Go away,” he said brusquely. “1 don't want no company.”
"Mr. Green, maybe | can help you. I'm from The Church of Blacks."

Fridge met hisleve gaze with hisown, having to look down &t the other man. Fridgewasasbhig asa
linebacker though he had never played professiond sports. His career had been with the military. “How
the church going to help me? They going to bring my family back to life?” He had heard of the Church of
Blacks, of course. It had become very big in the South and big cities of the north over the last severd
years. He had never attended any of their services, not being particularly religious, though he did believe
in God, in avague, undefined way.

"We can't return your family to you, Mr. Green. But if you're seeking retribution, we have a place for
you."

Fridge examined the man, closer. He was wearing a suit, even on thiswarm day, and carried sheef of
bookletsin his hand. Now he remembered; he had seen him at the funera home on another occasion,
talking with other grieving friends and rel atives of deceased blacks. “What you mean, retribution?’ Hefelt
adirring ingde, agpark of new animation &t the thought.

"Doctor Taylor islooking for good men with military experience. | understand you werein the army.”

Fridge knew the man was referring to Dr. Qualluf Taylor, aminister and founder of the Church of Blacks.
“How do you know me?'

"One of our members recommended we come seeyou. | can't tell you much right now, but believe me,
Doctor Taylor intends to make the white establishment pay for this latest outrage against our people.”

"Y ou think the government started it, huh?!

"Who el s2? Something like this doesn't just pop up from ajungle. We don't have proof yet, but we
know, just like you do."



Fridge had to admit they werethinking dike. Still...

"Here, Mr. Green. Take one of these booklets. It will explain the church's philosophy. If you agree with
it, or want to learn more, there's a contact number and addressinside.”

Fridge took the booklet from the man's extended hand. “Won't hurt to look,” he said.
"That'sal we ask. Thank you, gir.” Fridge fdt his hand being shaken then he was done again.

Late that night, after reading the booklet, he decided to go see what the Church of Blacks had to offer
him. Perhaps they had what he was |ooking for. He certainly had nothing else to do now, and little desire
to do anything else.

* * * %

"But Doug, we still don't know anything about how the Harcourt virusis being spread! There must be
something obvious were overlooking. Can't wewait afew more days?” Ameliawas agitated and
haggard looking. She had been working as hard as anyone elsein her scientific capacity and till finding
timefor al the administrative duties concerning the thirty people she supervised, but she felt their job was
unfinished.

"What are you hearing from home?’ Doug nodded toward the secure phone on the desk of thetiny office
she had been assigned. It contained little else other than a half dozen folded chairs leaning against one
wadl.

Amdiaran her fingersthrough the portion of her hair below the clasp holding it behind her neck. It was
beginning to fed greasy from not taking the time to wash it. “Oh hell, Doug, it's popping up everywhere.
And did | tell you? Bob Handley cameto me yesterday. | think he may haveit, too. He's presenting
some of the symptoms.”

"Oh damn! Haan't he been wearing his suit?"

"He says he has. But when | checked in a noon, | heard that a couple of our blacks at CDC contacted
it, despite every precaution. We can't explainit!” Shelooked amost ready to cry from frustration.

"Wadl, crap. Amelia, if that's the case, can't you study the possible vectorsjust aswell back home?'

"l ... yes, | guesswe could, so far asthat goes, but | was hoping we'd find whether or not it's amutation
of the poliovirus that was passed from some animal reservoir hereor ... or..."

"Or whether it was man made?"

"Altered by man, anyway. | ... oh hell, Doug, | guess|'vejust been doing some wishful thinking. It's
looking more and more like something that was ddliberately atered, then planted. We just can't figure out
how it's spreading! I..."

With the suddenness of adish dipping from her hand and bresking, Amelia's composure finaly cracked.
Tearsformed, then she began crying in earnest. Doug kicked the partially opened door closed and
gathered her into his arms. She sobbed in broken gasps, trying to contain the abrupt release of emotion
but unable to stop for long moments.

Findly she stepped back and fumbled in the pocket of her lab jacket for ahandkerchief. She wiped at
her eyesand smiled wryly. “Sorry. That's not like me, you know. It'sjust that ... how could someone do
such athing?’ She sniffed again.



"l don't know, Amdlia, any morethan | can understand the endless number of terrorists so fanatica that
they're willing to blow themsdlves up so long asthey ... never mind, that's another problem. And security
ismy decision, not yours. Go get everyone here ready to go. I've aready sent atruck back for my
off-duty troops and any of your people that're there. Grab your notes and any specimensyou think are
irreplaceable, but that's al. Don't waste time trying to pack persona gear. Send everyoneto the lobby.
We're heading for the airport whileit's till open.”

"Hasit gotten that bad aready?1 thought..."

"It'sgoing to get that bad. That's my considered opinion, aswell asthat of Captain Predey. Go on, now.
I'll try to make arrangements through the embassy for aplane.”

First Doug used his military-configured phoneto dert his off duty troops. He got Marthaon theline the
firgt try, and didn't waste words. “Martha, thisis Doug. Get the troops together. Round up anyone else
that's there and pileinto the truck 1'm sending for you. It's dready on the way, so hurry. Were getting out
of here"

"Got it,” she said and hung up.

Doug liked dedling with the former medic. She grasped orders quickly and carried them out with
digpatch. That matter taken care of, he dialed again.

Amédias phonewas aduplicate of his; both had securely encrypted linesto the American Embassy in
Lagos and the CDC back home. He tried the embassy first and was unable to get through after severa
attempts. So much for arranging for a plane to pick them up. There might not be enough timeto get one
here anyway, he thought.

"Damnit,” he muttered and cursed the politicians who blocked the CDC security teams from direct
communication with the military. They were required to go through embassy personnel if they thought

hel p was needed. There was another way, though. Gene Bradley, the head of security for CDC, till had
plenty of military connections. Doug took out his persond phone, plugged in Gene's number, then waited
amogt aminute while his cal wound itsway from satellite to satellite and through various connections
before reaching Atlanta. And that damned line was busy, too. He hung on, hoping that Gene had his call
waiting activated; his own phone number was tagged with an urgent symbol when and if it appeared on
Gene's phone.

In the near distance severa shots rang out. He heard some faint shouts, a distant scream, then the noise
died awvay. Come on, come on, answer, damn it! hesaid to himsdlf.

"Doug? That you?’ Gené'svoice camethrough, alittle static mixed with it but understandable.

"Y eah. Gene, | understand there's a carrier offshore here. Can you get through to them and arrange for
them to send some choppersfor us? | think al hell's going to break loose here before long.”

Hewaited impatiently for the answer, knowing that even at the speed of light, acall to and from the other
Sde of the world sometimes took a second or two to make the circuit through satellites and ground
relays.

"I'll put aflag onit to giveyou priority over the lace panty set. Where's the pickup?’

"Main hospita in Port Harcourt. They should have the GPS coordinates, but just in case, herethey are.”
He read off the numbers, then added, “ Give us one hour. And it wouldn't hurt to throw alittle air cover
over the embassy—and us, too if you can manageit.”



"The embassy's dready in the works, Doug. I'll try to get the flyboysto add you to their itinerary. Hang
tough. Good luck.” Theline went dead.

"Gene will try to get some hdlicoptersto pick us up, Amdia. Go round up your people and take them
updtairs. I'll send acouple of my guysup inaminute.”

Doug checked his Glock .45 cdiber pistol, as he did severa times aday, then hurried outside. Predey
was waiting at the main entrance, hisriflein his hands. He was speaking to one of the black guardsina
tribal language that sounded to Doug like someone trying to talk through amouthful of food. Ashe
watched, the soldier spit on the ground at Predey's feet and walked away. The other two Nigerians
gared nervoudly after him but stayed at their posts.

"News?’ Predey asked, not moving his gaze avay from two groups of Nigerian civilians back behind the
wire. The apparent leader of the smaler group was discoursing loudly to the larger throng, using his
hands and arms to wave and point in the direction of the hospital entrance and back toward the center of
thecity.

"Chopper evac in an hour, hopefully. Can the roof support enough weight to take one? | hope o,
because that's where I'm sending our folks.”

"Why—oh, | see. Might be best, old boy.” He touched the ear plug with the wire leading to where his
little radio was belted. “ Text to voice from the infonet. Blasted gov'ment wags can't stop that, no ‘ay."

"What do you hear?'

"Riotsin Lagos. Army desertions. Some whites lynched aready. Bloody strange. ‘ Snot like theré's so
many down with ‘t bug, but the net's gone haywire with conspiracy tales."

A noise caused Doug to look farther into the distance than the front entrance. The truck he had sent back
to the old building where they had been deeping was aready on the way back. Good, he thought. They
hadn't wasted any time.

Thetruck was only fifty yards from the main entrance and honking its horn to clear the way when he
heard the sudden loud rattle of an automatic weapon and saw arow of holes stitch their way acrossits
windshield. The truck veered and plowed off the street and into the barbed wire, running over severd in
the crowd who couldn't get out of the way intime. It tore through the barrier and cameto rest just

beyond the gap.

Doug'sfirgt thought startled him. 1t wasn't about how many might have been hurt or killed in the truck. It
was concern that June might be one of the victims.

* * * %

Manfred Morrison sat across from President Marshal, dong with Homeland Security Director Edgar
Tomlin. Hewasgiving hisfirg briefing on Enterovirus harcourtii to the president.

"Sir, weve discovered the mechanism of thevirus' action. It attacks melanin, the pigment that produces
our skin color by interfering with the tyrosine metabolism during melanin production, causing quinol
intoxication that progressesto letha levelsin thoseindividuaswho..."

President Marshdll, held up his hand. “ Spare me the jargon, Manny. | don't know anything about science.
Just tell me when you'll have a vaccine ready and how many deaths we can anticipate before it becomes
avalable”

"Mr. President, as yet we've been unable to determine the vector but...” He saw the warning glint in the



president's eyes and hurried on. “...and as for avaccine, we haven't completely identified the
antigen/antigenic properties, but we have determined that the initia and most rapid spread of the disease
hereisoccurring in Seattle, New Y ork City, Los Angeles and Atlanta. Also, South Africaseemsto bea
center of..."

"The mgor hubs of entry into the country by air travel,” Edgar Tomlin brokein. “And South Africal I'll
bet anything that some of their damned white supremacistsingtigated thisand..."

The president dammed hisfist down on his desk. “Goddamnit, | don't want to hear about your bets! And
| don't want to hear that there's no vaccine. | want to know for certain what country turned thisthing
loose on theworld and | want acurefor thisthing, and | want it soon! Do you gentlemen understand
me?'

Both men could only nod. There was no arguing with the president when he wasin this mood.

Manny rubbed histemples, trying to think of some way to explain to the president that vaccines or cures
couldn't be produced overnight nor on demand. Even if enough was known about the virusto start
production this minute it would be six months before sufficient quantitiesto inoculate dl the dark skinned
personsin Americacould be ready. He noticed that the secret service agent standing unobtrusively in one
corner of the ova office had taken a step forward when the president exploded, and the agent was
looking in hisdirection, not at Edgar Tomlin. Manny decided that he couldn't blame the man. Black anger
was beginning to build throughout the country with the persistent rumors that their own government had
developed the virus and clandestindly spread it into the population in order to rid the country of its
niggers. He shook his head at the epithet that popped into hismind, like an assault on hisreason, trying to
make him join the growing miasmaof resentment a whites over their immunity.

"Sir, | have every agency trying to track down the perpetuators of this atrocity. Well find them soon.”
Edgar Tomlin tried to make himself sound confident and in charge.

"Y ou'd better, or the goddamn country will explode. Weve dready had riotsin Los Angeles.” The
president pounded his desk again. “ And when we find who did it, well raze their fucking nation to the
ground. Damned terrorigts, it's probably one of those fucking raghead countriestrying to get cute.” He
raved, aready having forgotten that a moment before his Homeland Security Director had been blaming
white supremacigts. “Y ou find somebody that knows something, and soon! And | don't giveadamn if
you haveto rip them to piecesto make them talk.”

"Yes, gr,” Tomlin said. Damn the man, he was worse than his predecessor, demanding answers and not
redly caring much about their veracity. In this case, though, it didn't matter to him.

"And you, Manny. One week. Y ou've got one week to come up with some answers. Hire some more
scientists. Work overtime. One week, hear?"

"Yes, gr,” Manfred said, hisvoice trembling with ahost of fearsthat kept boiling up in hismind. Why
can't we ever elect a president with at least arudiment of scientific knowledge, he wondered. God knows
the country could use some scientists in government these days.

"All right, that's all. Now get to work, both of you.” President Marshall turned away, preparing to greet
his next appointment. An aide was aready in the ova office, urging the othersto their feet and escorting
them out one door asthe next person came in from another.

* * % %

Another rattle of automatic fire exploded above the crowd noise. Doug was dready running toward the
truck, hispistal in hishand but hisrifle still shouldered. Behind the mangled barbed wire the crowd had



retrested, then stopped, indecisive. A way into the hospital was open but the gunfire was intimidating.
Doug till hadn't been able to determine where it came from.

M ore shots sounded, but this time he could see what was happening. Martha was down on one knee,
her riflein her hand, firing over the head of the crowd in three-round bursts. Abruptly, she lowered her
am and spent the rest of the clip on automatic. A scream answered her gunfire and the crowd broke just
as he drew even with the truck and pulled open the passenger side door. Steam wasrising from a burst
radiator and blowing back toward him. At aglance, he could see that the man and woman in the cab
were dead. He blanched sickly for amoment at the sight of the bodies, then grabbed their rifles and
backed out in time to meet the rest of the CDC staff jumping from the canvas-covered bed of the truck,
with hisfew men leading the way.

Hisfour remaining troops were armed, holding their rifles high but not knowing where to shoot. Neither
did Doug, for that matter. Then he saw the crowd continuing to disperse.

Martharan up to him, eyes bright. A smudge of dirt streaked one cheek. “I got the one that fired at the
truck, Doug! The soldiers ran off with the crowd. Sorry damn bastards!™

That wasinformation enough for Doug. The truck had finished emptying and he gave asigh of relief ashe
saw June was among the passengers. He waved hisrifle over hishead. “Comeon!” heyeled. “Get to the
hospital. Hurry!” He tossed the two rifles salvaged from the cab to one of hismen and they al ran, with
Doug bringing up the rear and running backward haf thetime.

Someone opened the big double doors of the hospital's main entrance as everyone came toward them,
some carrying handbags, others empty handed. Doug and his guards followed, but remained outside. He
used them to reinforce the back and front posts where the ones on the opposite shift ill held fast. He
was wondering whether to try and recover the bodies of histwo people from the cab of the truck when
he heard his name called.

Predey came around the side of hospital at atrot, breathing heavily. He stopped beside Doug, took a
moment to get his breath, then started talking. “All the soldiers are gone. Were on'r own, now. |
checked t' back. We're good there."

"Fine. Can you hold on hereamoment whilel...” Hisvoice was drowned out by the roar of an
gpproaching jet flying very low. It streaked overhead, the United Statesinggniaplainly visible, and
disappeared in the distance.

"I need to go insde for amoment,” Doug finished.
"I'll hold thefort, old man, but *f you hear shots, hurry back."

"Will do.” Doug adjusted the ding of hisrifle even as he redlized he was ill holding his pistal in his other
hand. He holstered it and went insde. He was swesting heavily, even through the lightweight fatigues he
wore. As he stepped past the opened doors, the jet roared by again. He turned to look and spotted a
risng pal of smoke coming from the direction of the airport. Curious, he thought. He hadn't heard any
explosons. Then faintly, from the same direction, he realized he was hearing gunfire. He went inside.

Amdiaand June were standing together in thelittle office. Amdiawastaking on the phone.
"Did everyone makeit okay?’ June asked him.
Doug shook his head. Hadn't she seen?*No. The driver and guard in front are dead. Where's Bob?”

"He'sscker today. Ameliaput himto bed.”



"Thevirus?'

She nodded, looking sad. Doug fdlt the same way. He had known Bob Handley for years, whereasthe
two men who had been shot were reatively new recruits.

Amelia secured her phone. 1 certainly hope Gene has some helicopters on the way. Wewon't be leaving
from the airport. It's under attack."

"What did the embassy say?"

"They're evacuating, too. The marines are coming in to try and secure the airport.”
"Well, al we can do now iswait. Did you take Bob upstairs?"

"No, | have someone with him, though.”

"Get him up. Carry himif you have to. The chopperswill land on the roof when they come. I'll be with
youin afew minutes”

* k% k %

The waiting was interminable. Doug kept his phone off so that the guard downgtairs could cdl if they ran
into problems he couldn't see from the roof. In the meantime, he appropriated Amdlias phone to find out
how it was going at the embassy. So far they reported no violence, though some demonstrators were
beginning to gather, the spokesperson said. Once he saw one of the American jetscircling the city firea
rocket near where the airport was located, but it wasimpossible to see the target. More smoke was
risng from the area, black and turgid, asif fue was burning.

Shots sounded from somewhere insde the hospitd. Almost immediately his phone rang.

"Doug, some of the ambulatory patients are trying to come up the stairwell! | need help! | had to shoot
one of them!” That wasthe guard he had posted at the entrance to the stairwell leading to the roof.

"Marker, Guiterrez!” Doug shouted. “ The main stairwell! Get there quick and disperse the patients!”

Captain Predey had been standing nearby. “I'll give‘em ahand,” Heran off, undinging hisrifleashe
went.

Doug thumbed in the numbers of the guards at the main entrance, then those at the back, and ordered
them to move insde and to the stairwell, and to shoot if it was necessary to get there. That wasthe only
access to the roof. He thought that somehow the patients had |earned that helicopters were coming for
the Americans and elther resentment over their leaving or adesire to go with them had spurred the
agitation. Whatever, they had to be kept back.

A bullet spanged off the abutment of the old television aeria nearby. Doug ducked reflexively even ashe
heard an answering shot from one of hisguards.

"Everyonedown!” heyelled. “Get down! Werretaking firel"

Some of the civilians appeared reluctant to stretch out in the trash and debris that layered the rooftop until
another bullet chunked into the chest of one of the standing figures. The woman's mouth opened in awide
“O” of surprise, then she crumpled into aheap, blood geysering from the wound.

"Down!” Doug yelled again. Thistime, everyone obeyed. There was nothing to do for the woman. She
had taken the bullet directly in the heart.



CHAPTER FOUR

By crawling to the edge of the roof and peeking around a decorative cornice, Doug could see that the
crowd of supplicants and demonstrators they had dispersed were returning, thistime with asprinkling of
soldiers among them—except that the soldiers were no longer under any kind of discipline. They were
mingled with the growing throng in no particular order, distinguishable only by their uniforms. Asbefore,
some of the people were helping otherstoo sick to stand or walk by themselves.

Hefdt sorry for the suffering that was plainly evident on many faces, even from this distance, but there
was nothing he knew to do about it. There wasn't acure, nor did pdliative measures hep much. Amelia
and June had told him that the only thing to be done for the patients was handing out pain killers—or
injecting them once the ora analgesics were no longer effective.

Another jet came over but did nothing to reduce the number of Nigerians converging on the hospital.
Doug sprayed afull clip of warning shotsinto the dust in front of agroup working their way around the
shot-up truck, where the wire barrier had been broached. That halted them for afew minutes, but he
knew it was only temporary. The soldierswho had been their guards only this morning knew exactly how
thin hisforceswere.

Doug felt ahand on hisleg and turned half sideways, careful not to bring hisbody into the line of fire from
bel ow. June Spencer had crawled up to him.

"Doug, are you going to have to shoot those poor people? Most of them arejust scared.”

Doug thought she looked angry, perhaps conceding the fright she must be feding. What did she expect
himto do if that crowd out there rushed them? He bit back apithy comment and smply said, “I know,
June, but welll shoot to save our livesif we haveto. It's something you're going to have to get used to if
somebody doesn't get this bug under control. When people fed threatened, they becomeirrationa. Even
back home, the blacks are blaming whites for starting this thing. Please go back, June; it's dangerous
here"

She searched hisface for sgns of rancor, then seeing none, she nodded and retreated. He turned back to
hisduties. He could seethat alot of the onesin the crowd would be dead soon anyway. A bullet might
be amerciful release, he thought grimly, though that would be smal consolation if he had to order hismen
to fire on them. Doug began making the rounds of the guards. He had three of his men on the roof and
the rest guarding the stairwell below. Whatever €l se happened, he couldn't alow it to be overrun.

"Dag!u

He edged back toward the center of the roof to where he could stand up here and not be seen from the
ground—though if the soldiers happened to think about it, they could smply climb up afew oriesinthe
neighboring buildings and daughter them al by firing from windows there. He walked over to where
Amdiawas ganding.

"What isit?'

"The embassy iscursing at me because you diverted thefirst helicoptersto us.”

"Arethey ontheway?'

"Yes, sothey say."

"Well, don't fed bad about it. Y our data and specimens are probably worth more than the whole bunch



of them—and ustoo, for that matter.” He forced agrin. “But they have to rescue usto get them. How
soon?'

"I don't—" Both of them looked to the west as the unmistakabl e thwacking sound of a helicopter came
to them.

"Help me clear everyone away from the landing pad! June! Marthal Get the folks away from the landing
pad!” Doug felt like adamned fool for not having aready taken care of that. He ran with the two women
and began herding everyone toward the far sde of the roof, cautioning them in aloud voiceto cram, not
walk. The sprawled body of the dead woman, laying in apool of blood amid buzzing flies, was avery
visible inducement to do as he ordered.

They were barely intime. A big troop transport chopper lowered itself to the roof. Two crewmen
jumped out, ducking low, and motioned for the loading to begin. Doug was nearly overrun by the civilians
before June and Amelia got them under control, then they came near to panicking again asthe explosive
noise of amachine gun in the chopper cut loose, returning fire from the ground.

The two crewmen were counting. When the helicopter reached itslimit, they both shouted “No more!
No more! Weve got another one on the way!"

Doug used his body and his voice added to those of the crewmen to help stop the bodies pressing
forward. Heturned hisrifle sdewaysto help push them back. At the same time, he heard shooting from
below the stairwell.

As soon as the two crewmen were aboard, the helicopter rose and swept off to the west, punctuating its
departure with another round of machine gun fire and a cloud of debris blown about by its blades.

"Get back! Give the next oneroom to land!” Doug shouted as the remaining medical staff began pressing
forward again. His voice was getting hoarse from trying to be heard over al the noise. More shots came
from below.

"Hold them back!” Heydled at Ameliaand June, and ran to the stairwell hatch. Hewasjust intimeto
help Martha up the last steps before she collgpsed in hisarms. There was abloody spot on her |eft Side,
just below where her armored vest ended; one arm dangled usel ess from awound that had broken the
bones of her forearm. It was bleeding copioudly.

"June!” Doug cdled, but she had seen what was happening and she and Ameliawere dready there. They
took Marthafrom him just as Buddy backed out, firing spaced shots at something below. Hewas
unwounded but his face was nearly white despite the norma darkness of his skin. He kneeled down and
flipped the stairwell cover closed and shot the bolt that held it in place.

"Where's the others?’ Doug asked, aready knowing what the answer must be.
"Dead. Just like we're going to beif we don't get out of here soon. Goddamn bastards.”

The other chopper came in, hovered, then moved sideways to the landing pad. As before, two crewmen
jumped out, aready waving frantically for the people to hurry and get aboard.

Doug felt numb. Almost hiswhole squad, gone. He swept his gaze in ahdf circle as he backed toward
the hovering chopper, holding hisrifle ready. He fired two bursts at the stairwell hatch when a cascade of
automatic rifle fire burst the lock and it started to open. A head that had showed momentarily
disappeared in aspray of blood. When he heard the dmost hysterica voice of the crewman yelling at him
again to hurry, he turned and ran. June was just being hauled into the opening; she had waited until al her



people were inside before leaving. He passed the crewman and rushed to the hands waiting to haul him
ingde. The crewman was hot on his hedls. He bardly made it before they werein the air, then dmost fell
out before another of the crew could get the door closed and latched.

Seconds later they were out of range, but not before severd rifle rounds punctured the sde pandling. It
wasn't until asudden, relative quiet fell despite the noise of the rotor blades that he redlized the chopper's
machine gun had been firing dmost steadily the whole time they were on the roof and asthey departed.
When he had time to look around he saw that Martha, Buddy, Guiterrez and one other man were al that
was | eft of hissquad.

* * * %

There was athree day wait on the carrier, endurable only because Doug was able to enjoy afew
intervasin the company of June despite the hours she was working and despite the grief he felt over the
loss of so many from his squad. It was a so tempered when word came from sick bay that Marthawas
going to recover from her wounds. Otherwise, he had little to do but wait, and avoid the embassy
personnel when they arrived, till mad over playing second fiddle during the helicopter pickups. Other
expatriates were brought aboard in asteady stream by helicopters, picking them up wherever they were
inthe most peril. Even communications with the CDC command structure was out of hishands. His
phone was dead and he hadn't been able to find a replacement battery aboard ship. Ameliadid keep him
informed, though.

The second day out was thefirst time June was able to take a break and ask Doug to meet her in the
recreation room of women's quarters. It was only about a quarter occupied and those who were there
looked weary from overwork.

"You look deepy,” wasthefirs thing he said to her.

She straightened up from where she had been dumped in achair, trying to finish acup of coffee. She
smiled wanly. “I am. | just wanted to see you afew minutes before going for ashower and alittle deep. |
wanted to gpologize for questioning you back there on the roof of the hospital. My only excuse for not
doing it sooner isthat I've been working so much. I'm dead on my feet."

"Thanks, but | didn't takeit amiss. Aretherethat many ill among the refugees?”

"There's enough to overwhelm the carrier's sickbay, so when we offered, they put usto work. It's mostly
children with the usud things they come down with and black expatriates and embassy personnd who
have contracted the disease here. Plus some wounded marines are beginning to comein, too."

"Y ou said they contracted the disease here. Do you mean you've discovered the vector?’ Doug pulled
out achair and sat down with the cup of strong black coffee he had drawn.

"Oh no, sorry. | phrased that wrong. They got it because they're black or dark brown, not necessarily
from being here. | understand from the news back home that were beginning to see a pattern of how it
spread from Nigeria, but it's not following atraditiona vector pattern.”

"How s0?"

"Well, look—we have one member of afamily that comes down with it and not another. We may have
roommates where oneisill and the next perfectly healthy. Sofar, at least.”

"No pattern, huh?'

"Oh, I'm sure thereis one. Well find it soon, smply from letting the computers crunch the numbers and



data That wasn't redlly what | wanted to talk to you about, though. Besides gpologizing.”

"An apology wasn't necessary, June. Redlly. And I'm open for whatever else you need to say. Go
ahead."

"Doug—I'm sorry you lost so many of your crew. | know it must be hard on you. And | wanted to thank
you."

"Thank me? For what?"

"For saving al our lives. The hospital was overrun and looted right after we got away. The poor patients
were daughtered.” She dropped her gaze asif not wanting to think about what the scenes must have
been like. Doug had heard about it, too.

"June, we were just doing what we signed up for. But why did the mob kill the patients? Weren't therea
lot of 9ck onesamong them, trying to get admitted.”

June shrugged and stood up, abandoning her coffee with haf of it |eft. “Lord knows. Probably arumor
got started that the way only way to stop it wasto kill everyone showing symptoms.” She shuddered.
“People can be so crud and unreasonable sometimes.”

Doug nodded. “As| said on the roof, they get scared and thenirrational. And | know you must have
been frightened back there on that roof. Hell, | was, too, and believe me, an apology wasn't necessary.”
He saw that June was getting ready to go. “ Are you leaving dready?'

She covered ayawn with her hand. “1 haveto or I'll fal adeep in my chair. I'll try to get away and see
you the same time tomorrow, okay? Maybe I'll be alittle fresher then.” Sheran her hands through her
hair, hanging in pale greasy tresses but gill wavy. “ And maybe thiswill look alittle better after it's
washed."

Doug wouldn't have minded and said so. Even like this he found her attractive. Her figure beneath the thin
materia of her tropical uniform more than compensated for the battlefield grunge. Hetold her so,
indirectly. June kissed him on the cheek with atiny humorous twitch that displayed her amusement at the
way maesthink, then left him there. He would have been surprised had he known how many questions
she had asked Amdia about him after their rescue.

* k k %

Thethird day aboard the carrier, a decision was made somewhere up the chain of command to ferry the
CDC contingent back to America—and to give them seating priority on one of thefirst
government-chartered commercid jetsto fly into the Port Harcourt airfield after the marine commander
pronounced it secure.

Like most military missions Doug had ever been involved with, it wasa* hurry up and wait’ propostion.
Firgt they were grouped together near the huge carrier's helicopter landing area where they waited for
what seemed like hoursto leave. The congtant noise of military jetsidling, taking off and landing made
conversation impossible. Doug spent most of the time kneeling next to Bob Handley's siretcher and
talking to him, even though he knew he couldn't be heard. There was little else he could do for hisold
friend. Bob wasin obvious pain despite the narcotics, and his mind wandered. He mumbled words
sometimes, but it wasincomprehensible with al the noise. Doug suspected he wouldn't have understood
what he was saying anyway. Probably it was something about hisfamily. He had awife and four children.
Whatever the words were, Doug intended to tell Flora, Bob's wife, that hislast thoughts had been of
them. He doubted Bob would make it home dlive, or live much longer even if hedid.



Oncethe big trangport choppersfinally took them off the carrier and deposited them near the partiadly
burned airport terminal, there was more waiting, but little talking. A squad of shirtless, sweating Marines
were collecting the last of the bodies from the crazed mob that had overrun the airport, hoping to find a
way out of the country. No black or dark skinned marines were participating in that detail. Despite the
lack of planes coming and going, it was till noisy with the sound of bulldozers clearing away the rubble of
two burned out commercid jets, and there was il the intermittent sound of gunfirein the distance. The
congtant noise of Marine choppers going back and forth, dong with the intermittent sound of jetscircling
above the choppersin a protective pattern, added more decibels to the mix.

There were dmost three hundred people waiting for the first flight out from the airport. A cheer went up
from most of them when abig commercid jet camein and touched down. Neither Doug nor June joined
in; both werelogt in their respective thoughts.

If those waiting thought they would be taken straight aboard when the plane landed, they were quickly
disllusioned. It took another three hours before they were alowed to board, despite the plane having
been refueled in less than an hour. Fortunately, the underground tanks of diesel fuel hadn't been torched
like SO many of the buildings had in the orgy of wanton destruction.

"That'sug!” June fairly shouted when the portable stairs were finaly wheeled out to the plane. She looked
up a Doug's till grim countenance and fdlt sorry for him. It wasn't like losing a spouse, but Amelia had
spoken to her the previous day about how military units bonded, something she aready knew but had to
be reminded of.

"I sure hope something comes from your work here,” Doug remarked to June as she came back from
checking on the patients going with them. She had seated hersdlf beside him. Every seet in the aircraft
was taken, but first class was being used for the ones who weretoo ill to sit, like Bob Handley and afew
others.

"l do, too, Doug. For al my timewith the CDC, I've never been in asituation quitelikethisone. Bob is
resting comfortably, by theway. Weve got him pretty well doped up.”

Doug spped at some coffee, grateful for the simulating effect. “Isthat dl you can do for him?"

"We're giving him anti-viral medication with the morphine. It has seemed to dow down the progresson of
the disease alittle, but it's no cure. And were giving him and the others on the plane with usthe last of it.
Weleft most of our supplies behind.” She reached and touched hischin. “Y our beard isgrowing out in all
kinds of colors. | even see someredinit.”

"Uh huh. Just ignore the gray, please.”
Shelaughed.

Theidling jet's engineswhined louder and it began to move. Shortly they were roaring and aminute later
the big planelifted off. It circled around and headed east, il climbing. Thistime they weretaking the
shorter route, across Africaand to amilitary base on the other side of the continent and from there
across the Atlantic Ocean.

"Next stop Atlanta,” Doug said when they lifted off from the base in Sudan, where an ar mobile army
brigade |eft over from the war there was still hunting down members of anew terrorist organization and
destroying their supplies and training camps. When he got no reply to his comment, he turned and saw
that June's eyes were closed. Her head rolled with the motion of the banking plane and cameto rest on
his shoulder. He was deepy himsdlf, but he didn't move, not for along time.



CHAPTER FIVE

"Our mission parameters have changed,” Gene Bradley announced to the members of the CDC security
detachment who were present, dmost al of them. “From now on, welll be operating strictly in the United
States. There's still two teams overseas as you know, but they're on their way home. Ms. Hedgrade has
informed the president that no further purpose can be served by sending anyone else. However, we il
have ajob.” He paused long enough for the chuckles to die down. There weren't too many of them. Even
three days after the arrival of Doug's squad back at the CDC, the shock of losing so many of their own
kept them subdued.

"From now on, our missionisto consst primarily of providing security to the CDC complex itsdf. Were
aso taking over direction and control of the guards from the private security firm the CDC has been
using, aswell asthefew federd marshdsthey've been employing insde the buildings. Y ou can see how
the new chain of command will function by checking the latest download from my office. Be sure and
study it, because you'll notice some reorganization. In particular, study the complete layout of the CDC
buildings and grounds. Starting two days from now, thisal becomes our responsbility. Tomorrow, some
of the squad leaders will walk you through your guard posts and show you the rounds you'll be making.

"People, if you've been following the news, | don't have to emphasize how seriousthisthingis. If the
CDC, or some of the other places working on this virus don't find a cure or a vaccine soon, we're going
to see the worst explosion of violence and upheavasin our society since the Civil War. Just to put a
figure on it, the atigticians have made arough approximation based on current data and think that we
could lose perhaps as much as 20% of our population if no trestment or cure turns up. Hopefully it won't
be that bad. The 20% is the upper range of the calculations.

"Now aword to our own people of color. Y ou can dispense with the biochazard suits. It's been
determined that they're usaless. Why, they don't know yet, but at least you'll be able to perform your
dutiesin comfort. And | know | spesk for everyonein saying we hopeyou al stay well.

"Now the next itemisfor dl of us. At present, I'm going to alow those of you with familiesin Atlantato
commute to and from work, but I'm arranging for the contingency that we may have to keep everyone on
the premises, so warn your loved ones of the possibility.” He hesitated, then added “I1t may even be
necessary for usto move to the main CDC complex until our building is ready.

"Andfinaly, if it will makeyou fed abit easer, I've been given the authority to cal for military assstance
should it become necessary. | sincerely hope it won't come to that point, but it might.

"All right, now I'm going to want to see dl the squad leadersin the smaller conference room. You can dl
gather here again right after the noon mea and squad leaders will answer questions for you. Thank you."

In hisusua manner, Bradley turned and left abruptly, not even noticing that the empty deeve of hisfatigue
top had come unpinned. Doug had aready concluded he would never get over thinking like the military
officer he had once been.

* k k %

"Craddock,” Doug said, answering the phonein his quarters that evening. He was expecting the cal to be
officid; he hardly ever got private cals on this phone.

"Hi Doug, thisis June."
"Oh. Hi, June. What are you up to?"



"Wl ... | got your number here from Amelia. You'rekind of hard to track down."

"Sorry. | should have given you my cell phone number when we parted. 1've been wondering about you,
but we've been kind of busy, what with ustaking over the security here and me having to vigt the families
of the people | lost in Nigeria” He had thought of June despite his duties, but hadn't quite got up the
nerveto cal her on purely personal business. And his responsibilities had been pressing. He was just now
getting organized and familiar with them.

"| thought you might have been tied up. Anyway, | was ... well, I'm free tonight and tomorrow. | thought
maybe..."

It must be as hard for her asit isfor me, Doug thought. “1'd like to see you, June. What do you want to
do? We didn't have much of achanceto tak about our persond life or likesand didikesin Nigeria."

"I'm not much for the night life. How about if we met for dinner someplace?!
"Sure. You nameit.”

"How about Morgan's? They have seafood, but there's other things on the menu, too. And we won't
need reservations on aweek night.”

"Sounds good. What time?'
"Issevendl right?'
"That'sfine. See you there. And thanks for calling, June. | need to get away from herefor alittle while."

June Spencer put the phone down dowly. She was scared in away, but it wastime for achange.
Besides, she knew he needed a soothing hand, some sympathy, someoneto care. Visionsof hisgrim
countenance had haunted her ever sncether arrivd in Atlanta, aswell as dreams of gunfire and the
sounds of swooping jets and clattering helicopters. She hadn't mentioned that she had asked Amdiato
find out when he would be off duty.

* * * %

Doug dressed casudly in dacks and ashort deeved shirt, with alight windbresker to conced thelittle
forty caliber automatic he was licensed to carry. Traffic seemed lighter than usual as he drove through the
sreets near the main CDC complex. Its new additions stood out in contrast to the old architecture; he
thought it superior. He picked up the Loop and headed east, while noticing that the people who were out
and about were handling their vehicles as though their minds were somewhere dse. Helistened to an
al-newsradio station as he drove and thought that many of the drivers might be tuned to the same
station. There was only one topic; the Harcourt virus. It hadn't yet reached epidemic proportionsin the
Americas but oversess, particularly in Africaand Europe it was rapidly headed in that direction. Nigeria
was dready devolving into anarchy. Whitestook their livesin their hands smply by showing their faces.
South Africa hadn't reached that stage yet, but rumors were rife and the number of blacks coming down
with the disease was steadily increasing. In America... he turned the radio off. Enough. Tonight he
wanted to forget business.

The parking lot at Morgan's Seafood and Steakhouse was only aquarter filled, ararity for the popular
middle class restaurant thistime of evening. June was aready there, seated on one of thelittle benchesin
the waiting acove. She stood up when she saw him come in the door.

Doug stopped, then came forward the last few steps. With her light brown, almost blond hair washed
and fluffy, wearing a smple but attractive spring dress of pae green with awhite belt that tucked in the



waist, and with makeup that subtly altered her appearance, she was very pretty—and very appealing. He
couldn't help but grin his appreciation.

"You look grest."

"Thank you.” June glanced down, asif reassuring hersdlf that it was her he was talking about, then smiled
back at him and took hisarm.

The under-worked hostess showed them to atable in the corner. No one &l se was seated near, which
was puzzling to Doug, despite the dearth of customers. He looked around, wondering why that was while
he pulled out the chair for June and held it until she was sesated.

June'slaugh tinkled with her explanation. “I tipped the hostess to get us atable away from everyone ese
in case we talked business. She won't seat anyone near us unlessit gets crowded.”

"Good thinking. | redly wanted to leave the CDC behind for awhile, but | doubt that well be ableto
avoidit."

"That'swhat | thought, too."

Service was quick. They agreed on a carafe of the house chablis and it appeared amoment later. Doug

asked for alittle time to examine the menu before they ordered, though he dready knew what he wanted.
A medium seafood platter and baked potato always satisfied.

"I want the seafood platter and baked potato,” June said, laying the menu down.

Doug laughed. “ Great minds. That'swhat I'm having. I've only eaten here once and that was a couple of
yearsago. | hopeit's till asgood.”

"Me, too. Don't you get out often?"

He picked up hiswine glass and sipped reflectively. “It's taken me along timeto get over Doris desath. |
more or less buried mysdlf in work for awhile and didn't go anywhere, even though | redlly didn't haveto
work, what with the insurance settlement. | moped around the house for afew weeks, then sold it and
took alittle apartment. Most of thetime | don't bother with it, though. The quarters at the security
building aredl right.”

June could appreciate his actions aswell asthe faraway look on hisface. “We picked different waysto
grieve” shesad. “l just went home and stayed with my parents and hel ped them some with my two little
sgers. I'mlikeyou; | don't redly have to work either, but after awhile | couldn't stland the idleness.
Staying home so much just kept the sadnessworking.” She grinned asif sharing aguilty secret, then let it
out. “Then last year | tried to writeanove, but | guess| don't have the talent. No matter how much |
worked onit, it fill didn't sound readable to me. | finally abandoned it.”

Doug had to laugh, then quickly explained when he saw the pained expression on her face. “I've written a
few short stories and tried to sell them. No luck, or probably more accurately, no talent.”

"l guess anyone who likesto read alot has thought about writing,” June said.

"Uh huh. It's harder than it looks, though, isn't it?"

"Tel meabout it!"

Appetizers arrived, aplatter of cold crab clawsintermingled with smal boiled shrimp.



Doug dipped ashrimp in sauce and looked around the amost empty restaurant. “I wonder what the
people in Washington are thinking right now?"

"Nothing congtructive, I'll warrant,” June said.

* * * %

Mary Hedgrade's face was lined with worry. It was never comfortable to be the bearer of bad tidings. In
some countries, she thought she might be executed for bringing such newsto the head of state, especialy
with the blunt concluding statement that not only did the CDC not have acure or vaccinefor the
Harcourt virus, but there were no prospects for either in the immediate future.

President Marshall shifted his gaze uneasily around the conference table, trying to find away to deflect
the onus of Mary'swords to someone e se. She wastelling him things he didn't want to hear.

"l didn't know,” the President of the United States said. “1 swear | didn't know!” His voice came out
muffled. He raked his hands through his hair and looked accusingly at Edgar Tomlin, the Nationa
Security Director. “Why the hell wasn't the FBI after those people? God knows they've been trying to
force blacks back to secondary citizen statusfor fifty yearsl How come you let them start a goddamned
epidemic before arresting them?"

"Because the bastards got smart. They took off to South Africaand helped the white supremacists there
with money, and took that crazy geneticist from Sweden with them,” Conrad Seigler said. “Well get
them, though. Weve tracked them back to America and we till have agents|ooking for the Swede. We
think he stayed in South Africa” Seigler wasthe current head of the CIA and for a change thisone
looked the part, or at least as popular culture depicted spies, with dark hair and eyes that shifted
condantly.

"We bdieve you, Mr. President. How would you have known? Y ou don't have any scientific
background,” Secretary of State Joshua Brenham said. That wastruein asense, he thought. The
capability for creating man-made epidemics had been included in presidentia briefings ever snce 9/11
but hardly anyone redly beieved it would ever happen. Certainly not the president. He barely
understood the rudiments of science. Hed even made political hay of hislack until this came up. He
probably had forgotten he even had an officia science adviser. Now it was coming back to haunt him.

President Marshal Marshall dropped his hand from his hair to the table and twined the fingers of both
hands together. They squirmed there like small animalstrying to escape atrap. “How bad isit? Isn't there
anything we can do to stop it? Anything at al?” He looked bleakly around the table with wounded eyes,
red-rimmed from lack of deep.

Conrad Seigler shook his head, while shifting his gaze around the table. “ There's nothing to do except
work on drugsthat might help and try to develop avaccine to prevent future outbreaks. According to
Mary, the virus has dready infected damn near every one on earth. Isn't that right, Mary?"

"Maybe. Probably not. No virus gets everyone. Anyway, it'stoo soon to predict exact numbers. | can
tell you that it will infect ahuge number of people, given enough time, smply by the lack of avaccine and
the fact that it's been tampered with so that we have no natural immunity to it. Let me run through what
we know. The Harcourt virusamost certainly was originaly released into the population in Nigeria..."

"Tothrow us off thetrall,” Edgar Tomlin interjected, wanting to make it clear why none of the homeland
security agencies had discovered what was going on until far too late. He couldn't afford for hisagency to
be blamed.

"Yes,” Mary Hedgrade agreed, concedling her irritation at being interrupted behind the new worry lines



creasing her face. “Then, from Nigeriathey went back to South Africaand made sure it got started there
to repay their friends for their help. After that, they traveled to Europe, then to the mgjor hubs of air
traffic into and out of the United States and on to other big cities of the world. According to Edgar, this
al happened two years ago.”

"Thenwhy isit just now garting? Why didn't blacks begin dying then?’

Mary wanted to roll her eyes and look to heaven for understanding. Unable to do that, and knowing that
the president had either not understood the briefing paper or hadn't even read it, she explained as best
she could.

"The virus masqueraded as avery mild cold, with hardly any symptomst al. No one paid any attention
toit. It was programmed to migrate from the respiratory tract to the Kupffer cellsin theliver and lie
dormant until atrigger mechanism was activated. We think the triggering factor might have something to
do with the number of times mitosis—cell division—occursin the Kupffer cdls, but were not sureyet. At
any rate, once it becomes active again, the cdlls release the virus back into the periphera circulation.
From there it invades the melanocytes, the pigment producing skin cdlls, and beginsinterfering with
melanin production. It causesthe tyrosine metabolism to mafunction, producing quinol intoxication
and—"

"How many? Will everyone die?” The president interrupted Mary's discourse, knowing he wouldn't
understand it. What he wanted was figures, something he could grasp. He scanned the room, seeking
reassurance. There was none. The five men and one woman present besides him sat in silence, knowing
that there was no answer, no solution. Not yet, and maybe never. Although no one mentioned it, the
specter of the many difficulties encountered in controlling the HIV viruswas present in their minds.

"How many?’ The presdent asked again, raisng hisvoice. “How many will die?"

Joshua Brenham knew. As Secretary of State, he was familiar with population distribution by race across
the continents. He also knew that he was probably a dead man. To his credit, he repressed the dow,
bailing rage he fdt insde. It would do neither him nor anyone else any good to vent it here. “ The very
worst estimates say that unless the virus can be controlled, there may be as many astwo to three billion
deaths,” he said quietly. “1n America, the black population numbers about twelve per cent, roughly 35
million. Of course some of the ones classified as black won't have skin color dark enough to be affected,
other than perhaps becoming rather sick, but those are more than made up for by other groups with dark
skins. Some Hispanics, some from India and some Arabs and Orientals. Mary says that everyone who
has naturaly dark skin and has been exposed to the virus will becomeill. The severity will depend upon
how dark, but over haf the population of the world will presumably display few symptoms, or mild ones
a the mogt.

"Threebillion! My God, how could they do it? How could they?’ the president exclaimed, hisgaze again
roving the table. Hisfacia expression expressed horror and outrage, but inside, he was beginning to fedl
aguilty hint of dark satisfaction that the blacks of the world would al die. Wouldn't that solve alot of
problems? He was incapable of imagining al the repercussons that such a pandemic would cause, most
of them much worse than such relatively smple problems as discrimination and poverty and failuresin
educetion.

"Mr. Presdent, it doesn't matter now,” Edgar Tomlin said. “ The important thing isthat no one must ever
know that it was American citizenswho let thisthing loose on the world. If that gets out, our entire
civilization might fal. It may anyway, but if no one knows, we stand a chance of coming through the
crigs”



You others do, Brenham thought. | have no chance at all.

"What if we just turned those nuts over to the UN when we catch them, and let them execute the crazy
sons of hitches?” suggested General Borland Newman, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.
“Wouldn' that do it?" Newman had a guilty secret, too. Already, he was thinking of how much more
power he would hold once martia law was imposed.

Edgar laughed hallowly. “Don't you know? The UN doesn't believe in the death pendlty.”

Presdent Marshdl wiped at hiseyes. “Don't bring up slly ideas, Generd. We can't let this get out.
Edgar, | don't care what you do with those white supremacists that started thisthing if we catch them, but
| don't want anyone to ever hear about it if we do. Not aword. Understand?”’

Tomlin nodded, wondering if he was hearing the president right. Probably, he thought, which suited him
fine—except that he didn't think it could be kept quiet.

When no one protested, the president continued. “We have to start preparations now. Get aspin ready
that downplays how bad it could get. In the meantime, get the rest of it all worked out. How to control
the riots; hospital space and medical supplies; controls on the economy; National Guard unitsto call up;
defense preparations; dl the other things we must do to ensure the surviva of our country. That takes
priority, understand? Our country comesfirg.”

"While blacks have no hope of surviving,” Brenham said, unable to help himsdf, nor able to conced the
bitternessin hisvoice.

"I'm sorry, Joshua. I'm as sorry as can be. But how were we to know?”

The president was right in one respect, Mary Hedgrade thought. In the beginning, no one had any idea of
the enormity of the consegquences soon to arise from those first reports coming in from Nigeria. At first
she hadn't believed it was possible hersdlf, then that it might be, but that no one could possibly be so evil
asto introduce that kind of virusinto theworld. And finaly, when the evidence became overwhelming,
she had put her face in her hands and wept. Once Mary realized what had happened, she had kept a
very tight rein on dl information the CDC discovered about the Harcourt virus, but she soon redlized that
concealment was not only pointless, but counterproductive. Only a White House directive had kept her
from disseminating the CDC findings to the world. Not that it would do any good now, she thought. As
Brenham had noted, the initid phase was past. For most of the susceptible population, nothing could be
done for them unlessamiracle occurred. It would smply haveto run its course. She shivered and her
mind returned to the conference room.

"How about nukes? I sthere a poss bility some country will try bombing us even if they can't prove we
garted it?” Generd Newman spoke again. Rows of ribbons adorning his uniform attested to his
experience, though if one knew how to read the decorations it would be apparent that there were none
denoting combat. Hewas apalitical genera, one of the breed who made rank by cozying up to and
catering to politicians.

Brenham gave him asour glance. “Who can predict what's going to happen when people start dying? All
you can do iskeep our forcesaert.”

"Luckily, the viruswon't be so letha in the countriesthat have nukes,” Conrad Seigler observed.

"Yeah, luckily,” Brenham responded, unable to keep hisvoice from trembling. He wanted thisto end so
he could leave. The only thing keeping him now was hisloyalty, not to the president, but to the ingtitution
of the Presidency.



"Chinamight be aproblem,” Mary said. Her head was down, glancing a the notes on her PDA. “ Their
population is borderline. | think more than eighty per cent of them will survive, but there are going to bea
hell of alot of sick puppiestherefor awhile. And sck men aren't dwaysrationd.”

"You don't haveto be sick to beirrationa!” Brenham shouted, then hung his head, ashamed at the
outburst. But damn, it was hard to keep it insde. Here these people were talking about a quarter of the
world dying, yet they were safe and he was dead and his family was dead. It was so goddamned unfair!



CHAPTER SIX

"I hear you got apromotion,” June remarked. They had finished their first glass of wine and were waiting
on thefood.

"Uh, huh,” Doug confirmed. “I get to be responsible for everyone el se's mistakes now."

June laughed. “ The price of being good. | guess I'll be staying here, too. Ameliarecommended mefor a
gpot on her saff as her assgtant. Adminigtrative work isalittle out of my line, but it will beinteresting.”

"Congratulaions. I'm glad for you, June."
"Wall, | got my fill of being lazy back home. And | imagine this place will be hopping for yearsto come.”

"I'm sureit will,” Doug agreed. He didn't offer any of the scary visions of what he thought would be
happening in the country before long, not to mention the rest of the world. He knew from hard-won
experience how violently people could react when they felt threatened.

Thefood arrived and for atime they Smply ate and compared notes.

"No children,” June said. “We were about ready but then ... well, anyway, | have no one dependent on
me. Dad 4till worksfor an oil company in Montana but he's getting ready to retire ... Doug, do you think
they'll be safe? Or how about if they move back to Texaslike they say they're going to? Dad's something
of apacifist so far as guns are concerned. He thinks they should be outlawed.”

"I wish | could tell you they weren't in danger, but—June, everyoneis going to haveto pull their headsin
before long. When our black population starts dying in numbers, | think it will get bad. And here's
another statistic I haven't heard much talk about. The military is about 25% black. | don't know about the
Hispanic percentage, but it'sfairly high, too. The army will be red short handed before long.”

"What will that mean?'

Doug had dready said more than he intended to. “ Oh, hell, | don't know, redlly. It's a Stuation made for
trouble, though. | just hope the government is taking steps to compensate for the loss of so many of their
people, military and civil service. Back to your origind question, though. | think your parentsare
probably safer in Montanathan where we are, Smply because they livein an areawith asmall population
of blacks."

"That'swhat | think, too. | know it soundslike I'm ... well, you know."

"Yes, | know. When threats arise, people want to protect their own. It'sjust human nature. And I'll tell
you something else, June. If | were black, I'd be more than just pissed off; I'd be thinking of revenge,
especidly if someone closeto me died from the bug. In my opinion, the riots we've seen in the past are
going to seem tame compared to what | expect well see beforelong.” He reflected on their conversation.
“For two people who didn't intend to talk business, we can't seem to stay off it, can we?’ He had
revealed much more of his anxieties about the future than he intended

"| guessit'son everyone's mind right now.” She pushed her plate away and sipped at her wine.
"Dessart?'

"I shouldn', but...” The sounds of gpproaching srensinterrupted her.



Both she and Doug listened dertly. There were more than just one. The noise approached, then faded,
only to have the sound of another warbling siren grow in volume, then another.

"Somehow, 1'd fed better if | got on back,” Doug said. “I don't know if that's where they're going, but it
sounds like they're heading in the direction of the CDC."

"I think I'll follow you. It may be nothing, but then again...”
"Yesh. Stay close”
Doug caught the waiter's eye. He paid and they left quickly.

When Doug saw asolid phalanx of flashing tail lights ahead of them on the loop, he Sgnded for aturn
and watched closdly in the rear view mirror to be sure June was following. She turned off with him, two
exits before the off ramp he normally would have taken to get back to the CDC. He knew another way.
It might take abit longer, but it was safer, he thought. Then right after they exited, he realized they might
have been better off staying on the freaway. Traffic appeared to be heavy in thisdirection, too.

As he continued to check and make sure June was close behind, he turned right, then right again, trying
to go back and swing even farther around the area where his radio was saying a demonstration had
gotten out of hand. He was beginning to suspect it was more than just “out of hand” and was cursing
himself for leading Juneinto it.

For afew moments he thought they were going to get clear without any more problems when he heard
the ripping noise of amachine pistol on full automatic, loud even through the closed window of hiscar.
Behind him, he saw June's car swerve off the road and up onto the adjoining Sdewalk before veering
back onto the street and coming to ajarring halt againgt the rear end of a parked car.

Doug stood on the brakes and twisted the steering whed. His vehicle did sdeways, narrowly avoiding
another car speeding recklesdy in the other direction. He got the car into reverse gear while hitting the
switch for the driver'swindow. It came dl the way down automatically. Looking backward, he saw
figures emerging from another car. Its occupants had been waiting a a Sde Street for anyone with awhite
face to pass. He thought some of their gunfire must have been meant for him. If so, they had missed—but
raked June's car with arow of bullets, hitting the hood and side window and blowing out arear tire.

He backed quickly, but not quite fast enough. A black youth was aready pulling the door of June's car
open. She was screaming. Doug stopped, jumped from his car and yelled. The youth behind the one
trying to yank June from the vehicle whirled and fired. Doug dropped ingtinctively as he saw what the boy
intended and had his own little automatic in his hand as he hit the ground and rolled, with chips of
concrete and asphalt chasing him. Heraised his pistol and fired once, twice. The young black man fell.

The other tugged at June harder, not redlizing that his companion had been shot. He staggered backward
with apiece of Jun€'s blouse in his hand and tripped over the sprawled body of his cohort. Cursing, he
drew ashort barreled pistol and fired wildly in Doug's direction.

Stll lying prone, Doug aimed and shot once. That was enough. His bullet punctured the youth's trachea
just below his chin and shattered the vertebrae behind it. He dropped, with blood spurting from his throat
inared fountain. Doug ran forward while trying to look everywhere at the same time. He ducked his
head and peered into the driver's compartment of June's vehicle, dreading what he might see. June
uttered a short scream and shrank away from him, then saw who it was.

"Doug! Thank God!” She clambered out, shaking asif she had pasy.



"Comeon, let'sget out of here!” Doug said, daring to bresthe again. He took her hand and hurried her
toward his car. Seconds later he was speeding away, not worrying at al over possible repercussions
from the two young men he had killed. Gene would see that no charges were brought, even supposing he
or hiscar wasidentified.

As soon as hefdt like they were out of danger, he pulled over to the side of the street. June cameinto his
arms, gill shaking. Doug comforted her while still remaining aert, then as soon as she quieted, he
replaced the three cartridges he had spent and holstered the little automatic.

"l didn't even know you were carrying agun!” June said. Therewas gill atremor in her voice. She
suddenly redlized that dmost the whole front of her blouse was missing and that one of the shoulder
straps of her brahad been torn loose, dmost freeing her |eft breast from the cup. She gathered what
material she could and held it closeto her chest.

"Well, | don't advertiseit al over the place, but I'm glad | had it tonight. Can we go on now? Or if you
like, | have an old shirt in the trunk. | can get it for you."

"No! Let'sjust goon!"

The route he was on now took them to the other side of the CDC complex and on toward the security
building with no more problems. Nevertheless, he kept hisgun laying in hislgp and continualy scanned
the streets for possible danger. On theway, Doug said “1'm sorry | got your car dl shot up. | should have
taken the longer way to begin with."

"It'sdl right, you couldn't have known. Besides, it'sinsured. Did ... did you kill those boys? | don't think
they were even grown yet."

"Yes, they're dead. | didn't have time to do anything else and they weretrying to kill me."
"And God knows what they had in mind for me. Thank you. Y ouve saved my lifeagain.”

"After risking it first. Not agood way to go about rescuing adamsdl in distress. Have you still got your
phone?'

"Yes, | haveit—oh damn, no | don't. | forgot my purse! Don't go back for it, though.”

Doug took his phone out and handed it to her. “Why don't you call in and seeiif there's problems at
work? Just pressthe cal button and hit seven, then hand it to me.” He could have managed, but he didn't
want to take his eyes from the road even for a second.

June took the phone, fumbled with it amoment while her breast dmost escaped again, then handed the
phoneto Doug.

He listened for asecond then said “ Thisis Doug Craddock. I'm on Edge Street, coming in the back way.
Do you have problemsthere?’ He waited amoment, then spoke again. “ Uh huh. Tomorrow? All right.
Pass the word up that I'll be on the cell phoneif I'm needed. Y eah, that'sright. It's posted. Okay,
thanks.” He flipped the cover closed and stuck it back in his pocket.

"It's about what | thought after we left Morgan's. Theriot, asthey're caling it, is happening aong
Elderberry avenue and west of there. That areais mostly lower class and mostly black. Apparently some
of the local toughstook it upon themsalvesto rid the neighborhood of any whitesat all. It soread from
there. We just happened to be caught by a couple of the kids that were driven off by the police. Bad
luck. CDC is secure, though. All the action is severa blocks away and about under control now.
However, we're dl being recaled, as of tomorrow. No more off-campus living. They've got an extra



crew doing arush job on the place next door, turning it into temporary living quarters until our building a
the CDC isready."

"Istherecdl just for the security guys or the medica staff, too?"

"Just us so far, but | expect everyone will be hunkering down there before long.” Doug glanced over at
her then looked away. “I've been heading toward the security building. Shal | take you home?

"Doug ... | don't want to be aloneright now. Could you stay with me?’ Redlizing that he might think she
was implying more than just company, she amended the invitation—or request. She wasn't surewhich it
was. “| don't mean ... um, that..."

"It'sokay. | know what you mean. Sure, | could stay with you, for tonight, anyway. | just can't guarantee
| won't get cdled in, though."

"Wadll, let'sgo anyway. It'snot dl that far from work. I'll pack abag and if you get cdled, I'll go inwith
you and stay in one of the trangent gpartments. There's always some empty ones. Or there have beeniin

the pagt.”
"Okay, which way?"

June gave him directions. Asthey turned into the gpartment complex she directed him to, Doug burst out
laughing.

"What'sfunny?'
"Nothing, except that we live in the same place.”

Juneslips parted in surprise. She giggled, then gasped. “ Good Lord. It's like abad plot from aromance
novel. But why—oh, | remember. Y ou said you hardly ever stayed here. That'swhy we haven't seen
esch other in passng.”

It turned out that they were even in the same twenty four unit building of the Six structures comprising the
Southern Arms Apartments, and both were downgtairs, though on opposite Sides of the building.

Theonly differencein their apartments was the décor and furnishings, but while Doug knew hisown
place hardly looked lived in, June had aready made hersinto something resembling ahome, even with
what he suspected was rented furniture. He could definitely tell the difference. It made him nogtagic,
remembering dl thelittle touches Doris had used in their home that he would never have thought of.

"I'm going to have abourbon and water as soon as I've changed,” June announced. “ Theréswinein the
fridgeif you'd rather stick with that. Make yourself comfortable while | go change clothes.” She hurried
into the master bedroom and closed the door.

The kitchen areawas open. Doug found the bourbon and made them each adrink, hisadouble. Once
the shooting was over he had noticed atremor in his body from the adrendin rush that ill hadn't gone
completely away.

Whilewaiting on Juneto return, he called Gene Bradley. “ Should | report it?” he asked after telling his
dory.

"I'll take care of it, Doug. | doubt therell be much fussraised. Those two weren't the only deaths. A lot
of whiteswere pulled from their cars and lynched before the police could get on it. Whites started
retdiating, then the police had to fire on gangs from both sidesto break them up. Hell, they even had to



shoot two of their own black policemen who were taking part in theriot, asthe mediaiscaling it.”
"Thanks, Gene. I'll bein tomorrow morning, first thing, but cal if you need me before then.”

"No problem. See me when you get here.” The phone clicked dead as he heard the bedroom door
opening. June came back in, wearing jeans and a short white blouse ending at her wais.

"I went ahead and made your drink. | put it over ice. Hopethat'sdl right.”

June sat down beside him on the couch and picked up the glass. She sipped then smiled. “Perfect. Want
to turn on the TV and see what they're saying?'

"Yes, | would,” Doug said. Regardless of Gene's assurance, he wanted to know if the cops were looking
for him.

If they were, it wasn't apparent. All the reporting was centered around the residential and small business
areawhere most of the violence had occurred. It wasn't yet known exactly what had set off the rampage,
other than the increasing number of blacks becomingill or dying—while whites remained completely
immune. Most of the businessesin the area had been looted then set on fire. A few were il blazing and
apall of smoke hung over thewhole area.

"Someone leaked that information!” June said when the anchor began telling how the Harcourt virus had
spread around the world as much as two years ago, then remained dormant until the present.

"They must have. | haven't heard that yet, even asarumor.”

"Wejust learned it afew days ago, but for the life of me, | don't know why we were required to keep it
secret. | can't see wherethat helps adamn bit!"

"I'd bet it was being suppressed to give our politicianstime to come up with agood answer for why it
wasn't caught back then. And by now, I'd aso bet they know itsorigin.”

"Why wouldn't they release that information if they know? It seemsto me like that would ease some of
the unrest.”

Doug shook hishead and grinned cynicaly. “Not if it's our own people who started it, they wouldn't.”
"Oh,” June said, dmost awhisper. “Isthat what you think?'

"l wouldn't put it past some of the nut cases we have running around the country. The run of the mill white
supremacists would have needed some help, though. | doubt many of them have an 1Q over room
temperature.”

"Small consolation. Another drink?"
Doug drained hisglass. “A snglethistime.”
June got up to make them.

Eventualy they had seen dl they wanted to of the local news and switched over to nationd. It wasa
continuing litany of how the disease was spreading, interspersed with interviews of pundits and politicians,
al taking positionsthat they didn't necessarily believe but thought would enhance their status or reglection
prospects.

"Doug, | think I'm ready for bed,” June said awhilelater. “Come on and I'll show you the other



bedroom, though you're welcometo stay up later if you like."
"No, | want to get up early inthe morning.”

June walked into the bedroom with him, showed him where towels and a spare toothbrush were kept,
then before leaving, put her arms around his neck.

The kisswent on along time, much longer than June had intended. When their lipsfindly separated, she
whispered shakily, “Good night, Doug. Thank you again.”

"Good night, June.”

* k x %

Doug didn't hear the door open but the movement of the mattress when June dipped in under the covers
woke him. He fdt her arm dide around hiswaist and her body snuggle up against his back. He started to
turn over but she gripped hisforearm, then found his hand. Her voice stopped any further movement.

"Shh. Go back to deep. | just couldn't stand to be aone tonight.”

Inalittle while he heard her bresthing dow as she drifted into deep. It wasn't that easy for him, with the
softness of her breasts pressing againgt his back and her small hand clasped in his.



CHAPTER SEVEN

Mustafa Jones had once been a preacher. He till preached, but over the years his sermons had gradually
evolved away from their rootsin the Baptist ministry. Severd years ago he had completely broken from
the Baptists and founded his own sect. It had grown dowly at first, but once he began espousing the
mantra of blacks as underdogsit had gone much better. Now he was being asked to merge hisfollowing
with the much larger Church of Blacks, headed by Qualluf Taylor, hisown persona hero. Taylor
crusaded for black political power, lawsthat demanded equal sentencing for equal crimes, more
representation in the legidatures from local to nationa level, low cost housing and every other hot button
initiative even remotely pertaining to blacks. Now there was more politics than religion in the Church of
Blacks, Qudluf Taylor paid only token respect to it in order to continue its tax-free status while he sought
more and more money and power. Mustofa had aready agreed to accept the invitation to merge his sect
with the bigger organization.

The Harcourt Virus was dmost made to order for Mustafaand other black religious and political
leaders—had it not been so universally fatal. As soon asit appeared, and the fact that only blacks caught
the disease, When Mustafa began railing for total war against whites everywhere on earth, but particularly
in the United States, he was following the lead of Qualuf Taylor and the Church of Blacks.

Mustafa Jones was abig man, not running to fat yet, even though he wasin hisfifties. He was very dark,
with hair and short beard beginning to gray. He stood behind the lectern on araised platform which had
been erected only that morning in the old Pines Park area of Shreveport, Louisiana. His permit to
demonstrate had been granted, then revoked, then quickly approved again by the mayor and city council
after a crowd began gathering downtown around the courthouse.

Mustafawas sermonizing now in his best fashion; waving hisarms, shouting to the skiesfor justice and
denigrating everything in the world with ahint of whiteto it, with the possible exception of vanillaice
cream. “...and | tell you, brothers and sisters, the White Man isthe cause of thislatest outrage against
our people. He has loosed thisfoul disease among us. Why else should it only attack black men and
women?’ Hisvoice roseto anear scream. “I ask you, why? Why?'

"The White Man crested this abomination and | tell you this, brothers and ssters, the White Man isdill
spreading their so-called Harcourt Virus.” He emphasized White Man with afurious shake of hisfist
every time he spoke the words

"Harcourt virus” He spat. “It's not aHarcourt virus, it's ablack virus, dreamed up by the white power
structure and designed to kill usal! They're spreading it al over the world. The whites are attempting to
wipe out the black race completely and findly, like they've been trying to do for thelast five hundred
years"

Mustofa strode back and forth behind the lectern, wireless microphone to hislips. He paused to wipe
swest from hisforehead and to shuck hisjacket. “We have to stop thisfoul and odorous affliction the
White Man is spreading, killing our husbands, our wives and children. We have to stop them, and theré€'s
only oneway to do it, brothers and sisters! We have to take the war to the whites. Yes! Yes! It'swar,
plain and smple. White men started thiswar againgt blacks! We can't et them win! Can we? Can we let
themwin?'

A hugeralling chorus of “No! No!” erupted from the crowd. Mustofaled the chant while he wiped his
face and loosened his collar. Herolled up one of the deeves of his shirt. He went back to his haranguing
of thewhite race, but his voice began to fater. Swest poured off hisbody, dripping from hischin and
soaking his shirt. He began rolling up his other deeve, then sumbled against the lectern. The microphone



bumped it with aloud knocking noise that was amplified amost to the level of thunder.

"Kill thewhited! Kill them all,” he managed weakly, then had to grip the lectern with both hands to keep
his baance. His face shone wetly under the lights. Hislipstrembled as he attempted to continue speaking.
“I ... kill...” The microphone fell and bounced on the flooring, making a curious drumming noise. Hisgrip
on the lectern dipped and he dumped to the plank floor of the dais. The lectern tipped and fell ashe
rolled onto his back. Aides scampered to help him while the crowd noises changed from organized
chanting to a cacophony of muttering. That changed too, after someone shouted over the low rumble of
VOICes.

"Hegot it! Mugtofagot the Black Virud"

Shouts and criesroseinto the air. Someone pulled a pistol and fired into the air with the shout of “Kill!
Kill the Whitied"

The carnage in Shreveport began with that first pistol shot. Frightened black women gathered their
children while their men ether pulled out conced ed wegpons or hurried back home to arm themselves,
with gunsif they had them, knivesif they didn't. Shots began to ring out at the edge of the enraged
crowd. A white policeman fell with abullet to the head. An enraged brother officer, seeing his partner
lying dead with abullet in hisbrain, pulled his pistol and fired wildly into the crowd. The bullets hit severd
women and children, but none of the armed men.

Of the police detail which had been assigned to monitor the demonstration and keep order, only a
handful survived and they were dl black. The ones who tried to stland with the white officers were
lynched right along with them and that quickly put astop to aid from that direction. Within fifteen minutes
itwasdl over.

After the policein the area were disposed of, there was nothing to stop the violence. Before the night
was over the city was split in haf between armed and warring groups of blacks and whites. Neither of
them showed any mercy.

The governor of Louisanacaled up the Nationa Guard, but by the time the fighting was quelled, the
casuaties were well over athousand, with severd times that number wounded and whole neighborhoods
burnt to the ground. Even the venerable charity hospital that treated mostly black residents had been
overrun and amogt al of the white doctors, nurses and workers on duty daughtered. One other hospital
suffered the same fate. The police department itself was fractured and no longer effectua because of
fighting between black and white officers. In the ensuing chaos, no one paid any attention to the fact that
Mustofa Jones had died from a heart attack, not the Harcourt Virus.

* * * %

June was gone from his bed by the time Doug woke up. He used the bathroom and brushed histeeth
with the borrowed toothbrush, al the while thinking of the previous night and wondering where it would
lead, if anywhere. Heran his comb through his hair and ventured out toward the enticing smell of frying
bacon.

"Good morning,” June said. “1 was just about to knock on the door.” She smiled prettily, though afaint
blush appeared on her face.

"Good morning. | hope you're cooking for two."
"l am. Sit down and I'll pour you some coffee. How do you takeit?'

"l cangetit.”



™St down), | said. | haven't cooked for amaninalong time. Let meenjoy it."

"Just black, then.” Doug pulled out a stool at the bar and watched as June poured the coffee and
continued preparing breakfast. Before long he was seated next to her a the little dining table, digging into
toast with eggs over easy, bacon and hash browns.

Asthey were finishing, June said “I'm sorry | woke you up last night. | had abad dream and couldn't go
back to deep. | kept seeing that boy trying to pull me out of the car.”

"It wasn't abother at adl,” Doug responded.

June lowered her gaze, then raised it again. “ That wasthefirst time I've been in bed with aman since
Charliewaskilled. Evenif it wasjust desping.”

"I know how it is. It waswell over ayear before | went out with awoman and amost another year
before | thought | was ready for ardationship. | waswrong even then. Doriswas ... well, you're
probably not interested. Sufficeto say | had agood marriage. That kisslast night was more enjoyable
than anything € se I've done with awoman since she died.”

June favored him with an assertive nod. She began gathering the breakfast disheswhiletrying to push
away thefaint feding of guilt over her attraction toward another man. She couldn't decide whether she
was being didoya to Charli€s memory or not. Shouldn't agood marriage in the past mean something
positive about how her emotions were being stirred now by the presence of aman who had dso had a
good relationship? She watched him covertly as Doug rose to bring his plate to the sink then stayed and
rinsed while she placed them in the dishwasher. She stood indecisively afterwards.

"Do you need to stop by your place before going to work?” shefinally asked.
"Yes, but if youwant alift, | can wait until you're ready."

"l do. It won't take melong. | reported my car stolen, by theway."
"Probably agood idea. Need any help packing?

"No, I'll get what | need for now. Thanks."

A few minutes|later he carried her suitcase out to his car and stowed it in the trunk. Before leaving, he
said “All | need to do is get aquick shave and pick up acouple of my spare pieces at my place. It won't
take but afew minutes, but 1'd rather you stay inside here or come with me to my place until I'm ready to
leave™

"I'll come with you.” Junelocked her door and they began waking around the corner of the unit to
Doug's apartment. “What did you mean spare piece?”

"My other guns. And June—I don't know what you think about weapons, but I'd sure fed better if you
carried one with you from now on.”

"l don't have alicense. And | wouldn't know how to shoot anyway, even supposing | owned agun.”

"I doubt anyone is going to be checking licenses for along timeto come. And | can not only teach you to
shoot but I'll give you something easy to handle. There's an indoor range that we use right near work.
That's where most of us practice.”

"Wl ... | guessso. | hopel never haveto useit, though.



"| sncerely hope 0, too."

Once back in the car, with hisface freshly shaved, Doug had just inserted the key into the ignition when
June placed her hand on hisarm. He turned, brows raised.

"Doug, beforewe leave ... | want to be kissed again.” She leaned toward him.

Severd long moments later, whiletheir tongueswere till playing warm games with each other hishand
moved over her breast and cupped it gently. June tensed for a second then relaxed and enjoyed his
touch. She had to dmost force herself to findly break the embrace. She rubbed her cheek againgt hisand
laughed softly.

"Look at us, making out in acar liketeenagers. And | till fed abit guilty about it.”

Doug took a deep breath and |ooked directly at her. “1 hope that doesn't last. And I'll confess| fed
somewhat like ateenager right now, so | have an excuse. How about you?"

"| think we'd better get going if we'regoingto go a al. Onemorelikethat ... never mind. It wasnice
enough to repest in detail another time, but not now."

If he wasn't floating on air on the way to the CDC, Doug couldn't have proved it, because he certainly
felt like he was. He wondered what it was about the woman beside him that had findly stirred something
in hissoul besdessmple sexud desire.

* * % %

With the dimination of overseas missons, and with the private security guards and federal marshas now
under hiscommand, Gene Bradley combined the smal squadsinto four contingents of just over a
hundred men each, now referred to as platoons. Each platoon would be responsible for an eight hour
shift of guard duty each day, with the platoons rotating on athree weeks on, one week off schedule. It
was smilar to how the military might have handled it, which didn't surprise Doug at al. He had been
placed in charge of one of the four platoons and was with the other three platoon leadersin Bradley's
office getting the latest briefing.

Asusud, theformer Colond got to the point quickly. “In case any of you haven't been listening to the
news, severd citiesnow arein astate of virtua war between blacks and whites. There's apitched battle
going on right now in northern Louisanaand the governor has called out the Nationd Guard. The upset
herein Atlanta has been put down, but the city is<till apowder keg. Any littleincident could st it off. |
want you to emphasize to your men to think before they start shooting. Not every black faceisan enemy,
nor even mogt of them. On the other hand, this may very well be the most important medicd facility in
Americaright now. It must be protected at al cogts. I've recommended that an army battalion be
assigned to help us, but so far it hasn't been approved.

"I hopeit is soon, because the information has just been made public—Ileaked, | should say—that the
Harcourt Viruswasfirst released two years ago and has probably infected agood percentage of the
world's population—and that it definitely had ahuman origin. | don't haveto tell you what that's going to
mean. Theinfection curveis gill risng and the morbidity is till one hundred percent for blacks—or dark
skins, | should say.” Helowered his gaze for amoment. “Call it prgudicid if you like, but | want you to
avoid putting anyone with dark skin in positions of authority.” He caught the disquiet at that remark and
clarified his statement. “It'snot that | don't trust our people but if thisthing continues, | want continuity in
the chain of command and that's the only way to haveit.

"Folks, thisisgoing to get much worse beforeit gets better. 1t's showing up in Indiaand the Phillipines,
and aso in China, though | doubt it will reach catastrophic levelsthere asit will in Africa. That whole



continent israpidly dipping into complete anarchy, with whites being hunted down like animals. Thet, by
the way, iswhy we may not get any army people here for awhile. They're busy as hdll evacuating as
many of our people asthey can from overseas, Africaprimarily, but aso from the Middle East.”

"Until we seejust how far this goes, you're going to have to stick close and keep your men here. Weve
got alimited number of transient apartments available. Y ou can announce that to your troops and have
them apply over in the adminigrative building if they want to bring in their families. If they run out of room
in the transent gpartments, you're authorized to bring familiesto your own quarters. Just keep them busy
with something and out of our hair.

"Now I've given you your assignments. Three weeks on, one week off. The eight hour shiftswill be
rotated. Other than that, you can assgn your men asyou seefit.

"Onemorething. | want each of you to send mefive men, preferably ex-military who are familiar with
heavy weapons. Machine guns and RPGs. I'm going to organize a heavy weapons detail. The Nationa
Guard here loaned us some surplus, so we're well equipped. Doug, I've picked one of your men to head
that up, Buddy Hawkins. | know he's black, but he's the best qudified and helll have assistants who can
takeover if hegetssick.”

Doug winced ingde but his face showed nothing. Buddy was one of the few of his squad who had
returned from Nigeria. He had planned on making him his assstant.

"All right, that coversit from my sde. Questions?'

There weren't many, and the few they had dedlt with supplies of dl kind for their men, now that no one
was allowed to leave. Doug didn't feedd Gene's answers were entirely satisfactory, but he knew the
ex-colone was doing the best he possibly could. There hadn't been any contingency plansfor this
Stuation, not anywhere. There were severa shops within the complex but few that sold what they would
eventudly need mogt; clothing, phone batteries, toiletry items and other essentialsthey were used to
getting somewhere e se. The briefing was finished within the next ten minutes,

Doug's section had the second week off. At first he was annoyed because he wanted to try spending
some more time with June and see what developed, but then after thinking about it, decided that allowing
their relationship to smmer for aweek probably wouldn't hurt. But when he called Juneto tdll her his
schedul e she sounded disappointed.

"Areyou on duty the whole time? That sounds horrendous!”

"No, just eight hours out of each twenty four, but unfortunately, my section drew the night shift thefirst go
round, midnight until eight. We start tonight.”

"Y ou're off during the rest of the time, though?*

"Wel—officidly, but in redity, | haveto be available any time. | don't have to stay in our compound,
though, so long as my phoneisworking and | don't go far.”

"Good. | work tomorrow but we're getting one day aweek off and the day after tomorrow is Sunday.
Come over to the transient apartments as soon as you're free that morning and I'll make us something to
edt. It's on the second floor and has my name on the door.” June had managed to get one of the last of
the units available and moved inimmediately.

"That sounds greet, but | don't want to put you out by cooking for me.”

"Not toworry. | hateto fix amed just for mysalf. About nine? Will that give you time to get your



whiskers off?'
"Sure. Okay, thanks, June. I'll seeyou then.”

Doug began cleaning and checking hiswegpons, including the little .25 automatic he intended to give to
June. Presently, hefound himsdlf whigtling.



CHAPTER EIGHT

"Sir, we haveto doit, even if we haveto fight our way in. Regardless of what € se happens, we can't et
our oil supplies perish, and that's not to mention severa nuclear power plants that need securing. We
smply can't let those go unattended. Y ou remember what happened with just that onein Russia, or the
Ukraine maybe, | don't remember exactly. Chernobyl. And that other one. They both caused horrendous
contamination even though they were contained before they blew completely. Think what would happen
if onewent al theway out of control. And were going to need every bit of oil we can get if weintend to
remain aplayer inworld politics. Alternate fuels and our polymerization plants won't make up the
differenceyet.” Joshua Brenham figured thiswould be his last meeting as acabinet officer. Thefirst
symptoms of the Harcourt virus had started afew days before and were becoming worse as time went
on. He had taken apain pill before arriving at the conference room. Whatever happened, and regardless
of his persond fedlings, he wanted hislegacy to be that of one who had done his best, not only for the
country but for the world asawhole.

Presdent Marshall rubbed his chin and didn't answer. He had been entertaining vague notions of
colonizing some of the empty continent once the blacks dl died off. Particularly the oil producing aress,
like Nigeria. Joshuawasfindly giving him advice he wanted to hear.

"Wecantdoitdl, man,” Borland Newman countered, looking directly at Joshua. “We're going to lose
thirty percent of our military to that goddamned virusasisl And | just met with the joint chiefs. We need
to federdizethe air carriersto try getting more of our people home, particularly from Africa. Now you
want me to send troops for something else? Can't the U.N. handleit? Besides, it might be better to let
them blow."

"What!” Joshua couldn't believe he had heard the Chairman of the Joint Chiefsright.

"Stop and think amoment. According to trends, Africais going to become amost completely
depopulated. That's going to leave the whole continent up for grabs, just like back in colonid days. And
whileit's happening, we're going to be busier than the other great powers because of our own population
mix. Where do you think welll stland in the world if welet the Europeans, or Chinaor hel, even Russa
take over?'

"Generd, there aren't but afew nuclear plantsin Africa, athough we may need to keep our eyeon
severd inthe Middle East. The Mudim nations are becoming more belligerent than ever. Some of their
people are infected too, you know."

"My job isto tend to the security of the country, Joshua. And speaking of which, Mr. President, | want
the rest of the Nationd Guard federalized.”

"All of them?’ the president asked mildly. “I've dready given you two divisons.”

"Yes, ar. Every angle one. And whileyou're & it, start thinking about the draft—especidly if you want
me to divert troops for humanitarian missions as Joshuarequested.”

Brenham stared balefully at the four star general, but made no other comment. He had already argued
privately with the president about the matter.

"I think our own country hasto comefirst,” Presdent Marshdl said. “However, we can try working with
the U.N."

"Withwhat?” General Borman asked.” He shuffled the briefing papers on the tablein front of him, asif to



remind the president again of how thinly stretched his forces were. “We're going to lose agood many of
our expatriates asis. We smply haven't got the facilitiesto get to every damn corner of that benighted
continent, much less start meddling in the Middle East again. If we do anything at all, it should beto help
secure only the plants that we know for certain are going to be abandoned, and if we haveto, try to grab
selected ail fiedlds. But whilewere at it, you'd better get Homeland Security to pay attention to our own
nuclesr facilities. The way things are going, some of the mobs may try capturing oneto hold over our
heads.”

"For what?'

"Damn it Joshua, you know aswell as| do. Mogt of the blacksin this country think the white race started
the virus and that we can cureit if we have amind to. That'swhat I'm talking about. They may takea
plant hostage and demand that we produce acure.” He stared belligerently at the Secretary of State,
willing him to understand.

"Gentlemen.” The president's voice stopped the bickering. “Heréswhat well do. I'll federdize the rest of
the National Guard and authorize calling up the inactive reserves aswdll. I'll go to Congressand ask for a
draft, but don't expect any action thereimmediately. Y ou know how dow work."

"That's okay, Mr. President,” Genera Newman said. “We need to get the Guard units up to speed firdt.
Hell, even if we had adraft and just ran the draftees through minimal training, weretaking severa
months before we'd get much use out of them."”

"Fine, General. Now for the rest of the agenda. | want you to make plans to secure those few nuclear
plantsin Africa, then your next priority will be to make surethe U.S. has sufficient oil to last usthrough
this emergency. If you have to invade some country, let me know and I'll authorizeit. No, better than
that. I'll give you awritten directive now, authorizing thejoint chiefsto use such force asthey seefit,
anywherethey fed it's necessary, in order to assure our country has sufficient energy suppliesand to
keep it safe and functiond. I'll have it drawn up and get it to you later in the day, after my staff dressesit
up in enough ambiguous language to stymie muck-racking reporters and the opposition in Congress.

"And Joshua, | want you to work with our U.N. ambassador and see how much help you can wring out
of those yahoos. Tell her..."

Despite his persond didike of the man, Joshua had to admit that he could make a decision when
warranted. Thistime, though, he would have to get anew secretary of state to carry out his doctrines.

"Mr. President, I'm sorry, but | shall have to tender my resignation today. It seems asthough | have the
Harcourt Virus. | won't be able to work any longer.”

The other two men at the table ingtinctively drew back from Brenham, even though intellectualy they
knew they couldn't be infected.

"Joshua, I'm very sorry. | wish there was something | could do.”

"Thank you, Mr. President. | would smply hope that you'll keep the research on the Harcourt Virus
going at full speed, particularly at the CDC. That'sthe only real hope for us unless some other country
comes up with more than we have so far."

"England and what's left of the European Union are devoting as much of their resources as possibleto a
cure and a vaccine, Joshua. Maybe between them and us, or perhapsin other countries, we can come up
with something before...” Hisvoicetralled off, but Joshua knew what he meant.



"| sincerely hope so, Mr. President. Now, if you'll excuse me, | want to go home and be with my family.
Generd. Mr. President.” He nodded at both of them and took hisleave.

After hewas gone, President Marshdl stared at Generd Newman, who seemed to be lost in thought.
"Generd, isyour mind moving in the same path as mine?'

Newman smiled thinly. He knew exactly what the president wasthinking. “Yes, sr. If we can hold the
country together, and thisthing doesn't start aworld war, it will have taken care of one big trouble areain
the country."

"Exactly. No more race problems.”

"Black race problems, at least,” Newman agreed, nodding to himsdlf. “Theviruswill effectively diminate
al the damn promotion quotas, outreach programs, affirmative action, interracia discord and al the other
factorsinvolving race that the army or the country shouldn't have to worry about.”

* * * %

Doug yawned despite the coffee he had consumed during the night and the two additiona cups he had
with the breskfast June made for them.

"Seepy?’ June asked when she saw Doug trying to cover it up.

"Uh huh. A sudden change in degping patternsis hard on the body. Then just about the time we get used
toit, well be off for aweek, then on the day shift, then on the evening and so on.”

"I've worked days most of my career. Ian't there an easier way to do it?"

"Sure. Stay on the same shift dl the time. But with this many people, you'd dways have some who didn't
like the hours, regardless of which rotation they were on.” He yawned again. “Listen, I'd better go hit the
sack. Thanksfor the breakfast."

"l enjoyed doingit.”

Doug stood up and June walked him to the door. He stopped there before opening it. “ June, how about
when I'm on my week off? Can we get together then?'

She smiled at him. “We don't have to wait that long. Why don't you come over Wednesday evening for a
litttewnhileif you can. Cdl firg, though. Ameiahas me putting in overtime most days.”

Doug tipped her chin up and brushed her lipswith his. “ That soundsfine. I'll have to drink coffee or tea,
though. Or maybe as many as two drinks, depending on how early it is before going to work. Can | bring
sometakeout?’ Helet his hand drop away from her chin.

"If you like Chinese or Pizza, you can; otherwise I'll make some sandwiches."

"Chineseitis” He pulled the door open, suddenly feding bashful and unsure of himself, thinking thiswas
like dating as ateenager dl over again.

llDa.g.ll
He turned to face June again, and felt ablush begin creeping over hisface.

June gazed a him from the depths of her lovely brown eyes, using them to hold himin place as effectively
asgluing hisfeet to the floor would have done. “It'slike beginning to date all over again, in't it?’ she said.



"| think youreamind reader. I...” Hewas suddenly lost for words.

June smiled pensively, then stepped closer, inviting him to embrace her. Her body felt small and soft and
comfortable againg his own, making him not want to leave.

June pulled her lipsfrom his after along moment. “Go get some deep. We can talk about it later.”

Shedidn't have to mention what she meant, and he was grateful for her presence of mind in putting it off
until they were both rested. When it happened, he wanted the experience to be good for both of them.
As he pulled away from the gpartment parking lot he noticed that the dumpsters were full and bags were
beginning to pile up around them. After thinking about it for afew minuteswhile driving back to the
security building, he redized what was happening. Blacks and Mexicans handled amost dl of the
garbage details and they were ether faling ill or quitting to be with family memberswho were sick. Or
amply walking off and going hometo nurse their boiling rage. He knew that if the Harcourt virus wasn't
brought under control soon, white Americawas going to begin to redize just how much they had cometo
depend upon unskilled labor for the tasks no one ese wanted to do. Soon though, thoughts of histime
with June pushed those ddliberations aside. It was much nicer to visuaize her and remember the
pleasurable sensation of their embraces and kisses and fantasize about what might follow.

On theway back to his own place, Doug noticed how many sign were going up proclaiming that The End
Timeswere a hand, or that the Rapture was coming soon. Most of them urged unbelieversto accept
Jesus o that they wouldn't be left out. He hoped those types of people wouldn't begin causing problems.
The country had more than it could take care of aready.



CHAPTER NINE

Mary Hedgrade's businessin Washington wasfinished. For dl that the briefing of the president had
accomplished, she thought she could just aswell have done it on a conference call and saved thetime
wasted flying to Washington and back. She knew that it was probably President Marshadl's penchant for
secrecy that made him demand her physical presence. Her thoughts about the meeting caused her mind
to drift so much that she didn't notice when the limousine began dowing, nor how traffic was stacking up
at an unreasonable rate for thistime of day. When she did findly bring her atention back to the present,
she glanced irritably at her watch, thinking there must be an accident somewhere ahead of them, and
hoped it didn't lead to missing her flight back to Atlanta. A few minutes later traffic came to acomplete
stop and she began to hear the warbling of sirens.

After ten minutes with no movement, she tapped the plexiglass divider between her and the driver's
compartment to get the man's attention. He had a cell phoneto his ear and waslistening avidly. When the
tapping didn't work, she glanced down and saw the button that activated the intercom. She pressed it
and said “What's happening?'m going to missmy flight!"

The driver answered in such athick accent that she could barely understand one word out of three, but
the gist of it seemed to be something about a mob and rioting. She thought she heard areference to tear
gas but wasn't sure. The driver put the phoneto his ear again, then held it away from him asif in surprise.
He ended the cal and turned on hisradio.

"Can't you find an aternate route?” Mary asked then redlized as soon as she had uttered the statement
how foolish it was. There was no way to move; the taxi was hemmed in from al sdes.

"No,” the driver said brusquely. Nevertheless he began turning thisway and that in his seat asthough
scanning for some way to escape the traffic tie up. He said something else that Mary didn't understand.
He sounded vagudly like a Russian scientist she had talked to some months ago through an interpreter.
His appearance matched that of some Russans, at least, with hispale skin and just ahint of an epicanthic
fold to hiseyes. Hisface had adeer in the headlights stare, afrightened look like that she had seen on the
patientsin Nigeriaarriving at the hospita for trestment.

Mary couldn't hear theradio; at first she thought it must not be working, then she saw thelittle wirdess
earpiece he must be using. He began staring at the radio console asiif it weretalking directly to him.

Mary began to fed thefirst stirrings of fright. “What's going on? What do you hear?’ she demanded to
know.

The driver didn't answer, even though he turned and stared at her as though she were an adien preparing
to climb through the divider to get a him. Abruptly, he came to adecision. He opened his door and
began weaving hisway hurriedly through the close-packed vehicles. As soon as he madeit to the
sdewak, he began running back the way they had come and was quickly lost from sight.

Mary didn't know what to do. Apparently he had heard something very scary from his phone or the
radio. Others must have too, for more vehicles were emptying. Mary leaned forward and saw that he had
left in such ahurry that he hadn't even shut the motor off. The keyswere dtill dangling intheignition. She
gathered her purse and briefcase and opened the rear door, drawing an irritated glance from the woman
in aMercedes next to the limousine when her door banged into it. Mary tried to open the driver's door
and found it locked. It refused to budge. She swore when she found there was no way to get inside,

short of breaking the window—and she had nothing to use for that purpose. She looked around, hoping
for some help, but even the others who had stepped out of their vehiclesignored her. Shedidn't even try



to get afeed to her PDA, knowing the batteries had been exhausted during her meetings with the
government officids. The back compartment of the limousine hadn't had connections for recharging it.

The people getting out of their cars al seemed to be looking ahead. Some had dready decided to
abandon them and were walking around indecisively once they reached the sdewalks. She quickly saw
why. Not too far in the distance abillow of smoke was risng from behind the conglomeration of one and
two story buildings of asmall shopping center. As she stared at it, aflicker of flame gppeared a the base
of the smoke. The srenswere till wailing but not sounding much closer and no emergency vehicleswere
in sight. She thought she could hear shouting voices mixed with the warbling of the Srensbut couldn't be
sure—until afew minutes later.

It was screams rather than shouts she identified, screams of terror, and they were coming closer. She
stood, vacillating for amoment, then decided to follow her driver's example. She threaded her way
through the st led traffic to the Sdewak and began waking. Others were doing the same, but many of
them weren't walking; they were running. Mary began to wish she had worn sensible shoes rather than
the three inch hedls on her feet. Moments later she quit worrying about her shoes. A crazed mob of
blacks burst from a side street, plainly intent on violence toward any white person they saw. Mary kicked
off her shoes and began running for her life. She made it two blocks before she plowed headlong into
another gang emerging from the shattered doors of aliquor store they had been looting. Cries of
ferocious triumph and elated epithets came from the looters as they surrounded her. Hands grabbed at
her clothing and ripped her purse away. Other hands yanked at her hair and grubbed at her breasts.

"I'mascientist! I'mtrying to help you!” Mary pleaded over and over, but it did her no good. She was
dragged kicking and screaming back into the store. Before long she was crying, then begging for mercy.
Shortly after that she began wishing for death, so the pain and degradation would be over with. Her wish
was granted, but not before her abused body became amost unrecognizable.

* * * %

" till can't believe she'sgone,” June said to Doug when she called him. It was Wednesday evening but
shewas dill a work. “My God, what ahorrible way to die."

"June, at therisk of sounding blasé about it, were going to see more and more incidents like the one that
Mary Hedgrade got caught upin. | feel horrible about it, even though | didn't know her that well. Damn it
to hell, the president should have activated the Nationad Guard unit there or brought in some army troops
to help maintain order. He knows damn well what the proportion of black resdentsin the capitol isand
how they would react. Damn politicd™

"Shewas... | guess| knew her alittle better than you, since my job brought me into contact with her
now and then. She's...” Therewas aninterva of silence while Doug waited for her to begin speaking
again. He knew she wastrying to get her voice under control. Presently she resumed. “ She wasthe
Director for along time, wasn't she?'

"Yes, shewas practicdly an ingtitution here. Well, | guess that takes care of our plansfor tonight, doesn't
it?"

"I'm sorry, Doug. | was looking forward to it, but God knowswhat timeI'll get away. Amdliaisin
conference right now. Thisian't for publication, but | think she may be nominated for Mary's spot.”

"If anyone deservesit, Ameliadoes. Look, | know you must be busy. Call melater if you get sometime.”
"I will. And well get together Saturday if nothing €se happens.”

Doug gave a short, mirthless chuckle. “No telling what thingswill be like by then, but unlessyou hear



differently, I'm il free”
"Me, too. Sofar. ‘ Bye, Doug. Take care.”
"Y ou, too. Don't leave the complex unless| can be with you. Okay?

"l won', you can bet on that!"

* * * %

"| redly didn't want this” Amdiasaid, talking as much to herself asto June. She was cleaning out her
desk and sorting through items accumulated over the years, some she had completely forgotten about.
“I'd much rather stay in field work than go completely into administration. It's so damned boring and
politics-ridden.”

"Can't you have refused?’ June asked, pulling the drawstrings closed on one bag of discarded
bric-a-brac from Amelias desk then shaking out another.

"It'skind of hard to turn down adirect request from the president.” Ameliapeded off her kneelength
white lab coat and stared at it for amoment. “Guess | won't be needing thisanymore.” Shefolded it into
aneat bundle then looked a June and managed awry grin. “Don't mind me, I'm just talking to mysdlf."

"That'sdl right, Amelia. Or should | address you as Madame Director?'

"Oh, Lord, June—let's not have any of that! And whilel'm on the subject, do you want to come along
with me?1'm going to need an assstant I'm comfortable with. Think before you say yes. It'sgoingto bea
pluperfect headache, | cantdll you that."

June knew thiswould come up. Like Amdlia, she wasn't ready to get completely away from field work,
but aso like her, felt an obligation to serve where she could be the most useful. Reluctantly, she nodded.
“I guessif you can stand it, | can. | just hopeit doesn't take up al of our time."

Amediasmiled knowingly. “Well, regardless, | ingsted on having afull week to wind up affairsin this
office before taking over thejob. Y ou can have the weekend off, just like you planned. Enjoy it, because
it may bethelast onefor awhile.”

June wondered why she was blushing. It wasn't a crime to date a man, not after two years of being a
widow. Maybe it was becalise she was serioudy considering turning it into more than a mere date.

* * * %

Presdent Marshdl was relaxing. He had just finished with hislast gppointment of the morning and was
having his lunch and preparing for a short nap, his unvarying noon routine. His feet were propped on his
desk in the Ova Office while he munched on asandwich. Heliked to eat in the office; it saved time and
was conducive to thinking. He had made it very plain that he wasn't to be disturbed during hislunch hour
for anything lessthan anuclear war, the Rapture or an dien invasion.

The lone secret service agent who aways stood unobtrusively againgt the wall behind the president
stayed out of hisline of sight. He used text messaging and avibration dert for his phoneto avoid
digtracting him. Suddenly the agent felt his phone vibrate. He held it up to read the message. Only his
training kept him from avoiding panic.

"Mr. President! Get up, sir! Danger Onel™

Danger one was the code for a possible attempt on the president'slife. Marshall's feet hit the floor with a
thump just astwo more agents burst into the ova office. Before he could get hismind in order the agents



had him by the arms, one on each sde, and were hustling him away.

"Hey! What—"

"No time, sir! The White Houseis about to be overrun! Y ou have to get away!"
"Overrun? Who—goddamnit, where's the army? Wher€'s the guards? Do something! "

Neither of the agents answered. They hurried the president along, following two more agents toward the
safe room benesth the White House. The two in front were carrying on a conversation on their phones,
trying to keep ahead of the threat.

By the time the elevator door closed behind them, Lurline Tedd, Chief of Staff for the White House, was
by hisside. As soon asthe president saw her, he began to cam down. Lurline wouldn't et anything
happen to him; she was dways on top of whatever criss might be threatening.

"Lurline, what isit?’ He asked, trying to keep the tremor out of hisvoice.

"The demongtrations got out of hand, then they were joined by half the blacksin the city. The guards had
to open fire, and that only enraged them. I've got General Newman bringing in a paratroop divison to
restore order,” Lurline said in her even, matter of fact voice. No one had ever seen her out of control, not
even for asecond.

"Maybe we better stay away until thisvirusthing gets cleared up.”

"Y ou can't, Mr. President. What would the world think if you couldn't run the country from your own
capitol? Don't worry, the paratroops will be here soon; they were dready on alert. And | want that damn
political advisor of yoursfired for alowing the demongtration to be held in thefirst place. It was a stupid
decison.”

Evenif Lurline was unflappable, Presdent Marshal thought she looked more worried than he had ever
seen her. Just asthe devator doors opened to let them out arumble was felt vibrating the building from
somewhere above. “What was that? Are they using explosives?

"RPG, probably,” one of the agents remarked, drawing glares from his superior and Lurline both.

"Don't worry, welll contain them, Sir,” the senior secret service agent tried to assure his boss. But
Marshall thought he looked worried, too.

"How many of them are there? How did they get so close to the White House? Damn it, this shouldn't be
alowed to happen!”

No one answered him. Instead, he was urged aong until they arrived at the “bunker”, as the secure room
was caled. It was self contained but had an underground passage that led out of the White House and to
severd different escape routes; including ahelicopter landing pad and aready to go convoy of armored
cars.

President Marshall took his seat at the head of the table in the conference room of the bunker. Soon the
smdl of coffee permested the air.

"Why aren't the screenslit up? | want to see what's happening.” Marshdl glanced toward one of the
wallsthat held an array of monitor screens.

Lurline nodded to one of the agents while she continued making notes on her PDA about how to handle



the aftermath of the fiasco. He lit up three of the monitors; one showed nationa bresking news, the others
gave panoramic back and front views of the area around the White House and the streets and buildings
beyond, taken from recorders on the rooftop above them. Those two appeared dmost identical. The
streets swarmed with black citizens, men and women dike. Many of them were climbing over the fences
surrounding the White House, using crates and boxes and even afew automobiles as steps. Somefdl as
Secret Service snipers on theroof fired at them, but the pressure of the mob behind was too greet to
stop, especidly astheriflefire couldn't be heard over the crowd noises—and the noise of their own guns.
The White House guards had al disappeared except for afew uniformed bodies sprawled on the lawn.

"Good God!” the president exclaimed. He felt aqueasy sense of fear begin to envelop him. “We'd better
get out of herel”

"Wereworking onit, Mr. President. We have to be certain that the other end of an escape route is open
before leaving. Don't worry; no one can find their way down here.” Lurline didn't mention what might
happen if the building were set onfire.

It was another half hour before away was found to leave safely. All the while, Presdent Marshdll
watched the scenes around the White House as if mesmerized. He took one look back over his shoulder
as he was being escorted out. An army helicopter had been trying to rescue the snipers from the roof.
The helicopter began smoking, whether from gunfire or mechanical problems wasn't apparent, but the
result was catastrophic. It tilted sideways and made an arc toward the ground. It crashed directly into the
dense blanket of humanity, then exploded in abal of fire. Hameswerelicking at falen bodiesand
running figures from the periphery of the crash site asthe door closed behind him.



CHAPTERTEN

It was a bad week for Doug. Bob Handley had hung on long past the time they expected him to, but he
findly died. Doug was dmost glad when he passed away. He had suffered great pain a the end, refusing
narcotics S0 that he could remain coherent. Hiswife called Doug to tell him when it was over.

"I'm sorry, Joan. He was agood friend. Isthere anything | can do?"
"Y ou can kill those bastards that started thisif you ever find them,” Mrs. Handley sobbed.

Hethought it better not to answer that. Instead, he asked “ Are you till feeling dl right, Joan? How about
the kids?'

"We're okay so far, Doug, but ... oh God, why is this happening? Who could hate us so much?’

Doug had no answer for her, nor did anyone ese. The week ended with the Harcourt virus ill raging
uncontrolled, but with the White House back in the hands of the government.

Doug had spent more time watching that event play out than he should have, missing seegp and then
having bad dreams over some of the scenes the cameras showed. The exploding helicopter was what
had effectively ended the Sege, burning a huge swath through the crowd and stampeding most of the rest
of them. Armored personnel carriers began pushing onto the grounds by evening, leading areinforced
paratroop battalion in on foot asit had been decided it was too dangerousto jump in. Even o, the
soldierstook casudties from remnants of the mob firing from behind overturned vehicles and windows of
buildings, venting their pent up anger in the only way they thought was |eft to them. Findly, the
commander ordered heavy weapons into action. Any place harboring snipers was leveled to the ground.

Automatic sprinklers saved the White house from burning, but there was ill damage, alot of it caused
from the army troops who had gone through the building room by room, shooting at anything that moved.
Severd clerks and service people who had managed to hide in nooks and crannies from the mob were
killed by mistake before it was over.

The carnage outside was sickening. Burned and muitilated bodieslay where they had fallen while more
soldiers poured into the areaand began clearing and securing an area stretching in ahdf mileradius
around the White House, and clamping heavy controls on an even wider circle. The bodieswere il lying
where they had fallen when Doug came off duty the next morning. He stayed awake long enough to listen
to ableary eyed president ped off the palitical gloves and declare martia law in every state of the Union.
Doug fell adeep before he heard the Presidentia Press Secretary began reading off alist of executive
ordersthat would take effect the same day.

* * % %
The phone woke Doug late that afternoon. He yawned as he reached for it.
"Hello. Craddock here."
"Hi Doug, thisis June."

He laughed deepily. “1 dways recognize your voice. What timeisit? Never mind, | seethe clock. Hey,
I'vedept dl day!"

June laughed. “Good. Areyou still off for aweek?!

"So far. How about you?” Hefelt awave of energy surging through his body just from hearing her voice.



"Just the weekend, but you can come over whenever you're ready.”

"All I need to do is get ashower. What can | bring?’

" Something to drink if you can find anything.”

"Huh?'

"Oh, | guessyou haven't heard. Liquor isgoing to be rationed. Everyone has been stocking up today."
"What—never mind. Y ou can catch me up when | get there. How about food?"

"Bring some bread if you have any. |'ve been afraid to go shopping.”

"| could try to find some takeout.”

"Don't bother. From what I've been hearing, and seeing as| drive, | think most of the fast food places are
closed, aswell asagood many of the restaurants.”

Doug knew shewasright. He had seen that happening al week as help didn't show up and driversfailed
to make ddliveries. “ All right. See you in abit. Keep your doorslocked and your gun handy, even if you
areliving here now. Thereéstill lots of nut casesloose and this stuff is making them even loonier than

"l know. I'll be careful.”

Doug stripped off his underwear and showered quickly, feding guilty for not having taken Juneto afiring
range while they had a chance. He had run her through adry firing exercise, but nothing gave aperson a
fed for ahandgun except actudly shooting one. Tomorrow maybe.

Before leaving he bundled up afew itemsto drop off at the dry cleanersin the complex. He glanced at
the dishesin the sink and decided they could wait alittle longer. He was anxious to see June now that he
was clean and dressed in hisusuad jeans and jacket. He found a package of frozen dinner rollsin the top
of the refrigerator and bagged them, dong with afew other items, including a bottle of wine and afifth of
rum. He checked the lock on his gun cabinet and the door and headed for his car. If they could manage
it, he intended to escort June back to their apartmentsin the city to pick up a number of itemsthat were
aready getting hard to find at the CDC complex.

The dry cleaning store was open, but not taking any new business. The owner was having to do amost
al thework by himsdf and couldn't handle more customers until he caught up with the backload.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Craddock,” he apologized. Most of my help isether sick, dead, or just left one day and
never came back.” Seeing Doug's stricken look and the size of hislaundry bag, he sighed. “All right,
you've been agood customer. Leave it with me. It will be aday or two longer than usua beforeit's

reedy, though."
Doug gave him agrateful smile. “ThanksBilly. | redlly do appreciateit.”

* * % %

June had moved into one of the CDC transient gpartmentsjust in time, Doug thought. From the number
of children playing in the halls and outside under the careful eye of the parents, there were probably no
vacancies|eft. He juggled his bundles and rang her doorbell.

"Hi, Doug. Y ou look nice and fresh,” June said as she kissed him lightly. Shetook his plastic bags of



goodies while he held onto the bottles until he wasinside and could set them down.

"Y ou look nice and fresh, too—and also very pretty,” he said. She was wearing white shortsand apale
blue blouse with the tail s tied across her middle and a pair of flip flopsthat looked well worn.

"Thank you. Take your jacket off and get comfortable. The power has gone off afew timesthelast few
days. In fact, it's been off in the gpartments for ahaf hour and just came back on. It was getting so warm
in here | decided to break out the shorts.”

Doug wasn't surprised at the power outages. He had been awake for some of them and knew there
would be more and more as time went on. He hung the jacket across the back of achair, making sure his
off duty handgun was easily ble, and telling June that it was there. After the scenes he had seen of
Washington, and with the city population of Atlanta better than fifty per cent black, he wanted to be
ready for any contingency, even here, where men that he knew werein charge of security. He had seen
re-runs of the Washington mob while dressing, where the press of bodies swept al beforethem. A
handgun probably wouldn't help in asituation like that, but it was comforting al the same.

"If you're not hungry yet, dinner can wait,” June said. “1 did some chicken breasts and potato salad.”
"Sounds good. Frankly, | could do with astiff drink. It's been along week."

"I have some coke left if you want to use the rum.”

"That's fine. How about you?'

"Just one, then I'll switch towine."

Doug found the mix in the refrigerator while June produced glasses. He made the drinks while she busied
hersdf with setting the little table and readying the rolls to brown whenever they decided to ext.

Thetransent gpartments for singles contained asmal| kitchen, acombination dining nook and living room,
abathroom, and bedroom. The furniture consisted of asmall couch and two other chairs, alittle dinette
set with folding chairs and atelevision screen on onewall with computer and phone connections. June's
comphone was such a constant companion on the job that with both wireless and manua connectionsto
the big wall screen available, she hadn't brought her desk unit.

June had dready seated hersdlf on the couch by the time Doug finished mixing the drinks. She patted the
seet beside her when he handed her the rum and coke, garnished with adlice of lime he had discovered in
the vegetable cooler. He sat down, took a big long swallow and sighed.

"Ahhh. I've been wanting this the whole week but | don't like to drink done.”
"Me, ether. | guessyou haven't watched the newsyet?!
"Just while | was dressing and that was mostly re-runs.”

"Well, Presdent Marshdl issued anumber of edictsto go with hismartid law. | think some of them will
cause problems rather than helping. He declared anight curfew for blacks but not for whites, other than
those going to or from work. Can you imagine?"

"Aw shit. Excuse the language, but what in hell can the man be thinking? Doesn't he know that's going to
just gtir them up even more? Not that | can blame them much. Hell, | can't blamethem at dl, can you?'

"I guessnot. If | werein their position and had been stepped on like they have for 500 years, then been



on therecelving end of avirusthat was going to kill everyonel held dear ... well, you probably wouldn't
have had to give me agun. | would have gone looking for one."

Doug sipped at hisrum. “Y eah, same here. Still, it's not our fault, and so long as people of color are dl
stirred up, we're going to have to be careful .”

"They're going to be stirred up even more soon. The saff virologists have definitely determined that the
Harcourt viruswas deliberately dtered, then dmost certainly spread intentionaly.”

Doug had expected that to become apparent. Still, it was bad news. “ Oh, man. That's sureto get out. A
bombshell like that can't be contained.”

Junetook abig gulp of her drink, wrinkling her nose alittle at how strong it wasto her, but taking another
taste before setting it down. She turned to Doug, frown lines between her eyebrows showing how
troubled she was. She started to speak, hesitated, then decided to go ahead. “Doug, | hateto tell you,
but there's even worse news. And please, don't repest this anywhere, okay?"

"Maybe you'd better not tell meif it'sthat sengtive.”

"No, | want you to know. Just keep it between us. Okay?"'
"All right."

June sighed, then told him. “The new morbidity reports and transmission projections just came out. The
Harcourt virusis ill dmaost one hundred percent fata—and if the infection rates continue aong the same
curve asthey have so far, werre going to lose up to aquarter of the world's population, al within the next
sx monthsto ayear. That'sif we don't find acure.”

Doug grimaced. “How about avaccing? Couldn't we immunize anyone who hasn't caught it?'

"That'sthe rest of the bad news. We've been running tests on random samples of the population now that
weve identified the antigenic properties of the virusand ... Doug, over half theworld is aready infected!"

"But how...?7" Even having worked for the CDC for anumber of years, hewasn't well versed in the
mechanics of infectious diseases.

"It was designed to infect, then become latent for a certain length of time. We're not red sure of the
mechanism there, but it really doesn't matter. A vaccine wouldn't hel p the people who are aready

caryingit."

"Good God, | hopethat'sal of your bad news,” Doug replied. “1 don't see how we can...” He saw the
look on her face. “ Oh damn. There's more, huh?"

"Yes,” June admitted. She blinked back tears before continuing. “ Now the ones coming down with the
active phase of the disease will begin infecting those who didn't get it the first time around. We proved
that thisweek."

Doug shook his head, unable to comprehend how anyone, no matter how evil, could have loosed such a
plague on the world. He was speechless for amoment, unable to get his mind around the numbers.
Findly hesad, “1 can seewhy you don't want this getting out. But it will. Nothing that horrible can be
kept secret long. My God, June, just think of having to bury that many corpseswhile civil violenceis
tearing the country gpart! It can't be done. Unfortunately, I've seen situationslike that. On amuch smdler
scale, true, but ill..."



"l know. And that's not al. Secondary infections from unburied bodies and failing health sysemswill only
makeit worse."

"Christ. And what about our transportation system, the trucks and trains and ships and barges that supply
the cities? Not even counting the farmers. Before dl that breaks down the country better start stockpiling
food. So should the CDC.” Doug finished his drink and got up. He headed for the bottle of rum. He
picked it up and looked back at June. He saw the concern written on her face.

"Don't worry, I'm not going to get blind drunk and try to wipe the images from my mind, but | do want
one more. Then maybe we'd better eat.”

"| agree. Make me another, too—not quite as strong as the last one.”

* k x %

Presdent Marshdl had finished reading the briefing that included the same information June had passed
on to Doug. The only other person in the ova office other than alone secret service agent was Lurline
Tedd, his chief of staff.

"What in hell are we going to do about this, Lurline? When this gets out the country will go wild. | don't
know if even the army will be ableto hold things together.”

Lurline had aready been turning the data over in her mind, running through various options at a gpeed she
had become famous for. She had quickly reached the only decision that made sense. Sheran her fingers
through her short gray hair, touding it into adisarrayed tangle that had aso become famous and provided
gist for the palitical cartoonigts. “We've got the ones who started thisthing in custody, don't we?"

"Y eah, the CIA found them a couple of days ago, right back here, al except for that goddamned scientist
who crested the virus. Welogt track of him in South Africawhen the country started disintegrating. Hell,
Lurline, we even logt contact with our agents who were still searching for him. They're probably dead by

"Good. No, | didn't mean that the way it sounded. What | meant isthat we can use that as a sympathy
spin. Make sure a couple of the agents are depicted as black even if they weren't. Do you know how
those crazy bastards were captured?’

"No, but.."

"Never mind, make them out to be heroes regardless of how it actudly happened. And be sureto tell the
reporters that the geneticist who dreamed this whole thing up was not from the United States. Tell the
presswe think he was killed in South Africadong with the agents who had captured him. The
reporters..."

"Damnit, Lurline, you keep talking about reporterst Why in hell do you want the pressin on this? It's bad
enough that al the perpetuators except for that fucking deranged scientist were from America. Why tell
theworld?'

"Because you're going to order their public execution, right after aquick and dirty drumhead trid by the
army. The sooner the better. I'll get someone from the legd office to draw up the executive orders
governing trids under martia law. Wel€ft that out origindly. There's precedents, but best to nail it down
tight.”

President Marshd | rubbed his chin. The more he thought about the idea, the better he liked it. Trust
Lurlineto come up with away to divert public attention from the redl issue, at least long enough for the



military to get the country under control. A thin, measured smile grew on hisface.
"Okay, well doit. How about tomorrow night, primetime, for the execution?”

Lurline considered. “That'll be fine, but make sure the press gets atranscript of thetrid. I'll use
McAllister for that. He used to be a script writer. And make damn certain the players cited in the
transcript don't talk.”

The president smiled again. “1'll take care of that part of it. No need for you to get involved.”

Lurline didn't want to know how the lawyers and military judges would be kept silent, but she knew it
wouldn't be hard. Everyone has skeletonsin the closet. Besides, she knew that whoever the president
used would seeto it that the participantsin thetrial knew what would happen to them if they did bresk
their secrecy oaths. Skeletons would be the least of their problems.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Doug ran his hand over the soft smoothness of June's bare breast from where he was propped on one
elbow, admiring the perfection of her body. It looked perfect to him, at least, from the disheveled locks
of her wavy brown hair down to her dim legs and small feet. Fading bikini tan linesdrew his attention to
her firm breastswith their smal pinkish brown nipples and the flare of her hips guarding the lightly
trimmed triangle of curlsat thejunction of her thighs.

"You're beautiful,” he said. “ And that was a beautiful experience. | hope it was as good for you asit was
forme”

She reached up and caressed his cheek. “It was good, Doug, athough | wouldn't know much about first
times. Y ou're only the second man I've ever been to bed with.” Her eyesreflected amerry cheerfulness.
“And I'll confess, | was afraid God would strike me down dead for climbing into bed with any other man
than Charlie.” She pulled his head down for a short but emphatic kiss.

Doug laughed. “I'm glad he didn't.” He stretched back out and curled her into hisarms. Her bressts
pressed againg his chest then flattened as he pulled her closer. Within afew moments he could hear her
breaths becoming faster and heavier, desire making the sounds clearly audible.

Junetugged at his shoulder and shifted her position, silently urging him to make loveto her again. She
wanted it even more than she had the first time, wanted it to be dower and more intimate than their first
urgent coupling. The anticipation was compelling as he moved over her and planted little kisses on her
lipsand nose and ear. She moved again, lifting her hips, and fdlt their bodies come together, then gasped
as he dipped delicioudy insde her. She curled her arms around him and held him close as he began to
move. Her body responded eagerly, in dmost perfect tune with his. A rising tide of desire flooded her
senses, making her want him to be even closer. Shelocked her legs around him and felt and heard her
breath coming in short little bursts of sound, matching the dowly increasing pace of histhrusts. It seemed
to go on and on, becoming wonderful and thrilling; afloating, al-enveloping sensation that captured so
much of her mind and body that she forgot everything e se.

Doug heard June's voicerise to a crescendo of unintelligible noises, culminating in onelong, drawn out
explosion of sound as she found her release. His own body was caught up in the muscle straining intengity
of their second orgasm too, so much so that when it was over he barely had the strength |eft to move.

* k% k %

"Turnit off, Doug. | don't want to watch!” June turned and buried her head againgt his chest. The big
screen was showing arow of five scruffy looking white men dressed in orange jump suitstied to posts
with their hands behind them. Three of them had badly bruised faces; the other two might also have been
beaten, but they kept their heads hung down so that it wasimpossibleto tell.

The impending execution of the perpetuators of the Harcourt virus had been on the news al day, though
Doug and June hadn't seen it that morning. Most of their day had been spent in abewildering
remembrance of the night before. Neither of them had talked much about it but frequent touches and
kisses and sitting snuggled together while they talked said more than words could have. Doug was so
happy to bein her presence that he could barely stand to let her out of hissight. He was even happier
that June reciprocated hisfedingsin thelittle womanly ways of showing affection he had missed so much.
Therather strong Bloody Mary they had each consumed before breskfast compensated for the bit of
overindulgence in wine after dinner the night before. 1t was just enough to get them smiling and touching
each other even more, and had sent them off to bed again right after eating. The noon newscast was
when they first heard of thetria and scheduled execution.



Doug could understand the psychology behind making it public, and using afiring squad rather than lethal
injection. Not alowing blindfolds was another psychologica touch. He suspected that the bruiseswere a
caculated exhibition, meant to be noticed. When the sword was raised for the countdown of the order to
fire, he zapped it off.

June's body quivered as he held her. He stroked her temples and kissed the top of her head until the
trembling stopped.

"Thank you,” she said. “I've aready seen enough violence, even though | can't fed oneiotaof sympathy
for those brutes. I'm glad they had amilitary tria so the damn lawyersdidn't get involved and string it out
forever."

Doug stroked her back. “1 am, too, even though that transcript of the proceedings we downl oaded was
feke"

June sat up straight. “ A fake? How do you know?"

"l wasin the military, remember? | served on a court-martia once for an enemy dien guilty of murder.
I'm pretty sure at least parts of transcript were fabricated, if not al of it. For one thing, the timing wastoo
convenient—right after the White House itsalf was overrun, and right when the origin of the virusand
how many deathsit's going to cause was getting into the media. There may not have even been atrid at
al”

"Surely our government wouldn't—oh hell, that's just turning my face to the wall. Of course they would.
What else made you suspect it?” Sheleaned away from him, far enough that she could see hisface.

"Thewording. Those guys are supposedly from Mississippi and northern Louisiana, but the phrasing
attributed to them doesn't ring true. Remember, I'm an old southern boy, evenif | don't have the same
attitudes. The part of the transcript that has them ranting about how they were willing to die for the cause
of White Supremacy sounds more like it came from the mouths of college graduatesinstead of high
school dropoutslike all but one of them are. Then further on, it goes back to sounding like something
they would say, about the supreme court, abortions, gay rights and so forth, al in language about the level
of fourth graders. It gives the impression that they're about as bright as abunch of door knobs, whichis
probably true. | doubt that any of them, except maybe the one with a couple of years of college, have
|Qs higher than room temperature with the air conditioning going. The transcript was ahurry-up job and
they made mistakes. Hell, even that story about the CIA agentskilled in South Africawhile capturing
them sounds phony. It's more likely they turned them over to the Marines a our embassy there and then
got caught up in the rampages while they were il trying to hunt down Johannsen, that rogue scientist.

"l guessI'mjust naive. | might not have suspected anything wrong if you hadn't told me."

"Y ou're no more naive than | am—and that's what the government wants. They were counting on
reactionsjust like yours—and mine, for that matter.”

June looked puzzled. “What do you mean?"

"Weren't you glad to see those nutcases caught? And put to death? They've caused such ahorrible
number of agonizing degths, and they're the ones responsible for al the riots and violence and looting by
the black community. That's what people were thinking about al day; how they were going to get their
just desserts. And I'll bet you that the national commentators hardly even question the story of that
geneticist's desth. Y ou noticed they didn't mention abody, didn't you?'

June rested her cheek against Doug's chest while answering. Her voice was so hampered by emotion that



he could barely hear her. 1 guess you're right, Doug, once you made me face facts. But do you know
what the worgt part of it is?"

"What's that, sweetheart?"

"Weve known such things were possible for years, but we've concentrated more on how suicide
bombers, or how maybe an atom bomb or achemica weapons could be sneaked into the country by
terrorigts, and as much asignored how afew geneticists and abit of money could cause an epidemic
killing millions. We should have been monitoring genetic labs &l long and maybe prevented this."

Doug hated to contradict her, but he shook his head. “ Y eah, | guesswe might have. But June ... how
could we have stopped this when we haven't even been able to wipe out meth labsinside our own
country or heroin and cocaine smuggling? Hell, we can't even stop the goddamned oxy pipeline that feeds
pseudooxytocin solution to the date rape and pedophile customers. If | ever got my hands on any of
those lowlifesthat prey on young girls and women I'd probably execute them myself. Especialy the ones
that seduce kids not even out of elementary school. There's no worse scum on earth.”

"I'd take my turn with those, too. Let's change the subject, Doug. Thisistoo depressing.”

"Fine by me. Shall wetak about how pretty your eyes are? Or how much | like it when you tell me you
loveme?'

June blinked. Her lips parted as she remembered fairly screaming the words during the throes of her last
orgasm. A visible blush appeared on her face and neck. “Did | say ... yes, | did, didn't I? Oh, goodness,
Doug, I..."

Doug pulled her to him and kissed her asthoroughly as he knew how. “I think I'vefalenin love with you,
too. How did it happen so fast?"

"I don't know, but you make mefed like... like this was ordained to happen. Doesthat make sense?’
"It doesto me, and we're the only ones that count, aren't we?"
June nuzzled his neck. “Yes. But kissme again, just to be sure.”

Hedid. Shewas sure.

* k x %

This can't beright! Rafe Smith struggled futilely at hisbonds. He stared wildly at the riflemen preparing
to execute him and his cohorts. They're supposed to thank me, not kill me! He saw the officer raise his
sword and begin the count.

"Wait, wait! You can't kill me! I'll talk! | know who..."

"Firel” the officer called loudly, his sword sweeping downward in aprecise arc. Riflesfiring in unison
drowned out Rafe's last words. His body dumped forward against the restraints and hung from the pole,
lifeless. A physician moved onto the courtyard. As quickly as Rafe was pronounced dead, the doctor
retreated and it was the next prisoner'sturn to die.

Reading the charges, the sentence, then the execution and pronouncement of degath of the five white
supremaciststook along time, just as planned. The president had been the one to suggest that the
executions be stretched out so that the scene of their punishment would stick with the audience, both live
and to those watching the broadcast. He watched the first two himself, then got back to business.

* k k %



There were only three persons present in the underground bunker beneeth the big military base near Te
Aviv; Yitzhak Luria, the premier of Isradl, ShellaGoldblatz, his Chief of Staff and Genera Y adl Rabin,
the highest ranking man in the |sradli armed forces.

Yitzhak Luria's ancestors were amixture of Eastern European and second generation Sabra settlers. He
was short, sout and known among hisintimatesfor his cut-throat brand of poker. He was proposing to
play poker now on agrand and unprecedented scae. “WEell never have a better opportunity than right
now,” he said, hisvoice level and determined. “No matter what we do, or how many peace tregties we
sign, the Arabs are determined to wipe us out. Thisisour chance to end the threat for al time.” He stared
forcefully at the other two personsin the absolutely secure bunker. Mestings here were never recorded
and Lurianever brought an aide with him, nor alowed othersto do so.

"Iran and Pakistan have nuclear wegpons,” Goldblatz said bluntly. “What if they decide we're behind it
and retdiate? No, let me rephrase that: when they decide we set the virus loose they'll retdiate. What
then?’ She shifted the penetrating gaze of her clear blue eyestoward Y ael Rabin.

Luriafet the satisfaction welling up insde him. Goldblatz hadn't been angered or horrified at the very
mention of his proposd. Instead, he saw the remnants of the beauty which had once graced her face
become brighter and more apparent. Luriaturned to Yad Rabin. *Y agl? What about it?"

Genera Rabin douched lower in hischair and lowered his gaze, apeculiar posture for agenerd, but
Luriaknew he did it when he was giving serious consideration to a subject. His forehead below the
widow's pesk of silvery white hair wrinkled in thought. He remained silent for long moments before

responding.

"Iran is no problem. We know exactly where their nukes and missiles are and how to take them out.
Pakistan? Maybe. No, I'll cal that probably, depending on how much time | have to nail down the
locations. And I'm sure you redlize welll have to do a preemptive strike on both countries as soon aswe
st the virusloose, aswell as Egypt, Syriaand Jordan.”

"Why s0 soon?’ Goldblatz asked, brushing astraying lock of hair from her forehead.

"Think about it. Their biologists aren't dumb and you know they recruited scientists from Russia after the
USSR disntegrated. We know they're still working in Egypt for certain, and probably in Iran. As soon as
lighter skinned Arabs start dying, they'll redize we ingtigated a new epidemic and strike back at us, just
likewewould if our positionswere reversed.”

"All right, let's say we decide to do the preemptive strike right after infecting as much of the Middle
Eagtern population as possible with the virus ... what if they have one of their own?"

"Y ou mean avirus targeted toward genes specific to Jews?’ Luria asked.

Goldblatz shrugged her shoulders. The movement was barely visible under her jacket and swegter. The
bunker was always cold and she had come prepared. “If we can do it, so can they.” She knew the
Jewish population was particularly susceptible to avirus that went after particular genes. Jews carried a
number of unique genes smply by through long centuries of marrying only their own people.

Lurialet athin smile cross hisface. “Don't worry about it. We have aringer in the Egyptian’'s biowar
weapons development center and they pass information around. They don't have anything likethe
Harcourt virus yet, or like the one we've had for yearsthat can target Arabs. They are doing their
damnedest to develop one, though. Which iswhy | say strike now, while theworld is preoccupied with
all the blacks dying and we have the chance.” He paused then added what he thought would be the
clincher. “The good thing about our bug isthat it targets not just the Arabs, but al the Middle Eastern



countries.

"How s0?’ Goldblatz asked, as a new worry suddenly occurred to her. “How about our own Arab
ctizens?'

Luriashrugged. “It will get alot of them, true, but it'sa price we can pay. Theresalot of Arab
sympathizers among them, you know. That will solve another problem.”

"Even s0, theworld won't take kindly to this, Yitzhak. And apreemptive strike will initiate awar with al
the Arab and Middle Eastern countries. Americawon't help usthistime, not if they know we ingtigated
the new virus."

Luriaturned to Rabin. “ Generd ?"

Generd Rabin had been turning the complexities of the proposad over in hismind, including the certainty
of dl out war with their Arab neighbors should they decideto doiit. “Let methink,” he said. The bunker
was smdll, but still allowed room enough to pace. Rabin stood up. He lit acigarette and began walking
around the conference table, puffing furioudy. Clouds of smoke from the cigarette wafted up toward the
intake of the air conditioning vent. WWhen he had smoked the cigarette down so low that the scorched
smell of the burning filter was detectable, he sat back down.

"Asyou say, Yitzhak, well never have a better chance. And Sheila, | have to disagree. The Americans
will help. Maybe not publicly, but they'll see that we have sufficient replacements for munitionsand
armaments.” Helit another cigarette, got it going good and continued. “ There's the religious factor, too.
Half the people in Americaaready think the Harcourt virusisthe work of God, preparing usfor the End
Times. Those people will applaud usfor attacking the non-believers. And despite the anti-Semitism il
prevalent there, dmost everyone in Americawould love to see the Arabs get adose of their own
medicine. They've been the terroriststoo long. Trust me, they'll help usif we need it. Maybe not with
manpower, because they're tied up a home, but their Air Force will be freeto act if we need them. And
| know for afact, they have plenty of munitions stockpiled.”

Goldblatz wrinkled her forehead, trying to imagine why anyone would help them after loosing avirus that
might kill ahundred million people—and some of their own citizensaswell.

"Don't bother wrinkling your brain to go with those lines on your face, Sheila. It'ssmple. Besdes
everything ese, with the Arabs deed, the ail fiddswill be up for grabs. Do you think the Americanswill
let Russia, China, or Japan take them? Or the European powers? Not achance. They'll try, though. You
name a country with insufficient indigenous supplies and they'll begin loading their troop transports. The
Americanswill loveit if we get therefirst.” When he saw that Luria's Chief of Staff ill wasn't completely
convinced helooked at the Prime minister. *Yitzhak, may 17"

"Go ahead."

"Sheila, The American politicians already have their secret think tanks pinning down scenarios for
re-colonizing Africa, and their military planners are working up the contingency plans. They aren't about
to let other countriesgrab all the ail. But they're going to be tied down for awhile with so many of their
citizensdying. Thisviruswill clear out ahuge area of oil producing areas. Wherever Mouloukhiais egten,

they'l die”

"Oh.” Goldblatz's frown lines disappeared. She shook her head and said sadly, “Human nature doesn't
change, doesit? Well, better we ingtigate a holocaust this time than be on the receiving end, but let's not
fool oursavesinto thinking were superior to the ones who started this. We're going to be committing
genocide, pure and ssimple. And once the world settles down, we may be tried and executed, even



though no country isgoing to redlly be sorry to see the blacks and Arabs all dead. However, they'll need
some scapegoats to soothe their sensibilities and well be prime candidates.”

Her statement sobered the prime minister and the generd, but the planning went on.



CHAPTER TWELVE

Doug was sorry to see June have to go back to work Monday morning. He held her in hisarmswhile the
door to her apartment was still closed. He looked into her eyes and thought about how quickly she had
become the epitome of dl he held dear. “Y ou'll call soon asyou get off?"

"You know | will, sweet. Or better ill, rather than me calling, why don't you go back and gather
whatever you think you'll need and movein here with me?'

Doug gave her along kiss, but didn't let her go. “ That might be fine for when I'm off or on the day shift,
but I'd disturb you with my coming and going when | started working nights again. This placeis pretty
smdl, you know."

"| don't care. AT least you'd be here, and don't forget—sometimes I'll have to work late, too."
"I'll have to bring my guns and cleaning equipment and weaponswith me."

"l dill don't care.”

Doug grinned. “Must belove.”

"Itis, stupid man. Now kiss me again and let me leave before I'm late on Ameliasfirst day inthe
Director'schair."

Doug did kiss her again, but till didn't let her go.
"What isit now?'

"A key?"

"Oh. Just aminute.” June ran back to the bedroom and came back a moment later with her spare. “Here.
Make usanice dinner for tonight. ‘Bye.” She gave him aquick firm peck on the lipsand practicaly ran
down the hall toward the elevator.

* * % %

Nabil Hassan, an Arabic Jew with afase passport, didn't like to think about what he was doing. He
didn't know for certain that the contents of the little spray bottles of breath freshener he had already
carried to three countries were letha, but he suspected as much. No matter, he would carry out his
orders. Wherever hetraveled, he dispensed puffs of vapor from the tiny containersinto the atmosphere
of closed environments. He drove to the Syrian capitol of Damascusfirst, after the Mossad helped him
cross the border and provided himwith acar. Thefirst time, he Smply dispersed it into the intakes at the
ar termind, and then into the bathrooms of the jetliner on the way from Amman, Jordan to Bahrain, the
playground of Rich Arabs. From there, he was headed to Cairo, Egypt.

Nabil was only one of severa couriers, al agents of the Mossad, the secret service of Isragl. Perhgpsthe
Mossad wasn't quite as efficient asit had been in the past, but thiswas ardatively smple operation, even
though it portended enormous consequences for the future. Within aweek, it was done. The only
problem had been the increasing disruption of travel asblack Africanswho could afford it frantically
bought and bartered and fought over every available seet that would take them away from the sickness
that was consuming their compatriots at an ever increasing rate. Some countries had aready barred travel
from Africabut others ill dlowed immigration, particularly people with lighter skinswho possessed
technicd kills



Although Nabil and the others might have suspected they were spreading a contagious virussimilar to
Enterovirus harcourtii, they had no way of knowing that there was a great difference. This one targeted
agene peculiar only to the genetic pool of the Middle east and some areas beyond, causing it to begin
producing a protein which interfered with the protein another gene coded for, an enzymeinvolved in
metabolizing a byproduct of the Mouloukhialeaves of an Arab nationd dish by the same name. Thevirus
dtered the protein, causing the digestive pathway of Mouloukhiain those carrying the wrong geneto go
awry, producing alethd toxin that quickly caused death. Even the season wasright for the virusto
gpread and kill rapidly, late Spring. Mouloukhiawas hard to find after the season ended except for the
dried variety in gourmet or specidty shops. Nabil and his cohorts spread their tailored virus around the
Middle East just at the right time, when rich and poor dike were eating dishes made with fresh
Mouloukhialeaves.

* * * %

Doug took another bite of the pork roast and complimented June. “Y ou're amuch better cook than me.
Thisisgood.”

It was the week following histime off. June was working late almost every night helping Ameliaafter she
took over thereins of the CDC, but on this Friday night, she had called to tell him Ameliahad flown to
Washington and that she would be home early enough to prepare ameal hersdlf.

"Thanks. It would be better if suppliesweren't getting scarce. Ameliaistaking about having usdl est in
the cafeterias when rationing goesinto effect next week."

"It might bejust aswell,” Doug said, glancing over to where the workday weapons he was keegping in
June's gpartment were stashed, his heavy handgun and arifle/shotgun combo that wasjust being issued to
the security force. “It's getting alittle scary going out to shop. So many blacks have just given up and are
ether staying home or roving the streetsin armed gangs.”

"I know. | worry about you every time you leave the complex.”

Doug decided not to mention that it had been necessary to fire some warning shots to keep agang of
drugged up black youths at bay on one of his shopping trips. It would only cause her more worry. He felt
sorry for them. So young and aready having to Stare death in the face, through no fault of their own. The
army had begun using food as an inducement to get hel p collecting and burying the increasing number of
bodies. “It's hardly worth while anyhow, except for food. There's not much left in the shopsworth

buying."

"And it'stoo dangerous. |'ve seen how worried you are, Doug. It's thoughtful of you to try sparing me the
gruesome details, but don't you think Ameliaknows what's going on? And passesit on to me?"

Doug pushed his empty plate away and took asip of wine. Hisface waslit with awryly amused grin.
“Y ou're aways one step ahead of me. | guessif we decide to get married, 1'd better aways be honest
withyou."

June was aready up, preparing to collect the dishes. She came and stood behind his chair and put her
hands on his shoulders, then leaned down to tickle his neck with her lips. “If that was a proposd, |
accept, but let's stay engaged for alittlewhilefirgt if you don't mind.”

Doug felt June's pendant moving on his skin as she continued nuzzling him. He did out of hischair and
stood up. He kissed her briefly, then took the pendant in his hand, holding it so that he could examine it
more closdy. “Isthisthe reason?’

"Tak about someone being astep ahead. Y ou've known al the time what it was, haven't you?"



"Guilty, but I'm admiring, not complaining. | buried Doriswith her rings. Now | wish | had thought of
your idea, having them made into a pendant or aregular ring. It was abeautiful gesture and tells me what
awonderful, caring woman you are.”

Tears gathered in June's eyelashes. One separated and trickled down her cheek. Doug gathered it with
hisforefinger beforeit could fall and touched it to hislips. That induced othersto overflow. Sheleaned
againg his chest, unableto tak for amoment.

"I'm sorry; | didn't intend to make you sad,” Doug said softly.

"I'm not sad, silly; I'm happy. Never mind, if you want to get married now, we will."
"I do, but we can make it whenever you like."

"Promise?’

"l promise.”

"Good. Let the disheswait; let's go to bed.”

* * * %

Doug kissed June good by and reluctantly eft the bedroom. She was off for the weekend, but he had
two more weeks yet before having any days completely free. On the way to the security building, he
stopped twice for gas, thinking how glad he would be when the new building next to the CDC complex
was ready for occupancy. It was becoming dangerous for the guard force to go back and forth from
where they were presently housed to the CDC. Without the single army battaion patrolling the Streets of
Atlanta, he thought it would aready be next to impossible. At that, he was very dissatisfied that only one
company detached from another battalion had been assigned to help guard the immediate areaaround
the CDC. To hismind, it was grosdy inadequate.

Thefirgt place he stopped at was closed. The big front windows of the convenience store were shattered
and the shelvesinside strewn with rubble. He suspected that the owner had died and it had been looted
in his absence. He remembered the man well, ablack man in hisfiftieswith graying hair who dwayswore
acheerful gin. He once told Doug he had begun work there right out of high school and eventually bought
the storewhen its origina owner retired.

The second place was open but he had to wait in line. He noticed that many of the men wore holstered
handguns as openly as he had begun doing, while others carried rifles or shotguns as they pumped their
gas. A wegpon in Sght gave an obvious Sgnd: no easy pickings here.

By thetime hefilled up and paid for the gas and some non-perishable items he could store in the trunk of
the car until that evening, he bardy had time to make it to Gene's early morning briefing. TeresaWilliams,
William Jurgens and Gary Jones, the other three platoon leaders were aready there.

Thefirg thing he did was head for the coffee pot. The convenience store had been out. He poured a cup
and took his seat with the other three security heads just as Gene Bradley arrived. Doug thought he was
beginning to appear worn, but he got right down to business, asusud.

"Good news. The new security building will be ready two daysfrom now. Tell your troopsto make plans
to move their persond gear over there on their own time, but | want adetail of two men each from your
platoons tomorrow morning to help move our munitions. The army will furnish transportation, but they tell
methey can't spare the men.” Gene'slipstwitched in acaricature of asmile. “At least they're taking some
pressure off us now."



Doug thought about remarking on the conditions he was seeing to and from work, but the thought died as
Gene brought the subject up himsdif.

"Now for the bad news. In case you haven't looked at the news this morning, afoul rumor has gotten
dtarted that the government ordered the CDC to ddliberately infect the black population with the
Harcourt virus. That's going to causelots of problemsfor us. Conditions are dready dangerousin the
city, asI'm sure you know from the sights you see every day to and from work. They'll certainly get
worse after that rumor makes the rounds, and | wouldn't be surprised to see amab trying to gut the
CDC. There's dso an opposing rumor just getting started that the CDC has found a cure for the
Harcourt virus but is ddliberately keeping it secret so the black population will die off. If that oneflies,
well redly have problems.

"The government isissuing denids, of course, but you dl know how little faith anyone putsin government
statements these days. The more they deny it, the more people will believe the opposite, blacks
especialy. Any time people are faced with death, they start grasping at straws. That's how dl the bogus
cancer cures and remedies make money, smply by giving people hope when nothing €lse does."

He paused, asif annoyed at himsdf for getting off subject, then went on. “And last, we have the rdigious
element. Therésastrong feding in the country that the disease affecting blacksis smply aharbinger of
worse to come, the so-caled “End Times', and it's making believers edgy and dmost as dangerous as
armed blacks who havelost hope.” The security chief eyed each of them in turn. “I want you to make a
specid effort to squelch rumors and gossip and talk about religion playing arole here. | don't mean for
you to denigrate religion in any way, just tell your peopleit has no place on thejob. If necessary, relieve
them of duty and send them packing. | can guarantee that no EEOC or Department of Labor bureaucrat
will come sniffing around to see that you played fair with them.”

Gene paused, asigna for questionsif anyone had them.

"What's the real status of research on the virus, Gene? Arewe going to find acure or not?’ Teresa
asked. Doug knew her well. She had told him that her husband, adark skinned immigrant from India,
was showing thefirgt symptoms of thevird disease.

"That's out of the realm of my expertise, but | can say that none of my superiors have mentioned a cure
beingin theworks."

Doug knew that none was. June had first hand knowledge of what progress was being made, and so far
there had been very little.

"They'd better find one soon,” Teresasaid. “My husband will probably recover, but people expect the
government to produce something to combat aworld wide epidemic—when it comesto our shores,

anyway."

"Virology doesn't work that fast,” Doug volunteered. “ And cures for viruses don't come easily in any
cae."

"How about avaccing?"

Teresaasked the question asif she weretrying to find aray of hope somewhere. Maybe for her
husband's relatives, Doug thought. “Like Gene said, that's not my area of expertise, but as| understand
it, avaccine may be possible but it won't help the people dready infected abit. Vaccinesare only a
preventetive measure.”

"All right folks, back to our jobs. Werein charge of security, not viruses.” Gene glanced at hiswatch.



“Lagt item. I've asked for awhole army battaion to surround the CDC and make it secure from outside
threats. Barring some country tossing a nuke our way, of course. | think well get the troops after what |
heard on the news this morning, but it may take sometime. I've also asked to have our security force
doubled, but again that may take sometime. Stay dert and tell your people to do the same.

"Ohyes. I've ds0 asked that we be excluded from the draft now that Congress finally passed the bill. We
can't have the army taking all our best troops when they're dready trained for duty here. Now | think
that'sdl | havefor thismorning.” He glanced at hiswatch again. “It'stimefor you to go, too."

The four department heads stood as Gene | eft, his stride as hurried and purposeful as ever. In this case, it
wasjudtified. He needed to bein on a conference call to Washington.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Dov Rechtman watched the cockpit display change asathird of the Flight of F-22 Raptors split off from
the main body and surged ahead, on their way to Iran. He and the rest of them held back for refuding. It
had gonewell so far, just asthe contingency plans cdled for. The tanker was disguised asan El Al
commercia jet. Evenif they were spotted taking on the additiona load of fuel, no suspicions should be
aroused. It wasn't unusud to see lsragli fighter bombers escorting commercid airplanesin thisarea.

While hewaited histurn for fuel, he thought back over the route they had taken, down the Red Seaand
out over the Arabian Sea, with his own next stop Pakistan. He was confident that they would complete
their mission with a swest craft like the Raptor to fly and the very newest bunker busters on the
hardpoints beneath the wings. He heard three clicks, a pause, then two morein his helmet, the sgnd that
the tanker was ready for him. He extended the meta tipped drogue out in front of hisaircraft ashe
dropped afew feet then nosed dowly toward the refueling boom extending from the tanker, catching it
onthefird try.

Moments later he clicked hisradio twice, sgnaling that he wasfull, and eased back on the throttle enough
to disengage from the refueling boom. Now they were ready. He gave another series of clicks, sgnaing
that the mission was till ago. The fighters acknowledged and followed hislead as he began dropping
down toward the waters far below. They would go in at near tree-top level, depending on speed and the
stedlthed aircraft to disguise them. The disguised fuel tanker would head back to base, emitting some
clickson theway to make any ligeners believe it wasacivilian craft with an erratic radio which caused
theinitia clicking sgnals. It would be replaced with another tanker by the time they returned.

Later on, theflight split into more eements, each containing &t least two aircraft, aming for nuclear
weapons storage Sites, rocket silos and nuclear processing plants. Dov and hiswingman were going after
the nuclear facilities buried so deeply insde the mountains that the Pakistanis thought they invulnerableto
air attack, even with nuclear wegpons. Dov knew they were wrong, though he also knew the misson
hadn't been possible until last year when they had acquired the F-22 Raptors and the new, till top
secret, bunker busters.

A light began blinking on his pand, the computerized flight plan telling him it was almost time to begin
gaining dtitude. Shortly it began counting down the seconds. At dmost 1.6 times the speed of sound,
Dov began climbing, and now two other lights began blinking and cursers and other digitized numerdson
the display told him the exact dtitude and vectors he must match to begin the bombing run and how far
off the parameters he was. When the numeras indicating the accuracy of hisflight path went into the
fourth decima place, he engaged the targeting computer and went Weapons Hot. From here until the
release point, only adire threat would cause him to override the computer. The bunker busters would be
fired automaticdly at the precisetime.

One minute later hefdt thefirst of the bombs release, then seconds later it shot out ahead of him,
followed a exactly timed intervals by the other three. Seconds later the bomb, propelled by an extra
rocket assist built into it, penetrated deeply into the mountain then exploded, exactly on target. The next
went in with just enough time between it and thefirst for most of the gases from the explosion to be
expelled from the deep hole it had made. The second one burrowed deeper into the crater made by the
first and the third even deeper. The find bomb penetrated the voluminous underground cavern and went
off with tremendousforce. In the enclosed area, the pressure had nowhere to go except out the narrow
entrance the bombs had made going in, and the narrow entrance tunnel only wide enough for trucksto
pass, which was closed in any case. That wasn't nearly enough. The force of the explosion and the
heated gasesit created ripped facilities asunder, tore equipment apart and before it had time to dissi pate,



and collapsed the granite roof, burying the facility under thousands of tons of rock that destroyed
whatever was | eft.

By thistime, Dov's wingman had followed with his own ordnance, just in case thefirst hadn't been
aufficient or had malfunctioned. It wasn't realy needed, but it penetrated the rubble from the roof and
added more tons of rock over that which had aready falen. Also by thistime, Dov was dready into his
turn and hurtling back down toward the earth. At the proper moment he began leveling out. He was
joined amoment later by the other Raptor and they streaked back toward the Arabian Seawhere
another tanker would be waiting. He didn't try to notify the Isradli high command of the successful
mission. Satdllite imagery would show them and he didn't want to take chances now. With the Pakistanis
aerted, the return trip was the most dangerous part of the mission, but it had been part of atime on target
precision attack. Even asthe nuclear complex was rendered usaless, other wings of the Isradli Air Force
were atacking airfiddds al over the Middle East very smilar to theway they had won the Six Day War
many years ago. Dov felt an immense sense of satisfaction. Hisfather had been apilot in that war. He
was an old man now, but still aive. He would be proud of hisyoungest son's accomplishmentsthis day.

* * * %

Once Doug finished making rounds with the guards for the first two hour shifts, he returned to the little
cubicle he had been assigned as an office. The other three drifted in after him, nodded and began doing
the same thing as administrators do al over the world, reading reports, work schedules, abstracts and
projections. Some of them Doug didn't need to see, having aready gotten the information from June.
Other items on hismonitor did draw his attention, even though most of them didn't pertain to his
immediate concerns.

Chinawas making threatening noises as more and more of her citizensfel ill, even though it was
becoming apparent that many of them would recover. Taiwan was busy buying arms wherever they could
find them and dispersing troops to its coasts, expecting an invasion now that the United States had too
many problems at hometo offer help and protection.

Almogt athird of the blacksin Americawere showing at least some symptoms of the Harcourt virus, with
the curve still rising, but hospitals were so swamped thét little could be done for them other than palliative
measures. The government till refused to relax redtrictions on drug saes, even though the end stages of
the disease was extremely painful. Doug shook his head over that one. So far as he was concerned,
every redtriction on the books covering heroin and morphine production should be lifted. At least easy
accessto those two drugs would alow theill to die with some dignity. On the other hand, immigration
authorities were so short handed that the drugs were coming into the country amost openly, so for the
present it probably didn't make much difference.

The army was burgeoning with new soldiers as every man and woman who had prior military servicewas
subject to recall and the new draft law was caling up those of age who hadn't. They were being given
uniforms and wegpons and being flung into problem areas as quickly as possible, often with little or no
refresher training. Almost athird of the draftees ignored the initial summons, but he noted that anew edict
of themartid law governing the country now caled for penaties up to and including desth for falureto
report. That would take care of many reluctant soldiers, he thought. New bases were being opened and
old one reactivated to take care of theinflux of draftees who had to have military discipline and arms
training indtilled in them. The country was till holding together, though shakily.

Most of the African continent had degenerated into anarchy. Calls by the United Nationsfor troopsto
restore order had largely gone unanswered. Russiahad closed its borders with China. France wasin the
throes of one giant party. Germany wasissuing militaristic statements hinged with—

"Hey Doug, turn on the newd!"



Gary Jones voiceinterrupted his perusa of the flow of new information. Doug |ooked up to see him
gtanding in the doorway of hiscubicle.

"What isit?’ he asked, even as he clicked for atwenty four hour news channel on hislarger screen.

"lsradl just started awar! Goddamn, you'd think we had enough problems in the world without the Arabs
and the Jews going at it again, wouldn't you?'

"Uh huh, you'd think so,” Doug replied. “ Drag up achair if you can find room.” Asthe senior platoon
leader, he had abig wall screenin his cubicle while the others were still waiting on theirsto be ddivered.

The networks were carrying the new war as breaking news. As Doug watched and listened, hefelt the
presence of others come into his cubicle. He glanced over his shoulder and saw that Teresaand William
Jurgens had joined them. “Hi, Will, Teresa, join the crowd. Last one here gets to go back and fetch the
coffee”

Teresagrimaced, but it was afriendly gesture. “Why do women awayswind up bringing the coffee?’ she
asked rhetoricaly, but was back in a couple of minutes, juggling three cups and plastic spoonswith
packets of creamer and swesetener.

"Black,” Doug said shortly when she asked him how he took it. He groped for the cup, trying not to take
his eyesfrom the screen, and dmost dumped it al in hislap. It was showing amap of the Middle East
and beyond, with starbursts where |sragl jets had purportedly bombed. There were too many of them to
count immediately, but his eyestracked toward Iran and Pakistan first, countries known to possess
nuclear wegpons.

"They're attacking Pakistan, too! Why them?’ Gary asked, bewildered because she thought it wasn't an
Arab country.

"They have nukes—and while they may not be Arabs, they are Mudims. Samefor Iran, for that maiter;
they're Perdans,” Doug informed him. “The Jews are just making damn sure they don't get an A-Bomb
lobbed at them. But | don't understand why they started awar now."

"Maybe they're afraid the Mudims are blaming them for the Harcourt virus. It'skilling lots of Arabs, and
other Mudims besides, the dark skinned ones.”

"Could be,” Doug admitted, but he had seen nothing in the news or his briefingsto support that idea.
"They'll play hell getting usto help them thistime,” Teresaremarked.

"Y egh. That'swhat's puzzling. But maybe they think thisis an opportunetimeto get rid of the nukesin the
Middle East. Other than their own, of course.”

The otherslaughed, but there was no humor in the sound; it was smply atypical human response, where
laughter sometimes serves when nothing else will do. It was common knowledge that | sragl possessed
nuclear weapons and had for many years.

Therewaslittle factual information being broadcast, other than Isragl had launched air strikes on severa
countries, and that they were continuing. When the network began relaying the usua strident posturing by
political leaders, with Pakistan, Iran and the other nations claiming they were attacked without warning
and Isradl stating that they had been provoked beyond al reason, Doug turned it off. It still didn't make
much sense to him, but rather than discuss the subject without access to more facts, he shooed the others
out of his cubicle and got back to work. Noon rounds were coming up.

* * % %



"Areyou sure that woman we put in charge of CDC knowswhat she'sdoing?’ President Marshall asked
across the conference table.

"Adminidgratively, | can't say, Mr. President, but that redly doesn't matter too much right now. | cantdll
you she has top notch credentials as an infection control specidist, which iswhat the CDC is about, after
al. If she saysweve got anew virusloose, | think we can believe her.” Lurline Tedd was beginning to
wonder if therest of her life was going to be spent in astate of crisis. She didn't mind politica turmaoil nor
the bone grinding travel schedule of election years, but death dealing pandemics were something new to
her—and now there appeared to be a second one on top of the Harcourt virus.

"Okay, assume she'sright. Who did it thistime?"

"lsradl,” Generd Newman said flatly. “Not much doubt about it. According to the Foster woman, it's
targeting Arabs and Middle Easterners only. Who else would do that?"

He didn't seem particularly concerned, which made Edgar Tomlin uneasy. “ Are we going to help them?”

"Of coursewe are,” Generd Newman said. Heflicked an imaginary piece of lint from the deeve of his
uniform and stared a Tomlin until helooked away. “Y ou don't want the Russians or Chinese grabbing al
the ail fidds, do you?'

"Isit redlly going to bethat bad?’ Lurline asked.

"According to AmeliaFodter, it is. Her scientists say it'stargeting a gene that's specific to damn near
every person in the Middle East except Jews. It's even getting their Arab citizens. Another problem
solved.”

"What—oh.” Lurline suddenly realized what the general wasthinking of .

"Right,” President Marshdl said. “No more Arabsin our country either, if it Soreadsto here. Maybe we
can usetheir Mosgues for barracks.” He chuckled to himsdlf.

"Sir, dl Mudimsaren't Arabs. Infact, they aren't even amgority,” Lurlineinformed him, while shefdt
sck ingde at the way the president and Generad Newman were reacting.

"What?What do you mean?"

Lurlinelooked around and saw that the others were leaving it up to her to correct the president's
erroneous assumptions. She knew that in this case it was acommon mistake, not just something the
president didn't know. A mgjority of the population of the United States was woefully ignorant of
geopalitics, particularly whereit involved rdigion. Mot citizens equated Arabsand Idam in thelr
minds—or rather Arabs and Mudims. Mogt didn't even know that Mudlims were Smply practitioners of
the Idamic religion and numbered at least ahbillion. “ Arabs are just asmdl fraction of the Mudimsin the
world, gr. It doesn't even include Iran and Pakistan, though it appears that they're susceptible, too.
Actudly, only about fifteen per cent of Mudims are Arabs. Indonesais mostly aMudim nation, for
ingtance, but hasfew Arabs. Infact...”

The president waved ahand, indicating that he wasn't in the mood for alecture. “Never mind.” He turned
his attention to Generd Newman again. “Generd, just tell me what this meansfor us. Who are we going
to havetofight, if anyone?'

"The Jews are going to have to handle this one themselves, sir. Remember, a quarter of the army was
black before this crisis started and they're either dead or likely to be. Or they've deserted to be with
family memberswho areill. Asitis, were barely keeping order here at home and what troops we can



gpare for overseas are going to be busy securing nuclear power plants left untended and rescuing our
expatriates. What we can do isfunnel some munitionsto Isragl under the guise of using their airfiddsto
refuel the planes we're sending for our distressed citizens. However, I'll continue with our contingency
planning for taking over the ail fieldsin Irag and Nigeria, and maybe afew other countriesthat are going
to become depopulated fairly quickly.” The generd still didn't ssem concerned about the war |sradl had
initiated.

"And you don't think anyone ese will jump in?’

"Well, the Europeans certainly aren't going to challenge us. By the time they get around to agreeing on
anything, well have the army back up to levels high enough to discourage them or anyone €l se, except
maybe Indiaand China—and they haven't the naval power to project their strength likewe do. If China
attacks anyone it will be Taiwan, and why should we care about them now? There's awhole new
continent rapidly becoming depopulated, and enough oil there for the taking; enough to last for decades.”

"Y ou're sure they won't fight us?’ Presdent Marshal wasliking this more and more. No American
casudlties, il fields open for easy occupation, awhole empty continent to exploit. And perhaps best of
al, no moreracid problems. At least not from blacks.

"Mr. President, Chinaand Indiaare in dmost the same shape as us—except that most of their citizens
will recover, while most of our blackswill die. In the meantime, their economies are collgpsing faster than
apopped balloon and their manpower istied up treating the enormous number of people sick with the
virus"

"But our economy isgoing downhill, too,” Lurlineinterjected. “We can't lose over ten percent of our
population and expect it to stay hedthy.”

"All the better,” Tomlin said, suddenly recognizing the benefits of the rapid inflation of the dollar. “We can
pay off our debts with inflated dollars, where we haveto pay at al. Once we get past the hard part, this
viruswill be thought of asa Godsend for us, not a catastrophe.”

Lurline was as pragmetic and exacting in thought as aresearch scientist but thiswas going too far. “ Y ou
both sound like you're glad to see ahillion people dying. Don't you care awhit for them?"

"Lurline, theré's not adamn thing we can do for them. Isn't that what Amelia... what's her name, Foster,
told us yesterday? And if we can't, why not take advantage of the Situation? It's not like we Started the
damnvirus"

"Hveof our citizensdid."

"But we didn't order it done,” President Marshall said. “L ook, I'll have our U.N. Ambassador make a
major speech denouncing Isradl, just as soon as the news gets out about the new virus."

"Have her do it now, then he won't have to even mention the new virus,” Tomlin suggested.
"Right. Well do it that way. Genera Newman, do you have anything else to add?

"Were sgt, Mr. Presdent. Y ou've dready given me the authorization to strikeimmediately if any country
threatens to attack us during this crisisand you've warned al the nuclear powerswhat will happen if they
even think about using those weapons. All we haveto do now is St tight, wait for the blacksto finish
dying, then be ready to go wherever it will do usthe most good. | think we should even consider some of
the South American countries. They're going to lose dmost as high apercentage of their population aswe
are. Lots of dark skinned South Americans. And the Caribbean—just think of it. Well have afreereign



there, what with the blacks no longer in control.”

The president looked puzzled for amoment, then hisfacelit up. “Yes, that's right! Jamaicaand so forth.
They're mogtly black, aren't they?'

"And the Bahamas and alot of Cubans. It's about time Cuba got taken down apeg, | don't care what the
treaty says."

"Right. Edgar, why don't you and Lurline get together and go over our homeland security problems and
get the planners working on South America and the Caribbean. I'd like to talk to the generd awhile
longer about some weapons devel opment we've been postponing far too long.”



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Doug fumbled with the plastic bags of goods he had bought whilefilling up the car with gas, wondering
where June was. She hadn't answered the bell when he rang to get her to help with the packages. Finally
he set two of them down and took out his key to unlock the door. Inside, he found no sign of June. He
was beginning to panic when he saw the typed note pasted on the refrigerator door, thefirst place she
knew he would look upon arriving. He set the bags on the counter and read it.

Doug—Amelia got back from Washington and asked me to comein for a few hours. I'll be home
soon as | can. There's some frozen pizza we can have with the last of the wine, so don't cook. Love
youl.

(three hearts)
J

* * * %

Hefdt hisheart soften as he read the note and saw the carefully drawn hearts. A sense of love and
protectiveness swept over him, making him redlize that he would do amost anything to make her happy
and keep her safe. He also knew hisfedings weren't just areaction to anew love. The emotion that
engulfed him when he thought of her was like nothing he had experienced before, not even with Doris.
Perhaps it takes a mature person to really appreciate what love s, he thought. That, and someone who
reciprocated the love, as June so obvioudy did, even agreeing to marriage so soon after mesting, if that
waswhat he wanted. Another wave of love and ... what wasit? Admiration, that wasit. Love and
admiration waswhat he wasfedling. All his experience with her so far made him think she was as near to
perfect asawoman could get. It dso caused him wonder how he managed to get so lucky.

Hewas gill standing there, staring at the note with the door open behind him, when June arrived. He was
S0 deep in thought that he didn't hear her as she entered, nor see her as she stood and watched while he
read the note again and again. It was such asmplething, but the little hand drawn hearts she had added
to it touched himin away that amore explicit expression of love might not have. He took the note down,
kissed the hearts, then folded it carefully and put it in hisbillfold.

The sound of June sniffing back tears announced her presence to him. He turned and saw twin streaks of
wetness on her cheeks where the teardrops had made a path down to her chin. One of them was ill
hanging there. It dropped away as her chin quivered.

Doug had no idea she had been watching him. “June! What'swrong?"'
"Nothing. Nothing at dl, you sweet dummy. Come here.”

He moved toward her and she cameinto his arms, then hugged him so tight he feared she might crack a
rib. He heard her sobbing and findly it dawned on him that she must have watched him kissing the note.
“June, sweetheart, 1..."

"Don't say another word,” she murmured againgt his chest, where he could fedl her tears wetting his
fatiguetop. “A moment later she said “Y ou just touched mewhere live. Know what?"

"What?'

"| think I'm going to keep you."

* * * %

June added extra pepperoni and sausage to the frozen pizzato liven it up, while Doug poured a



coming-home drink for each of them from aliter of Jm Beam, the only bourbon he could find to use up
their liquor ration. He knew they were using the last pizza, too. As soon as she had the food in the oven,
she sat down next to Doug. Shefdt for his hand, found it and leaned her cheek against his shoulder. A
moment of quiet passed before she said anything.

"Y ou know, that was so sweet, kissing that silly little note then saving it.” She rubbed her cheek against
his shoulder, liking the sense of comfort shefelt being so near him.

"l guessI'm sentimental. | didn't mean to make you cry."

"I'm glad you did.” She pulled away from him far enough to see hisface. “Do you ill want to get
married?"

"Of course| do.” He squeezed her hand.

"Then let'sdo it tomorrow. I'm scared you might get away."

"No chance of that. But | don't know a pastor. Do you?"

"No, but | could ask around if that's what you want. What denomination?”

"June, sweetheart, | guess| should tell you, I'm not very rdigious. Well, actudly, I'm not religious at al."

She laughed. “ My, the things you learn about a man when you have him cornered. Asit turnsout, I'm not
ether. Y ou werein the military, though. Y ou should know amilitary officer can perform amarriage under
martid law."

"Redly?| didn't know that."
"Now | haveto confess. | checked into it. An officer can waive the blood tests and waiting period, too."
It was Doug's turn to laugh. “I've not only been cornered, I've been roped and branded.”

June et her drink down and pulled his head down to kiss him. “ Just roped. The branding comes
tomorrow. After that, you're mine."

"And youre mine, too. Why do | fed like| just won the lottery?”

June's expression suddenly went from happy to concerned as she looked at him, hisface only inches
from hers. “ Oh gosh. Seeing you with that note distracted me. Y ou may not fed like you won the lottery
after | tel you what Ameliawasin Washington for."

"What'swrong?'
"Therés another virus. Thistimeit'stargeting Arabs.”

"Sothat'swhy Isradl started awar. | wondered about that, when the Arabs were going to lose afair
percentage of their population anyway. | suppose they started the virus, huh?

"We don't know, but it's likely. The virologists have been working on some samples flown here for the
last week or 0. It's definitely abug that's been atered but they haven't sorted out its mechanism yet, how
it works. Doug, has the whole world gone crazy? |s someone going to loose avirus targeting whites
next? Or Redheads? Or ... or |eft handed Armenians, for God's sake!"

Doug pulled her to him again, trying to absorb the new calamity. His thoughts ranged wildly but kept



coming back to how he could protect her—and was dismayed that he could find no answer.
“Sweetheart, | guess something like this was inevitable once the genie escaped from the bottle and | don't
know what we can do about it, other than keep the CDC going and hope they can come up with
something.”

June nodded, unable to speak for thinking of the new tragedy occurring. Images of babies and children
gppeding to their parentsfor help asthey lay dying flashed through her mind. She shivered and held
Doug tighter until she could get her thoughts back in focus. Shelooked at him with tears Streaking her
face and chuckled weakly. “1 guess that's something else you're going to have to get used to. | cry easly,
even over things| can't help.”

"That's not abad thing. Sometimes | wish | could just let loose instead of holding my emotionsinsde me.
I've sure enough seen sights | wanted to just break down and cry over. And there's going to be more and
more of them.” He sighed. “Well, asl've dready said, it's nothing we can do anything about, other than
play our smdl role here. If there's any hope for bringing this under control it'sin placeslike this™

"Ameliasays she thinksit'stoo late to control what's|oose now. She's going to change the whole
direction of our research toward wide spectrum treatment of future vira epidemics and devel opment of a
generd classof viricides."

"Hasn't that been tried dready?"

"Oh, sure. Likewith the AIDSvirus. But just think, if al the research poured into developing avaccine
had been spent on treatment to begin with, instead of yearslater, awholelot of lives could have been
saved. Amdiarecommended that the president go to the U.N. with aworld wide program.”

"Hmm. I'll confess| haven't much faithinthe U.N., but | guessit couldn't hurt and might even help. Isn't
that the pizzal smdl?"

"Whoops!” June jumped up and ran to the oven, catching it just intime.

* * * %

Just as Gene Bradley—and Doug—had feared, the CDC complex rapidly became the focus of abailing
sense of outrage and betrayal on the part of the black population. Ever since thefirgt inklings of the
Harcourt virusinfecting only dark skinned persons, the blacks of Atlantaand other cities had begun
arming, with their rdigious leaders and militants dike urging dragtic action. When the new rumorsthat the
CDC had actually devel oped the virus and given it to the government to ddliberately soread among the
black population becamerife, the agitation reached new heights. Atlantawas more than fifty per cent
black, and even with a portion of the city population dying or dead, it was being augmented with ones
coming in from the countryside, and even from out of the tate, despite curfews and travel restrictions.

"We're getting some more troopsin Atlanta, but it's going to be next week before the army brigade
they're sending here arrives,” Gene Bradley told his platoon leaders. I've hired some more people and
asked the mayor to broadcast an appedl for volunteers. Frankly | don't know whether that was a good
idea or not—it may just stir the pot past the boiling point, if it isn't aready there, but | felt obligated to try.
| think it'sgoing to get red hairy here beforelong.”

"How about the army troops dready here? Can't they protect the complex?’ Gary Jones asked. He
looked very worried. Doug thought he had probably been following the same news accounts he had.

Gene thought for amoment, then shrugged and gave them one of hisrare smiles. “Therés only oneway
to find out, isn't there?” Then he sobered. “I've looked at dl the possible routes amob might take if they
become determined to get to us. I've narrowed it down to one probable path and one not so likely but



possible. Army commanders aren't real good at taking advice from civilians, even from ex-colonels, buit |
passed it on to the battalion commander. Whether helll assign any of histroops to help the company
we've already been given, | don't know. He does have the rest of Atlantato take care of and only hasthe
one battalion to work with.

"What | want you to do is keep your troops close and have those who aren't on duty ready to respond to
an emergency. Gary, | want you and Teresato set it up so that our off duty people are not only ready,
but organized as areserveforce, then pick two people to captain it while each of them is off. That way,
they'll know exactly how to respond and there won't be any waste motion.

"The mission will be the same: protect the CDC entrancesif attackers get that far. The scientistsworking
here are the best hope for the future and | don't want anything to happen to them.” Gene looked at the
othersto be sure what he said had registered. “ Comments? Suggestions?”

"I have one,” Doug said immediately. He had been thinking about it for the last few days. “If worst comes
to worgt, isthere any reason the CDC staff can't help defend the place?”

"| hate to bring amateursinto afight, but it's still not abad idea. | guess you can take charge of that in
addition to your other extra duty.”

"Other?'

"Oh. Sorry. | must be overworked; | meant to announceit first thing. Y ou're going to be second in
command here. If anything happensto me, you havethe bal. I'll talk to you later today about it."

"Thanks. | guess” Doug's response brought amild chuckle from the others.

"Anything else? Anyone? Okay, mesting's over.” Gene shoved his chair away from the table and was
gone before the rest of them were on thelr feet.

* * * %

Doug and June said their vowsin the office of the CDC Director a noon the same day, in front of a
harried looking army mgjor, with Ameliaand Gene as withesses and an equaly harried looking private
doing the recording. It went quickly. Doug was afraid the smplicity and impersona nature of the
ceremony would cause June to wish she had asked for something more traditional, but she appeared
radiantly happy afterwards, putting hismind at ease. After they had exchanged heartfelt kissesand
accepted congratul ations, the Mgjor and his clerk quickly left.

The honeymoon lasted dl of thirty seconds. Doug and June were preparing to make their exit and hurry
back to her apartment when Gene spoke up and stopped them.

"Don't leave yet, Doug. While you're here, you may aswell give Ameiaaheads up on your idea of
arming the staff. I've dready spoken to her about it, but it's going to be your show."

"Would you mind staying, too, June?” Amdiaasked. “I'm sorry, but Since Prince Charming isgoing to be
tied up for awhile, you may aswell keep him company.”

"I don't mind,” June lied as she and Doug exchanged amused glances at how quickly their mutud plans
for consummating the marriage before he had to go to work had been changed.

"Good. Let'sget toit, then. Doug?"

He went over the procedures, some of which he had dready put into motion that morning, surveying all
the staff who had armstraining and a so owned wegpons. He could supply arms to some of those without



from the security armory but not al, and preferred that they use firearmsthey were dready familiar with
should they be caled to help defend the complex. And he knew that if amob ever broke through the thin
army lines, they would need every one of them.

It was aprofessond briefing but he kept June's hand in histhe whole time, occasiondly bringing it to his
lipsand kissing her fingers. By the time he and Ameliawas finished, there was barely timeto go back to
the gpartment and exchange his civilian clothing for fatigues, then head back to begin his shift.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Emilee Balley's black face showed a patinaof perspiration under the harsh cameralights. Her speech to
the United Nations assembly had gone over about aswell as she had expected, perhaps better. She had
been interrupted only three times by shouts of violent disagreement and outright disbelief. At the end,
there was only a smattering of gpplause. She didn't blame the delegates for their less than enthusiastic
reception because she didn't believe half the words she had just spoken herself.

As she stood before the podium, ready to take questions, she wondered again why she hadn't smply
resigned—or better yet, disclaimed some of what she had been ordered to say. In the end, she had
decided to go adong. If she hadn't, she would smply have been replaced and someone else put in her
place to make the same speech—and she thought she very well might have been permanently silenced
and her degth attributed to the Harcourt virus. Her newly appointed “aide’ sat behind her, a constant
reminder of how extensive were the powers granted the president under martia law. He was an agent of
the Homeland Security Council, there to be sure she said what she was supposed to—and to let her
know that the surviving members of her family could be locked up indefinitely without chargesif that was
what it took to keep her inline.

Emilee doubted that much would get donein any case. Most countries had a percentage of blacks and
dark skinned citizens and were busy at home, just like the United States was. She could ook out over
the chamber and see that dmost every seat was filled—but she knew that some of those ambassadors no
longer served effective governments. In some of their countries, there was no government left at all.

Phrases from the speech she had just given were il running through her mind. ... demand that | srael
cease all offensive operations immediately ... stand ready to offer unconditional assistance to the
beleaguered continent of Africa and all other areas afflicted by the Harcourt virus ... no territorial
ambitions in Africa nor designs on the Arab world ... stridently deny providing assistanceto Israel
in carrying out their air strikes ... must put our own house in order ... deny in the strongest
possible terms that the United States government had anything whatsoever to do with instigating
the Harcourt virus. The proof should be apparent in the fact that our country is also suffering
grievously from ... have no knowledge concerning the new virus that has cropped up in the Middle
East ... That satement had been inserted into her speech at the last moment as news of the new virus
became public knowledge.

Therewasmore, but it al went into a summation of how the United States was making every effort to
restrain Isradl, find acure for the Harcourt virus, render aid to Africaand other afflicted nations, help
Russiaand the European powers to secure nuclear power plants that were at risk of being abandoned,
and in generd tdl the world how benevolent and helpful her country’s efforts during the criss were. Parts
of the speech were true, but other facts had been shaded and she knew she had uttered some outright
lies. Modern diplomacy, she thought with bitter salf loathing.

Her answersto the questions were little more than arecap of the text of her speech. Asquickly asshe
decently could, she declined to provide any more answers and took her seat. She did her best to ignore
the derogatory remarks coming to her trandator earphone during the debate that followed. Fortunately it
didn't last but another hour, then was suspended until the next day. After that, she had a short break
before meeting with the Permanent Security Council members, where the red decisionswould be made.
Not that she thought much would be accomplished there, either.

* * % %

Doug's platoon was on the three to eeven shift. He wastired but not impossibly so when he arrived back
at the gpartment that he and June were aready beginning to cal home. During the day he would have



been amused at the sight of men and women in white coats carrying their own trash out to the dumpsters
had it not been a portent of how many vacancies there were for workers who performed the mundane
but necessary housekeeping tasks al over the country. The cafeteriafood was suffering from the same
shortage. The potatoes at dinner had been lumpy and undercooked and the meatloaf had an odd taste to
it that he didn't carefor, asif it had been diluted with too many crackers or bread to make it go further.

June was awake and watching the news when he came in, wearing athin yellow sk robe, a souvenir
from amission to Thailand afew years ago. It shimmered as she sood up to greet him, some of the
fabric clinging to the curves of her body asif attached to her, while others parts of the materid flowed
with her movements, presenting as pretty a picture of anew bride as he could ever wish for.

"I thought you would bein bed by now,” he said, leaning hisrifle carefully against thewall and taking her
into hisarms.

"l was, but | set the darm so 1'd be awake when you came home. Have you eaten?”
"I had abite a work. Don't worry about it. How was the rest of your day?"

She pointed to thewall screen. “ About likethat. | didn't fed like reading, so | watched how theworld is
going to hell until I couldn't stand it any more, then turned it off. Are you ready for your drink?"

"If you don't mind. | need something to perk me up; it's been along, long day.”
"Go ahead and get your shower; I'll makeit for you."

"You'readoll. Also adutiful wife. And abeautiful one. Make it adouble because I'm only going to have
one.” Hewinked, kissed her in amanner that promised much more later and headed for the bedroom,
unbuckling his holster belt as he went.

When Doug returned afew minuteslater, fedling clean and somewhat refreshed, June had turned off the
news and was Stting in quiet slence.

Doug sat down and took abig sip of his bourbon and water, savoring the bite and the warmth it started
inhismiddle. “ Anything good on the news?’ He did hisfree hand in under the hem of her robe and
caressed her thigh with gentle motions.

"Not on the news, but Ameliagot something good in the feed from Washington. It's not being made
public yet, though. Remember that scientist who created the virusfor those Nazi skinhead nutcases we
executed?

"Johannsen? Sure. Did someonefindly pop him?
"Even better. He's been captured.”

"Why isthat better? Welll just execute him, same as those other Aryan supremacist bastards. For my
money, he ought to be hung up by hisballs and beat to death with rusty barbed wire."

"Ameliathinks he might be able to help find acure, or atreatment. Possibly avaccine. She's requested
that he be brought here and put to work under armed guard.”

Doug wasn't ascientist but he tried to keep up with developments, particularly since taking his present
job. He couldn't follow the reasoning. “What can he do that the scientists here can't?!

"I don't know the details, but Amelia said he might be able to help by re-creating the steps he took to



dter thevirusin thefirg place. | haven't got the knowledge to judge, but if she says so, I'll trust her.”

"Well, yeah. Still it'stoo bad that madman is going to be alowed to live longer than he should just
because of what he knows."

"| agree but helll certainly have our scientigts right beside him, hurrying him up. And when we're finished
with him, the army getshim and he can join hiscompanionsin hdll.”

Doug grinned humorlesdy. “If thereés any blacks|eft inthe army, | surewouldn't let any of them beon his
guard detal.” He thought a moment. “ For that matter, | wouldn't et any of the blacks till left in thelab
get closeto him. He might wind up being injected with alethal dose of bubonic plague or something
amilar.”

"I think I'd inject him mysdlf if | knew we were through with him. | just can't understand how anyone
could do what hedid."

Doug finished the last of hisdrink. “Dontt try to understand psychopaths like that. Y ou can't.” He stood
up and reached down a hand to help her up. When she was standing he stroked her back with one hand
and fondled her breasts through the thin silk materia of her robe with the other. “ This robe makes you
look even more beautiful than you already were. Too bad you're going to have to discard it so soon.”

June's hands were aready clasped together behind his neck. She smiled. “I'll just have to suffer. It's not
likeyou can't seemeinit again. Theitinerary for any new brideincludes|ots of dressing and undressing.
And fun in between, s0 let's go try the in-between part.”

"Spoken like atrue bride. And the groom won't put up abit of resistance. Shucks, he may even help a
bit."

"Hed better!” June laughed. They dmost bumped into the bedroom door from not being able to take
their eyes off each other while heading toward the bedroom.

* * % %

Qualluf Taylor was wdll satisfied with the results so far. He had taken over the reins of Mustafa Jones
large sect when itsfounder died in Shreveport; from the Harcourt virus as the church biography had i,
but in redity from asimple heart attack. Qualuf did nothing to discourage the church version of his
demise. With itsfollowers and his own Church of Blacks, he now headed the largest and most militant
black organization in America. He was an accomplished preacher, an activist, and had both adegreein
theology and aPhD in psychology from Y ae. He used his knowledge of the factors which motivated
human behavior to good effect with the church. In this case, he knew that thinking the death of Mustafa
Jones came from the Harcourt virusimpelled hisfollowersto heights of rage that dying of asmple heart
attack could ever have done.

Quadlluf Taylor was an educated man but he had little problem convincing himself that the virus had been
developed by the CDC, not after his son had contacted it in Africathen disappeared into the chaosthere,
nor in believing they possessed a cure they weren't sharing with the world. Even if he hadn't thought the
rumorswere true, he would have used the prevailing beliefs of the black community to lead the Church of
Blackson their crusade, for if they weren't true, what €lse was left for the black community except
vengeance? Virus asde, he would findly get revenge for his brother, abad apple who had been
sentenced to lifein prison, then killed there while hiswhite companion got only ten yearsfor the same
offense. Wayward or not, the difference in the punishment was grosdy unfair. That was what had Sarted
him on thisroad to begin with, long years ago.

His penetrating gaze held the members of the church council in thral while he explained what came next.



"Theairport isin our hands so the white army can't bring in reinforcements by air. Now we have to take
the CDC before that bug killsusal. They got the curedl right. All we got to do is capture the scientists
and wring their scrawny white necks until they be glad to tell us. That means no killing except the guards.
We going to wipe out every single one of them motherfuckers, then wipe our asses on they clean white
underwear, but leave the scientists dive.” Qualluf could spesk perfectly correct English but waysthrew
in some black patois when in the company of hisfellow blacks. Perfect English marked abrother asa
white toady, no matter what hisfedings.

Qualluf scanned the faces again, seeing the anticipation and anger on every face there. He thought of the
millions of dark skinned bodies buried in mass graves around the world and the anger rosein him aswell.
The scientistswould die, too, just as soon asthey disgorged their secrets. And if they didn't give them up,
they would die anyway. The small closed room reeked of stale food and body odor, alegacy of thelong
drivefrom Louisanato Georgia. No maiter. He would shower tonight, but not until he finished with the
white woman. Let her shrink from hissmell; Iet her cry and wail al she pleased; the more the better so
long as others heard her. Qualluf didn't redly enjoy the experience; in fact, he felt sorry for the woman.
She had nothing to do with starting the violence, but that wouldn't stop him. She was guilty by
association, and he had to show his followers how heartless he could be, how ruthless and uncaring
about any disaster befaling awhite person. Besides, nothing could compare with the disaster his people
were suffering.

"Okay, tomorrow be the big push. We going to take casualties but we got the power and we got the
gunsand we still got the bodies. You dl listen to Fridge and do like he say. Y ou know he beenin the
military and he know how to handle them wimpy white army boys. Just remember, do what you liketo
the guards and the army but don't hurt the people inside. We got to have them if we going to live."

Qualluf sat back and let Ali “Fridge’ Green take over.

Ali was nicknamed after an old professona football player who had been caled “ The Refrigerator”
because of his size and irresistible momentum once he got going. Ali was arecently retired infantry
Sergeant Mgor with more combat experience than most active duty soldiersin thiseraof terrorism and
guerrillatactics. His specidty had been urban warfare.

The Fridge took over and began going over the routes toward the CDC with hislieutenants, the known
army positions and what they could expect in the way of resistance. He knew aimost to the inch where
the army guard posts were located, how they were manned and how many soldiers were on duty at any
given minute. All thisinformeation was being fed to him by alighter skinned black serving with the smdll
army unit guarding the CDC complex. The man relished passing the data to the Church of Blacks; his
wife had died three weeks ago from the Harcourt virus.

The only part of the operation that Fridge didn't care for wasthat it had to be carried out during daylight
hours; there was no way to compete with soldiers who had access to night vision equipment. Fortunately,
the airport had been relaively easy; the smal army contingent was too busy holding the lid on Atlanta
proper to think of the airport, avery stupid mistake on someone's part. With the airport in his hands, he
fdlt like they had agood chance of succeeding. They would have the CDC complex in hand well before
army reinforcements with heavy wegpons could arrive. Anything coming in by chopper, he thought they
could handle with the haf dozen shoulder-fired missilesin their possession. Adding to that advantage,
mogt of the metropolitan police force had disintegrated with the loss of so many blacks and the desths of
S0 many otherstrying to keep the city under control. What few were |eft kept to the white precincts and
samply tried to limit the damage there. The black neighborhoods were |ft to their own devices and the
whites were sticking as close to home and work asthey could, fearful of being assaulted by angry and
frightened blacks, or even white miscreants taking advantage of the lawlessness.



Shortly before dawn, thousands of dark skinned men and women began marching toward the CDC
complex, intent on either beating the cure out of their white scientists or putting them to degath, the very
same fate they believed every dark skinned human on earth faced in the near future.



CHAPTER SXTEEN

Generd Newman couldn't help but be satisfied that the armed forceswerefinaly going to be built upto a
level he and the other members of the Joint Chiefs considered adequate, even if it was coming about asa
result of aworld wide caamity. He worried a bit about the enormous task of integrating al the recalled
former servicemen and women back into the service and getting the new draftees trained and into the
field, but that was what subordinates were for. His main concern was stability in the nations possessing
nuclear weapons—or biowarfare agents such as the Harcourt virus, or that new one, the Goldwater
virus, named after the first patient known to have died from it. He thought it wasironic that the first
person to succumb had been an Isradli citizen of mixed Arab and European ancestry who had the bad
luck to inherit the wrong gene from his Jewish father and Arab mother. The man had been even more
unlucky to be a passenger on the aircraft harboring Nabil Hassan and hislittle spray bottles |oaded with
the deadly brew. He knew that Nabil Hassan had been caught with the goods on him and executed.

Generd Newman chuckled to himsdf, thinking that Goldwater would much rather have lived than have
his name immortaized after his degth as the Goldwater virus, though it was seldom caled that except
among professionas and those who avoided derogatory language. It was more commonly referred to,
especidly in casud conversation, as“The Arab Virus', after the group it infected. In truth, he knew it was
letha even to some non-Arabs such as Iranians because of their common ancestry. And he had to give
the Jews credit—they had loosed the bug even knowing it would infect some of their own citizens.

Genera Newman redlized he couldn't predict which nation might produce the next pandemic, though the
intelligence agencies pointed to saverd with the possible capability. He couldn't order them nuked,
though, no matter how much he might think it would eiminate arisk. There was too much of achance for
escdation. Maybe later, if things worked out.

His primary concern now was holding the country together in the face of the increasing disruption of
supplies and continuing violencein the big cities. Part of Los Angeles had burned to the ground before
the bitter, vengeance-bound rioting of its black citizens had been subdued, and part of Chicago was
heading in the same direction. He shuffled requests for troops and reinforcements from around the
country with an eye on vitd areas of industry or transportation hubs. Those received priority. Then there
were the nuclear power plants.

Already, he had been forced to send reinforcements to the few plantsin Africahis soldiersand armen
were guarding; White faces were anathemain that continent, and there were still plenty of
revenge-minded blacksleft dive. The whites of South Africaat last report had been wiped out amost to
the man, though not without some fierce battles. And now that the Goldwater virus was getting up steam,
he was going to be forced to send more troops, these into the Middle East, and have others ready. |srael
might help later, but right now they had their hands full fighting off the Egyptian, Syrian and Jordanian
armies, the same old antagonists who had been dugging it out for well over haf acentury. Whatever else
happened, he had to try to keep any of those nuclear plants from melting down and contaminating the
wholeworld.

Then there was Chinaand India. So far both nations seemed content to make noises rather than trying to
invade other countries and that was good. India especialy was probably glad in some perverse way that
Pakistan was under the viral gun—or their leaders might have been glad had not so many of their billion
citizensbeenill. Many would die, but many more would recover. If the country stayed together, it might
causetrouble later on. Chinawas even more of aproblem. He serioudy doubted from the intelligence he
was recelving that Chinas central government could prevent the country from fragmenting into a

bal kanized travesty of anation, where different provinces would be ruled by warlords and with God



himsdlf not knowing who controlled their nuclear wegpons.

The generd sighed. Problems, problems, but perhaps before it was dl over, the world would be aligned
differently and much moreto hisliking. He pushed those concerns aside for the moment and turned his
attention back to the most pressing problem requiring action, Atlantaand itsicon, the CDC. The
president had decided that whatever else happened, he couldn't allow the damn black monkeysto
destroy that haven of scientific talent. General Newman had to agree with himinaway. The CDC
complex had gathered the best virologistsin the world to work on the new diseases. There wasno telling
when they might be needed in the future. He had been forced to cancel the intended airlift of an army
brigade to Atlanta. The rioters must have some sensible leaders because this time, they took the airport
before the loca s could react and blocked the runways by driving vehicles out on them, then burning or
rigging them with explosives. Another armed mob was headed straight toward the CDC, killing and
looting asthey came. They had to be stopped, somehow. Reluctantly, he picked up the phoneto dert the
last two battalions of airborne troops he had available for deployment and ordered them to jump into the
suburbs tomorrow morning. He knew it would be chaotic and very, very messy but here was nothing else
to do; he didn't even have enough helicopter trangport available for them. Atlantawould just haveto
suffer. Urban warfare was never pretty. He got a battalion of Marines moving by road from the east
toward the airport, then turned hiswatch over to the vice chairman. He knew he was dopey from lack of
deep; otherwise he wouldn't have delayed so long making those decisions, though he il didn't fully
agree with the presdent. All the blacks on earth could die so far as he was concerned, and good
riddance.

* * % %

Ameliawas up and in her office early; she had been so tired the evening before that when shefindly had
been able to get away she still hadn't gone over the latest progress reports. Her conscience had pushed
her to comein early today and review them before starting the regular day's work.

She entered her password and pulled up the files from each department and began scanning them, trying
to absorb the gist of each, if not dl the details. It was a chore she didiked, but a necessary onein order
to supervise the direction of research and alocate resources to the most promising projects. Thefirst
thing she saw was that Johannsen, the rogue scientist responsible for the Harcourt virus, had arrived late
yesterday evening and was being guarded by amixed detail of Marines and government security agentsin
arecently depleted basement storeroom. She thought she had better warn the virologists—in fact, al of
the staff, to watch him closdly and report anything he did out of the ordinary to her immediately. She
wasn't about to trust a psychopath like that very far.

Therewas il little progress on devising avaccine. She made anote to pull two of the scientistsworking
in that department and reassign them to drug research, where she found afew hopeful signs of possible
treastments, if till tentative and largely untested ones. She began hurriedly scanning the following file, one
concerning the latest bits of knowledge about the Harcourt virus, not expecting to find anything useful
there. She dready knew more than she wanted to about how that damnable virus worked.

Suddenly her gaze hung up on a sentence. The words seemed to fairly legp off the screen and into her
mind. Could it be possible? She read it again, then took a deep breath and went back to the start,
reading more dowly thistime. Eventually her breathing dowed to norma as she found only ahint of whet,
for afew excited moments, she hoped desperately was happening. Unfortunately, it waslittle more than a
hint. She sighed with disappointment, even while cagtigating hersdf for expecting anything likeavirusto
be so smple asto changeits characteristics overnight. However, it was certainly worth following up on.
She decided to assign more peopleto that end of the research, even before knowing where she would
find them. Just as she Sarted on the next file, her phone rang.



"Amelia, thisis Gene. Alert your people. It lookslike weve got abig crazy mob heading thisway, and
the airport's was taken over by amob last night.”

"All right, but what...?” She heard a click as the phone disconnected and she was suddenly speaking only
to hersdlf. Despite the speeded up best of her heart, she yawned. It was still early. She looked over to
the coffee pot and saw that it was ready. Her hand trembled as she poured. When Gene sounded
excited, it could be nothing but trouble. The first person she cdled to come in was June. As she put down
the phone, she was suddenly grateful that Johannsen had arrived here before the airport was closed. He
and his guards must have comein on one of the last flights before it was overrun. It was possible he had
some ussful information, but she redlly didn't hold out much hope.

* * * %

Doug woke to the persistent sound of the phone ringing. He glanced at the bedside clock. It was
blinking, signaling that sometime during the night a power outage had occurred. As he reached for the
phone, he dreamily thought that he and June might not have noticed even if it had happened while they
were still awake, so absorbed in each other they had been. He plucked the handset from its cradle and
handed it to June, who was dready Sitting up. The sheet had cascaded down to her waist with the
movement, leaving her as prettily bare to the waist as a generoudy endowed centerfold from the old
Playboy magazines he had perused as a youth, except that she was more beautiful in hissight than any of
the remembered images. And redler, he thought, reaching for hiswatch to see what timeit was. He
blinked as he saw that it was only four in the morning.

June nudged him. “It'sfor you."

Uh oh, he thought as he took the phone. A call thistime of the night could only mean trouble.
“Craddock,” he said.

"Get here quickly, Doug. We've got troubles,” Teresa said without identifying herself and hung up, no
doubt to call others on the lis—or to rush toward whatever crisiswas at hand.

He replaced the phone and pushed the sheets away. “I've got to go, sweetheart. There's some kind of
Security problem.”

"What isit?'

"I don't know, but that was Teresa. She never panics and she wouldn't have called without a damn good
reason.” He leaned over to kiss June then swung hisfeet off the bed and stood up.

By the time Doug was dressed and had collected his wegpons and gear, June had a cup of instant coffee
waiting. Hetook it gratefully, kissed her again and hurried toward the elevator. Behind him, June was
taking acal from Amediathat had her up and dressed so fast they might dmost have shared the elevator.

* * * %

The new security building was ascene of utter chaos when Doug arrived. They had barely gotten moved
inand orderlies and couriers had little ideawhere each platoon was quartered, where the officeswere,
where the command centers were located, and in many cases who was even in command of different
functions.

He reported to Gene and was immediately told to start trying to get the lines of communication working
smoothly and send dl the troops off duty to their aternate pogts, particularly to the front of the complex
where it gppeared the mgority of the mob was heading.

Doug got busy but was hampered by the fact that many still hadn't gotten the word that he was Gene's



deputy. He couldn't contact Teresafor long minutes, though Buddy answered his phone quickly.

"Doug, I'm getting my off duty boyslined up. Well be ready to go in afew minutes, but some of them
don't remember which command they'rein. | heard shooting from where the army company is
headquartered. Maybe Teresa decided to see what the Situation isthere. | haven't been able to contact
her."

"Get your troops to the front entrance and position your fire teams as soon as you can. Don't worry
about Teresas people; I'll take care of them. And don't worry about who belongs where; just make sure
they have their weapons and ammo and get them going. This probably isn't going to be much fun, so
keep your phone open as much asyou can. I'll touch base with you quick as | know something more.”

"Areweto fire before being fired on? What're the rules?’

Doug didn't hesitate. “If you decide there's athreat in your section, do whatever you think is necessary
and I'll back you. Whatever happens, we have to hold them away from here.”

Doug began rounding up deepy-eyed squad leaders and getting them organized to help defend the
complex. He knew the Stuation was going to turn into a bitch before the day was over, if not before. Too
many new people, too much ground to cover, little or no air cover. If it cameto fighting, it was going to
be just like urban warfare—in a Situation made to order for the attacking force.

Priorities has been set dready and weren't to Doug's liking, even though they made sense. The science
building where the research saff were both working and living and the trestment facility werefirstinline
to hold and defend. After those the new security building and the trangent apartments were next. The
adminigrative building waslast on the list, the very place where June would be working during the day
and the worst-situated for defense. Hertried to keep that out of his mind, but he couldn't help worrying,
especidly asthe gunfire he had been hearing in the distance began increasing in volume.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Asthe impending battle for the CDC was shaping up, President Marshal was attending his combined
intelligence briefing, the one he didiked because of the presence of the vice president. There was nothing
in the congtitution or government protocols that forced him to invite Vice President Marlene Santes, but
for dl hissmal minded, provincid and prgjudiced attitudes, he did have a sense of duty toward
government that impelled him to keep her at least margindly informed, and thisweekly meeting wasthe
method he chose. The world situation was so dicey that if something happened to him, say a heart attack,
stroke, or—but he didn't like to think about the last one. He was perfectly capable of committing troops
to action where many of them might be killed or maimed, but he was a coward at heart. The thought of
combat had kept him from enlisting for aterm in the armed forces, even though he had considered it for
politica advantage a onetime. In the end, it hadn't mattered because he had attained the ultimate prize
anyway. And if thefird little S deways approaches to Genera Newman were an indication, he might
remainin the ova office past the norma two terms. Right now the thought of holding onto power was
little more than fantasy, but perhaps...

He got histhoughts back in order as Vice President Santes entered the briefing room. A sense of duty
might compel him to keep her in the loop in case she had to suddenly take over the reins of government,
but that didn't make him like her any better. She was a symbol of the changing demographic map of the
United States—though the map wasn't quite the same now as it had been when he put her on theticket; a
necessity in order to collect enough of the Hispanic, women and black votesto get into office. Already
some five million blacksin North Americawere either dead or dying, with at least haf that many
Hispanics, and many more of them either ill or faling victim each day. After the Harcourt virusran its
course, he doubted he would have to use Santes to win election again, though it was too soon yet to
know. Politicswas agame of days and weeks, not years.

"Hello, Marlene, how are you thismorning?’ he welcomed her courteoudy, stlanding up when she
entered the room, like he had been taught as a child. He thought Marlene appreciated the little courtesy,
athough it was hard to tell. She kept her thoughts close to the vest. A fantasy of her naked and
submissive raced through hismind, asit frequently did in her presence. She was quite attractive,
especidly so for her age, with no trace of gray in her dark auburn hair and no sign that she might be
dyeing it. Even though shewasin her fifties, she fill had adim, curvaceousfigure and few wrinklesto her
face. Her dark eyes; bedroom eyes said some pundits, probed at him and he thought she found no fault
with hisgresting.

"I'm fine, Mr. President, thank you.” She nodded to General Newman, Edgar Tomlin, Lurline Tedd and
Cantrdl Willingham, the new secretary of state designate. “ Gentlemen, Lurline.”

"Shall we get arted then?” Seeing no dissent, the president turned to the Secret Service agent. “ John,
I'm sure well be fine, and there are some matters here which don't need to be overheard.”

John Dawson nodded and |eft the Ova Office, hisface impassive, but his mind whirling with what he had
dready heard over the last weeks. Listening to high government officids, including the president, talk like
that had shaken him. It wasn't unusud to hear liesand idiocy coming from politicians, but this? Maybe he
hadn't been wrong after all, in what he had done when he first heard about the Harcourt virus. But again,
he was just a secret service agent. Who was he to say what was right or wrong in world politics?

The president had used the possibility of asecret service agent being captured by terroriststo arrange for
total privacy when he most needed it. As soon asthe door closed behind Dawson, President Marshall
nodded to Tomlin.



"Go ahead, Ed. What do you have for usthis morning?'

Tomlin glanced at the door to be sure that it wasindeed closed. “I redly don't like discussing vital matters
here, Mr. Presdent.”

"It'sfine, | assure you. Thisofficeisas secure as anyplace in Washington.”

Tomlin wasn't as certain as the president was; recorders had become so small and unobtrusive they were
hard to spot, even by professionds. Nevertheless, he began.

"Firgt off, the war. Thereé's some good newsthere. It looks asif the damned J—asif Isradl did get al of
Pakistan and Iran's nuclear missiles and the bunker busters we sold them took care of that facility
Pakistan had buried so deep under the mountains. They were alittle more circumspect with Iran. They
only took out the nuclear wegpons facilities and the missiles they knew were armed with nukes, leading
usto believe they intend to send abig commando team in to shut down their uranium enrichment facility.”

"Why should they have let Iran off?’ Vice Presdent Santes asked, till aggravated at Tomlin's
derogatory, amost-voiced remark about Jews.

"It'salittletoo closeto home. | believe they were afraid of falout, whereasthe facility in Pakistan was
pretty well contained—and farther from them.”

Santes nodded and Tomlin continued. “ At any rate, the lsredli Air Force did aremarkablejob. The
Middle Eastern states that declared war have no effective air cover |eft and the Isragli army isdoing just
about asit pleases. It appears asif they're not immediately intent on conquering any of the adjoining
countries, but merely pushing the opposing armies back far enough to put their artillery out of range while
the virusthey turned looseis creating havoc in the Arab ranks. The CDC projectsavery high kill rate for
Middle Easterners carrying the particular gene it's targeting, which by the way, no one hasfigured out yet.
Smart. They can Sit back and take over the neighboring countries after the Arabs are dead with no risk.”

"Crazy ismorelikeit,” Santes commented. “What could they have been thinking of 7'
"Maybethat killing every Arab they can isthe only way they'll ever be ableto livein peace.”

"It won't work. The world will remember what they did once this crisswith the Harcourt Virusis behind
us. If you ask me, they'll be even less secure in the long run smply because of the overwhel ming number
of Mudimsin therest of theworld. However, | guessthat's not germane to the discussion right now. I'm
sorry | interrupted.”

"Thank you Mrs. Vice President,” Tomlin said, the exercise of having to use her title as distasteful as
awaysin hismind. He thought women had no business participating in the world of geopalitica military
affairs. Or even in government above a certain level. Santes should have remarried after her husband
died, he thought, instead of going into palitics.

Marlene Santes wasn't fooled by paliticians of Tomlin'silk, but sometimes she found it advantageousto
let palitica rivasthink otherwise. She listened as Tomlin continued with his briefing.

"Wadll, that'sthe story in the Middle East so far asthe war goes. We've communicated secretly with
Premier Luriaand helll accept some of our oil field workersto augment his specid forces. They'll help
secure the oil fields asthe Arabs die off, and idle them down until we can get more troops into the area.
In return, we keep the munitionsin the pipdine to them so long as they're needed. If that virus continues
gpreading theway it has so far, we won't have an Arab problem beforelong, just likewewont ... like
we won't have any more problems securing our chromium from South Africa,” hefinished lamely, then



added as adigtraction, “ The whole African continent has disintegrated into complete anarchy except for a
few of the northern sectionsthat were the last to be infected. And with the new virus, | guessthose will
0o soon, too. Lots of Arabsthere, aswell as dark skins.”

Thevice president, aswell aseveryone esein the Ova Office, knew what he had started to say firgt, but
she and the others politely ignored the dip, while Tomlin cursed to himsdf. He hated the idea of having
not only awoman but a goddamned Spic in the vice president's seet, even if shewaslight skinned and
gl pretty and dim enough to make a.... he got histhoughts back to the briefing with difficulty, only to be
interrupted by the vice president again.

"Edgar, why are we hel ping a nation that's committing genocide? | know the Isragli government is denying
they have anything to do with the Arab virus, but we know better, don't we? So why?"

President Marshdl answered her, truthfully. “Marlene, we didn't choose to have that Situation thrust on us
on top of the problems we aready have a home, but since it was—well, we can't let the nuclear plants
contaminate the world, nor can we alow the oil fieldsto go untended. Despite dl our efforts, were il
dependent on Middle Eastern oil, and so are our dlies.”

The vice president nodded, face impassive, and Tomlin continued.

"All right, now to South America. The Harcourt virusisloose on that continent too, of course, but it's
gpreading abit dower due to the remoteness of some areas and transportation difficulties. Our
intelligence from there indicates that it would take amgjor effort on our part to secure the nuclear power
plants because of so much antagonism against North Americans and so much of the population sill dive.
Thevirusisnt killing as high aproportion of Hispanics asit isblacks, but it does get dl the dark skinned
ones—and there's plenty of them in South America. Or were, but the ones|eft are so angry that we don't
dare show our faces. Our recommendation isto ask the United Nations to send troops.”

"You'reliving in adream world, Edgar,” Generd Newman said abruptly. “Don't you redlize how many of
the peacekeeping troops used by the U.N. have dways come from countries with a high proportion of
dark skinned people? Besides, even the countriesthat are still functional are having problems of their
own, just likewe are. Y ou won't get much help there.”

"Then what do we do?"

The genera shrugged. “If any of the South American nuclear plants go, the fallout will stay below the
equator, according to our meteorologists. They'll either have to take care of the plants themselves or
suffer the consequences.”

Vice President Santes winced, avisible expression. She knew the generd was right, but shefailed to see
how anyone could be so blasé about human life and the ecology of awhole continent. She started to say
something, then redized the others were looking to her for acomment, smply becauise she was Hispanic.
Asif where her great grandparents were from gave her some specia knowledge of awhole continent,
shethought. A typicd stereotyping so common to paliticians. And to humanity in generd. Skin color and
national heritage were ever present in American affairs these days and there was no way to avoid it,
disasteful asit was. “1san't Brazil a Portuguese culture? Doesn't it have a high proportion of whites?"

"Not enough to sway the rest of them far enough to allow our troopsinto the country. And | haven't got
them to spare anyway."

Santes eyed the generd. He was the type of person who took the hard redlities of military affairs and
applied them to every single aspect of life, whether they were agood fit or not. He cared nothing about
people, only how they affected the military. But it was usdlessto say anything. Perhgps when Marshall



|eft office she would run for the presidency. In the meantime, she had little influence on the direction of
government and it was sensaless to pretend otherwise.

Presdent Marshdl tapped hisfingertips on thetable. “Let's move on, it's getting late. What €lse do you
have, Edgar?'

"Just Russia | think they'll hold together, but | can't say as much for some of her neighbors. | think we
may have to ask them to keep some sort of order there, much as| hate the thought."”

"All right. Do asyou think best, but don't let them get the idea they're going to become aworld power
again. Do you agree, Cantrell?

The new Secretary of State nominee still felt out of place at the seat of power and was reluctant to voice
his opinion, particularly since he thought both the president and Generd Newman were making decisions
the vast mgjority of the electorate would disagree with, and the rest of the world would be aghast at.
Some of what they said he considered little short of crimina. There was one point he agreed with,
though. “Sir, I concur with the decision to let the Russian government handle any unrest or destructive
gtuations on their immediate borders. But can't the Europeans hep?”

"If they'll spend the money and supply the troops, certainly. | doubt serioudly they will, though. They'reas
broke asus."

"And don't have much in the way of armed forces anyway. Too much spending on welfare” Generd
Newman commented, thinking to himself they were getting what they deserved now.

"Suppose | try and seewhat | can come up with?"
"Fine, you do that. What else?'

Cantrdl Willingham had the impression that the president was catering to him, but he pressed on,
furrowing his high patrician forehead with the kind of wrinkles women thought attractive on older men.
“Sir, I'dliketo at least try to improve relations with the South American states. I've dready ordered our
ambassadors to approach the appropriate governments to inquire about the attitudes and fedlings of their
citizens. If we can...” He was interrupted by the vibration of his persona phone, the one he carried so
that he could be notified immediately of emergenciesin red time. “ Excuse me, Sir. Thismust be another
bad crisis” Helistened for amoment and hurriedly hung up when he saw theirritated look on the
presdent'sface. Apparently he had violated protocol by taking acall in the Ova Office.

"That was our embassy in Brazil. Their army just took it over.”

"What! Damn it, that's an act of war!” General Newman roared. “ Edgar, damn you, why weren't we
warned?'

Tomlin shrank from the Genera'swrath. He didn't have aclue. Aimost dl of hisfield agentswere busy in
the Middle East or Africa, trying to keep abreast of problemsthere. “I don't know Generd, but I'll find

Presdent Marshall got to hisfeet. “Gentlemen, Marlene. It'slate. Let's break this up and reconvenein the
morning. General, keep me abreast of any decisions you make about our armed forces.”

It wasadismiss.

The vice president was thinking furioudy as she hurried back to her own office. It sounded to her asif the
presdent and his Chairman of the Joint Chiefswere in collusion, making decisions and taking actions that



in camer timeswould only have occurred with congressiona consultation and gpprova. She reviewed
the articles of martid law as she understood them. Most people might think it gave the president unlimited
powers, and it did to a certain extent—but only within the country's own borders. It had nothing to do
with the rest of the world. When Santes arrived at her office, she began looking over her own intelligence
reportsto seeif they werein agreement with the presidentia briefing.

* * * %

Generd Newman hadn't mentioned what was going on in Atlanta during the briefing. He hoped to get the
Situation under control again now that the army brigade, less one battalion, had parachuted into the
suburbs and the Marine battalion was rolling down the interstate in that direction asrapidly aspossble.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

By nine o'clock in the morning Doug began receiving both casudties and stragglers from the company of
soldiers guarding the approaches to the CDC complex. Seeing the exhausted white faces above the
collars of their army fatigues, streaked with dirt and rivulets of sweat, along with the blood and agonized
sounds of pain, revived flashes of memory from combat he had seen in the past. He shook off the images
and tried to help as best he could.

He sent the casudtiesinto the ward where patients with the Harcourt virus were receiving experimental
treatment. Those not too serioudy hurt were bandaged and thrown back into the fight with his own men.
He allowed no objections. Usudly dl it took was mention of the fate they would suffer should the
complex be overrun—and that there was no place to retrest to.

The able bodied soldiers were hustled to the barricades, thrown up as far from the complex as possible.
He hoped they could stop the ondaught before the mob invaded the CDC buildings, but he was
beginning to suspect they weren't dealing with a disorganized mob, asfirst thought. The soldiers reported
the attacks on their positions bore a resemblance to standard infantry tactics rather than attemptsto
overcome them with sheer numbers and madness. He reported that observation to Gene, who was
making rounds of al the posts, using his presence to encourage the troops to hold fast.

All morning the gunfire had been growing in volume, becoming louder asit got closer. An hour ago, the
sngle transport chopper attempting to bring in reinforcements to the company of soldierswent downin
flamesfrom adirect hit by amissle. He watched the whole thing, seeing hisrising hope of relief vanish
quickly asthe streaking trail of the shoulder fired missile tracked directly into the chopper. From what he
saw, there couldn't possible have been any survivors.

"Goddamn bastards!” Buddy Hawkins, the former Marine, exclaimed from where he was checking the
light machine gun bunker. “ So much for the army getting us some help.”

"Maybe not,” Doug said. He left Buddy and went to check on the next barricade. But no other
helicopters appeared overhead and the last he heard, the airport was till in the hands of the rampaging
blacks. No communication was being received from there, boding ill for the airport saff. As he went
about his rounds, he had afleeting thought that it was too bad the CDC complex was so close to several
of thelargest black communities; had it been Stuated on the other sde of the city he thought they might
have gotten more help from the white citizens. He quickly dismissed the wishful thinking; it did no good at
dl.

Back at his combat headquarters, set up just outside the front entrance of the science building, he put a
finger over hisear to help him hear what Ameliawas saying on his phone.

"Doug, weretaking firein the adminigtrative building! Can't you do something?’ Her voice was strained
with fright and worry.

"Which directionisit coming from?’ Doug's own voice, calm up until now, almost broke over hisown
worry. He hadn't heard from June. So far as he knew she was till with Amelia.

"We're on the west Side of the Adminigtrative building. All the windows are shot out on thisfloor. Doug! |
can see soldiers! They're running back thisway!"

"Stay down and hang on! I'll send some troops. Are the staff down on thefirst floor?"

"Yed | can hear them shooting from herel”



"How about the spotter | put up there?"

"He's dead. | sent someone up to check on him and they said he took a bullet in the head while he was
trying to see what was happening.”

Doug gritted histeeth and asked the next question. “How long ago did that happen?’
"A haf hour ago. Doug! The soldiersaren't gopping! They're running right on past!"

"Y ou and June stay down, Amelia. I'll try to get you some help.” Damnit al, Ameliashould have
reported it when the spotter wasfirst killed. For the last haf hour he had been assuming they were safe
from attackers coming from that direction. There was no use blaming her, though. She wasn't military.
And where was Gene? He should have been back by now.

"Juneisn't here. She went down to join the others defending the entrances.”

His heart bounded around inside his chest at that, but there was nothing he could do except wish he
hadn't been quite so preci pitous about taking her to the firing range that one time. What he had been
hearing was modtly riflefire. What in hell did she think a popgun of arevolver could do againgt assault
rifles? He knew he was raging a himself instead of her, but something had to be done quickly and the
admin building was far removed from his position. He thumbed his phone, wanting to talk to Teresaand
seeif she had any troops | eft in reserve, and whether she had seen Gene. He got no answer and cursed,
then tried the platoon leader who should be next nearest to the adminitrative building. He felt a sense of
relief when someone answered thistime, but only for amoment.

"Branklin, Post threg,"
"Roy, Doug here. We're in trouble at the admin building. Can you send some troops to help them?”

"No. Goddamn Army bugged out. I'm trying to collect stragglers and put them on the line here to keep us
from being overrun. | wasjust getting ready to call you for help.”

Doug fdlt asif an arrow had impaled his heart. He closed his eyes for amoment, trying to think of
something elseto do. There was nothing. He had to sted himself to keep hisvoice steady. “ Y ou'll haveto
hang on, Roy. Make sure everyone knows what'll happen if they get taken, if they don't dready. If we
can beat them back on the other side of the complex here, I'll try to get some help for you.”

He thumbed the phone off and continued calling. Bullets began siriking the improvised bunker, smashing
holes through the piled up furniture. He ducked lower, shielding his body in the shdlow hole dug beside
the sdewalk leading into the science building. He knew in his heart that their forces weretoo thin to
prevent the complex from being overrun if the attacking force was willing to accept enough casudties.
The only part he had a chance to save was the security and treatment buildings, and the science building
where he had placed his combat headquarters and the heaviest defenses. It was the one areathat
absolutely had to be held. If necessary, he would put the scientists themsalves into the fight. Better to lose
afew of them than the whole bunch, and he had seen to it that they were armed.

From the direction of the admin building he heard the explosion of arocket propelled grenade. He
shuddered, hoping the enemy didn't have many of them. His own supply was limited and the men who
knew how to use the RPGs were limited, too.

A momentary lull in the fighting dlowed him to leave his headquartersin Martha's cgpabl e hands until
Teresareturned. He was thankful Martha was back, even with one arm still in a cast. He ducked and ran
with hisrifle ready, heading for the next barricaded entrance where communi cation had ceased. Just as



he dived for its shelter, aburst of automatic rifle fire kicked up concrete shrapnel asit walked aong the
sdewak. A number of the concrete chips got him in both legs and the forehead, but it was abullet in the
cdf that sent him tumbling. He hung onto hisrifle with grim determination and did into the narrow
depression behind displaced earth and landscape timbers. Shovelsto dig emplacements had been
surprisingly hard to come by.

"Y ou're hit, Doug!” One of the men said asherolled over to reload hisrifle,

"I'll manage. What's happening here?” Then he saw the sprawled bodies behind him and how few were
still defending this entrance. He had amost turned away, then jerked his gaze back to the bodies. One of
them was Gene Bradley, his head dmost severed from his body by what must have been shragpnel from
an RPG. Helooked away quickly, feding hisgorge rise. Always the good ones, he thought sadly.

"The phone got hit and Gene bought the farm and we haven't had time to call anyway. We were damn
lucky to stop them thistime, but we can't do it again. Get us some help!”

While intermittent gunfire raked their position, Doug wrapped a bandage around hisleg to dow down the
bleeding. The troops fired back whenever they had atarget. Hisleg was beginning to throb but there was
no time to worry about it. Think! Hetold himself. Thiswasthe transent apartment building where he
doubted anyone was till |eft insgde. Gene'slast order had been for dl non-combatantsto gather insde
the science building. The adminigtrative building was abad position to try to defend, but if the trangent
quarters couldn't hold, he could at |east take the troops when they abandoned it and use themto try to
rescue the occupants of the admin building. And June.

"All right,” he said, coming to adecison now that he knew for certain hewasin charge. “Were going to
abandon this building, try to hook up with the admin site. Well get everyone there, evacuate the
wounded, then dl of usfal back to the tresatment and science buildings. Maybe we can hold those and
our security center.”

The man in charge of the post nodded, then let loose severd quick, three round bursts of riflefire. “I'll
passtheword,” he said. “Just tell mewhen. And it better be damn soon!”

"Givemealot of covering firefor five minutes,” Doug answered, “then run like hdll to the rear entrance
here. I'll gather everyone else dong theway and well try to get to the admin building. Y ou try to hold
here long enough to cover uswhen we retreat from there with the staff. Got it?”

Another nod.

"Give‘em hell'” Doug shouted as he jJumped up and broke into arun. Bullets chased him despite the
covering fire, making al too familiar noises asthey displaced air near his head and gouged holesin the
brickwork adorning the ground floor of the building. Chips of brick joined the shards of shattered glass
piling up from shot-out windows.

By thetime Doug flattened himself behind the bullet riddied bunker &t the back of the building, hisleg was
bleeding copioudy again. He tightened the bandage even as he counted heads, then had to duck asa
fusillade of shots came from near the admin building itsdlf. Two of his men were hit. The others crouched
behind what cover they could find; the bunker was too smal to contain them all. He took a chance and
raised up far enough to see, using awhole clip on automatic fire to keep heads down over where the
shots had come from. His heart sank as he saw awhole swarm of black men in civilian clothing bresk
from concedment around the corner of the building and rush the entrance. The few defendersfell quickly,
then the blacks took cover insde and behind the captured post and began shooting back at them, putting
out avolume of fire he couldn't hope to match. More blacks cascaded from around the other corner and
he knew it was hopeless. The building waslogt, aong with everyone who might till beinit, including



Juneand Amdia

"June!™ For long seconds he could think of nothing else but her. Tearsleaked from hiseyes. A rifle butt
jabbed him in the shoulder, bringing him back to his senses.

"Doug, we've gottaget out of here before they get us, too!™

Doug knew the woman was right. He didn't even remember her name but for the moment shewas
thinking clearer than him. There was nothing he could do but agree. And do it. Ducking and crouching,
they retreated, picking up afew stragglersaong theway. A few minutes later hisforce hooked up with
the platoon il holding the trestment facility. And here he found most of the medicd staff, come down to
help defend their patients. He searched frantically, but could see neither June nor Ameia, nor anyone else
he recognized from the admin building. They were either dead or captives.

"Look!"

It seemed asif the voice cameto him from afar distance. It jerked him back to redlity. Doug's chest
heaved as hetried to bring his attention back to the Situation at hand. The remainder of the security force
and what staff had escaped were depending on him for direction. His gaze followed the pointing finger of
the man who had spoken. As he watched, parachutes began filling the sky.

* k% k %

"Goddamn motherfuckers. They coming in heavy, preacher. Here and the airport both,” Fridge Greene
said, flipping his phone closed. He wiped at the trickle of blood coming from beneath the bandana
wrapped around his head.

Qualluf's body was wet, too, but with sweat. The building they had captured had lost eectrica power
during the fight and aspring day in Atlanta can be the equa of high summer farther north. They werein
trouble, but he wasn't done yet, not while he had captives. “How many made it here before they cut us
off from the main body?'

"Not enough to hold this place, preacher. We have to let them know we got captives, then deal.” 1t was
all Fridge knew to do now. Either that or kill the captives and go down fighting. He stared at the black
skin of hisforearm. They were dead men anyway; that gave them an advantage in negotiating.

"All right, seeif you can get in contact with whoever'sin charge of the rest of those miserable,
death-deding bastards. Make sure they know we got plenty of prisoners.” He grinned, showing histwo
front teeth with the diamond-embedded initids, CB, for Church of Blacks. “ And make damn sure them
whiteys know how many women we got. And what we got planned for them if we don't get no cure.”
Qudluf waswell aware of the prevalent bias of white men when they thought of their women having sex
with black men, and particularly prejudiced were southern men, which he figured many of the opposing
force would be. Thiswas Atlanta, after all, and the Army had always had a higher proportion of men
from the Deep South than from other parts of the country. He showed histeeth again. Just let him hint at
rape and see how fast they rolled over!



CHAPTER NINETEEN

"Sir, welve regained contact with Colonel Christian, the brigade commander of the unit that parachuted
into Atlanta.”

Presdent Marshdl looked up at Lurline from hisdesk, irritated at having been interrupted during his
perusal of world casuaty figures from the Harcourt and Goldwater viruses. Then he remembered. The
CDC. Perhaps he could get alater update. “ Good. Have someone talk to the CDC director and get me
thelatest uh ... morbidity report. He rolled the phrase around histongue to get it out. Uttering the words
gave him afeding that he was on top of the Situation and knew exactly what was going on, though only a
few weeks ago held had no earthly cluewhat a“morbidity” report entailed, except perhaps something
about degth.

"Uh, sr, I'm sorry, but it seemsthat part of the CDC is il in the hands of therioters.”

"Wadl, damn it, can't Mary—I mean, um what's her name, the woman that replaced her, spare afew
minutesto tell uswhat'sgoing on in the rest of the world with these viruses? Ian't that the agency that
gathersthem?"

"Yesdr, but ... AmdiaFoster, dong with most of the adminigtrative staff, have been captured by the

"Goddamn it, Lurline, what did General Newman send those troops to do—sit on their ass? Aren't there
enough troopsto re-take the place?"

"l assume S0, Sir, but the blacks are threatening to kill dl the hostages if we don't meet their demands.”

The presdent felt color brightening hisface. His ydlow phone rang once and its bright yellow light began
flashing. He reached for it, punched the hold button and turned back to his Chief of Staff. “Isn't the CDC
staff mostly clericd workers and such? Can't they be replaced?!

"l suppose o, Sir, but ... well, it wouldn't be agood thing politicaly to have them daughtered because we
won't negotiate?"

Marshall looked at the flashing yelow light again. Whatever it was, it could wait amoment. The red
phone was the only one that demanded immediate, unquaified action and he hoped it would never ring.

In the meantime. ... “L ook, Lurline, we can't have abunch of black gpes holding our most important
hedlth facility hostage, and never mind the clerks. Tell the Brigade commander | want it back in our hands
within forty eight hoursor hesgone."”

"But| cant..."

Marshal sighed. Always problems. Suddenly he thought of asolution. “I've got it. Let the vice president
handle the situation. Just tell her she hasto have it settled within two days or the army doesit for her. Got
it?"

"Yes, gr. I'll gotel her right away."

"Good, but stay close. God knows what that yellow light isabout.” He plucked the phone fromits cradle,
while thinking how smart he had been to give the Atlanta problem to Marlene. If it turned out well, he
would get credit for being agood adminigtrator. If the shit hit the fan, it would be the vice president's
fault. Either way, the CDC would be up and running again in a couple of days or headswould roll, not
even counting those of the hostages.



Generd Newman was on the other end of theline. “Mr. President, | have confirmed reportsthat Chinais
attempting an invasion of Taiwan. I've spoken to Willingham, for what that's worth, and he suggestsit's
an effort on Chinds part to divert atention from the health and economic crisis on the mainland. | didn't
know it until just now, but the Chinese have had abanking collapse.”

"Again?'

"Yes, g, according to Willingham. The State Department always getsfinancia reportsfirgt, even before
Tomlin's people. Can't we do something about that?'

"Maybe later. How seriousisthe Stuation?

"Pretty bad. Chinas threatening to use nukesif Taiwan doesn't spread her legs and be raped quietly, but
it looks asif the Taiwanese are going to defend theidand anyway."

"What do you want to do, Borland?"

"l say let ‘em fight, Sir. Tailwan won't be a pushover, and if Chinagoes nuclear, | think Russawill jump
in. So much for China."

"How sure are you that we won't have to get involved?'

"Sure enough to give you that advice. If they start mixing it up, Russawon't get off scot free. We could
get lucky and wind up with both of them so battered that neither isathresat to usany longer, either
economicaly or paliticaly. Mr. President, | think if we just St tight, we may wind up in charge of every
part of the world that matters. At any rate, it'sworth taking the chance. Well hold on to the African
nuclear facilities and cooperate with Isradl on the ail fields. Once the virus runsits course, we can work
with England and split up Africa between the three of us. And thistime, by God, we won't et the jungle
bunnies have any say in how we run the placeif therés any of them Ieft. They haven't theintelligence.
Look how they fucked up the whole continent once the colonia powers|eft. If we and every other
bleeding heart nation on earth hadn't kept pouring money down the drain there, they would have gone
back to mud huts and grasshopper soup long ago.”

President Marshall didn't have to think long to give his approval. If he and the Generd Newman could
keep the United States functioning, they could have the whole world in their hands within afew years. By
God, those viruses are the best thing that's happened to the country since kicking Mexico's ass way back
before the Civil war, he thought with asmile. He ran the various scenarios and how they might play out
through hismind for afew moments, then turned his attention back to the morhbidity reports, picking up
from where he had been interrupted. He had learned to read them after afashion, if not completely, and it
was looking good.

Theinfection curve for the Harcourt virus was beginning to show signs of peaking, but the numbers of
infected blacks and Hispanics were very satisfactory. The CDC was projecting asixty per cent mortality
for blacksin the United States and that was only for theinitia infection. Below that curve werefiguresfor
secondary infection rates, taken from antibody studies. It predicted that most of the rest of the blacks and
darker skinned Hispanics would become infected, though it might be another year or two before they
garted dying if the disease followed the initid pattern. Never mind, there wastime, and having to wait
just meant he could keep Martid Law in effect that much longer.

The Goldwater virus was even more promising. Marshall actudly smiled when he interpreted those
figures. The ragheads would be finding out very shortly that their God wasn't so grest after all.
Goddamned pagans, sticking their assesup inthe air to pray. What kind of religion wasthat? Serves
them right, he thought.



The president didn't notice the expression on John Dawson's face when he smiled over the morbidity
reports. He was s0 used to having the Secret Service agent there five days aweek that he rarely noticed
him any more except for the specid, private conferences when he made him step outside.

Dawson knew what the papers the president was reading contained. He had been therewhen an aide
dropped them off with the words “ L atest morbidity reports, Sr."

* k x %

Doug sent two couriersto try contacting the commander of the army troops, to apprise him of the
gtuation in the CDC admin building. It was an agonizing, three hour wait, while he kept histroops on
guard againgt further incursonstoward the part of the CDC complex he ill held. Thewait was
complicated by the achein hisleg. Painkillerswerein short supply and he had given his morphine packet
to the doctors for use on the more serioudy wounded. He passed dong explicit ingtructions to not fire
unless fired upon and the shooting gradualy dowed to ahdt. When it did, he sent acourier over to the
adminidrative building, waving awhite flag. In the meantime, he tried to ignore the noises drifting across
from the transent gpartments, where the few unbroken windows had been opened to let in someair.
Apparently the invaders were sacking the gpartments, and by the sound of it, had found enough liquor to
turn thelooting into a party. The man bearing the white flag had disgppeared into the admin building and
not yet returned.

The firing from back where the army paratroops had landed continued, but eventualy one of the couriers
made hisway back, along with acaptain in fatiguesthat till retained abit of acrease. A gaff officer,
Doug knew immediately. Nevertheless, it was a contact and that was what he had been hoping for.

He got painfully to hisfeet asthe captain wasled into Gene's office, now his by defaullt.

The captain looked around asiif searching for someone with an officer'sinsggnia sewn on afatigue collar.
Doug waited him out. Damned if he would give him the satisfaction. Findly the officer said “Y oure the
commander here?

"That's right, Captain. Doug Craddock.” He had to force himsdlf not to touch the seeping wound on his
forehead where a concrete chip had struck him.

"I'm Captain Saflin, Mr. Craddock. | thought there was aformer colond in charge. Whereishe?’ The
guestion was posed asif couldn't imagine why a commanding officer couldn't be as clean and dert ashe
was. Certainly hewasn't envisioning anyone with adirty face stresked with amixture of blood and swesat
and a bloody bandage on one leg.

"Hewaskilled in action, so you're going to have to be satisfied with aformer mgjor. Shal we get to
business? The people holding the hostages are probably getting impatient.”

"What isit you want, Mr. Craddock?'

"l want to save somelives, if | can. The CDC director isacaptive, aswell asmost of the administrative
gaff. | want the army to hold off while | negotiate with them."

"Mr. Craddock, our mission isto restore order to Atlanta and regain control of The Center for Disease
Control. We arein the process of restoring order to the city. The CDC comes next. I'm sorry if hostages
get hurt, but our orders leave little leeway for negotiation.”

"At least hold off until | find out exactly whet the Situation isin the captured buildings'

Captain Saflin cocked his heed, listening. “It sounds asif adrunken party isgoing on in one of them.”



"That'sthe living quarters. I'm not worried about what happensthere. It's the staff we need to save.
They're needed to run this place.”

"I'm sorry, but..."

A knock on the door interrupted them. Doug's envoy to the admin building entered without waiting to be
told to comein. He began talking immediately. “ Doug, they say they'll negotiate, but they want the manin
charge. | guessthat's you, now. They said you can bring one person with you and to come unarmed.”

"How about the staff? Are they Hill dive?!

"l saw some of them, Doug. They're scared to death, but don't ook like they've been hurt yet, other than
the onesthat tried to fight. Some of them are dead. | saw..."

"Never mind, Ben. Wait on me outside and you can go back with me.” Doug very carefully refrained
from asking who had been killed. He dared not think of June while he had everyone elseto consider.

"Y ou heard the man, Captain Saflin. Would you like to come with me?”’

The officer looked asif he had been asked to jump off the top of atall building without a parachute. “Uh,
no. | need to report back to Colond Chrigtian. I'll tell him what you said, but | can't guarantee anything.”

"Wait amoment then. | want to send someone with you to report back to me.” Doug went to the door.
“Ben, round up avolunteer to go with Captain Saflin here to the Army command post. Bring whoever
agreesto go back here quickly."

"Got it, Doug."

Doug noticed the look of disapprova on the officer'sface. He forced aamile. “What's wrong, Captain?
Not used to first names from subordinates?’ Immediately after he had spoken, he wished he could take
the words back. There was no sense in antagonizing the man. “Never mind,” he amended. “We're pretty
informd here."

Before Ben returned, the desk phone rang. Power to the building was out, but the phone lines were il
intact. He dmost dropped the phone when he picked up the handset and heard who it was.

"Office of the Vice President of the United States calling for Colondl Bradley.”

Doug took a deep breath, suddenly fegling out of hisdepth. “ Thisis Bradley's ass stant. Doug Craddock.
Colond Bradley waskilled in action, so I'min charge.”

There was the barest hegitation. * One moment please.”

While he was on hold, Doug said to the captain sotto voice “ Sir, please wait here. | believe this cal may
interest you."

A moment later he heard avoice that sounded like the vice president he had heard on the air, yet subtly
different. She's not speaking to an audience, that's the difference, he decided.

"Mr. Craddock, I'm told you are in charge of the defense of the CDC now."
"Yesmdam."

"Fine. | could offer condolencesfor Colond Bradley, but | imagine we have more important thingsto talk
about. | understand some of the staff are being held prisoner?



"Yesmaam. Amelia Fogter, the director; her assistant, and an unknown but large portion of the
adminigrative staff. 1've sent acourier over with an offer to negotiate for their release.”

Doug thought he detected anote of relief in her voice. “Good. I'm going to give you a phone number that
connects directly to my persona phone. Take it down, please.”

Doug wrote while she carefully read off the numbers.
"I'vegot it, Ms. Vice Presdent.”
"It'sMrs., please. | was married, you know. Now Doug—itisal right to call you Doug isn't it?"

"Certainly maam,” he answered, feding a sense of warm regard for the vice president course through
him.

"Fine. Now then Doug, I've just been in contact with the brigade commander in Atlantaand ordered him
to try his utmogt to free the hostages without bloodshed, despite the havoc those people have caused. In
away, | can't blamethem.”

"Neither can |, Mrs. Vice President,” Doug responded. And deep down, he couldn't.

"Good. Colond Christian told me he had sent someone back to you with a courier you dispatched. Ishe
thereyet?

"Y esmaam. Captain Saflin is standing by right now."

"That's wonderful, because I've temporarily lost contact with the colonel. Let metalk to the captain,
please”

Doug handed over the phone. “It'sthe Vice President, Captain Saflin.”

He saw the officer stiffen as he listened, despite an expression that grew ever more disgpproving the
longer he held the phone. Finaly heturned it back over to Doug.

"Doug Craddock, Mrs. Vice Presdent.”

"Doug, I've given the captain ordersto return and tell Colond Christian to contact you as soon as
possible and to follow your lead in the negotiations. Please try to get this settled without any more
violence"

"I'll do my best, maam.” He hesitated, but felt he had to ask. “Maam, isthere any chance these rumors
about government involvement are true?"

"Doug, | can only say that from conversations I've had with the president and our nationa security
director, the government was not involved. Now I've got to go. Do your best, and thank you for helping.
Cdl meif you need me."

"Yesmaam. Thank you.” He placed the handset back in the cradle and raised his brows at the captain,
whose puckered cheeks looked asif he had amouthful of alum.

"Mr. Craddock, apparently you have more politica influence than the new military governor of Atlanta.
I've been ordered to tell the commander that you will negotiate with the rioters—and to bring him to your
headquarters so that he can participate.”

"Fine. Get him back here as quickly as possible.” Doug grinned. “If I'm not here, send him over to the



admin building. That'swhere I'll be.” He saw no good reason to inform the captain that if he had any
politica influence, thiswasthefirst he had heard of it.



CHAPTER TWENTY

All the captives were crammed into the lobby of the adminigrative building. There were only two small
bathrooms for them and people waited impatiently in lines. There was still no power to the building but
fortunately the water system wasworking.

Ameliahad just come from using the facilities, even though there was no toilet paper |eft and they had
been forbidden to send anyone to the basement to have it replenished. She had found the lobby staff and
got them to show her their paper files, then decided on her own which ones could be sacrificed to use as
asubstitute for paper in the bathrooms. 1t was very hot. Some of the men had stripped to the waist, but
none of the women followed suit. She didn't blame them, not the way the guards stared a them with eyes
full of menace and anticipatory lugt.

"l guess I'll haveto go stand in line soon again soon,” June remarked, pulling her blouse away from her
chest and blowing air down inside.

"Therestoo many people crowded in here” Amdiasaid. “ The bathrooms are getting filthy. I'll be back
inaminute. I'm going to seeif the guardswill let me assign someoneto keep them at least minimally
Sanitary.”

June nodded, but didn't speak. She was deathly afraid for herself and the others and was worried sick
about Doug's safety. Had they taken the whole CDC complex? Had its defenders al been killed, or had
some escaped? The guards brusquely repelled any requests for information. One woman had become
hysterical and gotten arifle butt in the face for her trouble. June remembered only snatches of the defense
training she had very briefly participated in, firing her little pistol until the two clips she carried were
exhausted. She had no ideawhether she had hit anyone or not. After that she had begun nursing the
wounded until they were overrun. Animage of aman being gunned down as hetried to the last to keep
them safe flashed through her mind. After that it had been mass confusion, with an influx of black men
and women boiling through both entrances to the improvised trestment ward, shouting triumphantly,
waving rifles and pistals, cuffing and clubbing everyone to the floor amid screams of fear and prayersto
the Almighty. She had expected to die then, but surprisingly, only two persons had been shot, both of
them so hysterical that they wouldn't stop screaming.

Ameliareturned amoment later. Blood wastrickling from the corner of her lip where one of the guards
had dapped her. It was beginning to swell. “ So much for that. | guessthey'll say dirty, but ... June, when
you go, would you please tell the peopleto try to clean up after themsalves as best they can? Tell
everyoneto passit on to the peoplein line behind them, too.” She searched her pockets for something to
use to staunch the flow of blood but found nothing. She had to be content to wipe at it with her hand then
Smear it on the carpet.

June got up and stood in line until her turn came. When others came to stand behind her, she repested
Ameliasrequest. Ten minutes later, she saw what Amelia had meant. Since her last trip, the conditions
insde had deteriorated. She wet some of the copy paper she had brought with her to try wiping guck
from soiled surfaces. Soon enough, she had to quit because of impatient sounds from those waiting to
relievethemselves.

Amdiawas dabbing at her lip with ahandkerchief someone had found for her when June returned. Al
the way back she had seen one of the black guards following her with his eyes, asmirk of sexua
innuendo giving an indication of what he thought would occur in the near future. She shivered despite the
hest as she sat back down.



Ameliasaw thelook on her face. “Hold on, June. I it's possible, Doug will rescue us.”

Junefelt tears gathering and brushed at her eyes. “ Oh God, Amelia, he may not even be dive! | don't
think 1 could stand it if he'sbeen killed. | can't go through that, not again. | love him so much."”

"Don't give up hope. Remember, the rest of the people here are depending on us.” Ameliaput an arm
around her, hugged her for amoment, then stood up. “ Stay here for amoment whilel circulate and try
passing out alittle comfort and reassurance.”

June took a deep breath and fought back the tears. She felt ashamed of herself. So many people around
the world had lost whole families, children included, and they had died in agony, most of them. At least if
Doug...” She bowed her head and tried not to think of it.

Ameliawas back afew momentslater. Shelicked at her swollen lip and tried asmile. “I couldn't do
much. It hurtsto talk. And | must look like an ogre.” She brushed her uncombed hair back behind her
shoulders.

June suddenly saw the smirking guard moving toward them. She sucked in her breath, thinking thiswas
probably the beginning of what would prove to be much worse than captivity in aswetering room.
Instead, the guard touched Amelias shoulder.

"Onyour feet, white meat.” Helaughed at hisrhyme. “Get your pussy moving. The Preacher want to see
you.” He grinned again, showing some missing teeth and looked directly a June. “Y ou next, bitch. | put
my name down for you.” He prodded Ameliawith the barrel of hisrifle. “Movel™

June started to fedl her soul shrinking down into a place she didn't want to go to. She bit her lip, then
forced hersdf to St up straight and find areservoir of courage. She was anurse, damn it, and with
Ameiagoneto God knew what fate, she wasin charge. She couldn't break down. She squared her
shoulders and in amoment was back in control. She made avow to hersdlf that she would never let go
again, no matter what. If Doug was dead, she would make him proud of the way she conducted hersdif,
and if shelived ... well, she would bear whatever came with as much dignity as she could and go back to
him with her head held high. In the meantime, shewould quit acting like somelittle shrinking violet and try
hel ping those here in far worse shape than hersdf. Some people were beginning to show signs of heat
exhaustion; the body heat of so many people in an enclosed areawas adding to the already hot and
humid environment. She got up and began mingling with the packed crowd of sweltering humanity.
Presently she heard screams coming from one of the closed rooms. She and afew others started in that
direction but were stopped by aguard. After that she sat back down and tried to shut out the sounds of
the screams. It was along time until they died out.

* * * %

"Hello, Fridge. It'sbeen along time,” Doug said the instant he spotted his old platoon sergeant. By God!
Maybe they had a chance after all! Fridge had been adamn good platoon sergeant and agood man in
all other respects. But what was he doing with people like these?

Ali Greenefrozein momentary consternation. Goddamn! Doug Craddock, his old subordinate when he
was an ass stant platoon sergeant and his superior after Doug went through officers candidate school and
got hiscommission. Fridge remembered how they had both been surprised and pleased when they
wound up together again, thistime with Doug as anew second lieutenant and him afull platoon sergeant.
He dso remembered that as a platoon leader, Doug had never lied to his men and turned out to be the
best officer he ever served under. He hadn't let acommission go to his head, either. When their paths
crossed later and they were no longer together in the chain of command, Doug had resumed their old
friendship even though he had advanced to captain by then. Doug and hiswife had visited hishome,



played with hiskids, and stayed on afirst name basiswith him asif there was no divide between their
respective ranks.

"Captain Craddock!” Fridge held out his hand before he quite redized what he was doing.

Doug shook the proffered hand grinning at the big man, glad to see him again despite the circumstances.
“Just Doug now. How you doing, Fridge?'

Fridge looked down at their clasped hands and then withdrew hiswhen he saw disgpproval written on
Qualluf'sface. “I'm okay so far, Cap ... Doug. But thisain't afriendly meeting, not now."

Doug sobered. “Yeah, | know. I'm sorry, Fridge. How's Latanya and the kids?'

"They'regone

"Oh, shit, Fridge. I'm sorry. I'm sorry ashell.” He saw tearsin hisold friend's eyes and ingtinctively
moved forward and hugged him. “ Goddamn those bastards who started this shit. Damn them dl to hell!™

Qualluf brokeit up, while a the same time wondering how he could use the gpparent past friendship of
the two men for his own purposes. “ Sorry don't get it, peckerwood. Y ou sit down. Now!” He pointed to
afolding chair set up inthe small office off the lobby. The windows were both broken, letting someair in
from the outside, but it was till baking hot. Beads of perspiration were forming and running down the
faces of everyonein the room.

"You're Qualuf Taylor, aren't you?’ Doug said, dmost sure he recognized the man.
"I'm the man got your ballsin my hand, that'sal you need to know."

Doug nodded to Buddy Hawkins, the person he had chosen to bring with him. He would rather have had
Teresain case something happened to him but he didn't dare bring awoman into this environment. He
and Buddy took their seats. Qudluf, Fridge and aguard by the door were the only othersin the room.

Qualluf did ostentatioudy into the seat behind the desk, the position of power. He gave Buddy only a
cursory glance but glared at Doug, aready aware of where the power lay. “ Okay, white boy, here's
what..."

Doug held up hishand. “Mr. Taylor, wewon't make much progressif you start off using epithets. How
about us keeping the discussion cordia?” Doug knew he was no diplomat, feding much more
comfortablein astructured environment like the military, but he did understand the art of negotiation
enough not to let the other sde start off in adominant position.

Qualuf continued to glare. “Y ou been using epithets for 500 years.”

"I haven't,” Doug said quietly, keeping his gaze firmly locked to that of Qualuf's. “Besides, that's not the
issue here. Y our status, and that of the people you're holding captives, is."

"Listen, peckerwood, we dead anyway. Why should we give you anything?'

"Becausethe Vice President of the United Statesis counting on the people you're holding to help find a
curefor the Harcourt Virus, or failing that, atreatment. She's authorized meto do what it takesto get
them back on thejob.” Doug didn't bother to distinguish between administrative staff and the scientists.
Hedidn't know if the leaders like Qualuf knew the difference. And poor Fridge was probably till so
grief-wracked that he didn't give adamn.



"Huh. Like that Santes bitch care what happen to black folk.”

Doug got to hisfeet. “Mr. Taylor, | won't go any farther with this discussion while you have that attitude.
I've spoken persondlly to the vice president. Believe me, she'sgrieving asmuch as| am. | lost my best
friend to that damned bug.”

"White men don't have black friends. Now you..."

Fridge had been standing and listening. He said “ Preacher, you can trust thisman. | know him. He about
asgood asthey come."

"Trust him to do what?’ Qualluf spat. “Let us go hometo die? We want the cure you been holding back
and don't try claiming you ain't got it. You do.”

Doug sat back down. He didn't like the man sitting across from him onelittle bit but he couldn't just walk
out—even supposing they would let him. “Mr. Taylor, believe me, thereisno cure yet. Were il
working on it—and you're the one holding up progress. Y ou don't really believe we would hold back a
cureif we had one, do you?'

"I damn sure do. Y our fucking white man's government started this hell-spawned virus. Y ou think we
don't know that?'Y ou think shootin’ those dumbass rednecks going to convince usit didn't start in
Washington?"

"No. To begin with, there's not asoul in Washington smart enough to create avirus capable of causing a
pandemic, except maybe Mrs Santes. She was adoctor before she entered politics.”

"They givethe orders. Samething.”

"Mr. Taylor, the Harcourt virus was created by arogue scientist by the name of Savak Johannsen. He
was aided in his movements and funneled money and was helped to move about by those very same men
who were publicly executed. The money came from awhite supremacist organization which hassince
been declared illegd. Their members are being hunted down and rounded up. Y ou know all of that as
well as| do.” Doug didn't mention that Johannsen was being guarded at the same instant over in the
science building. That was atrump card hewould play if he had to. He wanted to ask about June's status
but didn't darefor fear of having her singled out—or learning she was dead.

Qualluf leaned back in his chair and motioned to the guard. When he came over, Qualluf said “ Go fetch
the bitch and bring her back here.” After the man left, he crossed hisarms over his chest and smply
gared. Qualuf's eyes glinted with hidden amusement at the shock the white boy had coming—and an
uneasy remembrance of the woman's screams. He shrugged off the image. Sympathy could play no part
in hislife now, and that woman deserved what she got. He was convinced of it.

Doug looked over at Fridge. His old friend and comrade gazed silently back, hisface immobile, but
Doug thought he saw signs of uneasiness being hidden behind that mask. A couple of minuteslater, he
found out why.



CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

Ameliawas barely recognizable. Her face was battered dmost beyond recognition, with cut and swollen
lips and cheeks. One eye was amost completely closed and the other was only partialy open. Her hair
hung in greasy strandsto her shoulders, laying lankly on the tattered remnants of her blouse. It had rips
and missing buttons and she no longer owned abra. One of her breasts was dmost completely exposed.
The pants she had been wearing were dso torn at the seams and streaked with blood. She limped
painfully while being supported under one arm by the guard. When he let her loose she dropped to the
floor. A moan escaped her grotesquely swollenlips.

"Good God! Amdia” Doug was off hisfeet and down beside her ingtantly, ignoring ordersto hdlt.
Ameliasquinted painfully and appeared to recognize him. “Doug,” she whispered pitifully.

Helooked up from where he was knedling beside her, rage written in the stark lines of hisface. “You
sorry bastard! What did you do thisfor?"

Qudluf smply looked at her. “Tdl him, bitch. Tell him what you told us."

"They made mesay it,” Amdiasaid, seeming to find afragment of remaining courage. “It'snot true. We
didn't ... didn't start the Harcourt ... virus. We don't ... don't have acure.” She peered blurrily around the
room, seemed to recognize Qualluf. Her voicerose, shrill but cracking at the end. “Thereisno curel”

Qualluf jJumped to hisfeet, roaring. “ Goddamned white bitch! Y ou told metherésacure! Wewant it!"
"Doug, please...” Amelias voice broke completely as she collapsed into a hegp, sobbing and moaning.

Doug stood up, coming between her and Qual luf. “ The negotiations are ended. They won't Sart again
until | see her taken to the treatment center and turned over to the doctors.”

"Keep talking, white meet, an’ you belookin’ just like her,” Qualuf said.

Ignoring him, Doug took out his phone and rang his office. Teresaanswered. “Doug here,” he said
without preliminaries. “ Send two men with a stretcher over hereimmediately. Have them wave awhite
flag asthey come. They'll be expected.” He flipped the phone closed and closed the distance between
himsdlf and the preacher, his expresson hardened into rigid flinty lines. “ And you cal me anything except
Mr. Craddock again and it's going to be Fridge | negotiate with, and you're going to be left out of
whatever amnesty | can arrange. Now go tell your men to let the stretcher bearers through.”

"I'll doit, Preacher,” Fridge said to Qualuf, asudden desireto live taking hold of him. Seeing Doug had
revived something indgde that had been lost beneeth the vast bleakness|eft by theloss of hisfamily. He
glanced down at Amdiathen looked away, ashamed of what he had let happen.

Qualluf looked rebellious and stood his ground.

Doug watched as Fridge strode over to the door. He spoke to the guard in the old command tone he
remembered so well. The guard left immediately, giving Doug aclueto where at least part of the black
power in Atlantaresided.

"Thanks, Fridge. We can work this out—and listen; I've been party to most of the progress toward a
cure here. | cantell you that thereisn't one, and in al honesty there might not be oneintimeto help. The
scientists and doctors have just now discovered afew promising drugsto follow up on. They may or may
not work and that'sdl | can tell you. However, if they do, I'll personally guarantee that no bureaucratic
bullshit keeps them from being dispensed quickly.”



"They gdling,” Qualluf said, till angry at Fridge's usurpation of authority.

"The scientists and their staff have been working twelve hour shifts, seven days aweek,” Doug returned.
“Dont tdl methey'redalling.” Hefelt awesk touch on hisleg and looked down. Amdiasfingerswere
trying to get agrasp on hisfatigue trousersin an attempt to attract his attention. He bent down and put his
head near hers, seeing how white her complexion—what was | eft of it—had become.

"Doug, it was...” Her eyesrolled up and she lost consciousness. He touched her face. It felt cold and
damp, symptoms of shock. He stood up and |ooked around, then grabbed some heavy volumesfrom a
bookcase against one wall. He stretched Ameias body out and propped her feet up on them. That was
al he could do. When hefinished, he stood back up, staring at Qualluf with an expression of such raw
hatred for the man that the preacher findlly averted his gaze and returned to his chair behind the desk.

* * % %

The stretcher bearers and Colond Chrigtian arrived at almogt the sasmetime.

"Get her to adoctor soon asyou can,” Doug instructed the men. “ She'sin shock.” He watched them
carry Amdiafrom the room at afast pace, then before the guard could close the door, Colonel Christian
was led into the room.

"Whoisit herethat'sin contact with the vice president?’ he asked immediately. Christian wasatall man
with even features and the tanned skin that showed him to be afield officer.

"l am,” Doug said. “Fridge, could we have some more coffee in here? This may take awhile and I'm too
tired to stay awake much longer.”

"Y ou don't need no coffeg,” Qualuf said.

Fridge nodded to the guard, ignoring Qualluf's baleful glare. He was gone less than aminute and returned
bearing three Styrofoam cups of coffee. While he was out, Doug introduced himslf, & the sametime
making aswift appraisal of Chrigtian. Helooked young to be afull colond, indicating either ahigh level of
competence or alot of politica pull.

"l want to confirm those orders from the vice presdent,” Chrigtian said. *“Our military communications are
dill erratic. Someone must have put asatellite suppressor in the same orbit as ours.”

"The phones gtill working. Let metry.” Doug dided the number he had committed to memory. A woman
with a pleasant voice answered. He identified himsalf and asked for the vice president. A moment later
shewasontheline.

"Maam, | have Colond Christian here and werre with the leaders of the group holding the hostages.
Ther namesare Qualuf Taylor of the Church of Blacks, and Ali Greene.” He handed the phoneto the
colond.

The brigade commander listened for afew moments, nodding his head occasiondly. Findly he said “I
understand, maam.” He flipped the phone closed and handed it to Doug, then turned his attention to the
two black |leaders.

"All right, I've just been told that I'm to follow Mr. Craddock's lead in the negotiations. Let's get started.”

Doug liked the man'stake charge attitude but wasn't sure how well it would go over with Qualluf Taylor.
The Church of Blacks' leader was dtill glaring, first a Doug, then at Colond Chrigtian, and finally even at
Fridge. Doug shrugged mentally and said “Mr. Taylor, we need to get the CDC back in operation as
quickly as possible. They're not just working on the Harcourt virus yet, though some drugs are showing



promise. Therésanew virusloose aswdll."

"I know about the new one. First Blacks, now Mudims. And you telling me the government not behind
it?"

Doug sghed. The man wasfixated on the idea and he didn't have any idea how to get him off it. “I won't
argue the matter with you; the Vice President of the United States told me personally that she hasno
knowledge of government involvement and that the president himsdlf gave her the authority to end this
standoff. And I've dready told you that so far as| know, thereisnot a cure for the Harcourt virus, not
yet. Even avaccineis till months away, if one can be developed at dl. So tell me now, what isit you
want?'

Quadluf didn't answer for long moments. He gppeared to be running his options through his mind. Doug
was about to ask again, when he broke the silence. “ All usfolk go free. Y ou white boys can go free, but
we keep the women to be sure you don't renege.”

"No. Hereswhat well do. Every one of you can go free. No retaliation. Y ou rel ease the hostages. You
can leave adozen observers of your own choice to remain here at the CDC. I'll give them authority to
pokeinto any recordsthey want to. Any at al. They can stay aslong asthey like, observe any of the
research they likeand I'll alow them to report back to you once aday.” He held up afinger to indicate
that he wasn't finished yet, then added “ And I'll recommend to the vice president that enforcement of
drug laws be suspended insofar asit covers painkillers; heroin, morphine and thelike. | can't guarantee
that last part; dl | can doisask. Now if that's not enough, why don't you tell me about anything el se that's
bothering you."

"You bothering us, just like you been for 500 years. We got your women aready. And if they's no cure,
we dead anyway. Maybe we just keep them and see how long it take to fuck ‘em to death.” Qualluf
grinned, displaying his diamond studded teeth.

Doug clenched histeeth in an effort not to climb over the desk and throttle the black preacher. He's
playing to our fears, Doug thought, and he's right. No matter how you fedl intellectually, there's
always the cultural stuff. It's hard to root out. Goddamn him, if ... Hebit hisinner lip hard enough to
draw blood. “ Y ou're not going to do that, Mr. Taylor.”

"I'm not, huh? How you planning on stopping me?"

Doug looked at hiswatch. “1f either myself or Colonel Christian aren't back within another two hours,
I've left word for my people to contact the army and tell them we're dead. That will betheir sgnd to
re-take the CDC by force."

"Well set the motherfucking place on fireyou try it."

"If we don't come back, your only contact with the army or the government is dead. Y ou'll wind up tied
to apost just like those sorryass white supremacists were, instead of being in linefor the new drugsif
they work. Why in hell don't you try helping for achange?’ Thelie about having to make contact within
two hours came out of his mouth so quickly that he didn't know he had formed the idea until he had said
it, and then he knew it was a precaution he should have put in place before coming here. If heand
Chrigtian both died, there would be no point in further negotiations, the way he saw it.

Colond Chrigtian spoke for thefirst time, forming hiswords carefully. “Mr. Taylor, my origina orders
caled for meto securethe CDC facility as my number one priority. It's only through the good offices of
the vice president that we didn't smply move in here and kill every one of you that resisted. Now let me
add something e se to the discussion. Mr. Craddock?”



"Go ahead Colond "

"Before | left my headquarters, | gave ordersto temporarily halt our advance and to fire only when fired
upon. | don't want any more civilian casuaties than necessary to restore order. Agreeto Mr. Craddock's
conditions and you can return with me and help settle the population down and put those rumors that
garted thisfighting to rest. Y ou would be doing both your country and your people afavor.”

"Ain't my country no more. No dedl. Like| told you, we dead anyway.” Qudluf folded his arms across
his chest again, asif prepared to wait for better terms.

Exasperated, Doug looked over at Fridge. Hisfriend had adistinctly uncomfortable expression on his
face but gppeared to be waiting on devel opments before making any kind of decision on hisown.
Somehow, he had to get Fridge over to the Side of reason. He didn't think that even losing hisfamily
could have robbed him of al the good he remembered in the man. He wastrying to think of something
else to say when aknock came at the door.

"Comein!” Qudluf belowed.

A light complexioned black man with a pistol stuck in hisbelt stepped into the room. “ Preacher, we just
grab awhite boy holdin’ awhite flag. He say some Amdiabitch want to talk to the man here. He say it
‘portant, like about that * hannsen dude invented that vira bekillin us. Say he has to know. What you
want medo with him?'

Doug stood up. He caught Amelias name and the reference to the scientist even through the thick
vernacular of black patois the man spoke.

"Colond, | think | better run back over there for afew minutes and see what thisis about. Do you want
to stay or go?"

"| can stay for awhile. Perhaps Mr. Taylor and Greeneand | can talk further while you're gone."
"l ant say you cangoyet,” Qualuf sad, haf risng from hischair.

"Well, I'm going. Fridge, | need to speak to you for amoment.”

"No!” Quadluf shouted.

Doug stared daggers at the man. “Mr. Taylor, Fridge lost hiswife and children to the Harcourt virus. |
lost my wifeto the Mall Terrorigts. | promise, thisis personal and has nothing to do with our

negotiations.”
“No."

"I'll talk to him, Preacher,” Fridge said mildly. “Can't hurt nothing. And maybe we better let him go see
what's so important back there.” Without waiting on an answer, he took Doug's arm and escorted him
out of theroom.

Asquickly asthey found aboundary of privacy inthe hall, Fridge said “1 didn't know about that, Doug.
I'm sorry.”

"Thanks, Fridge. Listen, asbadly as Ameliawas hurt, shewouldn't send for meif it weren't something
important. In the meantime, would you do me apersond favor?"

"If | can.”



"l just remarried. My wifés nameis June. She was on the admin staff. Would you seeif she'samong the
captivesand if so, find out if she's okay? And I'd appreciate it if you would keep it quiet.”

"I can do that much. June you say? Describe her for me."

Doug did so. Fridge nodded, then said “Doug, try to get usout of this. | believe you, but that preacher
got more power here than me and he's convinced the government is behind the whole thing.” He looked
down at hisfeet for amoment, then back up a Doug. “I wastoo, until | talked to you. | never knew you
tolie”

"Thanks, Fridge. I'll do my damnedest to get it done. And trust me, if | thought the government was
behind this, I'd be on your sde.

That drew athin smile from the big man. He escorted Doug on down the hdl and outside, then
designated two guards to go with him back to the science building under awhite flag. After that he went
looking for June Craddock. He wondered if she were as nice awoman as Doug's previous wife had
been.

On the way back, Doug mentdly reviewed everything he knew about the preacher. He recaled reading
that Qualuf had aPhD. in psychology. Was that why he was using black vernacular, to make him think
he was dealing with adumb black man? Probably he thought. Too bad the preacher didn't know that
Doug had managed to remove most of the negative cultura attitudes toward blacks he had grown up
with. Being in the military and fighting aongside men and women of al races was one quick way to make
both sides see how vulnerable they were—and how in a crunch, skin color was the last thing anyone
thought of.



CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

Presdent Marshd rubbed hishand over hisface, feding unshaven whiskers. It waslate at night and his
day hadn't ended yet. Every time hetried leaving the Ovad Office, something €lse came up to capture his
attention and prevent him from getting some badly needed deep.

The latest crisiswas in North Korea, where they were threatening nuclear retaliation for deaths caused
by the Harcourt virus. Damned crazy Koreans, getting upset over casudties from the disease that were
minuscule compared to some nations. Why hadn't Clinton, or even Bush, taken out their nuclear
capability when they had a chance? Goddamn wimps. Now look. He shoved the briefing paper toward
the pile destined for the shredder. What did they expect him to do? Personally, he thought they were
going off the deegp end because the world economy had crashed, and without exports they couldn't feed
their people. They ought to be glad the Harcourt virus was thinning them out alittle. Fewer mouthsto
feed.

General Newman wanted to act now, take out their nukes, but he had refused. It might cometo that, but
he wasn't going to sart it. Thelittle bastards had been digging into their mountains for damn near a
quarter century. Deep probing satdllite imagery showed so many tunnels and cavernsthat there was no
way to get them all, despite the generd's confidence. That man was beginning to grate on his nerves. But
what to do?

Finally he pressed the button that called in an aide.
"Get me Willingham. Tell him to get his ass up here as soon as possible.”

It'sworth atry, he thought. Get Chinato do the job. They had the manpower and the nukes, if it cameto
that. Anything to keep them away from America. The nation was holding together but he didn't think it
could survive the panic that would be caused by an atomic explosion on North American soil. Chinas
war with Taiwan wasn't going well. If he offered to stop al replacement munitions shipmentsto Taiwan
and withdraw the few nava units near the idand, maybe they would come around—if their government
survived long enough. So many factories on the mainland had shut down that the peasants and workers

were going hungry.

Augtraia. Now that was one of the few nations in the world amost unaffected by the Harcourt virus.
Damn smart of them, keeping blacks and Asians out of their country, and their indigenous blacks were no
problem. Besides they would be dead soon. Austrdiahad afairly decent navy, according to Generd
Newman. Suppose he offered some inducements, additiona weapons perhaps, for them to send some
troops to Africaand the Middle East? Maybe even South America, at selected portsthat could be easily
defended. Best to keep atoehold thereif they could. At least the Aussies weren't big enough to turn on
the United States and had never devel oped nuclear wegpons. He made another note for Willingham.

Helooked at his next brief and scribbled an okay with his distinctive flourish. Defaulting on some of the
bonds held by foreigners and releasing the gold in Fort Knox to the citizenry would help stimulate the
economy. Of course the default wouldn't be couched in those terms. It would be worded asa
“postponement in payment™, but he knew the debts would never be paid.

Marshal sghed. Where was Willingham?

A hdf hour later the man appeared, tie askew and hair uncombed, asif he had been running hisfingers
through it. The president frowned. He had never seen the man in such agtate.

"I'm sorry | was delayed, Mr. President, but a suicide squad just crashed ajetliner into a skyscraper in



Chicago, and Turkey and the Kurds are fighting again. What are we going to do?'

Marshall groaned. Would this madness never end? Goddamn it, the Arabs were finished. Why didn't
they just go quietly to their heaven and virgins and so forth and quit this martyr bullshit?

* * * %

June did the best she could to keep the captives calm and under control and to give what little aid she
could to some of the older workers who were prostrate with heat exhaustion. All she could redlly do was
keep pushing liquids and bathing them with cool water. Fortunately, there was plenty of water and the
guards alowed them to go to and from the fountains. She avoided the area where the smirking guard
lolled in one of the padded lobby chairs, knowing he had turned her into afoca point; avisible object of
the misery the blacks were suffering. She was scared of him. She had just finished tending to an older
woman whaose breathing was becoming irregular, using cool water carried from the drinking fountain,
when the guards changed shifts. The smirking black who had been following her dl day with hiseyes
didn't leave the lobby like the others who had been relieved. Instead, he headed in her direction as she
went over to check on a patient.

Thewounded and sick staff workerswere laid out in rows at the edge of the crowd, where what little air
circulation there was could get to them. Most of them were suffering slently, but afew were moaning
with pain. June was knedling by the side of aman, checking his pulse, when shefdt a presence behind
her. Shelooked around. The guard who had been watching her was wearing aleer now. “On your fest,
bitch. Some other peoples got needs, too.” Hislips split into agrin, displaying his missing teeth.

June didn't move, but smply stared up at him, in the manner of adeath row inmate whose cell had just
opened for the escort to enter, ready to usher the prisoner on the short but utterly terrifying last stepsto
the desth chamber.

Theblack'slips closed in anger at her lack of response. A knife suddenly appeared in his hand as he
leaned over her. The point broke the skin on the side of her neck, a pinprick, but it felt as though the
knife was entering her body—just as this man planned on doing, and just as brutally as aknife blade
would have been. His other hand closed over her upper arm, gripping it painfully. He jerked her to her
feet. Shefet more pain as he pulled on her, and felt the point of the blade dig in and open up anarrow
cut. A second later it was at her back, probing at her spine as she felt blood wetting her blouse below the
shallow neck wound.

"This be sharp, bitch. How you like it you be par'lyzed? Move you pussy.”

Stumbling with fear, June complied. She couldn't endure the thought of the knife blade entering her spine,
seeking out her spina cord. Better to let him have hisway and hope she survived. She had seen afigure
out of one of the windows who she thought was Amelia, being carried back to the science building on a
sretcher, and now she remembered the screams she had heard shortly after Amelia had been dragged
off, to the same room this man was steering her toward. That's going to happen to me, she thought, her
mind skittering around imagined scenes, asif trying to find an dternate when the previous one was too
frightening to contemplate. Oh, Doug! Doug! She cried hisnameto hersdlf asif she were praying, and
perhaps she was.

The door opened and a hard shove sent her regling insgde. She landed on the carpeted surface, near
where it was dready spotted with blood stains. They were gill damp and sticky.

* * * %

Amelialooked worse than when he last saw her, Doug thought. 1V bottles were hooked to both arms
and her head had been partidly shaved to expose a degp gash running from her forehead back past her



hairline. The swelling had increased and purpled, like adiscolored volcano dome rising under pressure
from below. He knew she could barely see to recognize him through eydlids so puffed that they alowed
only ditsof light, but she was conscious and dert, no longer in shock. She gripped his hand and squeezed
feebly. Hefelt tearsleak from hiseyes at the Sight of her mangled face. He could only imagine what
damage had occurred to the rest of her body, and didn't want to think about the degradation she must
have suffered, nor what it might have done to her mind.

"Doug ... thank you. | have to make this quick, because I've been holding off taking a shot and I'm going
to have surgery soon; I've got someinternd injuries, they said.” She breathed heavily through amiasma
of pain, then found the strength to continue. “I found out just before the attack. Johannsen says ... Doug,
he says the funding and technica data came from us. It was just funneled through the supremacists ... Oh
God, | didn't want to believeit, but he swearsit's.... it'strue.”

"Y ou mean to tell me the CDC gave him agtart on the virus?” He smply couldn't believe that.

"No, no ... it didn't come from here. It was a private lab, funded by the CIA, hethinks. He ... he says
Edgar Tomlinwasinonit ... when he was Director ... oh, Doug, please find out if thisistrue. Please. We
have to know."

Everything Amdiasaid wasfiltered through the distortion of pain from her injuries, but he understood
amogt every word. It made him fed sick indgde just thinking that their own government might have been
responsible for the catastrophic result of Johannsen's actions. He stood, stunned, unable to even speak
until someone tapped him on the shoulder. He turned around to see atired looking young woman in
aurgical scrubs. Nearby was an operating room gurney.

"We'reready for her. I'm going to give her the pre-op now."

Doug came back to redity. “Just one more minute. “ Amelia, has he said anything about acure or a
vacane?'

"No cure. Jenkinsthinksthe ... the data he got from him may ... may make avaccine. And therée's
something elsehe... | can't think now. | hurt inside.”

"Amelia, I'll have thistracked to the source, be sure of that. Now you get well.” He squeezed her hand
and made way for the medica people. He watched as Ameliawas administered a shot by the nursein
scrubs, then transferred to the gurney and wheeled away. A moment later he headed toward the
basement where he knew Savak Johannsen was being guarded. If he had time after that, then he would
talk to Stephen Jenkins, ascientist June had told him about earlier who was doing research on avaccine
for the Harcourt virus. Every bit of information he could gather might be useful in freeing the hostages.
The thought of hostages brought images of June back into the forefront of hismind. Hetried not to think
about what Fridge might have found out.

Thelast thing Doug did before leaving Ameliawas to give his persona phone number to Amelia's nurse
and ask her to have Amdiacal him just as soon as she recovered from the surgery and was ableto talk.
Heimpressed on her the importance of his message by telling her it might mean the difference between
freeing the hostages or not.

* k k %
"One of your thugstook her off,” awoman Fridge was questioning said bitterly.
"What! Where did he take her? Quick, woman!™

"S0 you can get in on the action, goddamn you! Thisisa... aplace of science, not a... find her yourself.



| won't tell you.” She bowed her head, expecting to be hit or dapped.

Fridge didn't give adamn what she thought right at the moment. Instead of dapping her, he reached out
one huge hand and gathered the lapels of her blouse and yanked her toward him. “Y ou fool, I'm trying to
save her, not hurt her! Now whereis she?'

"Who are ... | don't know who you are. No."

Fridgetightened hisgrip and put her face inches away from his. His eyes burned with urgency. “Listento
me. | know Doug. He sent meto find her. Now whereis she?'

It was the use of Doug's first name that convinced her. She searched hisface, saw that it showed only a
highly impatient concern, not adesireto join hisfelow in whatever brutaities were taking place. She
pointed toward adoor. “In there."

Evenif she had not shown him the way, Fridge would have found it a second later when ashrill frightened
scream rent the air, petrifying initsintensity. Fridge pushed the woman away from him and ran toward
the sound, drawing his pistol as he went. The door was locked. He backed off and kicked hard once,
twice, and the lock peeled away from its rended frame. The door burst open.

June had just managed to jerk loose from the man assaulting her and was running toward the door where
he leaned hisrifle. The edge of the door dapped her in the head asit flew open, knocking her down.
When she saw the huge black man shove the door closed behind him, she began crying. Not two of
them, she thought hysterically. Then she saw the gun hewas holding. They're going to kill me when
they're finished. Oh, Doug. We were so happy. She bowed her head, shedding bitter tears as she
waited for them to finish stripping her. She was dready bare to the waist. Her breasts had bright stresks
fingernail scraiches marring their surface.

"Y ou want some too, Fridge? Hold her for mefirgt. | give her apiece of black meat, maybe she stop

fighting.” The guard'slaugh halted abruptly astheflat of Fridge's caloused pam struck the sde of his

face with brutdl force. He staggered backward and bounced off awall. His eyes grew wide as Fridge
advanced on him.

Fridge's mind was harkening back to memories of how nice Doris Craddock had always been, how
supportive of her husband's concern for the troops. “Get your black ass out of here, Teacup. Any man
have a need to rape awoman got something wrong in his head. No, wait. Y ou tell the men The Fridge
got thisone marked for hisown. Anybody diss her, they inaworld of hurt. Y ou hear?'

June's assailant nodded, knowing Fridge never made idle threats. Before he | et the man leave, Fridge
removed the clip from hisrifle and g ected the cartridge in the chamber. “Y ou get your ass out there and
passthe word. | done had enough of this shit. It's one thing to fight aman when you think you got a
reason. Raping helpless women not going to help anybody. Now git!"

Fridge didn't worry when he turned his back on the man. He had seen the fear on hisface. Helooked
around, spotted June's bra and blouse. He picked them up. “Here, Mrs. Craddock. Get yourself

covered and go back outside. Anybody bother you again, tell them the Fridge got you covered.” Hetried
to smile at her but it was acaricature.

Junelooked at him, dubious of hissincerity, but willing to go dong. At the very least, he had saved her
from being raped and most likely beaten. She turned her back and started to put on the bra, then saw
that it had been wrenched from her body with enough force to bend the hooks before tearing them out of
the fabric. She dropped it to the floor and pulled on the blouse. She had to hold it together for now and
hope she could find asafety pin or two outsde. She turned to face the big man who had saved her.



“Thank you, whoever you are. What ... how...?"

"Never mind for now. Me and Doug go back along time. He asked meto look for you.” Finaly Fridge
did smile, but it wasavery smadl one. “Lookslikel found you just in time. Go on out with the others
now. I'll follow you."

Suddenly theimport of hiswords hit Junelikeablow. “Doug! Hesdivel"
"He'sdive,” Fridge confirmed, urging her gently back through the doorway and out into the [obby.

June returned to the captives with a freshened heart, despite the path taken to get there. Doug was alive!

* k x %

Doug wanted to see Johannsen done. He made hisway to the Science Building, limping painfully from his
leg wound. The basement was a cavern, divided off into storage rooms, palets of supplies, vaultsand
bare machinery that kept the building functioning. Doug had been there only once or twice doing security
checks, but he knew the generd layout. He waited afew moments on the service eevator but for some
reason it seemed to be stuck at the basement level. Maybe the power outages had damaged some of the
circuitry, he thought. Impatient, he took the stairs and hurried down them. He didn't trust Qualluf Taylor
towait on himtoo long.

He pushed open the basement door and stopped in histracks. A short, well muscled white man was
dragging abody away that still had aknife hilt protruding from its back. Doug reacted amost
immediately, but still dmost lost hislife. The moment he drew hisgun and yelled “ Stop!” the man
dropped the body and flung himsdlf sideways. Herolled, drawing apistol and firing & the sametime
Doug did. Both of them missed with their first shots, but the other man was moving and Doug wasn't. He
was able to take better aim. His second bullet cratered the man's forehead.

Doug knew there had to be someone € se around. Assassins coming into afacility like this one wouldn't
be working done—and he knew intuitively that they must be after Johannsen. He ran for cover as soon
as he saw that his shot had gone true. Gunfire rang out from behind an idle forklift as he ran. His quick
movement saved him, but he didn't get away free Hetook abullet in his upper left arm and ashefell,
another in same leg where he had been wounded before. His assailant made a single mistake; he came
out from cover too soon, thinking he had done acomplete job.

Doug had hung on to his pistol as he went down, knowing that if he dropped it, he was dead. He got off
aquick snap shot that startled the gunman, then another that thudded into the man's ssomach. He gasped
and fdll backward, clutching his middle. Doug approached cautioudy, hisleft arm dangling numb and
useless and limping from renewed pain in hisleg. He looked first at hisfallen foe, then around, then back
at the sprawled figure of the man he had shot. Helay on his back with his arms outflung, twitching and
sucking air asif trying to breathe. Hisweapon lay nearby, asmal automatic. An assassin's wegpon. He
knew now why the two bullets hadn't done him more damage.

Doug appropriated the other weapon, frisked the man awkwardly but quickly with one hand, then began
searching for Johannsen. He found him in the third room he investigated. Doug didn't know at first which
was the prisoner, but one of the men was certainly dead. He hoped it was the federal marsha. He bent
over the other man and saw that he was il dive, though he had been shot through the chest. Somehow,
it must have missed his heart and lungs for he stared hopefully up at Doug with glassy blue eyes set below
long hair asydlow asripe corn.

"Areyou Savak Johannsen?'

"Yes. I'm hurt.” He breathed heavily. “ Get adoctor.”



"Inaminute. Tel me where the financing for the Harcourt virus came from.”
"It wasyour CIA. Thedirector; | saw his name on some ... documents.”
"What documents? Where?'

"I'll tell you. A doctor, please.” His voice was weakening.

Doug needed proof. “Where are the documents? What did you see?"

"Shane Stevenson. Charleston. House. In...” Hiseyesrolled up and he lost consciousness. Doug thought
of rushing up the stairsto find adoctor to try saving the lives of the men till bresthing, but doubted he
would make it. He was beginning to fed woozy from his own wounds. He used his phone, but didn't
know the number of the treetment facility where he might find a doctor and had neglected to plug it into
his phone's memory. He cdled his own battle headquarters. As soon as he got an answer he recognized
Teresdsvoice. He said “ Teresa. Doug here. There's been agun battle in the basement of the Science
Center. Someone tried to take Johannsen out. Send adoctor and two—no, make that three gurneys; I'm
hit, too. And hurry. If I'm not responding by then, Johannsen is il divein hisroom and one of the
gunmenislying out in the open by the forklift that you'll see as soon asthe elevator opens.

"Got it, Doug. Hang on; I'll have someone therein afew minutesif | haveto carry them on my back!"

Thank God Teresawasn't making rounds, he thought. She would have help here quickly. Helimped
back to the elevator and removed the chair that was preventing the door from closing. then sat down
nearby. He leaned againgt the wall and examined hiswounds. The upper arm was the worst; blood was
dtill flowing copioudy fromit. The dizziness began enveloping him again. He unbuttoned hisfatigue shirt
and pushed the left Side lapel over to add another layer of cloth to the wound, then lay down on that side,
even though it hurt. He hoped the pressure would dow the bleeding. Then the world began spinning and
his awareness faded.



CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

| want that Johannsen character brought to Washington so we can try him and execute him publicly, like
we did those others” President Marshal said.

Edgar Tomlin couldn't agree more; he wanted him dead in the worst way. He had begun fedling relatively
safe after the white supremacist gang that helped Johannsen had been executed in such ahurry that there
had been little time to question them. Even so, it had been anear thing, with Rafe Smith yelling out an
accusation at the last moment. Fortunately, he hadn't been understood and the firing squad ended any
further chance of him talking.

There's such athing as being too damned efficient, Tomlin muttered to himself, thinking of how the
president had insisted on Johannsen being taken to the CDC immediately after capture. It had been
nothing more than wild palitica reasoning, thinking that if he werein custody, and working under guard to
reverse the effects of the virus he had created, then the government would be absolved of blame. Tomlin
thought he had Johannsen taken care of when the porch monkeysin Atlanta responded to the rumor that
the CDC was harboring a cure—with his personal agents helping to spread it—but that hadn't worked
either. The blacks reacted like he thought they would, but the army had gotten there too fast, and the thin
CDC security force had put up an admittedly heroic resistance. After that failure, he had sent the last two
agents he could persondly cal onin Atlantato finish off Johannsen for good.

Helooked at hiswatch. By now, that matter should finaly be taken care of. “I'll seetoit, Mr. President.
And | think executing himisagood idea."

"I'm not so sure,” Lurline said. “Wouldn't he be more vauable dive, so he could beforced to help find a
cure or avaccine? After dl, he created it; he should know more about it than anyone e se.”

"If the nation gets out of thiswith awhole skin, the sonofabitch did the world afavor,” Genera Newman
sad, forgetting momentarily that L urline wasin the room with them. Goddamn broads. They got no more
businessin government than they do in the army, he thought, waiting for the outraged response hisremark
was sure to evoke.

Lurlinefet morelike crying than arguing. How did aman like that get to be Chairman of the Joint Chiefs?
And the president wasn't rebuking him, either. “Y ou can't mean, that, Generd,” she said. Beneath the
conference table her fist clenched the hem of her skirt to prevent her nailsfrom digging into the palm of
her hand.

"No, of course not. | was just thinking in military terms, our oil suppliesand so forth.”

Sure you were, Lurline thought. Aloud, she said “Mr. President, Vice President Santes has beenin
contact with Colond Christian and Doug Craddock, the security chief at CDC. They're negotiating with

Qualuf Taylor aswe speak.”

Marshall nodded approval, but he had more important things on his mind. Like China, Koreaand the
Middle East. Which reminded him. “Have you taked to Willingham again?’ The president had decided
that their meetings could do without his physical presence unless he had something urgent to say. He
didn't like the man's patronizing air of superiority, asif anyone who hadn't graduated from Harvard was
automatically incapable of understanding how the establishment worked. Of course he had been taken
down apeg when the U.N. headquarters was demolished by amab of blacks, but that wouldn't last. His
kind thought they should be running the world and that everyone € se wasincompetent.

"Yes, gr, | spoketo him shortly before arriving here. He's been in contact with the Russians. They'll try to



restrain China. However, the military advisor to the premier wantsto talk to Generad Newman about aid
if China'sinvasion of Taiwan keegps going badly for the Chinese and they turn on Russia. Frankly, | think
you should talk to Willingham. He seemsto be taking hold and I'm not well versed in internationa
afars”

"I'll seetoit. Now let'stalk palitics. What about the End-Timers? Are they going to cause us as much
trouble as that damned Church of Blacks?"

Politics was something Lurline did understand. “ The End Timers are margindly beneficia to the party so
long asthey don't get too much wilder. | can't say they do much good for the nation as awhole. Many of
them have quit work, anticipating the arriva of the Rapture before they run out of money.”

"Crap!” The president exclaimed. They had to keep production and distribution going and food
distribution couldn't stop, not for anything. Hungry people were unpredictable. “Well, what should we do
about them, if anything?'

Lurline conddered. The End-Timerswere aragpidly expanding faction of Fundamentaist Chrigtianity,
taking Biblica predictionsto heart. Or rather interpreting Biblical pronouncements, mostly from the book
of Revdations, in away that indicated the End Times were at hand. Personally, she thought many of them
were Smply combining the Bible and current eventsinto a convenient excuse to quit work. She had seen
many people like that, men and women caught in hateful, minimum wage jobs that barely kept food on
the table or their kids fed; or husbands and wives making themsalves bdlieve the End Times would
terminate relationships that had grown unbearably oppressing. But most of them were Sincere believers.
They could be reasoned with.

"Sir, | think you should go on a nationwide hookup during prime time and explain that while the Rapture
may be coming, they'll missit if they starve to death or get killed by mobs of hungry people. Urgethemto
stay with their jobs. Urge them to help keep the cities running. They'll listen to you; just give them the type
of speech you're famousfor, then take questions for fifteen minutesor s0.” Lurline knew she was giving
good advice. Presdent Marshall, whatever hisfaults, was a superbly convincing orator.

"All right, set it up, but makeit day after tomorrow. I'll betied up with the U.N. tomorrow. Which
reminds me—I need to see Emilee Bailey beforehand. Get her over herefirg thing in the morning.”

Lurline made anote. “Yes, sir. How about the Arab ambassadors. Severd of them are demanding to see
you."

"Stal them. The Arabs are no longer aproblem, or won't be shortly. Isn't that right, General ?"

"Yes, sir. Another couple of months and we can move in, assuming we can rel ease some of our troops
from street duty. It'sfunny,” he mused. “Whatever bug the Jews used, it'sinfecting Arab and non-Arab
dike. Iranissuffering amost as much as Egypt and Syria, and the farther away from the Middle Eag, the
fewer people are infected.”

"Good. The more of those goddamned fanatics that die, the better | likeit. I'll have some more morbidity
figuresfrom the CDC once it's completely back in our hands, but | wastold the last ones| saw aren't

likely to change much. Listen, let's break this up for now. I've got to see the speech writers and get them
going, then some of the governors. Damn it, there€'sjust not enough hoursin the day to cover everything.”

"Perhaps Vice Presdent Santes could assume some more duties, Sir?” Lurline suggested hopefully.
Anything to bring more rationdity into the government.

"I'll manage,” Marshall said shortly. “ Besdes, she's busy with the CDC negotiations right now."



Asif that'staking up all her time, Lurlinethought. He doesn't want to share power. Except with
General Newman, maybe.

* * * %

"Damnit, therésno help for it. | have to get back,” Doug inssted. He had regained consciousness
upstairs and wasforcefully resisting attemptsto treat him. “ Just bandage me up good, splint thisarm and
give me some crutches.” A hdl of anegotiator | am, he thought. Damniit, | should have gotten Colonel
Chrigtian's personad phone number. | bet he has his own phone with him. Qualluf probably wouldn't have
believed he was hurt until he saw the bullet holes though, so it probably didn't matter.

There was aweary nurse standing by the gurney. “Mr. Craddock, you'rein no shapeto go anywhere.
Y our upper a'm is broken and your leg hasabullet holein it on top of your previous wound.”

"I'm sorry. I'm responsible for every one of our people being held captive. | don't care how you do it, but
get me over there. Send someone with meif you think I'm that bad. And give me a phone number where
| can reach Amdiaimmediately.” He needed to talk to Ameliain more detail as soon as she was out of
surgery and able to speak.

* k k %

In the end, the medicsjust gave up. An air cast was put on Doug's arm to immobilize it, afew stitches
were taken to pull hiswounds together temporarily and hisleg bandaged tightly enough to prevent any
more bleeding. All the whileit was going on, Doug kept telling them to speed things up. When hel€ft,
riding agurney, the nurse accompanied him. She was carrying pain medicine and another 1V bag to use
when the one dripping fluidsinto his good arm was exhausted. He was past his sdlf-imposed time limit by
the time the gurney wasrolling dong the walkway between buildings, but the blacks were becoming
accustomed to the white flags by now.

Surprisingly, Fridge was outside to greet him as he returned.

"I heard you caught aride back, Doug. What in hell you been doing, trying to feed yourself with your left
hand again?Y ou know you ain't got that much coordination.” He eyed the nurse tagging dong with him.
“How bad you hurt?'

"I'll live, but we've got more problems than a broken arm or ashot up leg. Let'sgo.”
"Y eah, the preacher's getting impatient. Come on, well go in through the lobby.”

Doug was searching the room the moment the big front doors opened. He didn't have far to look. June
had been derted by Fridge and was waiting just insde the entrance.

"Doug! Oh, sweetheart, what happened? Are you hurt? Oh God, stupid question,” she added as she
leaned her head near hisand kissed him.

Doug raised up enough to meet her lips. “I'm fine. Or maybe not so fine, but | can't take time off to be
sck. I'mglad you're not hurt. | was so worried that...” He saw the untreated wound at the neckline of an
overlarge white tee shirt, apparently borrowed from aman. “What happened to you?"

"It'sdl right, thisman here saved me from anything bad.”

"June, baby, we're going to have to talk later. I've got aSituation waiting that may be the most important
thing in theworld right now. Fridge? Can she come?'

Fridge shook his head. “Not agood idea. Mrs. Craddock, I'm sorry, but you'll have to wait here."



"Fridge, thank you for taking care of her, but | think she could join us. She may know something that has
abearing on theinformation I'm going to give you."

"How s0?"

Doug hadn't wanted to bring her into the danger of the negotiations, nor let Taylor know hiswife was
anywhere close, but thiswas bigger than both of them.

"June's been acting as adminigtrative assistant to the CDC Director. I'll tell you moreingide. It's not good,
but maybe we can make something out of it."

"All right,” Fridge conceded. He was getting impatient with the preacher himself.

Fridge escorted Doug back to the same room he had | eft an eternity ago, it seemed like. June and the
nurse, one on each side, accompanied him, with Fridge leading the way.

"Who these bitches?” Qualluf demanded as Fridge began moving chairs aside to make room for the
medica cart.

"Good God, what happened to you?’ Colond Chrigtian asked, fearful that the fragile truce had somehow
been broken.

"Il getinto it with dl of youinminute” Heturned to hisnurse. “Maam if you would, give me an injection
of pain medicine, but only haf adose. Then you'll haveto leave usdonefor alittlewhile. Y ou can wait
out in thelobby.” Doug knew he had to have something to aleviate his pain, but wasn't going to take
enough to muddle his senses.

"Your pan medicineisinthel.V. All | can do isspeed thedrip up alittle.” She adjusted the flow, then
sad,” | haveto stay with you to monitor your vital Sgns” Doug was ingstent that she go, but sheleft only
after hetold her June was anurse. What he had on his mind was too vital to get out in casud
conversation. Not before he had a chance to useit. Once the nurse closed the door on them, he got
down to business.

"Have you two made any progresswhile | was gone?’ Doug looked at Chrigtian, then Taylor. Taylor
glowered and didn't answer. The colond shook hishead. “Only so far asalowing meto send my aide
back to tell my deputy that 1'm in no danger here, and to respect the truce.”

Doug spotted a carafe that was an addition to the room. “Isthat coffee?’ he asked, pointing with his
good arm. “If it is, | need someto help keep me awake long enough to get through what | need to tell
you."

June brought the coffee to Doug without asking permission. Qualluf stared balefully at her, but said
nothing. Despite himsalf, he was curious over how Doug had gotten his wounds and what he was up to
now.

June helped him to raise the upper portion of hisbody enough to gulp some of the hot coffee and make
good eye contact with the others, then he began. “Mr. Taylor, | may owe you an apology,” he said, then
waited on the reaction. It wasn't exactly what he would have hoped for, but given the man'sfixation on
mistreatment of blacks from the age of exploration until now, he wasn't surprised.

"Huh! Every motherfucking white in Americaand Europe owe us an apology. Damn little good that do

"I told you before, I'm not responsible for anyone else's actions, only my own and the men | command. If



it makesyou fed any better, I've never agreed with the way blacks have been trested, but that's neither
here nor there. What | wanted to apologize for isthat | found out | might have been wrong. Thereisa
possibility you may have been right about the government being involved with ingtigating the Harcourt
virus. Or some peoplein government, at least.”

"Doug, no!” June exclaimed. “ Our government couldn't have done thisl™

Doug was watching Fridge's reaction rather than Qualluf's. He sensed that he was going to have to
depend on hisold friend to hold things together until he had a better grasp of exactly what had actudly
happened with Johannsen. And he needed the Colonel, too.

Qualluf stood up. “Jugt like | said. We can't trust any of you sorry motherfuckers. That'sit, conference
over.” He started toward the door.

"Fridge, stop him. Therésmore!l” Doug winced as he tried reflexively to reach hisarm out to siop
him—thewrong arm.

Fridge was nearer the door than Qualluf. He moved in front of it. “ Preacher, let's hear it al before we
decide anything. Go ahead, Doug. | hope you got more than this, though.”

"l do.” Doug spped more of the coffee. He could fedl the effects of the pain killer lessening hishurt, but it
was aso making him groggy. “June, stop the pain medicine. | haveto stay avake.”

Qualluf moved back to his chair, knowing he had reacted too quickly. What else did this man know?
How had he been hurt? How could he be used? Was there maybe a cure after all? Better to wait and
see.

After Qualuf had reseated himsdlf, Doug continued, encouraged by June's hand dipping into his after he
downed the last of the coffee. “Let metdl you what happened when | went back to talk to Amdia She
told me that some CIA agents had brought in that crazy scientist, Johannsen, who created the Harcourt
virus. He arrived right before the airport was closed, so Amdiaand her scientific staff haven't finished
questioning him about whether he knows how to stop the virus or not. About the time Ameliawas giving
me this information, she had to be taken to surgery to repair interna injuries asaresult of the besting she
got while here. If it hadn't been for that | might have had more for you."

Doug saw that Qualuf's perpetud glare faded from hisface for once, telling him plainer than words who
had been responsible for Amelias torment. He thought the man might even have beenin oniit, but he
didn't want to know. It would only prejudice him in the hoursto come.

"Wewant that man,” Qudluf said.

Doug had been hoping for that reaction. “1 may give him to you, but not before we drag every bit of what
he knows about the Harcourt virus out of him. He suggested there was evidence of his contactsin
government in some papers he told me about. That was after | rescued him from what | think were
government agentsintent on silencing him. That'show | got hurt.” He tapped the air cast on hisarm to
emphasize the point. “Now hereswhat | want usto do.” He explained hisideas as clearly as he could.
He had been thinking furioudy ever sincelearning of Johannsen's presence and the possibility of
government involvement.



CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

"So heréshow | seeit,” Doug finished up. “I want some scientists and other expertsto examine the
documents that Johannsen told me where to find before we say anything. Colond Chrigtian and some of
his men will go get them first and bring them back herein order to keep anyone elsein the government
from stopping publication if they prove to be true. Same for the possibilities of avaccine or acure. We
want to get that out, too, but | see no sensein giving people false hope before were sure, and frankly, |
don't think the black and Hispanic communities would believe us without proof. And lagt, | want the
people here released, with Mr. Taylor sending scientific representatives of his choiceinto the CDC to
monitor the work there. Mr. Taylor, you can either go into the CDC or go with Colond Chrigtian to
secure the documents or send your representatives to each place and stay here with your people; it's
your choice.” Helooked at the others, trying to gauige everyone's reactions, then added, “Whatever we
do, we don't want either the government or the military, other than the colond here, to get wind of what
we're up to until we can publish our findings on the net in abelievable manner. So far as| know, it'sonly
Edgar Tomin who'sinvolved in thismess, but there may be others. In fact, therésadmost certain to be
others and we want to get them, too."

Fridge blew out abreath of air. “Doug, you never did do thingssmdl. Thisisalot to takein al a once.

"I know. And it may not beall, yet. | forgot to tell you, that | left word for Ameliato call me as soon as
she'sout of surgery and awake. There was something else she was trying to tell me before she passed
out. Shelll probably be in surgery, then recovery for afew more hours. Johannsen isin surgery, too—and
asmuch as| hate the man, | hope he surviveslong enough to question him somemore.” Hefdt his
eydidsdragging. “In the meantime, I've got to rest for awhileif you want meto carry on.”

Fridge nodded. “He'sright, Preacher. If there's a chance for our people, we got to go along with him.”

Qualluf looked asif he had abad case of indigestion. “How do we know he'stdling the truth? Maybe
he'sjust trying to get those CDC people free.”

Incongruoudy, Fridge laughed out loud. Even Doug peered at him curioudy, wondering what was funny.

"Preacher, do you redlly think Doug would have shot hisarm practicaly off and put ancther bullet in his
leg just to try fooling you? Or let you know hiswifeishere? Or that Johannsen isjust one building over?
Uh uh. Héestdling the truth. We're going to go along with him."

"Since when did you take command?’ Qualuf said.
"l didn't. But | will if | haveto."
Doug noticed that both men had dropped amost al of the black vernacular.

Qualuf gtared at his military commander and dowly nodded. “I'll pick the best men availableto go into
the CDC dong with the people we've been holding here. And I'll send some more men with the colonel
to be sure we see everything if he finds any papersin Charleston. Then as soon as | quiet the people on
thelinesdown, I'll be over at the CDC mysdlf. | want to be present when Johannsen is questioned.”

"Done,” Doug agreed, then expounded on hislast thought, which had depended on everything elseto
come off right before it would be possible. “And one last thing. After we al agree on where we go from
here, I'm going to call the Vice President back, but I'm not going to tell her yet about the possibility of
Tomlin'sinvolvement. I'm afraid it might leak. But once we know, | want to seeif the three of us can get
ajoint national broadcast audience after we release the data to the net.”



"That might—hell, it probably will—get me acourt martid,” Colond Christian said, “but assuming al this
stuff istrue, I'll do it. Goddamn, | should have goneinto businesswith my Dad, like he wanted meto.
Not that businessis going to be very good for along time to come, but it would sure as hell be safer!™

Doug cdlled Teresaand told her to alow the armed blacks to enter the CDC and accompany anyone
they wanted to as part of the bargain he had struck. Then he made that call to Santes.

* k x %

Vice Presdent Santeswas dlarmed at first that it was Doug Craddock's wife calling her, but only
momentarily. June quickly explained part of what Doug had done and that the pain killing drugs had
findly put him to degp inthe midst of diding her number.

"S0 the hostages have been released and atruce isin place for the time being?!

"Yes, Mrs. Vice President, but there's more he needsto do, and | think he's the only one who can make
everyone work together. But please, don't et any of this get out yet. There's other parts of the overdl
problem he hasn't got settled yet, particularly what € se Johannsen knows, and he still needs sometime
with Amel—the CDC Director when she gets out of surgery.” June till didn't have any idea of what else
Ameiamight know. Whatever it was, if anything, she hadn't told either her or Doug before the attack
happened. Either she had reason to keep silent or events had overtaken her before she could speak and
she had been scared to confide it to anyone while being held captive. And it might very well be nothing,
as Doug had suggested. Asif there wasn't enough aready.

"Alright. Give everyone there my thanks for working with me. I'll tell the president the hostages have been
released and we have atemporary truce but that we need more time to work out details.”

"Thank you maam. We should know more in another day or so. I'll tell Doug to call you as soon as he's
awake again. But he hasto go into surgery soon himsdlf.”

"l see. That was aheroic thing he did, just to hear about it. Good bye now. Have someone call me back
every Sx or eight hoursto keep meinformed.”

"Yesmdam, | will "

June thumbed the phone off, wondering at the way events shaped a person'slife. Just afew short weeks
ago she never could have imagined that she would not only be married again, but that she and her
husband would be talking to the Vice President of the United States over one of her private lines!

It was dark asthe former hostages made their way back to the science building, accompanied by the
men and women selected by Qualluf to go with them. June wanted nothing more than get under ashower
and into clean clothes, but she forced hersdlf to ignore her bodily needs for the time being. It had
suddenly occurred to her that not only had she been talking to the Vice President, but that she and Doug
were temporarily in charge of CDC operations. Or she and Teresa until Doug was back on hisfest. It
was a humbling thought, and afrightening one a the sametime.

"We should dress hiswounds,” Doug's nurse said. “ All the doctor did was put in a couple of quick
gtitches to hold the wounds closed and load him up on antibiotics and pain killer. He's going to need
surgery, too."

How to tell anurse that sometimes what seemed urgent to amedical person had to take aback seet to
cons derations much more important. June wanted to take care of Doug, but she knew he had to have
some rest, too. She wondered ... maybe his surgery could be done under aloca anesthetic so he

wouldn't be incapacitated for along period like a genera anesthetic would do. “He needsto rest more



than anything. And then he hasto either stay awake or be capable of being woken up. Would you please
go talk to the doctor who treated him first and seeif the work he needs could be done under aloca ?"

The nurse nodded dubioudy, but went to ask, wondering what had gone on in that closed room she had
been barred from. Something very important, evidently.

* * % %

Tomlin was bardly ligening to the presdent. Damn it, that was my last best chance to take him out,
he thought. Now what? Security, that's the key. The guard force at the CDC must have taken lots of
casudties. Maybeif he got authority to augment it with his own agents? No, better yet, get the Santes
bitch out of the way and have the military take over dedling with the blacks. Then...

"Edgar, what'swrong with you?’ the president asked irritably. He was suffering badly from lack of deep
and hisNational Security Director was off in la-laland.

"Oh, sorry, Mr. President. | wasjust thinking, now that the situation in Atlanta has calmed down, perhaps
Vice president Santes could be relieved of those duties and given something eseto do.” Anything to get
her out of theway.

"Likewhat? There's nothing el se she can do that | can't do better. Besides, she said therés Hill alot of
issuesto beresolved. | extended the deadline for her and the army until the end of the week. So long as
she'sdoing well there, why move her?” Marshall was grudgingly sincerein his praise, despite never
having liked theidea of awoman in aposition to take over running the country. He was so depleted of
energy that he didn't question why his national security director was so interested in removing the vice
president from the Atlantaimpasse.

“Wal, l right, but | reglly think..."

"No, and that'sthe end of it. | need your attention concentrated on security for the whole country, not
just onelittle segment of it. Don't you understand yet how violent and unpredictable the blacks are? The
onesdtill dive, that is. Besdes, Santes as much as hinted that the CDC security director might be ableto
come up with a solution that will quiet that damned Church of Blacks down. | sure don't want to spoil her
chancesif that'strue. If we can stop their agitation, we can use the army to better purposes el sawhere.
Now let's get back on track here. | have to go on the hookup to the U.N. in an hour."

"Yes, gr,” Tomlin responded, trying desperately to sound matter-of-fact whileinwardly he roiled with
fear of being found out.

"Good. Now go over your border security again. | don't want some damn Arab sneaking in hereand
popping me just because the Jews are killing them al. Why haven't we been able to close our borders?”

Tomlin knew the president was asking him to fix a problem that had been ignored or given short shrift by
congressfor thelast hundred years. There was no fix, not until the draft expanded the army by orders of
magnitude and that couldn't be done overnight. “Mr. President, it's a better bet to increase your security
rather than try to keep the borders sedled. We ill can't doit. And to keep Arabs out, we'd just about
have to shut down airlinetravel completely. Half the security staff at the airports were black and haf our
southern border guards were Hispanic. Welve lost alot of them to the virus and some more from them
smply quitting their jobs. Fortunately, air travel isdown dragticaly, but that doesn't cover it adl. I'm sorry
gr, but you know we've never been ableto stop illegal immigrants crossing from Mexico and Canada”

"Damn wimpy congress wanting Hispanic votes too damn much,” General Newman added. “ By the way,
the army hastemporarily lost contact with the brigade commander in Atlanta. Something about a crucia
trip he had to make. Y ou know anything about that?"



"No,” Tomlin said. Crucid trip? Now what?
"Vice Presdent Santes gave him the authority. | wonder where he's off to?"

"Hedidn't say. He amply informed his deputy that he was going after information vital to nationd security
and would return within aday or so. I'm going to have his assif | find out he'slying.”

"Forget that,” Marshall commanded. He focused his next question on Lurline. “What's the state of our
trangportation now? Is there anything else | need to do? Any executive orders?’

"Actudly, since Atlanta camed down yesterday, the violence has tapered off e sewhere and road and rail
traffic ismoving well enough. It'slike everyoneiswaiting to seewhat Qualluf Taylor hasto say. All he's
done so far isissue astatement urging calm “for the time being” and promised a mgor announcement
soon.”

"Fine, fine.” The president laughed briefly. “Maybe we need to bring those folks who did the negotiating
into government. They seem to know what they're doing, and they got it done fast. General, how about
you?"

"We have some problems with the media on afew of the martia law edicts, but nothing serious yet. It
could become an issue for them, though. Damn jackas.”

Marshall ignored the comment about the press, and he knew which issues were causing trouble. He
didiked reporters but knew they were as necessary in modern-day politics as campaign funds. “Lurline,
isthere aspot open where | could have abrief press conference? I'll try calming their jitters. And
General, maybe you could instruct the other chiefs to pass the word down from the top that I'm
displeased with the use of so much force."

The generd nodded. Lurline said “I'll make sometime, sr. They'll want to talk to you after your U.N.
gpeech in any case and we can take care of both at the sametime.” Lurline had to admit that President
Marshal was performing better under pressure than she ever expected—nbut she still would much rather
have seen Marlene Santes Sitting behind the desk in the ova office. Marshall scared her the way he
depended so much on General Newman, and delegated so much power to the man.

* k% k %

All Colonel Chrigtian had to go on was aname and city, Shane Stevenson and Charleston. The internet
had quickly tracked down the only two persons with that name, assuming that the city referred to was
Charleston, South Carolina

The firgt had proven to be adud, amild mannered retired postman who seemed overawed at the gang of
military men and women swarming around his home, mixed with amediey of blacks dressed in everything
from suitsto jeans. He was entirely cooperative and friendly once he got over being scared. Chrigtian
couldn't know for certain the man was innocent, but he gave him a presumptive pass. Just to be safe, he
left one of his sergeants to stay with him while the other suspect was checked out.

The hdlicopter lifted off from the street in front of the first address and headed toward the outskirts of
Charleston, where the other Shane Stevenson lived. As soon asit settled in to alanding, the colonel's
troops began the drill, spreading out to surround the old frame home with the red brick chimney. It was
located in a shabby neighborhood and isolated from its neighbors by an abandoned two story structure of
brick on one side and an overgrown vacant lot on the other. Colonel Christian let his men perform their
tasks with aminimum of supervision, as befitted agood commander, while he followed with hisaide and
the representatives from the Church of Blacks.



His men were sill outside the front door when he noticed the incongruity. Smoke shouldn't be coming
from achimney on aday this hot!

"Takethe house! Now!” he yelled and began running. He saw the door being kicked in before he got
there, Sck at the thought they might betoo late.



CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

Doug gritted histeeth and did his best to bear the pain without complaining and with aminimum of pain
killers. Even in the cool atmosphere of the operating room, he was swegting heavily by thetime his
wounds had been cleaned up, sutured, re-bandaged and his broken left arm immobilized in asolid cast
with an opening that could be lifted to examine the wound then latched back closed.

The doctor stripped off his gloves and tossed them aside. “Mr. Craddock, that should do you. Check in
every day for my nurse to change the dressing and check your wounds. The nurse will give you somepills
for pain. And you be sure you take dl of the antibiotics | gave you. Don't stiop until they're gone.
Understand?'

"Got it doc. Thanks."

"That'sal right. I'm sorry | had to hurt you.”

Doug forced agrin. “1 asked for it. Where's June?’

"Y our wife? With the Director, | believe."
"Amdiasawake?’ Doug felt hispulselegpin hischest.

"Yes. She'sdoing fine. Still alittle groggy at last report. 1t's agood thing you got her over here when you
did. She had aruptured spleen that was bleeding into her abdominal cavity. Her surgeon had to remove
it

"Thanksagan."

"Thank you again for getting her back for us. She'sdoing afinejob.” The doctor strode out, peeling off
his gown as he went, headed to yet another room and another patient.

The medical people are the real heroes, he thought, watching the doctor leave. They had risked their lives
to help defend their patients, then gone right back to work.

"Side over here Mr. Craddock,” the nurse said, easing the familiar gurney next to the operating room
table.

"Wheream | going now?'
"Just outside the door to awheelchair. Then you're on your own."
"I canwalk, | think."

"Maybe you can, but you aren't. Not after dl the trouble | went through to find you that wheelchair."”

"l don't likeit,” Tomlin said to the person on the other end of theline. “What's he up to?"
"Nothing that concerns us, Edgar. Just be cool. And damn it, don't call me at this number again.”

"I can't helpit; I'm worried. I've only got one man left at CDC and he's not an agent. He can't do
anything but report or maybe pass awegpon on to someone in position where they can take action. And
gpeaking of reporting, he just sent word that Craddock has headed back to meet with the preacher again
and Chrigian again.”



Therewasaslence. After amoment asigh. “All right, if it will make you fed better, I'll send someonel
can trugt to Chrigtian's headquarters unit with orders from me to keep an eye on him and to eliminate him
if | givethe order. So far as anyone will know, it will be asmpletransfer. Now don't call me again. Use
our regular contact methods.”

Tomlin switched off the phone, il dissatisfied. Regular contacts! They dwaystook at least twenty four
hours and frequently longer to get data to the right person. He looked down &t his hands. His nails were
bitten back to nothing. | never bit my nails before. Why now? But of course he knew why.

* k% k %

Ameliahad the head of her bed dlevated at about afifteen degree angle, enough to make good eye
contact with anyone shewastalking to. Shewas till pretty groggy from the anesthetic and the painkiller
dripinher 1.V., but not so much that she couldn't reason or know what was going on around her. “Hello,
Doug,” She smiled as he pushed hiswhedlchair into her room. “I heard what happened to you. Aren't we

apar?

The sound of Doug's name woke June from her ngp. She got up from achair on the other side of the bed
where she had been dozing and came around to Doug.

"Mmmm,” he when shefindly removed her lipsfrom his. “ That's better than medicine. One more like that
and you'll have me up and running around the room.” He brushed atear from her lasheswith his

forefinger.
"What have you two been talking about?’

"Johannsen,” they both said at once.

He raised hisbrows. Information about the scientist was what he had come for. “ Good. Amédlia, | hate to
rush you, but I've got to get back to the other building and try to keep the pot from boiling over again.
When we were talking right before you went into surgery, you mentioned something € se you had found
out about Johannsen. Do you remember what it was?'

Amelialooked puzzled for amoment, trying to recal the memories. Suddenly her face brightened. “Oh! |
remember now. | told you there was a possibility of avaccine, didn't 17?7

"YS,"

"And that a couple of drugs are showing promise of being at least partialy effectivein limiting thelevel of
quinol inthe blood from the...” Seeing hisfrown, she smiled. “Let'sjust say we might have atreatment, if
not acure. It'snot certain yet, though. And of course even if we do develop avaccine, it will betoo late
for most blacks."

"Nothing seemsto be very certain with virology, doesit?"

"No, that's the nature of the little demons. But here's the good part of what Jenkins got out of Johannsen
at their firs meeting. He said that during hisinitia lab experiments, the Harcourt virus began attenuating
after itshiatusin the cdllsfirst infected. He thinks that will probably happen with humans, too.”

"What do you mean, attenuated?"

"Sorry. That meansit changes and eveniif it still causes the same diseasg, it's not as serious. We dso
know it has mutated somewhat, becauseit's not migrating to the liver of people with secondary infections.
The people who're catching it now go right on and present with the symptoms after a short time, weeks
instead of two years or so. Also, from what few reports we have so far, it appears that most patients are



recovering from the disease caused by the secondary rather than primary infection. That's what was so
important. Just bear in mind, thisisfrom avery limited amount of data. We'velost contact with al the
medical teamsin Africa, ours and the U.N. both. That's where the disease was first spread but we can't
get any reports from there. The whole continent is a disaster zone, medica and otherwise.”

Assherdated that news, Doug's face was astudy in conflicting emotions, first smiling with delight, then
the smile descending into afrown. When shefinished, he Sghed. “But again, you're not sure, huh?"

"No, but on this subject, we should know more in ashort while."

"Well, | guessthat's good news. It will be grest if it works out like that. All right, I'll have to be satisfied.
Thanks. Can you spare June long enough to whed meto the front exit?"

"Certainly. But if she'snot back inahalf hour, I'm going to send someoneto find her.” Ameliawatched
as June pushed Doug's wheelchair out the door. What a perfect couple they make, she thought; then
sadly, began wondering why she had never married.

* k k %

Before leaving the building, Doug paused to call Vice Presdent Santes. Somehow, he had to bring her
into the drama, especidly if Christian found proof of Tomlin'sinvolvement with Johannsen. Had he been
asked, he wouldn't have been able to say exactly why he didn't trust the White House. Maybe | just don't
likethe guy in office, he thought, then discarded theidea. That wasn't it. His distrust went deeper, down
to theviscerd level. He didn't necessarily believe Marshdl wasinvolved, but he doubted the man would
be willing to do anything to hurt hisredection chances, to his eyes, he was obvioudy aman who enjoyed
the exercise of power. Making public Johannsen'sand Tomlin's collusion, if it proved to be true, would
probably force him to resign. Doug would concedl the knowledgeif he could, until the right timeto
releaseit. Or perhaps not. He would probably have to trust Santes in the end. No one el se had the clout
to protect them. He raised the white flag on its dender pole and one of the black security guards cameto
meet them.

* * * %

Colond Christian was glad he had ordered his men to break the door down. The occupant wasin front
of the fireplace, tossing papers and foldersinto thefire.

"Get that fire put out!” he roared, but aquick thinking sergeant was aready ahead of him. He emptied his
canteen onto the smoldering papers, bypassing the time it would have taken to run water from the faucet
and carry it back.

While that was going on, both soldiers and blacks swarmed over the man doing the burning.

"Don't kill him! Jerry, Kilgore! Check the computer and grab al the backups you can find. Waller, help
me sort through these papers. Quickly, now!

Shane Stevenson, as the man owning the house indeed proved to be, had fortunately been in too much of
ahurry. He threw enough documents into the fireplace to dmost smother the first flames he started, and
he hadn't gotten the fire going good again when the water put it out.

Lieutenant Waller knelt beside the colondl, with ablack man in asuit coat but no tieon hisother sde. A
moment later heraised hiseyesto Chrigtian. “ Sir, no wonder those white supremaci sts we executed
didn't leave atrail to their lair. Everything isright here. Files on the whole organization, from years back."

Christian took the papers and shuffled through afew of them. “ These are good, but not dl | want. Go
make sure the computer records are secured. Hurry."



Puzzled, the lieutenant went off to comply, wondering why the colond wanted him there. Two men and
two women were aready doing that.

Asquickly asthe lieutenant was out of sight in the spare bedroom that had been turned into an office,
Chrigtian, nodded. “Hereitis.” He caught the eye of the man representing Qualluf. “ Seeit?'

"l see. | got something else here, too. Look."
Colond Chrigtian's face paled as he read. “Good God! Keep this quiet or every one of uswill be shot!™

"Isit true, though? Why would anyone leave records like this laying around when they could haveit dl on
aportable drive they could just throw away?'

"I don't know. Hell, maybe they do. Weve got what we came for, though. Now..."
"Sr! Colond!"

Christian looked up. His troopers were holding a second captive. One of the men was grinning. “He
drove right up before he realized what was going on.”

Chrigtian's quick mind sorted out the difference between histwo prisoners. The one who had been
burning the documents |ooked to be past sixty. The one being held by the grinning PFC was much
younger. Probably the older man had kept paper records and the younger one had been in the process of
scanning them into compurter files, then decided to run an errand. A quick look at the printer confirmed it.
A page from one of the files was under the scanner lid. He pointed to the compuiter. “ Take this out to the
chopper. Load the prisoners and make damn certain they're tied securely, then grab al the papers and
let's get back to Atlanta soon as we can. Where's Captain Russell?

"Here, ar."

"Good.” He pointed to one of Qualluf's representatives. “Y ou stay here with this man. Both of you search
the place—together—and collect any other evidence you find. I'll leave you a couple of menin case any
more of these scum show up. Just St tight after you finish searching this place and I'll send for you when |
havetime.” Captain Russdll was one of hisfinest staff officers and one of only two army men on the
mission, besides himsdlf, who redized exactly what they were fter. Lieutenant Waller was the other one,
and even hewasntinonadl of it.

Minutes |ater, the helicopter wasin the air, heading back to the naval base where he had borrowed it and
wheretheir plane was waiting. Very soon, Chrigtian knew he was going to either be hailed asahero or
tied to apost facing afiring squad. However, if they madeit back and he got a chance to passthe
information on to Craddock, and perhaps the vice president, chances were better for himto live.
Business. Why hadn't he goneinto business?



CHAPTER TWENTY SIX

"What you find out?’ Qualluf said as soon as Doug's chair was whedled back into the room they had
been using from the start of negotiations.

"Inaminute. Did you get any rest, Mr. Taylor?"
"l took agood nap."

The reply was short, but Doug noticed he seemed to have lost hisglower. “May | have some coffee?|
got alittle rest, but most of my time went into patching me up enough to keep going.”

Surprisingly, Qualuf poured the coffee himsdlf and brought it over to hiswheelchair.

"Where's Fridge,” Doug asked? Qudluf had only one other man in the office, an assstant he hadn't met
yet.

"He'sdegping. Should | wake him?"

"Depends. Let me cal Colone Chrigtian and see how hel's doing. If he found what he went after, | want
everyone here"

Qualluf nodded.
Doug dided Chrigian's number. He answered amost immediately. “ Chrigtian.”
"Colond, thisis Doug Craddock. Where are you?"

"Just landed at the airport. Well be there shortly. Have some coffee ready. Maybe even abottle. We
might need it beforethe day isover.”

Thelinewent dead, causing Doug to smile sadly. Christian reminded him of Gene, the way he handled
things so abruptly and efficiently. But abottle? He must have found whatever he had gone for. Goddamn.
Heturned to Qualluf.

"Do you ever have adrink, Mr. Taylor?'
"Alcohol ?1've been known to."

"The colond sayswe may need one. | think he found the treasure,” Doug said, glancing at the other man.
Hedidn't know whether Qualluf's aide was in on the secret or not.

Qualluf noticed. “Good. The folks getting impatient. And you can trust Franklin. Frank, thisis Mr.
Craddock. He runsthe security for CDC. Also, he'sgot the VPsear.”

Doug noticed thiswas thefirst time the preacher had used his name. Maybe it would work out yet.
“Wdl, whilewerewaiting, | cantell you abit more news. The CDC Director is out of surgery and will
live. Johannsen is out of surgery, but still in bad shape. He's in intensive care and can't talk now, but the
docsthink there's agood chance he will live to be executed. Y ou may get himyet Mr. Taylor,
because—"

Qualluf leaned forward in hischair. “Mr. Craddock, it appears we're going to have to be working
together, maybe for awhile to come. | think we can dispense with formality except while outsders are
present.”



Doug wasimmensely relieved. The man appeared to findly be willing to work congtructively toward
reducing the violence in the country. “ That suits mefine. By theway, if you gtill want Johannsen after this
if over, you can have him asfar as|'m concerned. But ask me before he's handed over. | think I've come
up with an appropriate punishment.”

Qualuf gave Doug thefirst glimmer of asmile he had ever seen the man cast hisway. It wasn't much, but
it wasthere. “If you've thought of an appropriate punishment, it's more than I've been ableto do.’

"I'll let you decide. And now, | think it'stimeto get Fridge back in here. The colonel should be arriving
soon.”

The next few minutes passed in idle talk, with Doug asking questions about Qualluf and the Church of
Blacks. He had read the usud articlesbut if he was going to be working with the man, he wanted his
facts direct from the source. Qualuf proved to have an interesting background. An origin in the ghettos of
Chicago, juvenile detention, amentor who had finaly got him interested in learning, awife and family that
Doug redlized had rarely been mentioned, even after his name and church became prominent. Like
Fridge, hisfamily had suffered. One of his grown sonswas missing and presumed dead in Africa, where
he had been doing environmenta work, and one of his adult daughters had just shown thefirst Signs of
infection. So far, hiswife and the child sill a home were wdll, but Doug could tell by the way he talked
that the disease was like a pecter, dways hovering in the background. He wondered how he would fedl
inagmilar stuation, where death wasn't imminent, but loomed like a poisonous creature that would
inexorably find him. When the talk died, he called the vice president's office and asked that she be

standing by.

* * * %

"Heresthe stuation,” Colone Christian said as hetried and failed to hold back ayawn. “Weve got
proof pogtive that Edgar Tomlin has been mixed up with thet little gang of white supremacistsfor years.
Theonly reason | can seethat it never got out isthat his contacts never put anything on acomputer or
used email.”

"Then how did they keep in touch or coordinate anything?’ Doug asked.

Chrigtian grinned. “1 wondered the same thing, but on theway back | ... persuaded ... Shane Stevenson
to spill hisguts. He didn't want to at first, but when | threatened to kick him out of the plane without a
parachute, he got red vocal. Those guys kept things so damn smple we might have never found them

"How?’ Doug, Fridge and Qualuf asked dmost smultaneoudy.

"The bastards used the post officel Anyone who opened their mail could have found them out, but who
would have thought of that?” He shook hishead in disgust at theirony of it.

"Be damned. | would never have suspected them of sending such sensitive materid through the mail,”
Doug admitted.

"That was the beauty of it. No one ese would have, either.” Christian took abig swallow of coffee laced
with bourbon. “God, | needed this. The galley on the plane was out of coffee, and sodadoesn't do it for

me. Okay, he said lots of thingsand I've got it al recorded. One matter is so sensitive we need to make

copies of our conversation along with copies of the paper and compuiter filesand put them in avery safe
place, one where no one would ever think to look—or can get to if they do. Suggestions?”

"How about the CDC safe for our copies. Qualuf?



"| got aplace. It would take the whole damn army to get into the bowels of the church. But ... if it'sthat
important, | think we need a second party inonit.” It pained him to make that admission, but he hadn't
got where hewas by being afool.

"Thevice presdent,” Doug said emphaticaly. “If we can't trust her, we may aswell al go turn ourselves
in"

"Okay, but | talk to her,” Qualluf indgsted. “What isit you found, colond?"

Chrigtian surveyed the room. “ Anyone can be made to talk. How about just usthree for right now, with
copiesfor each of us?’ He eyed Qualluf's aide whom he had just been introduced to. “ That's no
reflection on your dependability, Mr. Franklin. It'sjust ... well, I'll let your boss decide after | tell him, and
he can salect one other person to conceal a copy of the documents. How's that?"

"Fair enough,” Franklin admitted. He left the room while Doug sucked in cool air, thankful that the staff
had got the power working again.

Chrigtian sghed and let it out. “ Tomlin has been working with Generd Newman, the Chairman of the
Joint Chiefs™"

Dead silence reigned while the others absorbed the impact of Christian's announcement. “Yeah,” hesaid
as he saw their reaction. “That's how | took it, too. At first. After that | got so mad | wanted to kill the
son of abitch. And before any of you ask, there's very little chance the information has been planted. It's
al true"

"I'd better call Santes,” Doug findly said.
"Wait. Let's decide what we want her to do first.”
"Do?" Fridge asked emphatically. “Do? We need to court martia the bastard and execute him!™

"How? Chrigtian said. “ That's done by the military. Pretty hard task to get the boss of the whole military
establishment to submit to a.court martid, don't you think?"

Doug understood. “ The president hasto relieve him from duty and order it done. But ... damn, | hate to
say it, but the president is such apolitical animal, I'm not sure he would do it. Oh, he might relieve the
generd of hisduties, but even that would make him look bad. He might just try to cover it dl up.”

"Orworse” Qualuf sad.

"Yeah, asmuch as| hateto say it, Qualluf, he might do worse than that. | just don't trust the man likel
do Santes."

"But can Santes do anything? The vice president has no red authority, you know,” Chrigtian said.

"Marshdl will doit if we makethiswholething public,” Qualuf sad. He clinched afig, indicating his
determination. “Especidly if welet Santesinonit.”

"If Generd Newman isn't onto usdready,” Chrigtian said. “He'sasmart son of abitch, evenif hedid get
where heisthrough palitics. | guess we better go with the VP if no one has a better idea. Maybe shelll
come up with away to handle this, but God help usif she'sin on the plot, too."

No one had abetter idea. If Doug could have crossed his fingers while diding the vice president with one
hand, he would have. While he wastaking to her, Christian was on his military phone, advising his



deputy commander that he was back at CDC headquarters and Qualluf was talking with the Church of
Blacks authorities, giving them ingtructionsto stay calm alittle longer—and to exhort the rest of the black
community to do the same.

* * * %

Santes sat quietly in her soft, form-fitting chair in her prestigious but powerless office. She waved avay
an ade, saying she needed to think for afew minutes. She had two concerns. First, would President
Marshall take constructive action or smply try to cover up, even deny what had taken place; and
secondly, could Qualluf Taylor be trusted? One thing she knew that needed doing immediately wasto
inform her mogt trusted ass stant where the duplicates of the paper and computer would be stored. She
pressed a button on her desk and only aminute later, Baron O'Keefe |V entered.

Santes smiled to hersdlf at dl the amusing barbs and political cartoons she had seen since taking office. A
Hispanic vice president with aman carrying one of the most aristocratic names of the eastern
establishment working so easily and casudly with her was grounds for endless speculation on the political
grategy involved in placing him in that position. In redlity, there was no strategy; Baron O'K esfe was
amply one of the best political operativesin Washington, though he had mostly worked for the other
party. When she got a chance to sign him on, she hadn't hesitated in calling him for an interview, then
hiring him hafway through it. She had found no cause so far to regret the decison.

A haf hour later, O'K eefe loosened histie and accepted the small snifter of brandy Santes offered him.

"Thanks,” hesad. “I can't recadl atimewhen I'vefdt the need of adrink more. Thisisamost
unbdievable"

"Not to meit isn't. Y ou haven't been around Newman and Tomlin nearly as much as| have. Now Baron,
the big question is, do we et the president in on this or smply announceit first and then ask him for
cooperation?"

O'Keefe rubbed ahand across his receding hairline while he spped at the brandy and thought.

Santes knew better than to hurry him. He had amind that could integrate facts, figures, behavior and
implications of political equations better than anyone in Washington—or the whole country, for that
matter. Not only that, he was seldom wrong in his astute judgment of people and how they might react
under given circumstances.

O'Keefe stood up and paced afew steps, then sat back down. “There's only one way to do this,” he
decided. “ Go ahead and announce. | think hell try to deny the whole thing publicly; it makes him look
stupid for gppointing both men. Privately, hell ask them to submit their resignations“in the best interests
of the nation". However, just doing that won't fly with blacks and Hispanics, and particularly not with
Qudluf Taylor. I've met the man. HE's no dummy; in fact, he's brilliant. He and his staff are going to want
Newman, Tomlin and Johannsen's heads on a platter. Y ou'd better tell the president what we predict will
happen if we don't hand them over; what's |eft of the black community will go after hisballslike ashark
after blood. After the announcement, | think you should meet with the men and women down there who
broke the story and wrap the rest of it up then.”

"Doug has dready told me he offered to give up Johannsen as soon as the CDC's finished with him. That
was part of their terms even though it may not be gtrictly legal. But you think we should go ahead
anyway? Announcements, then the meeting to wrap it up?”

"Certainly, even though it putsthem dl in danger. Men who would ingtigate such aworld wide
catastrophe will have no compunctions about killing those three men and the CDC Director. They'll stop
at nothing, and remember, we don't know everyoneinvolved in this affair. Those five jerks we executed



were just the scum on the pond. The fish with teeth are fill swimming around free. Now heréshow I'd
work it: Firdt, release enough information to keep therioting and violence down. Give the poor souls
some hope with the possibility of acure. Next, ask for anational hookup in your name, then bring them
al to Washington to introduce them—no, | have a better idea. Y ou fly to Atlantafor that. It will go over
better if it comes from the site where the plot by Tomlin and Newman and the white supremacistswas
first unraveled. That will be more effective paliticaly, especidly if the Director of the CDC isrecovered
enough to attend.”

Santes had been taking notes on her PDA, the stylus moving busily over the screen in her digtinctive
handwriting. When he wasfinished shelooked up. “I'vegot it dl, but | want one change. I'm going to
release everything, including what we know about Newman and Tomlin, before | leave for Atlanta
tomorrow morning. The meeting there will be smply for reinforcement and aso to give everyone some
heroesto look up to for achange. Tdlingit al first isaso aprecaution, in case someone has managed to
tap into any of our conversations. Don't announce that I'm going to Atlanta. Don't even let the president
know or he may try to stop me. And thank you Baron; as usua, you've got it right. It was agood day for
the country when you came to work for me."

"I've enjoyed every minute of it. | wonder if those peoplein Atlantaknow how famous they're going to
be? And how much they're going to be loved by some—and loathed by others?'

Santes had Baron O'Keefe begin preparationsfor aflight to Atlanta, with her recorded announcement to
be made just before departure.

"Why there and then?"

"Just as| said, Baron. I'm afraid President Marshal might try stopping me by ordering my plane
grounded on some pretext or another, or do something even more drastic. | guesswhat it comes down to
isthat | smply don' trust the man.”

Baron O'Keefe nodded his agreement with her opinion of the president, then | eft to arrange her flight and
prepare the groundwork for her announcement.

Vice Presdent Santes dided Doug's number in Atlanta, where she knew they were waiting for her to
decide what to do. If thisdidn't settle the country down, she didn't think there was much hope of anything
dsedoingit.



CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN

Doug made notes on his PDA while June held the phoneto hisear. Chrigtian and Qualuf hung on his
every word, even though they could only hear one side of the conversation. It didn't takelong. He put the
phone up, grinning broadly.

"Okay, folks, weve got alot of ground to cover. Vice President Santesis going to announce everything
wetold her to the whole damned country tomorrow morning, then..."

"Great!” “Wonderful"

He held up hishand. “ Therés more. She'sflying to Atlantaright afterwards and wants al three of us, as
well as Amelia, present tomorrow evening to repeat the same thing and to congratul ate us all—on
nationd televison. Then she'sgoing to ask dl of usto serve on acouncil that she wantsto useto solve
other problems elsawhere, even after martia law islifted. Shelll ask for the council to be empowered by
Congressto take action so it won't wind up being just another talkathon. And by the way, shesaso
going to recommend that martid law belifted, beginning immediatdy, but in stages to make sure loca
authorities can handle affairs as the stand-down progresses.” He grinned again, even more broadly. “I
guess she liked the way we finally decided to work together instead of fighting.” He yawned and that set
off achain reaction.

"I think we dl better check with our deputies then get cleaned up and be presentabl e before we see the
vicepresident,” Christian said. He sniffed the ar near an armpit stained with successive layers of
perspiration. “I don't know about the rest of you, but | think I'm becoming personally offensive. The TV
announcers won't come near metheway | smell now."

That got alaugh.

After somefina details were arranged, among them the withdrawa of the blacks from the CDC transent
quarters and admin building, Qualluf stood up first. “I believe | have more work to do than you
gentlemen, so | had better get busy.” He held out his hand.

Doug took it. Colond Chrigtian'sface logt its smile but he accepted the fact that hisformer enemy was
suddenly an equal partner. He was aredist. He shook Qualluf's hand and nodded.

Qualuf eyed him, remembering his psychology training. “1'm sorry about the casudties you and Doug
suffered, but given the circumstances, | doubt either of you would have done much different had you
been in my place—particularly after those rumors got started. And before we forget, | want to ask the
vice president when | see her to investigate their origins. It ... never mind. I'm sorry. A lot of good people
died."

Chrigtian shook hands. “1'm sorry, too, Qualluf. | may not agree with some of the methods you used, but
asyou say ... well, any of us might have reacted much the sameif we were susceptible to the Harcourt
virus,” Chrigtian admitted. “If we do wind up on that council the vice president mentioned, let'stry to
prevent it from ever hgppening again.”

"For sure,” Doug added. “He looked over at Fridge. “Old friend, | wish | could bring your family back.
Asis, pleasetry not to blame us. The mgority of whites aren't like those nut cases. And don't let'slose
touch again, okay?"

Fridge nodded, shouldering hisrifle. He took Doug's hand, gripped it tight enough to hurt, then Doug
pulled him forward and hugged him with hisgood arm. A wellspring of emotion prevented him from



gpesking for fear of burgting into afit of crying.
They al departed, each to their respective headquarters.

* k k %

The vice president's announcement hit the country like abombshell, taking even Presdent Marshdl by
surprise. Had he known in advance, hewould have tried to use the martial law edictsto prevent the
mediafrom disseminating the astounding story. But after thinking about it for afew minutes, he knew it
would have gotten out anyway, either by the mediarefusing to obey restrictions or through propagation
over the net. Give her credit, he thought. She did it exactly right—for her, damn her soul. Didn't she
undergtand the politicsinvolved in something like this? It was going to mean he would elther haveto
resign or seethat martial law was clamped even more tightly on the nation. Why hadn't she cometo him
firsd? Hismind whirled with dl theimplications, but like most politicians, histhoughts centered on how
they would affect him—and his hold on power.

He cdled his appointments secretary into the ova office and had him clear his calendar, then turned to
Lurline. “What in hell was the woman thinking of , putting that stuff out without us gpprovingitin
advance?'

"Don't you believeit, Sr?'

"Goddamnit, yes, but there were better waysto handleit.” He tapped hisfingernails on the desk, trying to
think. So Edgar and the general were behind the whole thing. He wondered briefly whether they had
anything to do with the second virus, the one devastating the Arab population, then decided it didn't
matter—except some of the damned ragheads were sabotaging their oil wellswith radioactives, trying to
make surethat if they couldn't have them, no one ese would either. Maybe having Newman and Tomlin
arrested and tried by courts martial would settle the blacks and Hispanics down. But that would only
mean they would begin calling for hisresignation. Guilt by association, he thought, forgetting how secretly
pleased he had been that S0 many blacks, a source of ingtability in the nation ever sinceits founding, were
dying. Now it seemed asiif perhaps they wouldn't al die, after dl; only about 60% of them, dong with
some of the country's other dark skinned citizens. It would make for asmpler nation to govern if he
could just hang on. Better to fire the crazy bastards and deny the whole story. The whites would believe
him, he thought. They had avested interest in staying on top, and thiswould mean far less competition.
His astute politica mind knew that people beieved what they wanted to believe and judtified it later with
religion, philosophy or other schools of thought they agreed with.

The president never stopped to think that most the problems came from whites believing darker skins
meant inferior races, much like the Japanese thinking anyone other than them were barbarians, Gajin,
before the country was opened; or the Romans, who believed if you weren't aRoman, you were barely
human. It was an old story when human culture was still young.

"All right, heréswhat we do,” hefindly said. “Fix up an announcement denying the truth of the story and
put aclamp on the press. I'll ask Tomlin and Newman to resign, then congratulate the CDC on solving
the problem of the Harcourt virus, evenif they aren't completely sure yet. If Johannsen pullsthrough his
surgery, wéell try himinamilitary court and execute him publicly. The black community will likethat, and
sncethey'll believethey dl aren't going to die now, they'll settle down and go back to work."

Lurline thought of al the scenes of mass buria she had seen across the country, the world; thewhole
devastated continent of Africawith smoldering cities and deserted villages, dead lying unburied. And now
... now, to find that officials of her own government had been involved, had started the vile disease, and
that the president didn't intend to prosecute them, smply because he wanted to hang on to power. It was
the end. 1t would have been the end even if he hadn't intended to announce a cure before it was certain



there was one. She couldn't work for the man any longer, not under these conditions.

"I'm sorry, Mr. President, | won't be aparty to smply sweeping this under the rug, no matter what the
conseguences.”

"What! Lurline, therésnothing elseto do!"

"Then you'll haveto do it on your own, Mr. President. I'm resigning, effective immediately. | hope you
seefit to change your mind and do what'sright.” She rose and walked out of the office, wondering why
she had stayed so long to begin with.

"I'm glad to meet you Sir,” Captain Foley said after sluting properly.

Christian eyed the baby faced captain, the newest member of his headquarters staff. Foley had arrived
while he was absent. He would have much preferred keeping Captain Russdll rather than this newcomer,
but he was till back in Charleston at Shane Stevenson's erstwhile residence examining the captured
documents. “Welcome aboard, Captain. Have you been orientated and issued al the equipment you'l
need here?'

"Yes, 9r. The staff took care of mevery well.” He shifted his pistol belt up anotch, wishing for a
shoulder holster as he normaly wore—but normally his assgnments called for civilian clothes. Right now
he was wondering how he could possibly carry out the latest orders he had received; to take out the
colond at the earliest opportunity.

"Fine. I'll have the XO assign you some duties tomorrow. Right now, just get familiar with the status and
disposition of our forces and see Sergeant Mgor Brannigan firgt thing in the morning, or before then if he
hastime for you. HEll brief you on the civilian Situation and how the civic affairsteams are organized.”

"Yes, gr,” Foley answered, unintentionaly showing his displeasure that he, an officer, might haveto
adjust his schedule to that of a sergeant.

"Good. Now | need to get some rest. We have abig day coming up tomorrow. Rutledge, I'll want the
various commanders here at 0600 hours tomorrow for a briefing. God night.” He strode off, hoping he
could stay awake long enough to shower and brush histeeth before collapsing.

* k k %

Qualluf and Fridge had to browbeat some of their more militant compatriots to make them see reason,
but after learning they would get Johannsen to do with asthey pleased and that Qualluf would be part of
agovernment council assigned to solve problems—and that the vice president was on their Side, they
finally agreed. Then both of them went off to get some food, deep and a bath.

* * * %

Doug had called ahead. He was both dragging and hurting as his chair was wheeled back into the
Science building, where June was waiting for him in atemporary office. Heknew Amdiawasdtill ina
hospital bed, but she had arranged for a networked computer to be brought to her room. Shewas
conferring with medicd centersall over the world, pleading for updates on the progression of the
Harcourt virus and information from the Arab world where the other viruswas till raging unchecked.

June was running the routine adminigirative affairs while Amelia concentrated her efforts on the broader
picture. She was in the computer alcove, her back turned to the room, as she worked with suppliersto
arrange for replacement of dl the goods that had surely been destroyed or stolen at their former offices
and those of dl the other clerks and supervisors who kept the huge facility running efficiently. New



computers to download their backups into and food to restock the cafeterias were her primary concerns.
She heard the door opening but kept her eyes on the computer monitor. Her administrative assstant, a
young, efficient man of Vietnamese ancestry caled out to her.

"June, you've got avistor.”
Sherolled her chair away from her work station and swiveled around to see who it was.

"Doug!” Shegot up and ran to him, tears gathering and blurring her vision at his appearance. He looked
asif hewas about at the limit of endurance. He had bags under his eyes and unwashed hair plastered to
his head, making it look almost black rather than brown. Thelines on his face seemed to have grown
more prominent almost overnight. She didn't know they were mainly aresult of hisavoiding any more
pain medicinein order to stay awake. “Doug, you look terriblel” She put an arm around his shoulders,
ignoring his body odor.

Doug kept his mouth closed as she kissed him, fedling the tacky taste of teeth gone unbrushed too long.

"I'mfine, | just need some deep. | haveto talk to you and Amediaamoment firg, though, if Ameliais
frea"

"She'sworking from her bed, but | can get her on a conference line from here.”

June sat back down and played with the computer keyboard. The big wall screen across the room
brightened and came into focus.

I'm not he only one who looks terrible, Doug thought. Ameliawas sitting upright in ahospital bed with a
sheet covering her to the waist. Her thin nightgown showed darker and lighter areas of her body beneath
it, the result of bruises from the beating she had taken. Her face was still swollen and discolored. An IV
line was hooked securdly into her forearm, with the line moving thisway and that as her hands played
with her computer controls. The swelling around her eyes had gone down somewhat and she no longer
had to peer through dits between her eydidsin order to see.

"Doug, you don't look very good. Y ou need somerest.”

"Look who'staking—and | intend to get somerest very shortly. | just wanted to update you and June,
then borrow Junefor alittlewhile, if | may. | have to have some help getting cleaned up.”

"I should think s0. Go ahead, just give me aquick summary of anything the vice president didn't cover in
her speech.”

Doug went through the essentias quickly, just in case Ameliahad missed any of it. Then hetold her of the
impending vice presidentia vist and the proposed council.

"Oh, goodness! My chance for fame and look a my face!”

Doug was glad to see she till retained a sense of humor. “Don't worry about your face. Amelia, having
you with uswill reinforce the need of someone besides the military to ride herd on the civilian population
if she convincesthe president to start lifting martia law. Y ou'll be perfect. Everyone | know trusts you.
Even Qualluf Taylor has decided you're sincere.”

"Thanksto you. All right, you go ahead and rest; I've had some aready. June, you needn't come back
until in the morning. Just let your Ky know where you're at and I'll drop what I'm doing and take up
where you left off. I'm about ready to turn this mess here over to the statistics group anyway. Oh—I'll
aso borrow Ky from you to help arrangethe TV interview here. They'll haveto if they want meinvolved.



And | suppose the Secret Service will be around, too, checking on security.”

"Ky dways knowswhat I'm doing. Hell catch you up quick, then do whatever €lse you need. Themanis
S0 efficient he scares me sometimes.”

"Good. If that's dl, then shoo. Go to bed."
June whedled Doug ot.

"Where are we degping?’ he asked. “We can't go back to our apartment yet; the bomb squad hasto
sweep it for booby traps, though Qualluf said he would try to have any that his men know of disarmed.”

"Theresalittle room near the Chief Scientist's suite designed for when an overnight stay at the officeis
necessary. Ameliaappropriated it for us. We can manage there. I've aready got it equipped with
everything you'l need, including clean clothesthat Teresasent over.”

"Which remindsme, I've got to..."

"Y ou don't haveto do anything. Teresais as efficient asKy. If my hushand is going to be meseting the
vice president, | want him to look like he's till living instead of something the cat dragged in. Right now
you could just about passfor a corpse.”

Trueto her word, the little room was ready, compl ete even to a shower. June had even thought far
enough ahead to procure plastic bags to protect the cast on hisarm and the woundsin hislower leg. By
the time he had brushed his teeth and showered, with June stripping his clothes and hel ping him as he sat
on the seat inside, he was nearly gone. He would have been, had it not been for the pain. A pill took care
of that and he fell adeep in mid-sentence. He never did remember what he had been talking about.



CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

"What do you mean she'sgone! Wherein hell isshe!” Presdent Marshal roared a his new, temporary
Chief of Staff. With Lurline gone, hefdlt asif he was foundering, unable to keep what needed to be done
separated from what could just as easily be either postponed or cancelled entirely.

"I don't know gir. | didn't know she had gone anywhere until you asked me to contact her. Ms. Tedd
didn't leave any ingtructionsfor mein order to assure continuity. I..."

"Well, get her on the phone, you fool! No wait. Have you heard from Generd Newman?'
"Was | supposed to, sir?1 didn't know. And do you mean call the vice president or Ms. Tedd?"

Marshall avoided an explosion of temper by the barest of margins. He buried his head in his hands, then
massaged histemplesto calm himsdf down. It wasn't Credence's fault. Lurline had been so efficient she
had rarely relied on her assistant for backup and as aresult the man wastotdly lost. The president raised
his head, wishing he could have adrink. He glanced at hiswatch. Hell, it waslate enough. One wouldn't
hurt.

"Make me adrink—no, come watch mewhile | do it so you can seehow | likeit."

AsPresdent Marshd| carefully measured out precisely three quarters of ashot glass of hundred proof
premium bourbon, he gave Credence ingtructions on what to do next.

"Fird try to get in touch with Generd Newman and tell him | want hisresignation immediatdly. If you
can't reach him, get the joint chiefs together for a conference call and notify me when they'reready.” He
poured the shot glass of bourbon over two ice cubesin asmall water glass and added enough water to
bring it three quarters of the way from the rim. “Next, try to reach the vice president. No, try to find her
first. Seeif her plane hasleft. Whenever you reach her, notify meimmediately. | want to talk to that bi ...
that lady.” He gtirred hisdrink, tasted by downing athird of it, then held ill for amoment whileit burned
itsway down and began warming his body.

Back behind his desk, the president continued. “Cal my quartersand tell the family I'll be staying here
overnight. There'stoo much going on to leave the office. I'll try to get anap hereif | can. Get the
speechwriters and press secretary. Have them fix up adenia of Santes' story, but include a statement
that both of those crazy foolsinvolved with the Harcourt virus are leaving office *for the good of the
country', but don't phraseit that way. The speech writerswill know what | mean. And finally, get that
colond in Atlantaon the phone. | have some ordersfor him. That'sal; now get busy.”

Mylan Credence |eft the president Sitting at his desk, sipping bourbon and sfting through briefs that had

been stacking up. The president was rubbing his eyes as he closed the door behind him. Then Credence
began trying to sort through everything the president wanted done while thinking that maybe Lurline had
the right idea. Resignation was beginning to sound like a preferable option to this madhouse.

* * % %

"Mr. President, | won't help you brush thisunder thetable. | joined the ticket because | honestly felt it
would help our party govern better. I'm sorry to see| made amistake. | won't deny this story under any
circumgtances, and | won't return to Washington.”

"But Marlene, well be thrown out of office."

"Perhaps, but | swore an oath to defend the congtitution, not the office. Thisisthe right thing to do. Edgar



and Genera Newman should be arrested and tried.”
"I've asked for their resgnations.”
"And have you gotten them?”

There was slence a the other end of the line, alowing Santesto hear the barely audible hum of the big
jet she was on descending toward Atlanta. When the president came back on the linehe smply said “I'll
talk toyou later.”

Thoughtfully, she handed the phone back to an aide and considered what to do. “ Call thelocal mediain
Atlanta. Tdl them I'm having afollowup press conference at the CDC. Give them approximate times. Tell
them to contact the CDC for more details. Then send the press back here. I'll want to talk to them before
even gepping off the plane.”

* * * %

Too bad, Genera Newman thought. We could have worked with the man. He picked up his phone and
gave aset of coded signasto one of his operatives while glancing down at his wastebasket, where lay
the tatters of the resignation document an aide had prepared after hearing the president call for it. The
frightened aide had hurried away while Newman muitered to himsalf. If that fucking Marshal didn't know
how to run the country, then by God, he did. It was the president who was going to leave office, though
not in aforma way. He was seeing to that right now. And after that—well, after Marshal was gone,
there would be somerea changes made. Americahad been let itself be adoormat for those gook
countriestoo long. By the time he wasfinished, they'd be snging adifferent tune. He grinned crazily. If
any of them were |ft.

* * % %

Edgar Tomlin had prepared and signed his resignation, but not yet sent it to the president. He was staring
despairingly down at the one page statement when the Genera called.

"Edgar, just gt tight. | have the Situation under control. I'll take care of the president. Y ou take care of
that Santes bitch.”

"How?'
"Y ou know how, Edgar."

"l don't want to go that far. It will be traced back to us and welll be executed! Besides, the president is
denying thewhole thing. Werre safe.”

"Y ou damn fool, don't you think you're adead man if you back down now? Y ou can't quit. Y ou St tight
or I'll take care of you mysdlf. Hear?"

Edgar Tomlin put down the phone, wishing he had caled ahdt to the process when he had a chance. But
then, he reflected, after | provided the funding, it wasinevitable that it would go on to aconcluson. And
isn't thiswhat | wanted? A world without blacks, the Arabs no longer dictating policy to us because of a
geological accident that located them on top of hundreds of billions of barrels of oil”? Maybe Newman
can handleit. Hewho rides atiger ... the old adage drifted through his mind as he dowly torethe
resgnation into strips and fed them to his shredder. Then he gave the orders. It would haveto be donein
ahurry. Fortunately, he had been making plans, though he had hoped it would never cometo this.

* * % %

John Dawson wiped beads of perspiration from hiswife's dark colored face. “Can | get you some more



pain medicine, honey? Anything?'

Hiswife gripped his hand. “John, I'm sorry, I'm not very brave. Could ... could you get me enough to just
end it? Y ou know thereé's no hope.” She grimaced as another wave of excruciating pain swept over her

body.

He squeezed her hand, fedling dl the love he held for her welling up inside, creating amost as much ache
in him asthe Harcourt virus that was ravaging her body wasinflicting on her.

"All right,” he said, choking the words out. He rel eased her hand and went to prepare a solution that
would ease her out of lifein dignity. Ashe mixed it he heard Presdent Marshal at another press
conference, denying again that he was covering anything up. John Dawson didn't know if that weretrue
or not, but he did know from the conversationsin the ova office he had begun recording once hiswife
fdl ill that if he were not complicit in knowing how the virus began, he was certainly in sympathy with its
consequences. It wastime to release the recordings. It would mean his job, possibly prison, but he no
longer cared. Thelight of hislife was going to be permanently dimmed as soon as he returned with the
medicine.

* k k %

In the big ward at the CDC where treatment facilities had been set up, Leroy Barclay lay dying. He had
little regret. Life had never offered him much, he thought. And al because | was born black. Well, if he
had to go, heintended to see that some of the damned white men who had made life miserable for his
people went with him. That was possible now, and hisfirst target would be one of the highest officidsin
the government that had been guilty of so much of the oppression and explaitation. He thought of the gun
concedled beneath hisbody and tried to look sick instead of guilty as the secret service agents roved
through the room, searching for possible threats. The patients weren't forced to undergo body searches
and the meta framework of the bed made metal detectors effectively usdess. After awhile they left, but
he waited. He would be able to hear them coming when it wastime; a political entourage would make
lotsof noise.

* k% k %

SilasMorgan could practicaly fed the cancer eating away at his body. He ignored the pain while he
cradled the sniper'sriflein hisarms. Thiswould be along shot, but well within the redlm of possibility for
him. Marine snipers were the best in the world, and he had been among the best of the best. He knew he
was doing agood thing. Genera Newman himself had recruited him. Well, not persondly, but he had
assurances that the general and others high in government were behind the effort. That's what was
needed to put the country back on the right path, a path where the niggers and Jews and Spics were kept
intheir place instead of being allowed to run free, acting like they were just as good as whites. Shit, they
even let them marry traitorous white duts now and it was legal! Well, he might die; no, hewas certainly
going to die, but he would leave behind a better country, with aman in charge who didn't play politics
with subhuman mud people. He knew he was the right man for the job, too; There was no chance of
getting away, not from thisclose, but it didn't matter. He was dying from cancer anyway. They might kill
him out of hand or try to hold him for tria and execution before his natural desth, but it il didn't matter.
Thelittle pill in his shirt pocket would take care of that, and aso exclude any possibility of giving up the
men he worked for.

In the distance, the throng was gathering, getting ready for the president's appearance. He eased the
barre of therifleforward, into itsfina position. Just afew minutes now ... he saw the president striding
toward the podium, thinking of what a great spot he had picked for the press conference. The White
House stood in the background, a perfect icon for the cameras, areminder of the power behind his
words. Up until now. The president stopped at the podium and looked down at his notes, aready laid



out for him. Silas had dready adjusted for wind and eevation. He moved therifle barre minutdly,
centering the crosshairs of the scope on the president's head. He took a deep breath, eased it out and
dowly pulled back on thetrigger.



CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

Theinterview with the vice president wasfinished. Doug had been surprised a how bright and hot the
lightswere and finally fully redlized why interviewees had atendency to perspire under them. Fortunately,
that was over and now they were touring patient wards. Vice President Santes had insisted on visiting
some of the patients before leaving and asked for Doug and the othersto come with her.

There waslittle warning. One minute everything was fine; the next, the lead secret service agent suddenly
became aarmed. He pressed afinger to his ear, better to hear the feed coming to him from the device
affixed to hisother ear. “The Presdent!” heydled. “The presdent has been shot!"

All eyesturned toward the vice president, including those of the secret service agent. Only Doug wasin a
position to see the patient's hand coming from beneath the covers. Without thinking, or with any concern
for hisown safety, he dived for the gunner's hand with his only good one. He barely managed to deflect
the shot. The bullet plowed into an agent beside the vice president. Before others could converge on him,
the patient cried out in frustration, trying to wrest the gun from Doug's grasp.

Doug wasin apaosition where he could get no leverage. He held on grimly and could only starein horror
asthe gunman was able to dowly turn the barrd—toward him. He flinched, but didn't let go, knowing the
vice president had to be protected no matter what. At the last second he managed to get hisother aamin
the way, the one with the cast on it. The next bullet plowed afurrow into the cast and through the muscle
of hisforearm. He was shoved away an instant later and two more shots rang out, but those were from
the secret service agents. With the abrupt report that the president had been shot, they were taking no
chances. The n was dead; the agent he had shot instead of the vice president was dead from the
hollow point that plowed into his neck, shattering his spine. Doug was the only other casualty, and even
he didn't redlize he had been hit until he saw smoke il curling from the cast and felt the beginning pain
from hiswound.

All therest of therest of the episode was anti-climactic for him. When June saw blood seeping from the
holein the cast and out of the opening near his hand, she inssted that he be cared for right away.

Hiswound could be treated under locd anesthetic; only the muscle had been hit.

"Weve got to stop mesting thisway,” Doug joked as the same doctor who had repaired him before
attended to him again. He flinched as the cast cutter touched hisarm. The circular, toothed blade looked
ominoudy sharp.

"Y oung man, I'm certainly willing to call ahat toit. | had just dozed off for some well deserved rest when
this happened.” He had to talk around the noise of the special instrument used to cut away the cast, an
electric saw with ablade that vibrated rather than spun.

"Was the president hurt or killed? Have you heard?’ Doug asked, his eyes il fixed on the saw.
Surprisingly, it proved to be not dangerous at dl. The vibration just ate through the cast without touching
hisskin.

"| think he's dead, but don't take my word for it; I'm just going by what people have told me.” The nurse
used an instrument to gently open the cast dong the cut and replaced it with atemporary deviceto hold
his broken arm immobile while the new wound in hisforearm was attended to.

"The president isdead,” June said, returning from aquick visit to Ameliato see whether or not shewas
needed back at her desk immediately. “ There's something else causing alot of upset. A secret service
agent released some recordings made from the ova office and they're just now being broadcast. If the



President wasn't in on the plot with Tomlin and Genera Newman, he was certainly in agreement with the
results. If he hadn't been nated, he would have had to resign anyway. And if not, he certainly
couldn't have been re-elected.

"Ouch,” Doug said to the surgeon. *Y ou missed a spot.”
"Sorry. Do you want meto inject you again?'

"No, get it over with. | need to get back to work."

"We gtill have to replace your cast, you know.”

"I know dl toowell,” Doug said. “June, I'm fine. If you need to get back to your office, go ahead. All |
need to do is check with Teresawhen I'm finished here, then consult with Colonel Christian and Qualluf.
Arethey Hill here?

"| think they're both being questioned by the secret service."

"Ouch. That's not for you, doc,” he added hurriedly. “ Those guys could take forever and we need to get
Qudluf and Chrigtian out of here and back where they belong.”

"I'll talk to them,” June said. Sheleaned forward and kissed him. “ Call me when you'refree. I'll be at the
office"

"Wait. If the Secret Service doesn't cooperate, have Amdiatry caling Vice—l mean President Santes. |
don't know if this number will still be good, but you cantry it.” He gave the number to her and June
hurried away, while the doctor gave him a peculiar, but very respectful appraisal before returning to his
suturing. Doug winced again, but didn't complain. He wanted thisto be over and done with. He eyed the
Secret service agent standing nearby, waiting to question him aswell.

* * % %

Vice President Santes was hustled away from the CDC and to her plane. By thistime, word had come
that President Marshall was definitely dead and that she would succeed to the presidency. Her first order
after shakily taking the oath of office from ahatily recruited judge wasto issue an arrest warrant for
Edgar Tomlin and General Newman; under the terms of martia law there was no waiting for ajudge's
approva. She settled into her sest as the plane took off, feding the mantle of ultimate responsibility
descending over her, as she knew it had so many times before in the country's history. She began making
notes on the most urgent tasks facing her, even while knowing there would be many more added to her
list the second she stepped into the Ova Office.

Before they landed in Washington, she got Amdlias call, on the number she had given Doug. Shelistened
for amoment, then told Amdliato call her back if the men were not released. She wagged her finger at
the nearest secret service officer, who aso happened to be the same one who had run her detail since
she had assumed the vice presidency.

"Who'sin charge of the detail now?"
"Until we get to Washington, | guess| sill am, Mrs. President. After that, | don't know."

"I'll try to seethat you stay with me, if that's your preference. In the meantime, call your bossin
Washington and tell him I want Qualluf Taylor, Colonel Christian and Doug Craddock not to be
bothered until they have sometimeto spare. I'm sure there's very little they could add to the picturein
any event.”



"Yesmaam. I'll do it immediately.” He hurried toward the front of the plane.

President Santes resumed scribbling notes on the yellow legal pad. Her PDA had been lost in the scuffle,
but word had come that it had been found and would be returned. Without ahint of amusement, she
mused about how her first thoughts, her first priorities, would dmost certainly be preserved on this pad
for future historians. Then she did smileinside, knowing how far removed from her true thoughts these
notes were. Some things were best left unwritten.

* * * %

Captain Timothy Foley cursed fluently, but only to himself. He had just heard of the new president's
order to have both Genera Newman and Edgar Tomlin arrested. So much for hisown orders. There
was no longer any sensein trying to carry them out now, with no oneto report to, especially since there
had been only adim chance of killing the Colonel anyway. He had about decided to try shooting himin
plain sight of othersand trying to makeit look like an accident. All that would get him now was very
probably athorough going over from both the secret service and military intelligence officers. He had no
illusions about being able to stand up under the type of questioning they could bring to bear. But ... now
he was stuck here, in acombat unit and God only knew when he would be able to get out of it. Hisfear
of combat had been what impelled him into Generd Newman's service in thefirst place; that and hisown
belief in the white supremacist movement. Now it looked asif he would eventually have to face combat
anyway. Hefelt hisbody beginning to tremble. This duty was about as bad as punishment for the orders
he hadn't carried out would have been. Damniit dl, lifewasn't fair! Suddenly he wondered whether or not
the genera would betray him after his arrest and began trembling worse than ever.

* * * %

"You can't arrest me, you damn foold! I'll have you al thrown in prison! I'll have you executed, by God!”
Generd Newman yelled at the military police officerswho had entered his office without knocking or a
by your leave.

"Put the cuffs on him. Don't let him hurt himsalf,” ordered the lieutenant colond in charge of the detall.

Enraged, the general lunged for the side drawer of his desk where he kept a pistol concealed. He very
nearly madeit, with the military policeinhibited by hisfour stars and exated position as head of the whole
military establishment. A femae captain acted first, rushing to grab his hand when she suspected what he
was up to. The othersfollowed quickly.

General Newman was hustled out of his office, hands secured behind his back, raving threats and
blandishments, spittle flying from his mouth. Eventudly, he had to have his mouth taped shut so that
charges could beread to him.

* k k %

Edgar Taylor went sllently when histurn came, but tears streamed down his face as he visudized what lay
ahead. In the days that followed before his execution, he redlized there had never been achancethe
American people would have dlowed amilitary dictatorship, even if both nation attempts had
succeeded.

* * % %

Thefirg thing President Santes did after arriving at the White House was get Lurline Tedd on theline.
She knew that Lurline was privy to many of Marshall's machinations and she knew Lurline had walked
out on the president over the issue of Marshd| not arresting Newman and Tomlin.

"I need you to come back, Lurline. We have to have some continuity here and you're the best person for
it. The country needsyou."



"In what capacity would | serve?’ Lurline asked from the den of her home, surprised that the new
president wanted to talk to her at al.

"It would haveto be as assstant Chief of Staff for the White House. Or Presidential Advisor, if you
prefer adifferent title. | can't bring in someone e se over the head of my own chief.”

Lurline didn't redlly need time to think. She was dready missng the hustle and bustle of the Ova Office,
and she knew the president was perfectly correct; she was the best person available to get the new
admingtration off on the right foot. Already, there were rumblings from congress about the arrest orders
and the way Santes had handled the situation in Atlanta. There was aso debate over the authenticity of
the Dawson recordings, which were stirring a huge amount of controversy. Some aso thought Santes
should have been much harsher on therioters. Perhaps L urline could furnish information on the former
president that would gtill some of the unrest. At the very leadt, she could show the president the most
efficient way to manage the office.

"I'll be very glad to come back to work, Mrs. President. And Presidential Advisor iscompletely
satisfactory asatitle.”

"Fine. Thank you very much, Lurline. | personally appreciate it and | know otherswill, too. Can you start
tomorrow morning, or do you need alittle more time to arrange your persond affairs?’

"| can gtart tomorrow, Mrs. Presdent, athough | may not manage to get there first thing in the morning.”

"That'sdl right. Um, you might bring achange of clothes and your persond toiletry items. | expect to
keep you very busy for thefirst few days, if not longer.”

Lurlinelet out amerry laugh. “No problem, Mrs. President. Thank you for your confidence.

Theline went dead. L urline replaced the phone and began packing, whistling to herself. After amoment
she recognized the tune. It was an old one, Begin Again.



CHAPTER THIRTY

"Where's Johannsen? | would have thought he would be out there with them,” June said. She and Doug
were laying on the bed two weeks | ater, backs propped against big pillows leaning on the headboard,
watching anews cast. It was thefirgt time they had managed aday off to smply relax and be by
themselves, back in their gpartment in transient quarters, which had been cleaned up and refurnished.

Doug looked at the screen as the camera again panned across the three stakes set in a courtyard. Shane
Stevenson, Generd Newman, and Edgar Tomlin stood with their hands tied behind them, with othersin
the wings, waiting their own execution. The eyes of Newman and Stevenson were wild, faces contorted
aswhat was about to happen impinged with brutal force on their consciousness. Tomlin had accepted the
offer of ablindfold; the others had not. General Newman had awide piece of tape plastered across his
mouth. No one wanted to listen to hisravings any more, not even the newsmen.

Doug looked surprised. “Didn't | ever tell you what was going to happen to Johannsen? No, come to
think of it, | didn't. Part of theinitia agreement that stopped the fighting here was that once we had
milked Johannsen of al he knew about he Harcourt virus, and his connections with the white
supremacists, was to hand him over to the Church of Blacks. Infact, if | heard the anchor right, they'll be
televisng hisdemiseright after the executions here."

"I don't want to watch either of them, but | would like to know what they're going to do to Johannsen. |
can't abide the thought of anyone being tortured, even him. They should just kill him."

Doug'sarm that wasin the cast couldn't be used much, but he moved hisfingersto touch her thigh where
he had pushed the sheet aside. He caressed her fondly, thinking of how much he loved her. “Wdll, they're
not going to torture him, in the classical sense of the word, but he's not going to have a painless death,
ether."

"Well, what, then? A letha injection?’

Doug confessed, hoping she wouldn't think less of him. “It was my idea, June. And yes, it will be aletha
injection, just not aregular one. | thought of it back when we were still negotiating. Savak Johannsen is
going to receive afatd dose of quinol, the substance that causes such apainful desth in dark skinned
people who have the virus. HEs going to die in the same kind of agony asal hisvictimsdid. | couldn't
think of abetter way for him to go."

"Lord have mercy! How long will it take. No, don't tell me, and let's turn this off. | don't want to watch.”
When the screen went blank and silent, June rolled onto her side. “1 don't know if | totally agree with
you, but | certainly can't think of amorefitting death for him.” She lay her head on his chest.

Doug fdt himsdlf wanting to make love again. There had been very littletimefor it thelast two weeks. He
curled hisarm around her. He kissed her and ran his good hand over her shoulder and the curve of her
hip.

Junelooked up. “Again? Good."
"Mmm hmm. Only thing is, with this damned cagt, the only comfortable way for meison my back.”

"Just pretend you're awoman,” shelaughed. “I'll take care of everything dse.”

* * % %

Fridge stood out of the way of the cameralights and watched Johannsen writhe under the quinol



intoxication. He stood therefor along time, but finaly it began to remind him too much of seeing his
family diein front of hiseyes, while he watched, helplessto do anything for them. He turned around and
[]8

"No comment,” he said to the gaggle of reporters outside. He didn't want to talk to anyone right now.
Instead, he decided to visit the cemetery where hiswife and children were buried. They had died early
enough in the pandemic so that he had been able to bury them, rather than having their bodies consigned
to amass grave. One day when he had time, he would place markers. For now, al he wanted wasa
quiet placeto grieve onefind time before placing their memoriesin an archive of his mind where he could
cal up the happy times they had spent together. Maybe ... the thought flitted away on the wind, but he
didnt try toreviveit.

* k k %

Qualluf Taylor stayed until the last, dmost twenty four hours|later. Johannsen had suffered, but when the
time came that he was no longer responsive, he caled ahalt to it and ordered another injection to finish
him off. Afterward, he went back to the office he had been given in the Atlanta chapel of the Church of
Blacks. There was gtill work to be done until the Presidential Council got organized. Santes was keeping
her word.

* k k %

Doug returned to his duties the next day. He enjoyed the frequent contact with Amelia, where he could
see June, but that was about to end. She blew him a kiss as he pulled open the door to Amelias office.
He paused there to blow the kiss back to June. She caught the imaginary missive and touched her fingers
to her lips. She smiled serendly a him, apromise of things to come when they were lone again.

Insde, Amdliawas on the phone with someone. She motioned him to a seat. Hetook it and tried not to
listen to the conversation, thinking it might be private, but he couldn't help overhearing an occasiond
“Mrs. President” as shetalked.

Amdiareplaced the phone. “Did you and June enjoy your day off 7’ she asked, atwinklein her eyes.
"Immensdly,” Doug sad. “ Too bad we can't have more of them. Or ahoneymoon.”

Amelialooked pensive for amoment. “Y ou may have one despite yoursdlf. That wasthe president, as|
guess you heard. She wants you in Washington next week if congress approves her request.”

"Request?’

"Yes. Y ou've been nominated for the Congressional Medd of Freedom."”

"| didn't do anything to merit that honor."

"Don't be modest. Haven't you been following the news? Y ou're anationd hero.”

"Me?’" Doug was astounded. If anyone was a hero it was the men who had died defending the CDC
complex. All esehad followed from thet.

"Y ou. And she's aso requested enough authority for the council so that it will have some real power. I
that's approved, and | suspect it will be, you may aswell stay in Washington. I'll hate to |ose you and
June but you're ready to move on.” Shelaughed. “ Doug, there's even talk of you being on the ticket with
President Santesif sherunsfor re-dection, which | expect shewill."

"What! Me apoalitician? Never! Once we get that council organized and running good, I'm going to take
June home and have afamily. She says she'sready.”



"Hmm. The president isawfully good at persuasion.”

"Shelll have to be damn good to ever get meto agreeto that!”



EPILOG

Three yearslater, Doug wondered where the time had gone. The Harcourt virus had run its course and
the secondary infections had proven to be much milder than the origind. The virus had indeed
attenuated—for the better, though the world was dtill suffering from its aftereffects.

The African continent remained largely alawless wilderness, the violence and fighting over scarce food
supplies having taken avery heavy toll on the survivors of the virus. The Middle Eastern population was
severely depleted, but Isragl hadn't gotten off scot-free. It turned out that they hadn't gotten al of Iran's
nuclear arsena asthey thought they had, and an atomic bomb had exploded over one edge of Td Aviv,
the largest city in the nation. They had retaliated with asingle atomic explosion over Tehran to emphasize
the unwavering policy of retdiation, an eyefor an eye, but they were till picking up the pieces of Te
Aviv, and neither the Middle Eastern nations or |srael were aforce in world politics any more.

Doug thought the world was very fortunate that only those two atomic bombs had been used and that so
far only one nuclear power plant had suffered ameltdown. It could have been much, much worse.

China had become balkanized, with warlords holding various sections of the country. It was avery scary
Stuation, for no one knew which ones, if any, controlled the smdl nuclear arsena Chinahad possessed.
Tawan was cautioudy trying to help, but they had their own troubles, too. Before the war with China
petered out its cities had suffered aferocious barrage of conventiona weapons, and alarge portion of its
navy had been sunk. And of course some of their citizens had died from the Harcourt virus.

Russiawas cooperating with the recongtituted United Nations, now called the Confederated Nations,
and with the United States—so far. He had no idea how long that would last, but the relationship showed
promise.

Inthe end, abillion and ahalf people had died before the cure and prevention of the Harcourt and
Goldwater viruses were fully devel oped; not as many as predicted by some scientists, but certainly bad
enough. Theworld was only dowly coming out of the economic depression, but no one begrudged the
money being spent on the huge new research facility being built alongside the CDC in Atlanta. Itsmission
would be very smple: find away to prevent such aman-made caamity from ever happening again. The
scientists he had talked to were cautioudy optimistic.

The Presdential Council for Urban and National Affairs had done some very good work after congress
relented and gave it enough power to override political protests at some of their actions. Amelia, Fridge,
Quadluf, Franklin and a very competent woman by the name of SelenaMartinez were dtill running the
Council and he continued to serve as the chairman, with General Christian asthe military advisor.
President Santes was considering General Christian for a seat on the Joint Chiefs. It wasagood choice,
he thought.

Doug sighed. There was only so much he, or the army or the nation could do, even under the banner of
the newly organized Confederated Nations, after the origina organization disintegrated into chaos,
accusations and recrimination, then fell completely apart. That had been a good thing, he now redlized. It
alowed acompletely new start and provided an opportunity to get rid of the cronyism and
bureaucracy-fattened old union that had become increasingly unable to function effectively, even before
the Harcourt virus.

"What isit sweetheart?” June asked, concern carrying an dmost visible presencein her voice.

"Nothing, really. Just thinking of dl that's happened and dl that till hasto be done.”



"Come here,” June said.
Hewalked over to where she sat, rocking and nursing their firstborn child, adaughter.

"Please relax, Doug. Y ou know you can't doit dl. Y ou're afine and wonderful man and | love you, but
thisisatimeto relax. Be grateful for what we have."

Doug smiled, looking down at his daughter, happily and innocently nursing at June's bresst, without a
carein the world. He met Jun€'s gaze and nodded. “Y ou'reright, asusud. I'll try harder. Y ou deserve dl
of my timel cangive"

June nodded. She looked up and returned his amile, very content, and thinking that he wouldn't be Doug
if hedidn't try so hard. He was doing awonderful job and everyone of consequence knew it.

Later that evening, asthey were preparing for bed, the Steward knocked. She heard hisvoice plainly.
“I'm sorry to disturb you, Mr. Vice President, but President Santes wantsto talk to you."

Doug gazed helplessly at June. He closed the door and came back to her. “1'm sorry, sweetheart. Maybe
| can handleit from here. If | can't I'll let you know before| leave.

"It'sokay. | know shewouldn't call you on a Sunday unlessit redlly was an emergency. Just try to hurry.”

"I will,” Vice President Doug Craddock assured her. And he would, too. Hiswife and daughter were
more important to him than anything elsein the world. In the end, nothing e se redly mattered.



Afterward

Thiswasarather difficult book to write, and | redizeit might arouse intense emotions among cultura and
racial groupsin the United States and other parts of the world. However, | fed like the story needed to
be told, and saw no better way to do it than through afictiona account of what may become avery red
possibility in the near future. Many articles have been published concerning the inherent danger of genetic
manipulation of disease-causing microbes and viruses, perhaps even prions, but they are read mostly by
professionass, and the dangerous possibilities rarely impinge on the genera public's consciousness.
Fiction, on the other hand, reaches out and touches readers at the gut level. They can seeinfictiona form
how agenocidal pandemic could affect real people and red nations, red familiesand redl children—just
liketheir own. | hope that they take note and urge our representatives in Washington to begin research
now to limit the damage should something like the virus described in this book be released into the world.

At therisk of appearing gauche, | would aso like to state that some of the despicable attitudes and
beliefs described in this book are most emphaticaly not my own and | trust that any offence | may have
caused is outweighed by the need to aert the country to one of the many dangerslurking in the future.
The near future, | might add.

| might lso mention here that | took some liberties with the layout and organization of the Center for
Disease Control in Atlantaand its nearby environs. It wasrather ironic in away. | asked the CDC for a
map or adescription of their outside building (or buildings) and was refused. Perhaps they thought | was
aterrorist! At any rate, asthe potentia for biologica terrorism increases, the CDC might very well come
to resemble the description in thisnovel.

| also took afew libertieswith the White House, but not many.
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